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Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis(7
September 1876 - 22 June 1938)

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis, better known as C. J. Dennis, was an
Australian poet known for his humorous poems, especially "The Songs of a
Sentimental Bloke", published in the early 20th century. Though Dennis's work is
less well known today, his 1916 publication of The Sentimental Bloke sold 65,000
copies in its first year, and by 1917 he was the most prosperous poet in
Australian history.

Together with Banjo Paterson and Henry Lawson, both of whom he collaborated
with, he is often considered among Australia's three most famous poets.

When he died at the age of 61, the Prime Minister of Australia Joseph Lyons
suggested he was destined to be remembered as the "Australian Robert Burns".

<b>Biography</b>

C. J. Dennis was born in Auburn, South Australia. His father owned hotels in
Auburn, and then later in Gladstone and Laura. His mother suffered ill health, so
Clarrie (as he was known) was raised initially by his great-aunts, then went away
to school, Christian Brothers College, Adelaide as a teenager.

At the age of 19 he was employed as a solicitor's clerk. It was while he was
working in this job that, like banker's clerk <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/andrew-barton-paterson-2/">Banjo
Paterson</a> before him, his first poem was published. He later went on to
publish in The Bulletin.

C. J. Dennis is buried in Box Hill Cemetery, Melbourne. The Box Hill Historical
Society have attached a commemorative plaque to the gravestone. Dennis is also
commemorated with a plaque on Circular Quay in Sydney which forms part of the
NSW Ministry for the Arts - Writers Walk series, and by a bust outside the town
hall of the town of Laura.
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A Ballad For Elderly Kids

Now this is the ballad of Jeremy Jones,

And likewise of Bobadil Brown,

Of the Snooks and the Snaggers and Macs and Malones,
And Diggle and Daggle and Down.

In fact, 'tis a song of a fatuous throng.

Which embraces 'the man in the street,’

And the bloke on the 'bus, and a crowd more of us.

And a lot of the people we meet.

Yes, this is the story of Jack and of Jill,
Whose surnames are Snawley or Smith,

And of Public Opinion and National Will,

And samples of Popular Myth.

For Jeremy Jones, as a very small boy,

Was encouraged to struggle for pelf,

And to strive very hard in his own little yard,
But never to think for himself.

Then, Hi-diddle-diddle, the cat and the fiddle,
Come, sing us a nursery rhyme.

For, in spite of our whiskers, we elderly friskers
Are kiddes the most of our time.

So this is the song of the juvenile throng,

And its aunts and its big brother Bill,

Its uncles and cousins, and sisters in dozens,
Louisa and 'Liza and Lill.

Now, Jeremy Jones was exceedingly 'loyal,’

And when any procession went by,

He'd cheer very loud with the rest of the crowd,
Though he honestly couldn't tell why.

He was taught that his 'rulers' toiled hard for his sake,
And promoted the 'general good';

That to meddle with 'customs' was quite a mistake.
And Jones didn't see why he should.

To gird at the 'Order of Things as they Are,’

He was told, was the act of a fool.
He was taught, in effect, to regard with respect
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Ev'ry' 'Precedent,' 'Practice' and 'Rule.’

And if we deserted the 'Usual Plan'

He believed that the nation would fall.

So Jones became known as a 'right-thinking man,’
Which meant that he didn't at all.

Oh, Little Miss Muffett, she sat on a tuffet,

But fled from a spider in fright;

For no one haa told her that if she was bolder,
She might have asserted her right.

Ho, rub-a-dub-dub, three men in a tub,

On a sea of political doubt;

And they argue together concerning the weather,
But never attempt to get out.

They made him a grocer when Jerry left school,
And a very good grocer was he;

And a dunce he was not, for he knew quite a lot
Of such matters as treacle and tea.

But the making of nations, and things so immense,
He considered beyond his control.

He was busy on week-days at saving his pence,
And on Sundays at saving his soul.

But politics Jones did not wholly neglect!

He subscribed to a paper, THE SAGE;

And every morn, with becoming respect,

He scanned its political page.

He believed what was said in each leader he read,

For a 'right-thinking person' was he.

