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    The publisher would like to dedicate this and the Tasmanian poet's other poetry to a beloved and adventurous, world traveller who is in Heaven with Cardie and hopes that she will enjoy reading it from there. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "There is no land like the land of your childhood." — Michael Powell
 
"Dogs are not our whole life, but they make our lives whole." — Roger Caras
 
"The land is where our roots are. The children must be taught to feel and live in harmony with the Earth." — Maria Montessori
 
"Memory is the diary we all carry about with us." — Oscar Wilde
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We enjoyed joyful jaunts, my dog and me,

As in the bush we rambled free –

I was only three –

Cardie led the way and took care of me,

Each time catching two rabbits for me

To drag home for his tea.

He knew that Dad would prepare them for him.

Hark! What is that I hear?

Someone laughing above?

Yes. A kookaburra perched in an old gum tree.

We laughed and played and shouted with glee,

While many varieties of bird above joined in with loud symphony.

There came a time when Dad, waiting for me,

Asked, “What is that I see?

Dragging two with one hand?

Why not two hands as you usually do?”

“I hurt here,” I said, pointing.

His examination revealed I had

Fractured the left side collar-bone.

So, off to the doctor went Mum and me.

Seated beside her on a shiny wide tram.

Seat with my legs sticking out,

I felt very tiny.

I came away from the doctor with my arm

In a white sling;

And from the city with a new blue cloak.

Family discussion and questioning of me

Found that the fracture had been the result

Of my eagerness to see my Big Sister Lola

The day before.

Overhearing a conversation between my Mother and Big Brothers, I mistakenly

Believed she had arrived back home from a

Long stay with our maternal Grandmother.

Off I flew along a long maze of passages

Leading to Lola’s room.

In my anxiety, I forgot the landing

Outside her room, and tripped on its step.

All to no avail: she had not yet come!

Cardie welcomed me boisterously on our

Arrival home from town, displaying much

Belief and pleasure,

And his innate sense of curiosity

Prompted him to sniff my arm and sling.

Housebound for a time, I could not resume

Our routine right away.

Eventually, though, Cardie escorted me

Back to the bush where we

Could run and dance with delight and glee,

And he could catch rabbits for me

To bring home for his tea.

My parents gave up farming, when I was

Four and a half, and we moved to where

They could return to business enterprises.

Cardie and I thus had new bush to explore,

Vastly different than what we knew before.

That one covered gently rolling land;

This one was much steeper and rocky land.

It looked dangerous for Cardie and me.

Exploring further, we found a wide plain

Lay at its back, with more bush-land

Further afield.

We stayed and played don the plain,

Cardie catching a rabbit or two.

For me to drag home for his tea.

One day as we played we came across

A strange hole in the ground, quite

Unlike those we had known before.

We stopped to look down it, and saw

Two piercing eyes staring back.

We shared the same thought:

A SNAKE, we yelled but not out loud,

And took off like lightning.

We did not stop running until we reached

The safety of the road home.

We returned to our customary ramblings,

But not to that stop on the plain!

Sometime later, Dad began taking Cardie

On occasional hunting expeditions.

He carried a double-barrel gun.

I went too, obediently following behind,

While Cardie followed Dad’s orders.

A new play-bush we discovered: above

Mr. Harry Gee’s farm; but

The gate was locked – no deterrent to us:

While I clambered over its wooden rails,

Cardie crawled underneath.

Then off we sped along-side the fenced

Farm house – not through the crops.

The bush we now explored, we were pleased

To see, was much like our first one.

No rocky terrain to avoid here;

No unattractive plain.

Instead, the ground rose gently until

From the summit, Franklin Village

Through the trees we could see.

More changes came for my dog and me

That ended our solitary gaiety.

We had tutoring to do.

I also had to take on more duties in

Caring for the younger children –

The four-year-old twins, Jackie and Lorna

Were the first to accompany m dog and me.

As soon as they had learned the bush lore

Dad had taught me and from my own practical

Experiences, three-year-old Mona joined us.

Unless Dad needed Cardie for hunting, he

Came with us to protect and play.

Together, the five of us: Lorna, Jackie, Mona, Cardie and me had great

Fun that time meant nothing until Mum

Pointed I tout in no uncertain terms.

Each return thereafter, we carried home

A large
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