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Dear Son, 
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I'm writing this letter slow because l know you cant read fast. We don't live \\here we did when you left home. Your dad read in the 
newspaper that most accidents happen within 20 miles of your home, so we moved. I wont be able to send you the address because the last 
Arkansas family that lived here took the house numbers \\hen they moved so that they wouldn't have to change their address. This place is 
really nice. It even has a washing machine. I'm not sure it works so well though: last week I put a load in and pulled the chain and haven't seen 
them since. The weather isnt bad here. It only rained twice last week; the first time for three days and the second time for four days. 
John locked his keys in the car yesterday. We were really worried because it took him two hours to get me and your father out. Your sister had 
a baby this morning; but I haven't found out what it is yet so I dont know if you are an aunt or an uncle. The baby looks just like your brother. 
Uncle Ted fell in a whiskey vat last week. Some men tried to pull him out, but he fought them off playfully and drowned. We had him 
cremated and he burned for three days. There isnt much more news at this time. Nothing much has happened. 

Love,Mom 

P. S. I was going to send you some money but the envelope was already sealed. 

Poets Calendar of Events and Competitions: 

6th July Bundy Muster. Performance & written. Tel -Joan 07 4152 9624 or Sandy/John 07 4151 4631 
15th July - closing date for North Pines Camp Oven Competition. Telephone Mary 07 5494 7260 
31st July 2001- Mount Isa Writers' Association Inc Literary competition closes - Contact the Secretary, Mount Isa 

Writers Association Inc., PO Box 2781, MOUNT ISA QLD 4825. 
9th August - Bush Poets at the EKKA Trisha Anderson telephone/fax 07 3262 3769 
17 - 18 & 19th August - Camp Oven Bush Poetry Competition - North Pine Brisbane Qld. Secretary Box 131 Arana Hills 4054 
31st August - The 5th Annual Millmerran Bush Poets Group Round-up - contact Kev Barnes on 07 4695 4209. 
9th September - Blackboard Concert - Moon River Motel Pacific Highway - Kempsey NSW 
15 - 16th September - Irish Heritage Festival - Killarney Qld - Telephone: 07 4664 1115 or 07 4664 1818 
20 September - Kyabram "Around the Campfire" Enquiries - 03 5852 2084 
28th September - Closing date of inaugural ' Gippsland Bush Poets' Australian Verse written competition. 

To be run as part of the 'Gippsland Writers Festival' 
27th October - Dorrigo Mountain Top Round-up - Contact Murray 02 66657 2139 
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The Australian· Bush 

Poets Association Inc 

Monthly Newsletter: 
# 7: July 2001 

The winning poem from Stanthorpe' s Jack Drake, in the inaugural "Bush Poet of the Year" - a competition held recently in Sydney. 
There were some 750 entries and the one judged the best, was "The Cattle Dog's Revenge''. An excellent poem written from 
boyhood memories about growing up on a farm. What makes it better, is that Jack is one of our members. To celebrate his wm, Jack 
went out and married his partner Stella. I'm sure that all members will wish Jack congratulations in both achievements. 

If you've ever lived upon a fann, 
You'll know the feeling well 
How easy it can be to get 
The visitors from Hell. 
Y'know those mongrels from the city 
That invite themselves to stay 
Because they only want a holiday 
Where they dont have to pay. 

Now, I might be pretty cynical 
And I was just a kid, 
But rd seen it happen every year -
It's what they always did. 
Bring some ice cream and a box of fruit 
And half a slab of beer, 
And act like it's a favour 
If they stay there half a year. 

And all on the assumption that 
We'd be so glad to see 
The half brother of our Uncle Harry's 
Wife's third cousin Bea. 
They never do a tap of work. 
They clean up all our grog. 
But it all crune to a screeching halt 
The year they bought the dog! 

Yes the middle seat was taken 
By this huge Rottweiler thing. 
On his neck a studded collar 
Without a hitching ring. 
The old man stared in silence, then said 
"You'll have to tie him up11• 

They said "He's had obedience training, 
And he's just the sweetest pup". 

The dog bailed out the window, 
They said "Oh you little tyke". 
One word from this mug 
And he did exactly as he liked 
And like a black and tan tornado 
With a brainless, snarling face, 
He caused an orgy of destruction 
'round our peaceful country pla"7, 

The Cattle Dog's Revenge 

. He flogged our poor kelpie bitch 
And not content with that, 
Killed six of Mum's best laying chooks 
And murdered Grandma's cat. 
He chewed our poor pet posswn's tail 
And chased it up a tree 
While this dork flicked pages in his book 
On "Dog Psychology" 

And while the city bloke was trying 
To find answers out of books, 
The Rottweiler, teeth gnashing, 
Headed straight for Andy's chocks. 
Yes, young Andy's special bantams 
Who'd won ribbons at the show, 
Looked just like they were going to be 
The next thing there to go. 

But young Andy was a cunning lad 
With everything to gain. 
He raced over to the kennels 
And let Woody off the chain. 
And so to vindicate the honour 
Of our simple country mutts., 
Woody flew into the Rottweiler 
And latched onto his .... (nether regions.) 

From that useless flaming boofhead, 
There rose an awful howl. 
They took off down the paddock 
At a thousand miles an hour 
With Woody hanging grimly, 
His feet skidding in the dirt, 
While my legs crossed all on their own 
'cause strewth, it must have hurt. 

He swung hard between two saplings 
And set off his own dog trap. 
When Woody sliding sideways, 
Just failed to make the gap. 
The bellows of the Rottweiler 
Became a high pitched squeak 
He lost all interest in the fight 
And sat down in the creek. 

I 

Then this poor mug from the city 
He started acting tough 
'till Dad roared in his face "You bum! 
I've had a bloody 'nough! 
Old Woody did the right thing. 
The proper thing to do! 
Anyone who'd breed that mongrel, 
Would be dumb as bloody you!" 

·And Dad's \\hole face went scarlet,
His eyes flashed hard and mean.
He howled, "I've seen some bludging mongrels,
But you're the best I've seen!
So pack you're your traps and snatch it,
You rotten mongrel sod,
Or I'll make a Weiher out of you
Like Woody did yo\JT dog!"

With the air of people greatly wronged
They loaded their pet up
And bounced off down the driveway
With that castrated pup,
But no more will we be troubled
By those pushy city folk
Who inflict themselves upon you
'till it's gone beyond a joke

And sometimes when the 'phone rings
Getting on towards Christmas time,
Dad's jaw begins to tighten
As he's listening on the line,
Our grins keep getting wider
As old Dad begins to cough,
Then roars, 111've only got two words for you,
And the second one is ..... OFF! 11 

© 2001 Jack Drake. 
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