The Wombat’s Revenge
There was movement at the station for the word had got about


That the bloke from DOE had just arrived

He had phoned the old man Monday and left him in no doubt


There was little chance our business would survive.

You see, he tried to tell us affecting grave unease


The Wollangambi Wombat was the cause

It was rare and quite endangered by the spread of some disease


And so the government needed stricter laws.

They would stop us grazing pastures that we’d always had before


And take away our watering at the creek

They would close the upland stock route and plug the homestead bore


And stop us selling cattle at their peak.

The old man queried calmly by what parliamentary means


Did these budding new age fascists get such power?

The young bloke talked of policies dreamt up behind the scenes 


With penalties they hoped would make us cower 

He intimated darkly what we might have owed the bank


That fighting this was ruinous for sure

The old man listened quietly his features now gone blank


He’d learned to control anger in the war

And silence like a curtain hung around an ancient corpse


Broken only by the dripping of a tap
His face was pallid marble his fists were whitened quartz


Clenched like giant hammers on his lap

The bloke began to fidget and to squirm upon his seat


This wasn’t in the handbook protocol!

He was sweating now in trickles down a well ironed rigid pleat


And yearned again the safety of the dole

Even family grew uneasy at Dad’s lack of all response


Son and mother, brother rendered mute

We were reckoning the old bloke with his faculties ensconced


Was silently conspiring our visitor to shoot!

Then suddenly and loudly as if woken from a dream


The old man spoke like Moses o’er the sea

“Now that all the talkin’s done and we understand ya scheme


I’d like to wind the meetin up and have a cuppa tea”

There was instant relaxation, quite palpable relief


We’d feared the outcome might have gone astray

The old man sat unchanging without sign of joy or grief


His features now the colour of white clay

So Ma had filled the kettle up and spread the tablecloth


She’d made a pile of carrot cakes and buns

It was only fit and proper that we put aside our wroth

And turn our thoughts to food instead of guns

The set of china drinking mugs were readied for a brew


Of black and aromatic scalding tea

Each mug displayed a picture of a wombat or a roo


Some butterflies, a lizard and a bee

When the kettle started screaming as shrill as sucker pigs


We sat down at the table in the round

Ma fetched some cream and butter and jam she’d made from figs


Most of which she’d picked up off the ground

Then Dad stood up quite slowly to pour the molten brew


He was undisputed master with the tea

No one saw him overspill the wombat out of view


And pass it to the lad from DOE

Our visitor had meanwhile tucked into scones and cream


It seemed as if he’d never had a feed

His chubby face was beaming; this was clearly like a dream


After two hours in the saddle of his shiny SUV

With poise and concentration he then raised the steaming mug


His upright digit such a lovely touch

When all at once the handle parted company with the jug

And wombat headed southward to an unsuspecting crutch.

Time itself froze solid and no one made a sound


We gaped in awe and horror at the sight

The young bloke’s face went purple, his eyes grew wide and round


Waiting for the bitter brew to bite

Then with mighty roar and expletive that Ma described as ‘coarse’


He up and hobbled out the kitchen door

He walked as if he’d ridden a lean and boney horse 


Bareback without britches a hundred miles or more

The years have long since faded and somehow blunted pain


We lost the place and with it the old man

He’d grown up poor and fought a war so we might have some gain


He faced the odds with courage as only ANZACs can

So I go back in springtime to lay a wreath or two


Though now it’s hard to find the homestead track

It’s overrun with blackberry bramble bracken and big roo


That’s the price we pay for letting Nature back.

