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The dtought sat hear,y on Gippsland for three long dusty years,

and many that lived upon the iand had left with noÜing but teaíS.

And those that stayed with dyrng stock toiled on because they must,

maintain their forebeats' legacy, and not betray their trust.

Theit football teams were failing, dogged stalwarts worn right through,

üeyd always turned to timber, but the mills were closing too.

Yet Gippsland folk had one small spark to win üem back some Pride,
they sent a young süp of a glrl irl the Cattlement Cup to dde,

That tace held by the mountains is a test of man and hotse,

steep bush and rivet crossings mark a tough and dangerous coufse.

For the bushmen tain stockhotses racing cattle through Üe scrub,

the hatdest dders in the mountains come to win the Cattlemen's CuP.

she rode a horse called Monkey he was a legend to the last,

they bumped and knocked and shut her out, you must be tough and fast.

Despite the odds she carded thtough, abtave fitst across the line,

but cheets died when they changed the tules, fot a woman it wasn't time.

Next year she raced as a jockey, set to pfove what she could do,

won her first thtee stats with ease, and taced the season through.

But at het last tace ln the country, she was leading when she fell,

and the whole field taced right over her and kicked het body to hell.

Fof seventeen days ín a coma, her life held by athread,
and her close friends at hef bedside s,wofe she couldn't end up dead.

They said she'd never dde again, as in het bed she lay,

but a young man by her bedside swote she'd hold the Cup one day.

Though the greatest prize she ever sought -was out oí reach for good,

her cheerfirl couíage inspited others, more than her winning evet could.

And next year she wzs at the Cup, wheelchair bound and racked with patfi,

but not for pity did she show, but to cheer for Gippsland again.

This time the Gippsland hopes rode on the young man, tall and taw,

who'd mustered cattle since a boy, and burned to settle the scote.

The race it was a mighty fray,he gave moíe than his best,

and he held his -\I/ay to üe final sttait, determined to win his quest,
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The ctowd íoaíed out a mighty cheet, they'd all wanted him to win,
but he üsmounted teafy eyed and for the ftail gir1 saved his grin.
They dragged him to the winners stand, the tears were long and loud,
but his eyes írevef left that smiüng girl, and he said "My God, I'm proud''.

"It's hard to keep our spirits alive when the paddocks ate dust and black,
it's things üke this that give us heart to go on and not turn back.
§7e're battling just to keep our schools and field a cricket side,''
"OK," they said, "we understand, now come and take your ptize.''

But he walked back down the stairway without his prize or Cup,
and came up holding in his atms the girl that would not give up.
'You'll not give the Cup to me"' he said, "it's time to right the past.''
And lvith trembling hands, and glowing smile, she held her cup at last.
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