
NOA|-|'S AR-C: TFIE BLtSl-tFíR-E R-ENOVATION

Our place is south of l(nglake - well - south of where it used to be,
,we've made a tranquil bush]and ftom a farm of tabbit and blackberry.
The machinery shed's on the hilltop, it's roof gives a ripper view,

but on black Saturday we learned it can give you a bad one, too.

The smoke rose straight a thousand feet, üke some grey-white mountainside,
the southerly change blew to eerie red, that giowed down the gteat divide.
My wife cooked ünner for fire-crews, glad we \v,efe all set to flee,

our fte plan was üke a popgun, against the frestorm's artillery.

The phone rang hot all next day long from Strathev/en to Arthuts Cteek,
they'd fought and lived and carcd for mates - could some stay here next week ?

At dusk we both looked atound out place; two minds with one thought shared,

if we're staying on and sheltering friends, we'Il need to be better prepated.
Now we love our greenie council that sends inspectors round,
we catch ouf stíays befote they do and send them to the pound.
But they're deadly keen to get you cutting trees in fire breaks,

they check the arial photos a lot more üan the rates.

You have to get an arborist in befote you touch a tlee,
it takes six months to get them round - tied up with council, you see,

Then you apply back to the council, and they ate busy too,
so the trees keep growing closet, and there's nothiflg you can do!

My brother in law arrived vrith üe dawn, a chainsaw on his hip,
I showed him the trees, he grinned eaí to ear, said "Beauty,let it ripl"
I said, "It's gfeen wedge conservation zofie with special overlay,"

when I turned around, he's chain sawed our shade, yelliflg "Can't hear what you say!"

raLes frowtthe tlLgh couwtrg awd, oLher verse



"Ah stufT it" I saicl, "North rr.inc]'s clue in fout dal,s, it'll br_rrn clo\\rn eveíy tíee."
And lre sang "\\1e haven't had that spitit 1-rere since nineteen eish§ three".
\\'e11 the il'ont safden §icnt leavrng just one rose looking sacl, bereft anc'l forlorn,
rvhen I sot back frclm cleatins the 1irebreak he'cl conctetecl or-er our lawn.
"I crushed a1l the trees clorr-n tlre clrivcrr.av to !]et in the clozer ancl bin,
it meatlt I could br-rLlcloze the gatden bec]s and fiil tlre v,,etlands in."
"It's a shame about the r.eggie patch, the orchald's no 1oss, jt looked dead,
ancl I've blue-boarded a]l of the sínclclrr.s, it 1ooks mote Like a fott than a slred!"

I üstenecl to chainsav,s on the bteeze and bteathed that s\\Ieet \\ielüng smell,
v'ith the bushfire stiii burrrlng just oveí the hill, the place v.as looking like he]].

There's corrugated iron actoss tlre ltont and rlherer,-er he could rr.ite it,
1 u,on't surprisecl lf the He]ls Angels rang and aslr if thet, can hire it.
What v.as once ouf peaceiui br:sh retreat, a l-rar-en of green and still,
looks 1ike a go\:eínment detention centíe, on bald, barc hili.
But wlren the kids lct clur anirnals tu,o by trr-o intcl it's cal,ernrlus dark,
rve hacl to smile, 'cos thet-'cl realisccl, we'l.e rcbrrilt Noirh's .\rc.
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