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We were cartin' laths and palin's from the slopes of Mount St. Leonard, 

With our axles near the road-bed and the mud as stiff as glue;

And our bullocks weren't precisely what you'd call conditioned nicely,

And meself and Messmate Mitchell had our doubts of gettin' through.


It had rained a tidy skyful in the week before we started,

But our tucker-bag depended on the sellin' of our load;

So we punched 'em on by inches, liftin' 'em across the pinches,

Till we struck the final section of the worst part of the road.



We were just congratulatin' one another on the goin',

When we blundered in a pot-hole right within the sight of goal,

Where the bush-track joins the metal. Mitchell, as he saw her settle, 

Justified his reputation at the peril of his soul. 



 ​


We were in a glue-pot, certain—red and stiff and most tenacious;

Over naves and over axles—waggon sittin' on the road.

"'Struth," says I, "they'll never lift her. Take a shot from Hell to shift her.

Nothin' left us but unyoke 'em and sling off the blessed load."


Now, beside our scene of trouble stood a little one-roomed humpy,

Home of an enfeebled party by the name of Dad McGee.

Daddy was, I pause to mention, livin' on an old-age pension

Since he gave up bullock-punchin' at the age of eighty-three.


Startled by our exclamations, Daddy hobbled from the shanty,

Gazin' where the stranded waggon looked like some half-foundered ship. 

When the state o' things he spotted, "Looks," he says, "like you was potted," 

And he toddles up to Mitchell. "Here," says he, "gimme that whip."


Well! I've heard of transformations; heard of fellers sort of changin' 

In the face of sudden danger or some great emergency;

Heard the like in song and story and in bush traditions hoary,

But I nearly dropped me bundle as I looked at Dad McGee.



 ​


While we gazed he seemed to toughen; as his fingers gripped the handle

His old form grew straight and supple, and a light leapt in his eye;

And he stepped around the waggon, not with footsteps weak and laggin',

But with firm, determined bearin', as he flung the whip on high.


Now he swung the leaders over, while the whip-lash snarled and volleyed;

And they answered like one bullock, strainin' to each crack and clout;

But he kept his cursin' under till old Brindle made a blunder;

Then I thought all Hell had hit me, and the master opened out.


And the language! Oh, the language! Seemed to me I must be dreamin';

While the wondrous words and phrases only genius could produce

Roared and rumbled, fast and faster, in the throat of that Old Master—

Oaths and curses tipped with lightning, cracklin' flames of fierce abuse.




 ​
Then we knew the man before us was a Master of our callin';

One of those great lords of language gone for ever from Out-back;

Heroes of an ancient order; men who punched across the border;

Vanished giants of the sixties; puncher-princes of the track.


Now we heard the timbers straining heard the waggon's loud complainin',

And the master cried triumphant, as he swung 'em into line,

As they put their shoulders to it, lifted her, and pulled her through it:

"That's the way we useter do it in the days o' sixty-nine!"


Near the foot of Mount St. Leonard lives an old, enfeebled party

Who retired from bullock-punchin' at the age of eighty-three.

If you seek him folk will mention, merely, that he draws the pension;

But to us he looms a Master—Prince of Punchers, Dad McGee!
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Haw! 

Ai've just obteened a pension for mai Paw. 

And you should hev seen the people thet were theah.

Re-ally, it was surpraising!

Maind, Ai am not criticaising,

But it was embarrassing, Ai do decleah.

Ai met the Snobson-Smythes and Toady-Browns, and many moah 

Belonging to ouah set; and wondahed what they came theah foah.


And, of course, Ai didn't say a word of Paw.

Ai rather think they've nevah heard of Paw. 

But Ai thought it well to mention 

That Ai came to get the pension 

For an agéd person who had worked for Maw. 

The Snobson-Smythes said, "Fancy! That is just why we came dahn." 

But Ai've heard they hev a mothah hidden somewheah out of tahn. 




 ​


Haw! 

Ai do deserve some gratitude from Paw. 

To think what Ai've gone thro' foah him to-day! 

Mixing with the lowah classes 

And Ai never saw such masses 

Of disreputable creatuahs, Ai must say. 

Impostors, Ai've no doubt, if most of them were but unmasked. 

And then, the most humiliating questions Ai was asked!


Yes, he forced me to admit it was foah Paw. 

Asked me, brutally, if it was foah mai Paw. 

Some low-bred official fellow, 

Who conversed in quaite a bellow, 

And he patronised me laike a high Bashaw. 

And his questions, rudely personal, Ai hardly could enduah. 

The Government should teach its people mannahs, Ai am suah! 


Haw! 

Ai'm glad we've got the pension foah pooah Paw. 

His maintenance has been—O, such a strain. 

Ouah establishment's extensive 

And exceedingly expensive, 

As mai husband has remawked taime and again. 

It's quaite a miracle how Ai contrive to dress at all. 

He cut me dahn to twenty guineas for last Mayoral Ball! 




 ​
And it's such a boah to hev to think of Paw—

To hev a secret skeleton laike Paw. 

Paw, you know, was once a diggah, 

And he cuts no social figgah. 

And his mannahs! O, they touch us on the raw.

Of course, we're very fond of him, and all thet sort of thing; 

But we couldn't hev him—could we?—when theah's naice 

folk visiting.


Haw! 

It's cost us pawnds and pawnds to care foah Paw. 

And then, it is so hard to keep him dawk. 

Why, no later than last Mond'y, 

Ai was out with Lady Grundy, 

When we ran raight into him outsaide the Pawk. 

