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THE LAST TASMANIAN 
Sarah Klenbort 

Note to the reader: Twelve thousand years ago the la.nd bridge that connected 
Tasmania to mainla.nd Australia was covered by water. As a result the Aborigines 
of Tasmania developed differently from their ancestors on the mainla.nd- they 
spoke their own la.nguage, had distinguishing physical characteristics, and, in 
short, were considered a separate race. The end of the eighteenth century brought 
English settlers to Tasmania, who felt that this island, surrounded by n~.gged 
coastline and rough seas, was the ideal pla.ce for a penal colony. oon after the 
English and their convicts began arriving in Tasmania, Aborigines bega n to die. 

ome died from diseases brought by settlers; others were killed in conflicts as they 
tried to hold onto their la.nd. Records show that often Tasmanians were simply 
shot dead by whites. As a result, the entire population of Aboriginal Tasmanians 
was killed just eighty years after the British settlers arrived. The fast Tasmanian 
Aboriginal, a woman named Truganinni died in I 876 What follows is her 
story an account of the ghost of Tn,ganinni. 

I am r tie un aci fi d. Lying on a cu hion d ofa in a pink 
man hou I dangl on w ighcl leg off ch dg and chink: 
in life I would v killed for chi . On grow bor d quickly in 
et rniry. Ev ry ofa t I th am . Ev ry pink man living room: 
id ntical. Th am drawn urrain r v al th am bay window 
looking out on th am hiny aucomobil . 

Drifting into the pink man bedroom l war h him in hi 
pink lumber. Hi mouth i op n and on arm flung carele ly 
over the woman next co him. A pink brea t pe k out of th 
cover , reminding m that I, too once had br a t that w re full 
and round and weigh ry. 

What pink world do th y dream of? Childr n occ r 
matche - pink kiddie cha ing a ball down a fi Id. Or office 
parties secretaries in coo .mu h make-up drinking prickly rum 
and Coca-Cola. Maybe they dream of shoe the sexy ready 
knock knock, knock of high-heeled shoes on hardwood 
floors. 

I want to sneak inside their heads, slip inside their dreams as I 
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lip into ch ir hou , but chi i on luxury I am not afford d. 
Pa ing without a ound from b d to window and back again 

I Ii t n co their rhyrhmi br ach . A row caw out id , uncling 
lik a i k at or a baby. A rink.I d Po c-Ic not Ii di card don 
ch window ill: toilet paper, bananas, razors, margarine. 

I want co do om thing, mak om thing happ n. Th world 
chang all around rn and I cay ju t ch am . 

Floating int ch hild room I war h ch pink baby girl 
dr am and chink of d ing rn thing ru I. I pla my ld 
woman hand ju tab v h r oft pink n k and squeeze with all 
my might. Nothing. allou d brown fing r lip chr ugh A h 
lik blad of ra li in ch br z . I irnagin ch r xrur of 
chi baby n k· Iv forgorc n what A h f; I lik . I imagin 
h r lar hrill r am- if nly I uld mak h r r am ru h 
chat pink A h. Th b b urgl t rrlin m · I jump ba k 
and r m v m h nd a ham d f m ch u hr nd m ru I 
. . Int nn n . 

Th pink man r k n r II inn r v n char lump f 
pink A h in ch rad) · ch pink 111 n ha m funn id a . 

P i ng ch r u h la p ti d r I rand n th b I n char 
r I k ch i ry. u r id r h i n d h pi k d up. I an r f; I 

wind bur I an it ffi t : tr hi r· a hild pla ti t 
bl w a r th lawn. Wind thr ugh m . I an, al n . 

Th ind m di ffi r n t t n i ht I k if it . rr In 
n1 chin . I er t wh r chi i bur ch r r nl tr 

wa in and chat damn d r w awin I uttural all n w 
Jik an Id man d in . 

L apin ff ch bal 
I pa plane d irru er 

n I lid up ch hill a ain t ch wind. 
nd ch n I It. uld itb ?~ ch 
urpri . M unt cu rt I my haunt. hap fan ch r ul-

H. 11 I a. 
H IJ ? th i timid h icant. 

rn ;, 
Of l lau h. Th n wl d ad ar 

hildr n ch r hy and uri u . Thi n 
lu l w; I om I ay. 

an ... u ... 

r fr hin . Lik 
pink and bald nd 
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«Who ar you?" he whi p r . A if om one could h ar u . 
((Ti . . " rugan1nn1. 
He tare at me. 
«You know," I ay, "the last full-blooded Aboriginal Tasmanian. 

