
BCLOKA DAWN

Rusty Connley was a bushman, a catt]eman and most of a]] a gent]eman.

He had a ]ove oíthe bush and environmenta] va]ues that anYone calJing

themse]í a "greenie" cou]d we]] aspire to,

He rolls the cow at daybteak, as a pink glow ttails the sklr,

she,s held to [fe for five long weeks, he,s given up wondering wlry,

the last of half the herd to go since bushfites flamed the park,

but she won't give in, and he won't give up, and he rolls her after dark.

He lost tlrem in explosions before the taging bushfire,s path,

and he saw them die of shock and lack of feed in the aftermath.

TheyperisheddeepinwinterSno§,S'tooweaktofightthecold'
theywerepatal1,5gdatcalving,andthewilddogtooktheirtoll.

His el,es taise to the ddges, gtey and wasted as the moon,

and he g^zes at the grassy flats whete he aches to take them soon.

The finest feed in thitty years, but the gtass wil1 \Waste and die,

they locked him out before üe snowmelt rvith a scientific lie.

Before the thaw revealed the grasses, those advisots far awa1',

had predicted desolation, and they banned him, come what malr

But the fires have roamed these ranges no-w,for thitry thousands Yeafs,

the bush responds as it always has and clefies the exPert's fears.

For fifry years he,s mustered stock to mountain summer feed,

and roamed it r,vith his mattock, to dig out btiar and weed.

He helped the first bush walkets to find the sheltet of his hut,

and guided fescue parties to find 1ost toutists, tofn and cut.

If he's iocked out, the test of us wil1 lose sights \re've nevef Seen,

fot he alone knows all the tracks, the valle,vs and the Stíeams.

So now his cattle eat the paddocks out along the valley floor,

fifst mustef missed in fifty yeafs _ wrll he musteI any more?

He owns a swathe of valley 1and that,s never felt the plough,

a bushman,s quiet nafllfe íeseíve, he,ll have to fence it now.

So it's prrll urrá shift the burned out fence, four days of sweat and stdfe,

but every tea break underscores the gentle rhlafi- of his life.

He listens intently to the bush for evefy creatures call,

he'11 know if thev've sutvived or üed, he cares about them all.

you leatn a lot from pitclrlng in and sharing someone,s toil,

but I reckon that 1 learned the most while v,e watched the biilY boil.
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He used to spfay the biackberies to give native plants a chance,

but now ther] clog the guilies and no mofe the wildflo,n,ers dance,

His granddad ],tt cool ni*rn" fires that crept slorv along the ground,

but norv Litter lines the forest floot and tho hot fites leap and bound,

Both banned b.v ciry officials, living fifo, \,eafs apart,

a legacy of bush ignorance, that teats and breaks his heatt,

He feels a bittet angef at the mismanagement at hand,

fot in a stfange *uy ili," the I(oori, he is rvedded to this iand,

A mournful be]iow wakes him, it's the cow that must surel1, fig,

his face tufns to the mountains where his spirit wil 9n1 
day fllr

And.hetemembetsthepainandheartbr"ukthuthisfotbearscametoknorv,
whentheywefetaxedforcrossingbotclersandtheirshorthotnsdiedinsnow.
But theY iu-"4' battled onward, and overcame their loss,

fot it's fighting ciry officiais sparvned the spirit of the Southetn Ctoss,

So he roils the cow at daybreak and she tises, gamel1" to het feet,

Forlove,petsistenceandstubbofnnessarebloodl.hardthingstobeatl
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