Goodness knows! Ai managed, somehow, to elude him with 

a nod, 

And Ai said he was a tradesman; but she must hev thought 

it odd.


You can't picture the ubiquity of Paw, 

And he's really very obstinate, is Paw. 

Why, he held to the contention 

That this most convenient pension 

Was a thing he hadn't any raight to draw! 

He said we'd kept him eighteen months, and ought to keep 

him yet. 

But mai husband soon convinced him thet he couldn't count 

on thet.



 ​
Haw! 

He was a pioneah, you know, mai Paw. 

But of mai early laife Ai never tell. 

Paw worked, as Ai hev stated; 

And he had us educated; 

And, later on, Ai married rather well. 

And then, you know, deah Paw became—er—well, embarrassing.

For he is so unconventional and—all thet sort of thing.


But the Government has taken ovah Paw. 

We are happy now we've aisolated Paw. 

And a bettah era's dawning, 

For mai husband said this mawning 

Thet the money saved would buy a motah-caw. 

Paw was so good to us when we were young, that, you'll allow, 

It's really taime the Government did something foah him now.
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Behold, I built a fowlhouse in my yard! 

Two months ago the great work was begun, 

And every eventide I laboured hard, 

What time my daily office grind was done. 

'Tis to my industry a monument. 

The fowls, my wife, and I are well content. 


Indeed, I built a fowlhouse. God forbid—

Although I made it, floor and roof and wall—

That I should boast about this thing I did. 

I mention it most modestly withal. 

Just these two hands, this brain were all I had. 

I built it on my own, and I am glad.


And, as I toiled at eve, my wife would come, 

The candle, nails and divers tools to hold; 

And when I swore because I hit my thumb 

She did not hang the contract up to scold, 

Nor move a vote of censure, and maintain 

The thing should be pulled down and built again.



 ​


She is my helpmate, both in name and deed; 

Nor does she deem it policy to nag. 

And when she saw my wounded finger bleed 

She bound it up, most tenderly, with rag. 

Thus, for one end, did both of us conspire—

To have a fowlhouse was our joint desire.


And, when I went about my work in town, 

No haunting vision filled my day with dread 

That she would pull the whole contraption down 

And start a building of her own instead. 

I knew, indeed, she would take care to leave 

Unharmed my handiwork of yester eve.


You'll note—if you're at all intelligent—

Our system was simplicity itself: 

We wanted something, that was evident, 

To wit, a fowlhouse, perches, and a shelf 

For nests. I got some timber, tools and nails, 

And set to work. This method seldom fails.


And when I'd done, and saw it stand complete, 

With triumph was I most absurdly filled. 

A tiny thing, enclosing ten square feet, 

That any deft suburbanite might build—

Yet was my soul with satisfaction seized; 

And, on the whole, I think the fowls were pleased.



 ​


Now that my hens are well and snugly housed, 

And given cosy nests in which to lay, 

It seems their gratitude has been aroused; 

Our egg supply increases day by day. 

And yet, I vow, when I their house designed 

No sordid thought of eggs was in my mind.



Maybe I seem a trifle too inclined 

To brag about a very simple feat. 

Yet strange ideas crowd into my mind 

When I sit down to scan my morning sheet, 

And read of other builders who should be 

Goliaths in comparison with me.


Their mighty undertakings, I've no doubt—

Vast railway lines that span a continent, 

And other matters that I read about—

Are apt to cause much wordy argument. 

Yet I, who calmly built a house for fowls, 

Can feel contempt for these unseemly howls.



For when they move to build, unholy shouts 

Go up to Heaven from opponent throats; 

The Ins are ever brawling with the Outs; 

And both are scheming sordidly for votes. 

They build not as true builders, such as I, 

Who build for love, and scorn the trade they ply.



 ​


Thank God, my wife and I are well content 

In doing things to win a modest name 

Without the aid of Party Government 

And all the meanness of that paltry Game. 

Honest endeavour, and some boards and nails, 

Pride in your work—this method seldom fails.


I am so diffident, I hardly care 

To give advice to statesmen eminent, 

And yet, on this occasion, shall I dare 

To offer them some small encouragement: 

Let them forgo their wrangles, curses, howls, 

And strive to build a little place for fowls.


'Tis sheer presumption, surely, to compare 

Myself with statesmen in high honour decked; 

Yet do I feel emboldened to declare 

That I am more deserving of respect. 
They, by their brawls, a mighty work have marred; 
I built an honest fowlhouse in my yard.







​



Wheat



Table of Contents









"Sowin' things an' growin' things, an' watchin' of 'em grow; 

That's the game," my father said, an' father ought to know.

"Settin' things an' gettin' things to grow for folks to eat: 

That's the life," my father said, "that's very hard to beat." 

For my father was a farmer, as his father was before, 

Just sowin' things an' growin' things in far-off days of yore, 

In the far-off land of England, till my father found his feet 

In the new land, in the true land, where he took to growin' wheat. 

Wheat, Wheat, Wheat! Oh, the sound of it is sweet!

I've been praisin' it an' raisin' it in rain an' wind an' heat

Since the time I learned to toddle, till it's beatin' in my noddle, 

Is the little song I'm singin' you of Wheat, Wheat, Wheat.


Plantin' things—an' grantin' things is goin' as they should, 

An' the weather altogether is behavin' pretty good—

Is a pleasure in a measure for a man that likes the game,

An' my father he would rather raise a crop than make a name.
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