You r ad about m in chool ... ' 
'M G d ' " y o , your ... 
D ad ' I ay, lik you." 

I watch him war h him If. H lowly lift a gho cly arm, 
tudi it and put it down. H walk through a I mon tr . Ha 

ha! h ay , D h !' I don r c II him how fa th II cir of chi 
game how oon h II long co lap hi hand again t rough bark 
and feel th ting of it. In a h w day or w k or y ar - it all 
th am now- h II wra k hi brain t r m mb r what bark 
h le lik . 

I do r m mb r h a y ur ph t raph . . . u lo k 
diffi r nt. Youn r. 

Thank y u I a h r vanity ur iv 
I hat char pi cur I t II him. I I ok 

Wi had t 1r till u ;> 

ag nd v n d ach. 
pr ud d fianc old. 

Um h a jumpin rhr u h th I m n tr 
It u d t b u d m t n han in in th 

mu um ?he last Ta ,nanian. Thi till him. Tin1 hav 
hang d and o ha m c r . 

What i ur tor a ain? le b n awhil . I fi r c. 
Whi h v r i n? Im till waicin for ch m i . I mil 

Th pink ul lo ks onfu d. 
Oka I ay all right. Thi 

my p pl . Th r wa a pink 
R bin n- a fri nd a l r ... 

mu h i cru : I tri d t av 
hri cian man wh h Ip d 

Pink? 
Lik you. You ay whit but 1 k at y u. 

H 1 k at ch kin on hi hand a if for ch fir r rim. 
Robin on onvin d m to follow ch pink man rul . Wi 

w nc co that i land th pink rnan av u - a Id windy pla . 
Ir runk f d ath b for w v n tare d dyin . Wi had to go. 
Robin on aid it wa ch nly way. Th pink m n hat du w r 
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shooting us dead like kangaroos. I believed my pink Christian 
friend, and I con vi need the others to follow. I even prayed to the 
pink man's bloody God. They all died there, on Flinders. Even 
though Robinson told us Flinders Island was the only way. He 
had the best intentions." 

"I'm sorry," he say and shakes his head. 
"This much is also true: I watched my mother stabbed 

to death by sealers; blood spurted from her heart like a tiny 
fountain. My father was murdered too, but I didn't see. My 
si cer: raped, killed by a pink man. And my fiance." I pause. 
"Paraweena. He swam out to gee me one day. I was on a boat 
with two pink men whaler -I know what you're chinking; I 
know what they aid about me but I wa young and curious. 
Paraweena thought I wa in danger· h warn out to rescue me. 
Bue it was coo far and he was not a strong wimmer. When he 
grabbed onto the pink man' boat, they chopped hi hand off 
at ch wri ts. Parwe na drowned in purple water-you should ve 
e n the color. Hi dead hand gripped the boat. 

Je u ," he ay . 
«And they ay we were brutal." 
A couch of pink man' guilt Aashe cro hi dead face. Aft r 

a while he a k Are there others? Like you?" 
A f; w l ay. «Mo dy th y re our we t. They prefer th 

wilderne . le' only m chat likes it urban. I like co lip through 
th pink man pi ket fence glide through hi bolted door. I 
lik co r ad hi book -ch r a lot of time. You II ee. I like to 
it and Ii ten to hi modern noise : the ru h of water through a 

tap the tick tick ti k of a ga burn r lighting the mechanical 
birdcaJl of the inc rn t connecting.' 

The dead soul looks away. 
«I don't fit in ' I say. Its been o long ince I've talked to 

anyone ince Ive told my tory: I have co tell it or it stops being 
real. 'I don't fit in with my people or with yours. Its becau 
I m half pink myself. Not in color ... ' 

"Between worlds," he says. 
Maybe he's not so clueless. 

140 
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SARAH KLENBORT 

"What ... what about the mainland? Have you been there? 
Victoria, New South Wales ... Darwin! Have you been to 
Darwin, to see your cousins there?" 

