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      Landfall in Abel’s Garden




      






      … and the Dreaming dreamed itself an island




      in the shape of the human heart:




      an unmoored rock, but fertile,




      drifting way off from mainland




      while wind and rain dissolved its shores.


      





      And mists hung about its beaches,




      caught themselves in trees, straggled




      branches, blurring upland reaches.




      Elsewhere shrugged itself to driftwood,




      fetched up, half-worked, sea-wrack.


      





      And this Dreaming dreamed itself Trowenna;




      seems it dreamed and stranded




      clumps of its people on this island:




      few in shy groups tending




      small fires on its fringes,




      slowly raising middens




      of shellfish from the sea.


      


      
 *






      From Batavia, Antony Van Diemen,




      of the Dutch East India Co,




      summoned skippers, two skeely seamen,




      unfurled the map of white, said “Go!”


      





      Down there was Unknown, lacking features:




      Terra Australis Incognita




      – who knew what riches, what savage creatures…?


      





      Happens Abel Tasman made first landfall,




      – a lonely flag on a spit of sand –




      baptised this place Van Diemen’s Land.


      





      And when it came to start again,




      forget the past, that convict stain,




      (those Vandemonian marks of Cain),


      





      it seemed appropriate, somehow right




      to take Abel’s as its given name:




      O Tasmania, my Refoundland.




      





      [Rebaptised, perhaps too soon;




      though lucky landfall had not fallen




      to Van Dieman’s other skipper,




      who went by the handle of the mouthful,




      Ide Tjerscxzoon.]





      





      *


      





      Others came to tame this land




      and turned it to a cage:




      with bars of sea and sand,




      and walls of mountain range.




      





      [The old maps on the wall




      mark Devon, Dorset, Kent:




      named less for home than regiments.]




      





      And the wildlife is renamed




      Hyena, Tiger, Devil.




      Oh, we will make a garden




      of this savage plot.


      





      Blue gums, silver wattle, cycads;




      pademelons hopping across wet tracks.


      





      Oh, we will name new worlds




      on the template of the old.




      Have gardens of lily, rose,




      forests of myrtle, oak.


      


      
 *


      





      Now the snake in every garden snores,




      it’s the little lamb which can’t lie down…


      





      Bountiful, bountiful.




      The Lamb has placed a bounty




      on every Tiger’s head;




      many happy returns




      to the smooth hunter who




      gets to sell its skin




      for waistcoats, gloves.


      





      The Lord is our Shepherd




      and we remain His sheep.




      


      





      




      [“The Superintendent of the Hampshire and Surrey Hills Establishments is authorised to give the following rewards for the destruction of noxious animals in those districts. For every Male Hyena 5/-. For every Female with or without young 7/-. Half the above prices for Male and Female devils and Wild Dogs. When 20 hyenas have been destroyed the reward for the next 20 will be increased to 6/- and 8/- respectively and afterward an additional 1/- per head will be made after every seven killed until the reward makes 10/- for every male and 12/- for every female.” Edward Curr, Chief Resident, Van Dieman’s Land Company, 1830.]




      




      




      




      


    


  




  

    

      Lat. 43º




      






      On an island off an island,




      land hangs from land




      by a rope of sand:




      this epitome of peninsula,




      the penal colony’s




      penal colony’s




      penal colony.


      





      




      [The colony’s sad tale:




      this is where it all hangs out,




      daggy as shitballed sheep.]




      


      





      Here even Terra Nullius




      tails off into Nowhere.




      And to say, of course, it’s nullius




      is to say that they’re No-One:




      shy figures, wallflowers,




      shadows of unhandy men




      immured in the Garden of Diemen.


      





      Nothing between here and the Southern Pole.




      Nothing to stop waves from far west




      as Cape Town get up some speed,




      build walls, build ever-higher seas.




      And just where is here when here




      is constantly swept past?




      Roaring Forties.


      





      




      




      The very day we landed upon the fatal shore,




      The planters they stood around us, full twenty score or more;




      They ranked us up like horses and sold us out of hand,




      They roped us to the plough, brave boys, to plough Van Diemen’s Land.


    


  




  

    

      The Man




      


      





      Arthur looked right into the heart




      of Van Diemen’s Land,




      saw sour evil there.


      





      Mission from God.




      See vice, depravity,




      get venal details recorded:




      decide Black Books,




      leather-bound, three foot high.


      





      Bureaucrat of punishment,




      mechanic of the soul’s hard grind;




      makes damn sure they work





OEBPS/Images/3925.png





OEBPS/Images/Arc_fmt.png
nnnnnnnnnnnn





OEBPS/Images/Vandemonian_cvr_mobi.jpg
VANDEMONIAN
Clift Forshaw

PUBLICATIONS





