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From 'Technical Annual', 1937 

Care Of Farm Machinery 
Endeavour to keep all machinery under cover and always 
give an occasional coat of paint. 
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Plough: Always keep the mouldboards clean; they will not 
turn ground properly if dirty. Give the mouldboards a coat 
of cold oil when season is finished, so that they will not 
rust. 

There has long been an argument about the origin of the 
Pavlova - was it created first in Australia, or across the 

Tasman in New Zealand? Harrows: Take care of the woodwork, and always stack 
ironwork under cover. The Australian proponents maintain that the Pavlova was 

created by a Perth chef, Herbert Sachse, in honour of the 
great Russian ballerina, Anna Pavlova, when she visited 
Australia in 1925. The New Zealanders say that a South 

Island housewife was making the concoction ten years 

earlier. 

Cultivator: Always paint the tynes to keep the temper. 
Combine: Clean the drill-box out after seeding, put the 
stars into water to soak off the super, and give them a 
coat of black lead; fill the tubes with long straw and put 
them in the seed-box. 
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THE IAST WORD FROM THE EDITOR -
Dear Members 

Winter is upon us, and up here in Queensland we are feeling the blast of the 
South-Westerlies sweeping across the Australian Alps. Those of our members from 
the southern climes must really be cold! 

I am still keen to hear from members who would like to be regular contributors. 
Yes, you will get a by-line, and even a photo, if you wish. Just send me one. (Along 
with your news, views, rumour, and innuendo.) Any feedback from readers is also 
always appreciated, as it can be difficult to determine if the Newsletter contains 
what the members want to read about unless comments are made. Please consider! 
I was saddened to hear of the passing of"Dangerous" Dan Smith, a character who 

once met, was not forgotton. Many thanks to Janine Haig for the obituary. My 
one regret is that I see the character of many of our poet members through their 
writing, but rarely have the opportunity to meet them in person. One of the reasons 
for the "Centre Stage" page each issue is an attempt to bring the personalities of 
various of our members to our readers. I do hope that this 
column is succeeding in that regard. 
My thanks this month go to Trisha Anderson, Holly de Dikatd, 

Grahame Watt and Geoffrey Graham for your regular 

contributions. Best regards, Jennifer Priest 
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A ROVER 
© Dangerous Dan, 1998

Maybe I am but a ship of life 
Afloat on the sea of time, 
But I've lived before 
And I'll live again in every age and clime; 
And you with your polished fingernails, 
With your diamonds and pearls and such, 
Where would you be if it wasn't for me 
And the rest of the roving bunch? 
It's great to lie beneath the spread 
Of a lonely desert tree, 

Vale Daniel Francis Smith 
"Dangerous Dan" 

Cunnamulla, Qld 1931 to 2000 

Dan took over the  management of "Thy angra" in the 
Thargomindah area in 1952, his parents having settled there 
20 y ears earlier when Dan was just six months old. He learned 
to shear, break in horses, sink bores, do a bit of fencing and 
stock yard building, erect windmills and repair open artersian 
wells. He was a drover. 

And a poet. 

But be sure that I would not change with you 
Any more than you'd change with me; 

Love him or hate him, which many people did at different 
times during his lifetime, Dan was a colourful character with 
his signature rolly, battered hat and grin. 

And less I dream of the things that were 
Or than of things to be; 
For the world is wide 
And there still remains a million things to see. 

Buried in Cunnamulla on Friday 16 June, his "send off" would 
have pleased him. His children and life-long friends exchanged 
many "rat-bag" tales in the churc h, there was poetry at 
his grave-side and d.rinks at his local watering house. 

A beckoning song in the whistling wind, 
Patter and thrash of the rain, 
A wind-whipped cloud in a stormy sky, 
A thought - and we're off again 
To God knows what or why or where, 
To devil or drought or flood, 
For we must go in search of the source 
Of the song in the rover's blood. 
In the hazy hills of the far outback 
Are a thousand mysteries deep; 
And there they have lain for a million years 
In quiet, unbroken sleep; 
Till one with an understanding heart 
Shall seek and find and cry: 
"Awake! Awake! For the time has come!" 
And we wonder, "Will it be I?" 
Most men will only dream of things 
That are sold or bartered or bought, 
But rovers dream of the things that lure 
Or of things that need to be sought; 
For the tang lies deep in the search for it, 
In the depths of the restless trough 
That bars the way to achievement's goal, 
Though the end be bubble and froth. 

For I'm but a ship on the sea of life; 
And maybe I talk too straight; 

His poems and stories have been collected and will be 
published later this y ear. Convincing Dan to hand over his 
work was a difficult task because he was always adding "just 
one more verse" or "just one more paragraph" to everything 
he had written. Now they're finished. 

"Old poets never 
compose." 

die," Dan often quoted, "They just de-

PS. from Dan There are some born pound foolish 
and some born penny-wise, 
But six feet of dirt 
makes us all the same size. 

The Dying of the Cheer 
© Marilyn Roberts

I hate those media barons, I hate those eco-rats 
And the corporate headhunters and big fat Canberra Cats 
For they have stolen all my childhood, and my favourite footy memories 
They've taken all the best teams and merged and merged a spree. 

Tigers, Tigers, Tigers 
From other teams are found 
To keep the mascot running for the boys out on the ground. 

I looked upon the corporate boxes, with their bosses so old; 
I looked upon their champagne, and wives' all dripping gold. 

But where would you be except for us, 
What matter your rank or state? 
So polish the shine on your fingernails 

And I thought about the days long gone when upon the hill we'd crowd 
Or sit upon the wooden planks and for our town feel proud. 

And posture and play the crowd; 
At the end of the game, we finish the same -
The smooth and the rough 

in a shroud. 

Souths, Souths, Souths 
How I'm going to miss that sound 
'cos we'll never see the Rabbitohs upon that hallowed ground. 
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