
WAlTlNq oN A FIR-E

The sluggish breezes barely stir the soupy, smoke tinged afu,

the hazy sun is üke a moon that shouldn't still be there.

The family sits in quiet calm, oí so they'd have you tLLrnk,

and say inconsequentral üings, and pout anothef drink.

The dtumming of Grandma's fingets beats the dtoning of the flies;

the phone_calls answeíed, "YeS, we,fe gteat;" the people teüng lies.

Thev've worked and farmed hete all their Life, you'd never cal1 Üem Üar,

so make allowance for them toda1,, they'te waiting on a fre.

The winds have waved erraúc fronts from lightning's scattered pyres,

the local pub üsplays the map that mafks the line of fires.

They,ve all joined up to make a rtng from Tolmie to Jamieson town,

and waitrng for their final move, we bring the cattie down.

They should be mustered up today to snow fed mountain stfezms,

but sweet gfeen grass and drought reüef ate this year only dteams.

The mountains that were refuge from theit paddocks brown and bare,

ate nutruring a fifestofm 'neath clouded wreaths of grey despait.

The hoses spread upon the grass, the mops and tubs in line,

ate ttied and tested once again, to pass the tensing time.

The pumps ate checked and pians rehearsed in strained pretenÜng calm,

apologies in advance ate made for tomortow's lack of charm.

Á radio plays the ABC, our üfeline thtough the hours,

it names the spots of greatest risk, and then it mentions ours.

If y6q believed the papets, Mansfield town is vacant now,

but stubborn people joke, as Johnny Lovick hetds his cows.

The media ask, "§(/h,v don't you leave?" They jut a defiant jaw,

'flX/e've fatmed here a hundred yeaís, 'n'we'll farm a hundred moíe.

If we lose this place we're finished, üere's nothing else we knoq"
and the fite is brighter in their eyes than any a bushfire's glow.

Tomortow may bring a cooling change, and soothe our waiting fears

but the TV predicts a frestotm, the wotst in a hundred yeats.

so tonight we,re laughing at the pub, with a spiíit you must admire,

we're scated, but wouldn't be anl,where else, than waiting on a |re,
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No one slept much hete last night, the bark of every dog

and neighing horse and moaning bull, you can't sleep like a log.

The cloying smoke smells wakes you up, yout heatt is beating fast,

you rise and check for embers, af for spotffes in the grass.

The morning bdngs the hot nofth wind, the smoke is whipped awa1,,

we yard tlre cows and bloody s,§v,eaf, 'cause it's too iate to pray.

And finally itt coming; there's a gtey-brown plume in sight,

my stomach knots up angrily, like l'm going in to {ight.

Uncle Donny pulls his boots on, and snarls, " I hate a bloody fite."
\We start the pump, and board the ute, we drive down to the wite,

But now the wind is at our backs, the change has come thtough fast,

the fte backs off to somewhefe else, we breath a s€h at last.

For though it's üke a futnace with üe üal at fotty-one,

we've played at wind change lottery, and today looks üke §ve won.
Torught my sv/ag is someonet home, someone who üdn't win Like us,

tomoííow Üe lottery statts again, but no-one makes a fuss.

The weeks go by, the fires spread, the stakes keep getting higher,

the strike teams back-butn every night, thank God they never tire,

"Itt eight weeks and you're back", said Gran. 'You ask if we're alnght?"
"The fites have stalked this rim of hjlls, I've seen them every night.

They fought alone in the Howqua hills, with |ust expedence and a m^te

we smelt their smoke each morning, but all we could do was wait.

I've sent children up fot cattle when the snows have come in fast,

then waited up fot theit retutn, when dusk had long since passed.

I drove a dPng herd in eighty two, down dreary toads when things wete üre
but the longest days I ever knew, were waiting, on a fife."
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