"Cousins? Well, it's only been 12,000 years." Why does the 
pink man think we're all the same? 

I watch him squirm inside his new dead soul. 
"Goodbye," I say and leave before he has a chance to leave 

me first. 
"W-w-w-wait! I have to ask ... " 
I don't wait. I float up Mount Stuart Road feeling angry and 

uneasy. 
I fly straight up the tarmac road that ov rlooks the city. I 

pass square hou e and square balconies-the pink man likes his 
, quare . Hedges mark square lots of land. Ro s peek through 

picket ti nces (nature prefer a circle). But even the pink man' 
flowers have their spikes. 

The pink man likes his barb . Hi drink- we tole a botd 
once when I was till alive rook it from the cold box and drank 
it down fa t-it was filled with a thou and tiny pike that 
prickled my tongue and throat. The drink made me warm and 
ea y and then it made me leep. When I woke, one of the pik 
had grown large and lodged it elf between my brow and kull. 

The pink man likes hi line . olumns of word on a page 
row of grapevine up a hill a trip of tarma cro a harbor. I 
reckon it the line that killed u . Not hi gun or spike not 
all hi fancy word not ev n his di ea e. It wa the borders, the 
quare : we could never get u ed to four wall . (At Flind r we 

didn t ray in the hou e th y had u build for our elv . Wi at 
on the beach in read and stared back at our homeland: it wa 
clo e enough for u to ee and far enough away for u never to 
get back. Oistan e made the mountains look soft and blue.) 

The pink man likes to build. He like his lights and so do I. 
At night they parkle like sunlight on the sea, like stars in the 
sky only brighter, closer. At the top of Mount Stuart I look 
down at the city such a beautiful city, and yet I want to crush 
it, plunge the pink man into darkness. I Aoat around the top of 
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Mount Stuart until silhou tte of mountains appear with th 
dawn. They look more lik hill today. I hare it wh n the pink 
man' right. 

I make th ro ing at night. l'v alway pr h rr d th pint 
who gov rn th night to the pirit who gov rn the day. 
Pr led -even hi name i pr tty, boring, bland-you an 
right through him. Wrangiowrapp r i th pirit of th dark 
and h ' a infinit a I am. I Aoat a ro wave lit only by th 
moon ov r th a th pink man aJl Ba traighr- rh pink 
man lik co nan1 . w r ati fi d with o an. (Th n again 
w w r ati fi d with gr a and har oal m ar d on kin t 
k p u warm in wine r.) 

Th war r i trang ly aim. I 1 k forward t g tting ch r 
t g tting m wh r t in th u in of cw Iv th u and 
y ar ag . I w nd r if th y II fi I m pr n . 

Ir b n n hundr d cw nry-nin ar 1n I w ali 
and v n I ng r in I aw my moth r but it h r I think of 
now a I glid a ro th a. I r m mb r h r dark dartin y 
forr11 d b f; ar. Th pink 111an an1 wh n h wa ju t a bab . 
H r farnily hid fr m him at fir t war h d him from b hind 
th tr . We should never have come out fronz the tr es h u d 
t a . I r m mb r th jawb n that hung ar und m m th r 
n k. lt wa th bon fh r i t r wh d di db for I wa b rn. 
Th pink rnan aJI d chi a ril i u and o did I until th 
kill d my moth rand w buri d h r all of h r. I want d to hold 

nto n mall part f h r arry h r with 111 lik h arri d 
h r i t r. h didn t arr mu h· ch y didn t. Th trav I d with 
ch a on and th y trav I d light. Th y w nt n rrh for al in 
autumn and urh h r wan ~::::~:: in prin . Th y arri d a ba k t 
and a digg r. 111 y arri d war r and around th ir n ks lo 
to th ir br a t th y arri d pi e of ch d ad who nan1 
w r n v rm ntion d. 

