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Cover Image: We Remember – Our Barna! By Charmaine Papertalk Green and Mark Smith. This print tells the story of Geraldton’s foundation around colonialism and its impact on the First Peoples – the Wilunyu of the Yamaji Nation. Colonial structures built on traditional campsites, forced the traditional occupiers out of their long held space to become onlookers of where they once lived – sang, slept, ate, danced and yarned. Colonial and contemporary structures only hide the surface but not the memory or connection of Yamaji to their land, 2016.



Dedicated to my brothers, Charles E Harvey (dec),


Alex Green, twins – Peter and John Green (dec),


Carl Green and Junior Green
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Dedicated to Kim Scott
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Prologue


The stakeholders want their environmental scientists to deliver flora and fauna on a platter, and they will do so for a price. Stygofauna speak up through the land; some listen, more don’t.


And so the mining companies reach into our schools, funding programs that make students in their own image, filling the holes they make in country with propaganda sold as learning, gatekeeping into the church of university.
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Prologue Response


Privilege blindness


if environmental scientists say so


water comes from a plastic bottle


what lies on or within country


cannot be seen for the


privileged are privilege blind
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Undermining


1


The king brown does not die from its own poison – within its body, inert.


Uranium within the hold of old ground around Wiluna is more than history. Leave it there. Intact.


The roo-tails sign the ground with making, and then they move on and back until stopped in their tracks.


We try to find our way through the world avoiding reactors. Terms of trade are weapons-grade.


Or see the range folding inwards, burst back out. Scrub, forests, their contents. All gone. Hole.


Lure of the material – to conjure empathy out of furnaces. Giving rise to religions honed as bayonets.


Quarry expanding to echo round owl rock its footing shaky and mice sharp as shrapnel.


JK


*


2.


Balu winja barna real winja


Real old ones them ones


Old ground our country


With ancient ones deep within


Wrapped tightly away


For the earth protecting


Itself from itself knowing


It can die from its own poison


Earth’s silver grey hair


Elder belonging to a time


When the earth was soft


The little boy went to sleep


Balu winja barna real winja


Real old ones them ones


Man is a greedy monster


Interfering to satisfy self


Pulling old ones to surface


Birthing a dangerous little boy


Naming after a god and


Worshipping like a god


For the warfare toys of


Other little boys worldwide


Energy, power, death, destruction and money


Uranium is safe in the earth


Like a sleeping Elder


Balu winja barna real winja


Real old ones them ones
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Grandmothers


My grandmother was a mining town child –


Kookynie where her father was foreman


of the South Champion Mine. My father


worked for decades in Karratha and Kal –


so it’s not as if I come to the mines


without foreknowledge. But I can only


see them as the harrowing of Hell,


the opening of the land to release


what shouldn’t be released,


a desecration of spirit and place.


This is no small-scale intrusion


for the sake of community,


but open slather, a ripping out,


an extraction to fuel the world’s end.
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My grandmother washed


White town fella’s clothes


To feed her kids and survive


I don’t think mining would have


Meant much to her when


Trying to survive on the fringes


Of the Mullewa township


She had passed on by


The time Western Mining


Started destroying country


Out pass Morawa way


I saw the rail wagons as a kid


Rolling on by Maley Street


Carrying Koolanooka iron ore


Not understanding what this meant


Or where this country was going


Or why they wanted this country


I was just a kid watching trains
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My grandmother’s home is gone now


though plaques with her words,


her memories, stand among the tailings.


She would tell me the story of her


father lost in the desert being saved


by an Elder and Afghan cameleer.


As a child, I was obsessed with this


story and it made the dry spaces


lush and hopeful. In my great-


grandfather’s delirium, he heard


the many voices of the desert,


knew the dry surface was only


one truth, that deep below


when they dug, the waters


of the desert flooded the shafts.


Nothing was as it seemed to him,


his workers. He knew the language


he couldn’t understand was so complex


it was drawn out of the rock, the plants,


the very essence of the ground he was


robbing. And then the miner’s disease


got his lungs, and he died in the hills


outside Perth, a long way from his


understanding, a long way from where


I think he started to know.


Those of us with colonisers


as ancestors look for ways to retell


their stories, to build hope. But the fact


is in the railway, the ore crushers,


the shafts sunk into country.


My grandmother told me many stories


of the desert. Of flowers and birds


on the edges. I am free to retell her stories.


She made no claim: she let them grow.


I own none of them.


She told me she ‘watched the blackfellas’


through the hessian curtains, watched


them go out past the town limits,


out past the claims, out beyond


the furthest wanderings of the prospectors,


out where there was a truth she knew


was so close to home, if only


she understood how to see.
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There were no nanna Alice stories


Mum didn’t talk lots about nanna


I think it hurt too much for my mum


To even utter her mother’s name


It was not allowed in those days


When someone died their name died


At least the Native Welfare files


Kind of brought nanna Alice to life


Nanna was 42 when she died


I sit at her grave in Geraldton


Whispering secrets to a nanna


Telling her stories of country


Her descendants and their lives


I am glad the only mining


She would have known was


From the rich ochre on her


Body and in her hair during


Ceremony time out on country
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Don’t want me to talk


You don’t want me to talk about


Mining or its impact on Country


You don’t want me to talk about


The concept and construct of ‘whiteness’


Its dominance and power in society


You don’t want me to talk about


The art vultures here and everywhere


Modern day missionaries


Saving us on the great white canvas


You don’t want me to talk about


Invasion of this land or a Treaty


It’s a shared true history – let’s heal


You don’t want me to talk about


Past injustices, cultural cruelty, cultural genocide


And the cultural pain that is left behind


It’s a shared true history – let us heal


You don’t want me to talk about


How reconciliation could be the wrong word


On its own and without truth


You don’t want me to talk about


Native titles process being for the white man


You don’t want me to talk at all


Most of the time – you have your ‘exotic’ pets


You want me to nod, smile and listen to you


And it doesn’t really matter if I don’t hear you


You don’t want me to talk about


How I have got a voice


And you don’t listen


CPG




Dream mine time animals


Contemporary mechanical dream mine time animals


Creating sacred sites for the future


Is what our kids will proudly tell


Their stories around the campfires


Of the mechanical snakes slithering across land


Creating new traditional pathways and song lines


Transporting hills and country to the coast


Filling the belly of monstrous steel fish


Vomiting our precious earth onto foreign shores


Contemporary mechanical mine dream time animals


Hills broken into millions of pieces


Deep cuts into the flesh of earth


Gaping wounds with polluted waterholes


Haulpak mechanical dream mine time animals


Moving defenceless country from country


The remnants of sacred sites given up for money


Man-made hills our children will claim as belonging


To country, tradition and culture


False hills they will weave into song lines


And cultural boundary markers


Dream mine time animal’s destroyer of land
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Country rulers
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