Who was shocked at their vices, who growled of the prices
Of Sugar or treacle or tea.

Oh, Little Jack Horner sits in a corner,

A look of delight in his eye,

At the sight of a plum on the end of his thumb,
While there's somebody sneaking his pie.

Then, ride a cook hoss to Banbury Cross

Though the Lord only knows why we do.

But there's precedent for it, and those who ignore it
We class as an ignorant crew,
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So Jeremy Jones he meanders through life,

Behaving as Grandmother bids;

And so do his very respectable wife

And extremely conventional kids.

Their bosses can trust 'em, for habit and custom
They've learnt in the regular school;

And they call him 'right-thinking,' while privately winking
And setting him down as a fool.

Convention's his master; he vows that disaster
Will swiftly encompass its foes.

He thinks Evolution a Labor delusion,

And 'Progress' a 'something' that grows.

He's one of the many - a credulous zany

The leadable, bleedable type

Who looks upon 'Time' - instructed by Granny
As something that rarely is ripe.

Oh, Goosey, goose gander, where do you wander?
Only, kind sir, where I'm told;

For my master has said I must go where I'm led,
And to contradict him would be bold.

And Little Bo-peep she lost her sheep.

It's the Socialist's fault, she'll insist.

But leave her to grieve, for she'll never believe
That a Meat Trust could ever exist.

Then this is the ballad of elderly kids,

Of Jeremy Jones and his kind,

Of Bobadil Brown, and Daggle and Down,

And the crowd with the juvenile mind.

Oh, this is a song of the National Will,

Of the Snooks, and the Snaggers, and Smiths,
Their aunts and their cousins, and big brother Bill,
Convention and Popular Myths.

A sad little song of the fatuous throng,

A string of sedate little rhymes,

Concerning the crowd who consider it wrong
To collide with the 'trend of the times.'

A song about Us, who are missing the 'bus,
While we trifle and toy with pretence.
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For we play very hard in our own little yard,
But we seldom look over the fence.

Then Hi-diddle-diddle, the cat and the fiddle
We're never concerned with the cause.

Let's giggle and sinf for the Trust and the Ring
Are really our old Santa Claus.

Effects may surprise us, but Granny'll advise us;
We'll never behave as she bids.

Ho, grocers and drapres, let's stick to the papers;
We're all of us elderly kids.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Ballad Of Freedom

Now Mr. Jeremiah Bane

He owned a warehouse in The Lane,
An edifice of goodly size,

Where, with keen private enterprise,
He sold imported napery

And drapery - and drapery.

His singlets and his socks were sent
Out over half the continent;

In clothing for the nursery

And mercery - and mercery

He plied a most extensive trade,
And quite enormous prodfits made,
And barracked, with much fervency,
For foreign-trade - described as 'Free.'
He said,

Indeed,

It was

His creed.

The trade described as Free.

And this good man was known to fame
For charity; indeed, his name

Shone often in the daily press.

When needy folk were in distress

He aided - (with publicity)

Mendicity - mendicity.

And though much cash he thuswise spared
There still were people who declared
His act of private charity

A rarity - a rarity.

Donations, duly advertised,

From business point of view, he prized;
But 'good by stealth' he ne'er could see
Was any use to such as he.

But still,

The press,

With much

Success,

Declared his hand was free.
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Now Mr. Bane's employees were
Wont to address the boss as 'Sir,’
To show him most intense respect;
And there were few who would neglect
To couple with civility
Humility - humility.
They dressed in cheap but pretty clothes,
And ev'ry man turned up his nose
And scorned familiarity
Or parity - or parity
With ill-dressed toilers who ‘combined.'
They thought proceedings of that kind
Were of a very 'low' degree,
For they were 'cultured,' don't you see.
'Tis true
Their pay
Was mean,

But they
Felt proud to be so free.

Though they were vilely underpaid
They were too proud - or else afraid
To advertise the fact abroad

Or see to get a Wages Board.
Besides their meek servility,
Gentility - gentility

Forbade so rash an act; but still
One man there was - (his name was Bill)
Who vowed their fool propensity
Was density - was density

An unenlightened state of mind,

A lack of wit that made them blind.
'You're but a lot of worms,' said he.
'If you were men you'd clearly see
Until

You band

And make

A stand

You never can be free.'