I arriv at daybr ak and r t- th d ad g t cir d too th ugh 
w an n v r l p. I top and war h th wav . Th y ri up 
blu and lap down whit again t th b a h. 
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Floating a c, beach turn co cliff, ch n bu h, ch n beach 
again. I don't any footprint . l'v h ard about ch va t 
di cane h r but it' diffi r nt co see it for your If. Ev ryching i 
bigg r, v n ch kangaroo . Och rwi , it' much ch am , ch r ' 
ju t mor of it. An chidna wobbl forward, hi pointy nout 
crounging in ch dirt. Two agull ha ea h och r aero th 
ky. Bia k and whit t rn p k at w t and. A whice-b Iii d a 
agl follow m o lo I an h arch ru rl of hi gr at wing 

and I chink rhac h must n my pr nc . le h I o good to 
b noti d until h Ai off, our to a and Im alon again. 

Du k arriv and I lo k for a pla t r t. I find ch p rh t 
pot: a liff chat ov rlook ch a. P r hing n rh I dg I 

Ii r n co ch wav br ak b low. Ir a I ar night nd rh moon 
our hin rh tar again. 

H y I h ar a qu aky v i ay. Thar my at thank 
you. 

A pink r na gh r fa girl , irh I n whir wild hair 
A at in fr nr of m v r rh an. 

H r arm ar r d a ain r a Aar h r· h r whir hair bl w 
urandallar undh r. Idappr iar irif udmove.Pul-e11e. 

I b n ittin h r h r lik s ven year . 
I n r it ju r lik rh pink r b a p iv ind arh « rh 

'-'V r in lit ? Im orr I a nd m 
h it ch n lik a prin rwirlin rrand fl n whir 

hair. H r kin i al 111 r a fair a ch hair n h r h ad. h l k 
chirt n. 

Wh r ar u fr m? I k. 
ob r P d uch Au rralia. u? 

Ta mania. Iv ju r arriv d ... 
Th r ar pl ncyof ch r liffi d wn chacwa h p int a 

ki nny a h n fin r a t but n n a n i a chi .... Loo kl h 
hour A hooci n car! A light fall qui kl r rh tar . 

Wi h wi h rnak a wi h! Damn. Ih y alwa r o fa t. 
U uaJly I hav a wi h. r ady but y u di era t d m . Wh r ar 
you from again? You don t Look Au tralian. 

Ta mania. Im Aboriginal. 

14 
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"Oh, but I thought you were all dead." 
"We are." We look at one another, the girl and I. She smirks, 

I smile and then we laugh. Deep, dead-belly laughs. We laugh 
at ourselves and our predicament. 

"I was the last one," I say. 
"What a claim to fame!" 
We laugh again and then there's silence. "Tell me, girl," I say. 

"Do you have a wish ready now?" 
"Wishes are stupid," she say and looks out at the blank, 

black ocean. 

I leave the white-haired girl staring out to sea, and travel to 
the city. 

Melbourne's all tram and traffic jam restaurants and coffee 
shops. Melbourne is more suits than I have ever een-nor in 
Hobart, nor anywhere. I stand at the Flinder Street inter ecrion, 
next ro the big yellow building they call historical. le' forty 
year younger than I am. Early evening come · pink people 
push pa tone another. Of cour e rh pink mans not ju r pink 
anymor -hes Chinese and Korean Indian Nigerian-hes pink 
all rhe am . Pink nor a color; it a rate of being. 

I Aoar up and down the blocks: William Street and King 
Sere t, Leice rer Ser er and Peel. A tram goe through me; I feel 
nothing. 

All rhe rime Im looking for someone with kin like mine. 
When I finally ee a brown man h · dre ed ju r like the pink: 
belly bulging over belt a pink tie rrangling hi neck. Floating 
next co him-he walks fast-I try to listen for his step but 
there ar o many steps around us chat I cant distinguish hi 
from all the rest. I go in front of him beside him. I scream a 
voiceles scream into his left ear. His mind is somewhere else on 
a conference call at work perhaps or what he 11 have for dinn r. 
I let him go, disappear inside rhe big yellow building. I sit on 
top of the train station and watch the rest of rhe businessmen 
and women pass by. Then I watch drunken backpackers come 
our and stumble from one pub to the next. Shoulders up against 
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the cold, they shiver inside their T-shirts. I miss being cold. 

That night I fly north. 
Sydney's Harbor is a children's picture book: the Opera House, 

the Harbor Bridge, the Manly Ferry and its tail of whitewater. 
Painted Aboriginals on Circular Quay don't look real. 

