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Now a new head fills that Death Mask,
Sewn into the blackfella’s grin;

The Bastard wraps the Brain-Pain up
In a piece of old sealskin.

He’ll send it off to London

To the Royal bloody Surgeons there,
So he tip-toes from the Morgue,
Sniffs Reward in the dawn-fresh air.

Skullduggery’s soon discovered
(reports our Hobart hack):
Examining Our Cadaver’s head,
“The face turned round,” the M.O. said
and this new Saw-Bones “saw bones
were sticking out the back.”

So, to stop the pommie Surgeons,
Getting their bloody filthy hands
On the rest of that last Tasmanian

they chopped off its feet,
and they chopped off its hands,
and they threw them away.

The cadaver was buried,
But secretly next night
Royal Society gentlemen
Dug it up by their lamplight.

Time waits for no Tasmanian:

The quick must be quick with the dead.
They dissected William’s skeleton
(sans feet, sans hands, sans head).

Did grave doctors cast their lots

To perform their funeral rites?
They cut away black flesh that rots,
Redeemed the white bone into light.

Meanwhile, bobbing off to London,
Seal-skin begins to stink.

Sailors got shot of it overboard,
Flung Billy’s skull in the drink.
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the emptiness that bobbed
in that child-sized snuffed-out box

Not behind mountains,
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restrung my bones,
hung me upstairs
in a glass-fronted case.

Faces came, went,
breathed on the glass,
then rattled me down

for another thirty years
in the cellar’s dank.

76,
one hundred years dead.
Called it Centenary.

Called me cremated.
All those years since
my lying in state.

Smoke, ashes scattered:
grit pitting the waters
of the D’Entrecasteaux.

Surf explodes at Storm Bay.
Once in the channel,

you hope, but can never know,
if you’re ever safely through.

Notes
Trucanini, the last (ledm9n)2((t))17(he)-8((ledm9n)2u I)-5lh

CIiff Forshaw: Trucanini 70



EnterText 7.2

Cliff Forshaw: Trucanini 71



	
	  The Ballad of William Lanne
	
	   Or, ‘The Blackfella’s Skeleton’
	
	His cards were always marked,
	just like the thylacine’s:
	Upstairs in the Gallery,
	I’m in that big “National Picture”