And ev'ry day this person, Bill,
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Conversed with them of unions till
They owned his arguments were true,
And one by one waxed eager to
Embrace an opportunity

For unity - for unity.

They talked about a Wages Board
Which, formerly, they had abhorred,
And girded at their slavery

With bravery - with bravery.

Each man began to feel 'The Firm'
No longer owned it for its worm;
Their independence they could see
Achieved by simple unity;

Forgot

Their clothes

And mixed

With those

Who battle to be free.

When Mr. Bane one morning heard
About his thing he cried, 'Absurd!
They'll never get my clerks to horde
With those who seek the Wages Board,
And lose respectability!

Futility! - Futility!

My clerks are gentlemen who'd scorn
To mingle with the lowly born.

Such bosh I've never heard!' said he.
'Absurd!’ said he - 'Absurd!' said he.
'As for their pay, they're quite content
They've never asked an extra cent!
And in

The morn

They'll mark

Their scorn,

And show you they are free.'

And on the morrow Mr. Bane
Called them together to 'explain':
'l have a small petition here

But first, I wish to make it clear,'
Said he, with simple gravity
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And suavity - and suavity,

'That no man here is asked to sign.'
(His voice was gentle and benign)
'T trust to your humanity

And sanity - and sanity

To guide you; but I feel quite sure
That Wages Boards you can't endure.
I leave it all to you,' said he.

'It makes no difference to me.

My views

Are known,

But still,

I've shown

Your choice in this is free.'

The staff it looked at Mr. Bane,

And in his eye it read, quite plain,
'Neath that expression so benign,
The fate of him who did not sign

A vision of futurity

Obscurity - obscurity

A dearth of work - in short, the sack.
They knew that he who answered back
Would earn, by his temerity,
Severity - severity.

So one and all, with shaky pen,
Signed this refusal to be men....

But surely, as you must agree,

Their choice was free as it could be,
They said

The Board

They all

Abhorred,

Preferring to be free.

Still Mr. Bane grows fat and sleek,

And still, at thirty bob a week,

His clerks slave on from morn till night,
No hope of better things in sight.

But Bane, with much benignity

And dignity - and dignity,
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When talk of Wages Board is heard,
Declares the notion is absurd:

'My clerks with prompt celerity

And verity - and verity

Refused the thing with one accord.
The clerks themselves don't want the Board!
It is preposterous,' says he,

'To force it on who don't agree

And still

His men

With brain

And pen

To fatten him are free.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Beauty Hint

Sweet, think how much the better it would be

If you thro' life should thus preserve your beauty.

It really doesn't matter much to me;

But don't you think you owe the world a duty,

And don't you think that thro' some kindly thought -
Of me, for instance - beauty were well bought?

Those wrinkles on your face, dear,
Those bags beneath your eyes

Are but the evil trace, dear,

Of temper, spite and lies.

Why can't you be a saint, dear,
Like dear old Joan of Arc;

Be pleasant - which you ain't, dear,
And do not be a nark.

Consider, sweetheart, if you smiled always

How much, thro' weeks, your face might be improving;
In place of which, in these unhappy days,

You go to beauty shops for the removing

Of wrinkles, blemishes and ugly warts.

Why, when a smile will serve, seek these resorts?

Why can't you raise a grin, sweet,
And be a little beauty?

For ugliness is sin, sweet,

And loveliness a duty.

So, for my sake, why can't you make
An effort to he glad.

Just think of me and joyful be;

For I am not too bad.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Blind Man In The Street

'He's blind,' we say. Then turn aside
Upon our way, again to view

Familiar things - some prospect wide,
Some olden scene for ever new.
Heedless we pass along, and soon
The groping figure's out of mind,
Lost in the sunlit afternoon.

'Poor chap, he's blind.'