I float up George Street with the morning rush, past the 
souvenir shops with singing stuffed koalas at low, low prices!!.' 
When I arrive at that quare stone building they call Town Hall, 
I pot them: five brown men in beards and blankets. They sit 
outside the main train cation asking for money from pa ersby: 
busy busine smen, plump tourists, foreign students. The office-
goer glares· the tourist give a piteous glance; the student cuttle 
off co cla s. 

I it with them while they drink from brown bottle . Tog th r 
we watch the world go by without u . "But you are still alive/' 
I hour, and either they don t hear or they pay no attention. As 
the morning wear on, my companions get progre sively drunk. 
Th y begin to lur their words which pick up a nasty ton . 
Som one tart an argum nc about ten dollar , you owe me! H 
hour . Voice ri e. Pink people catter. A bottle i broken and 

Im graceful for flight. As I float up and over them I hear a howl 
and look down in time to e a liver of gla s kim a cheek and a 
chi k drop of blood fall to the concrete. I don't mi s blood. 

Gliding over the po tcard city I pa s crowded uburb and 
white b ache . I peed up. Im looking for omething but I 
don t know what it i . 

Wh n I finally stop it just before the other end of thi vast 
continent. 

The north i heavy with sun. Heat o strong I can see it. Heat 
so hot and dry, it sparks fires in the bush and send small critters 
scattering. It warms the largest water hole. It keeps things low. I 
watch people move through the long day, barefoot and sluggish. 
They look like how I feel. Brown people are everywhere here. 
They are strange and yet familiar. I feel both at home and very 
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far away. 
Drifting above Kakadu, I see crocodil baking in ch sun. Th 

riv r look like a giant nak our of a story from my childhood. 
The bush is brown and tr rch on for mil . Crackling dry, it 
wait for th n xt fir . If I w r aliv , Id ft I thir ry ju t looking 
at It. 

Th n I e th trang t ighr: a group of pink p ople in lin , 
hunch d ov r, holding p ars. Th y'r following a brown woman 
through ch bu h. 

Although I know that it' not po ibl it looks lik th y ar 
stalking h r. Ir looks a if th y'r going to throw th ir p ar at h r 
back. Hunting h r th am way w w r hunt d on hundr d 
fifty y ar ago. I go lo r. My invi ibl h art pound . Th pink 
p -opl ar w ary and m ar d whit with un r n. Th y hav 
hat on th ir h ad and am ra round th ir n ks. 

Th n I . Th brown woman in front i al arryin a p ar. 
Up ah ad i a wallaby. h turn to th pink man b hind h rand 
whi p r om thing. Th pink man awkwardl thr w hi p ar· 
it wobbl through th air. urpri ingly it hit th wallab ju t 
abo 1t tail. Th b a t I t ut a t rribl r h h d b a 
pink woman in th lin . Th wallab tri t Jump awa and th 
brown woman hurl h r p ar killing it nth p r. 

Th pink w man ri . 
ln pink man rak a pi cur . 
Th brown w man mo t ward th d ad wallab . 

n1 ling now ch pink w man wip h r n and I h ar 
h r hu band a Bur you wanted th Hunting and arh rin 
Tour Lov . 

Th trip horn i qui k r. I don r r p. I Ay right r ch r d 
nt r ov rd rt and min . Wh n I g th m my mountain 

look lik mountain again. I am cir d bur th cir dn ft J 
differ nt light. 

Floating up Mount Stuart Road a voi tarrl m . 
Truganinni. 

I turn to th nor- o-n wly-d ad man and hi bald 
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tran luc nt head. 
«You," I ay. His blue eyes look gray. 
«rm home ick." 
«I k " now. 
I want co go back." 

< V > " rou can c. 

ARAH l<LENBORT 

R turning to my favorit pink man hou e, I curl up on hi 
ofa and Ii c n co ch tick tick ti k of hi Ikea clock. For ch fir c 

cim in 130 y ar , I fall a I p and dr am of pink childr n ri ing 
in ch morning, coming our of ch ir bedroom , climbing with 
ch ir o k f; c onto the ou h on cop of m . I am invi ibl ; I 
am alway h r . 
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