Westerly
Volume 61 Number 1, 2016
Notice of Intention
Westerly has converted the full backfile of
Westerly (1956–) to electronic text, available
to readers and researchers on the Westerly
website, www.westerlymag.com.au. This
work has been supported by a grant from
the Cultural Fund of the Copyright Agency
Limited.

Publisher
Westerly Centre, The University of Western Australia, Australia

All creative works, articles and reviews
converted to electronic format will be correctly
attributed and will appear as published.
Copyright will remain with the authors, and the
material cannot be further republished without
authorial permission. Westerly will honour any
requests to withdraw material from electronic
publication. If any author does not wish their
work to appear in this format, please contact
Westerly immediately and your material will
be withdrawn.

Editorial Consultants
Barbara Bynder
Delys Bird (The University of Western Australia)
Tanya Dalziell (The University of Western Australia)
Paul Genoni (Curtin University)
Dennis Haskell (The University of Western Australia)
Douglas Kerr (University of Hong Kong)
John Kinsella (Curtin University)
Susan Lever (Hon. Associate, The University of Sydney)
John Mateer
Tracy Ryan (The University of Western Australia)
Andrew Taylor (Edith Cowan University)
Edwin Thumboo (National University of Singapore)
David Whish-Wilson (Curtin University)
Terri-ann White (The University of Western Australia Publishing)

Contact: westerly@uwa.edu.au

General Editor
Catherine Noske
Editorial Advisors
Amanda Curtin (prose)
Cassandra Atherton (poetry)

Administrator
Lucy Dougan
Web Editor
Paul Clifford
Production
Design: Chil3
Typesetting: Lasertype
Print: UniPrint, The University of Western Australia
Front cover: Bella Kelly, Untitled (Christmas Trees), c. mid 1960s.
Watercolour and gouache on paper (33.5 ×44 cm). Collection of
Jean Burges. © Estate of the artist.
All academic work published in Westerly is fully refereed.
Copyright of each piece belongs to the author; copyright of
the collection belongs to the Westerly Centre. Republication is
permitted on request to author and editor.
Westerly is published biannually with assistance from the State
Government of WA by an investment in this project through
the Department of Culture and the Arts and from the Literature
Board of the Australia Council. The opinions expressed in
Westerly are those of individual contributors and not of the
Editors or Editorial Advisors.

Government of Western Australia
Department of Culture and the Arts
This project has also been assisted by the
Australian Government through the Australia
Council for the Arts, its arts funding and advisory
body.

61.1

New Writing from
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Westerly
Guest edited by
Stephen Kinnane

The Sapling Barricades Of
Trugernanner
Alison Whittaker

Alison Whittaker is a Gomeroi
poet and essayist from the
floodplain fringe of northwestern New South Wales. Her
debut poetry collection Lemons
in the Chicken Wire was the
winner of the State Library of
Queensland’s 2015 black&write!
Fellowship.

Sap clot

The grey saltbush

Tender! Horror!

‘Full-blooded?’
Your other fullness is round
and stretching—a belly
whose fullness was hellish.
We
and others speak your fullness sans sound.

Thrice upon the shore comes the violence;
Upon it too come the corpses, lukewarm by the fern
Tossed by the sea, fat and soaping
they churn.
Where will you turn, survivor, for guidance?
Kick the slag, mourn the sea,
heave bile at the silence!
Your parts archived in other places,
mothballed and stern.
Yet, we too are violent women—and violent we learn.
Yes! Tender we strike and shrewdly we yearn.
Til either vengeance or we are wrung out
our words’ll tender the violence
while they
tender violets in drought.
And us women seeds
both sewn and unseamed by the fray.

‘Full blooded?’
Half of you’s by the ground while
the other half’s in books:
‘The last hope, the last, the Machiavelli!’
Your fullness was more than blood.
And no, no blood could make we black women full.
So it wove through us, unsevered by the flag
Unscathed by its promise of our inevitable fade.
‘The last?’
Did black girls merely play
While all hope sank further still? No.
With panicked strength
Fullness came through like sapling life from the slag.
We mutt bastards grown
This fragile reserve ’round your legacy’s length.
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