
P.O. BOX 563, B E N D I G O , 3550 
T E L E P H O N E (054) 43 3472 

Aug. 11th, 1997 

Dear Mike, 
Th i s w i l l be our FINAL request to you f o r a b i t more coverage on 
the completion of our BBNDIGO HBRITAGB MOSAIC nt the Rosalind Park 
poppet head. For i n t e r e s t , I enclose the brochure we had produced, 
fo r v i s i t o r s to the s i t e . 
Leanne gave us e x c e l l e n t news cover a f t e r the o f f i c i a l "completion" 
ceremony on J u l y 28th, but we're hoping you can f i n d a spot for the 
enclosed m a t e r i a l one weekend soon. I've w r i t t e n a b r i e f s t o r y -
perhaps you could hunt out or obtain some photos to go with i t -
but e s p e c i a l l y , we'd love to see published the enclosed poem 
w r i t t e n by a r t i s t Haery G a b r i e l as she stood at the s i t e , towards 
the end of a l l her, and our, hard work. She read t h i s out at the 
recent small ceremony, and everyone there was h i g h l y impressed. 
We think i t ' s very s p e c i a l . 
I f i t ' s published, readers might need a note to e x p l a i n that "GAIA" 
i s an Ancient Greek name f o r the e a r t h , or E a r t h Mother. 
Maery has given her permission f o r p u b l i c a t i o n , but i t would 
d e f i n i t e l y have to be s e t out e x a c t l y as w r i t t e n . 
We hope you can f i n d space f o r t h i s l a s t s t o r y about our big 
p r o j e c t . 

Thanks, 

Merle H a l l 



BENDIGO HERITAGE MOSAIC 

Bendigo's l a t e s t a t t r a c t i o n i s f i n a l l y complete! A f t e r more tha n a 
y e a r ' s p l a n n i n g and work, t h e BBNDIGO HBRITAGB MOSAIC had i t s 
f o r m a l u n v e i l i n g on J u l y 2 8 t h . 

T h i s m osaic pavement s u r r o u n d t o t h e poppet head lo o k o u t i n 
R o s a l i n d P a r k i s more tha n lOOm^ i n a r e a , and d e p i c t s v a r i o u s 
a s p e c t s of Bendigo's h e r i t a g e of g o l d . T h e r e a r e s e c t i o n s showing 
g e o l o g i c a l f e a t u r e s o f t h e a r e a ; some mine l a y o u t s , i n t e r s p e r s e d 
w i t h i n t e r e s t i n g s m a l l m o s a i c s r e p r e s e n t i n g t h e v a r i o u s 
n a t i o n a l i t i e s from e a r l y s e t t l e m e n t , and a l s o d e s i g n s o f l o c a l 
f l o r a and fauna, and o f community a c h i e v e m e n t s ; and t h e mosaic 
works s e t w i t h i n p a v i n g a r e a f a s c i n a t i n g i n t e r p r e t a t i o n o f g o l d -
i t s many forms and i t s s t r u c t u r e , c r e a t e d by t h e a r t i s t Maery 
G a b r i e l . I t ' s one o f t h e b i g g e s t community a r t s p r o j e c t s e v e r 
u n d e r t a k e n i n Bendigo, and i s a l s o one o f t h e most i n t e r e s t i n g 
p u b l i c m o s a i c s i n V i c t o r i a . 

V i s i t o r s t o t h e s i t e c a n o b t a i n an e x c e l l e n t d e s c r i p t i v e b r o c h u r e 
from t h e V i s i t o r s C e n t r e o r from o t h e r t o u r i s m p l a c e s i n Bendigo. 

The c r e a t i o n o f t h e m o saic, i n i t i a t e d and a d m i n i s t e r e d by l o c a l 
group A r t s Bendigo, i n v o l v e d l e a d i n g m osaic a r t i s t Maery G a b r i e l 
( f o r m e r l y H a l l ) , and hundreds from t h e community, i n c l u d i n g a LEAP 
Team, p r i m a r y s c h o o l c h i l d r e n , s t u d e n t s and s t a f f o f B R I T a f e , and 
o t h e r s from the g e n e r a l community. The C i t y o f G r e a t e r Bendigo 
p r o v i d e d g r e a t back-up w i t h s i t e works, and some f u n d i n g , and more 
s p o n s o r s h i p was found from v a r i o u s s o u r c e s . Many l o c a l b u s i n e s s e s 
gave generous s u p p o r t w i t h m a t e r i a l s and e x p e r t i s e , and the whole 
completed p r o j e c t i s one which c a n c l a i m t o be a t r u e community 
ac h i e v e m e n t . 

ATTACHED I S A POEM BY ARTIST MAERY GABRIEL, INSPIRED BY HER WORK AT 
THE POPPET HEAD LOOKOUT. 



Reflections from Rosalind Park 

What if 
Lady Gaia 
had not dreamed a dream 

of rock and rain and river, 
of sand and clay laid clown in streaiiiiiig ages, 
of rock dissolved made rock once more 

and, shuddering in a restless sleep between the sunset and 
the dawn 

breathed up fire from her deeps, 
brought her crystal kingdoms rushing starwaid, 
and into sandy caverns fired all her armoury of treasure, 

of matchless quartz as hard as flint, 
of sun-bright shining stuff that makes men gasp and 

grab? 

What if Lady Gaia had not dreamed lliat dream? 

How then could this proud city stand? 
How then this lolly tower that spies the world of men? 

Good citizens, give thanks. 

The Greek Goddess of the Earth who gave birth to the skv. mountains 
and sea 


