Old Bones  (from DD - the Drover’s Dog)
This old dog knows its time to worry when buried bones, long forgotten, are discovered exhumed and freshly chewed. The strong suspicion fulminates that a strange mutt’s on the loose. Even more disturbing is the whiff of foreign urination, despoiling one’s home shrubbery.  Nothing disturbs an old dog more than uninvited breaches of territorial protocol, unless of course, the visitor happens to be a four legged female looking for some genetic interaction.
A remarkable event occurred last week indicating that canines are not alone in this vigorous defense of territory. We were on the way over to Shorty’s, me on the front seat listening to the regional news, the old bloke driving, when some young cove starts on about ‘stakeholders’ having some sort of interest hereabouts.  

The boss’s reaction was startling and quite out of character - he’s normally so lay back he’s been known to snore when driving. 
“Stakeholders!” he boomed, “What bloody Stakeholders!”

We lurched off the track and stopped so abruptly that yours truly catapulted into the dash, ending up on the floor - a highly compressed version of Lassie cum Blue Heeler cross.
“I pay the bloody rates! I pay the taxes! I fix the fences! Don’t come round here talking about other stakeholders with rights on this land or this stakeholder will shove one…!” 
The rest was anatomically graphic, very uncivil and spoken with great passion directly at the radio as if it possessed some guilt in the matter and a means of hearing. You can see what I mean about territorial angst – something humans have in common with us dumb beasts.  I lay prostrate on the floor, ears back and flat, an object of abject submission. Needless to say, the rest of the day went poorly. Working the mob up to the yard was disastrous - wrong signals, confused calls, tantrums and further obscenities. 

Since then DD has been doing some midnight research on the issue. (I’ve got to work these hours because the old lady doesn’t like dogs with pretensions above their rank and also because our Telstra connection only works after midnight!)

 First recourse, however, was to Chamber’s 2nd Edition revised dictionary – no mention of ‘stakeholder’ and few clues other than to go on about sticks with pointy ends  marking out territory and “something valuable pledged as a wager”. Hmm, not much elucidation there and nothing much in the Pocket Oxford either. 
Having a ‘stake in a gamble’ is to have a share of its cost and of the winnings, if any. This old dog knows what a gamble farming is, so presumably the Boss’s reaction to the suggestion of other ‘stakeholder interest’s’ was simple that he hadn’t received their cheque. 
However, as soon yours truly got into Google the real reason for the old blokes intemperance began to emerge. A search of ‘stakeholders and private property’ opened up a ripe old can of maggots - akin to rolling around in the aromatics of ten dead sheep! New meanings are being applied to the word ‘stakeholder’ – its just that the Oxford hasn’t caught on yet.

According to this novel and enlightened view, any person or organization professing a ‘legitimate’ interest in a proposal or project may now presume to claim rights as ‘a stakeholder’, not just as a ‘community interest group’ but as an entity purporting to have legal rights and standing. And cop this – they don’t have to spend a cent to get the stake! What a wonderful new concept, equity without risk, managerial controls without salty sweat or having to invest a dollar. No doubt about the hominoids - they never cease to amaze! I immediately blogged a stakeholder interest in the Perth Mint. 
Now it seems, to this poor old flea bag, quite a ridiculous outcome, that one would invest a life’s savings in an asset only to find it purloined by a gaggle of ‘The Enlightened’, taking effective control of the asset’s management, paying nothing for the privilege but rather as often as not, getting paid to do so! 
To DD this seems horribly like the proverbial old wolf in new wool. We’ve been down this road before – the loss of property rights in one form or another usually ends in tears. It simply takes time, but sooner than later such uninvited, ignorant and imposed partnership diminishes productivity, increases costs and seriously diminishes investment incentive. While it may appear fashionable to dance with wolves, irrespective of their camouflage, DD concludes that the old boy is right to resist the trend. You can’t trust a wolf, especially the ones from Urbania. 
On the smell of that and despite the hour, DD is off to find a few dead sheep. 