Slowly he taps along the street,

Pitch black beneath our smiling skies:
While ours the boon again to greet

New scenes with ever thoughtless eyes.
Thoughtless indeed if, passing, we

Grudge thanks for this most precious sense.

He asks of us - not sympathy
But recompence.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Bouquet

Yes!!l So we will

Throw care away,

If for no other reason than that 'twill
Delight our brother.

We'll gaily 'mooch' along in tram and train,
And ever one of us will look in vain

For weary laborers of brawn or brain.
There will not be

Papers to go around. Oh yes, you'll see!...
Husbands will hurry home as if for life
Gladly to read to each delighted wife

The little things

That C.]J.D. so humorously sings

All discord and all gloom we'll strive to smother,
Rejoicing that we have so bright a brother.

- Bung
To which we reply:-

Spurred by such praise we shall endeavour

To some day write a thing that's really clever
But, at the same time, don't forget my brother,
Even a scribe grows dull some time or other
And if, at times, this column waxes dreary
Please realise that we, sometimes, grow weary.
Even old Homer nods, they say

We're in a rather nodding mood today.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Bush Christmas

The sun burns hotly thro' the gums

As down the road old Rogan comes

The hatter from the lonely hut

Beside the track to Woollybutt.

He likes to spend his Christmas with us here.
He says a man gets sort of strange

Living alone without a change,

Gets sort of settled in his way;

And so he comes each Christmas day

To share a bite of tucker and a beer.

Dad and the boys have nought to do,

Except a stray odd job or two.

Along the fence or in the yard,

'It ain't a day for workin' hard.'

Says Dad. 'One day a year don't matter much.'
And then dishevelled, hot and red,

Mum, thro' the doorway puts her head

And says, 'This Christmas cooking, My!

The sun's near fit for cooking by.'

Upon her word she never did see such.

Your fault,' says Dad, 'you know it is.

Plum puddin'! on a day like this,

And roasted turkeys! Spare me days,

I can't get over women's ways.

In climates such as this the thing's all wrong.
A bit of cold corned beef an' bread

Would do us very well instead.'

Then Rogan said, 'You're right; it's hot.

It makes a feller drink a lot.'

And Dad gets up and says, 'Well, come along.'

The dinner's served - full bite and sup.
'Come on,' says Mum, 'Now all sit up.'

The meal takes on a festive air;

And even father eats his share

And passes up his plate to have some more.
He laughs and says it's Christmas time,
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'That's cookin', Mum. The stuffin's prime.'
But Rogan pauses once to praise,

Then eats as tho' he'd starved for days.
And pitches turkey bones outside the door.

The sun burns hotly thro' the gums,
The chirping of the locusts comes
Across the paddocks, parched and grey.
'Whew!' wheezes Father. 'What a day!"

And sheds his vest. For coats no man had need.

Then Rogan shoves his plate aside

And sighs, as sated men have sighed,

At many boards in many climes

On many other Christmas times.

'By gum!' he says, 'That was a slap-up feed!"

Then, with his black pipe well alight,

Old Rogan brings the kids delight

By telling o'er again his yarns

Of Christmas tide 'mid English barns
When he was, long ago, a farmer's boy.
His old eyes glisten as he sees

Half glimpses of old memories,

Of whitened fields and winter snows,
And yuletide logs and mistletoes,

And all that half-forgotten, hallowed joy.

The children listen, mouths agape,

And see a land with no escape

Fro biting cold and snow and frost

A land to all earth's brightness lost,

A strange and freakish Christmas land to them.
But Rogan, with his dim old eyes

Grown far away and strangely wise

Talks on; and pauses but to ask

'Ain't there a dropp more in that cask?'

And father nods; but Mother says 'Ahem!'

The sun slants redly thro' the gums
As quietly the evening comes,

And Rogan gets his old grey mare,
That matches well his own grey hair,
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And rides away into the setting sun.
'Ah, well,' says Dad. 'I got to say

I never spent a lazier day.

We ought to get that top fence wired.'
'My!" sighs poor Mum. 'But I am tired!
An' all that washing up still to be done.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Case For Kings

I've never had much truck with kings
(Said old George Jones). For all my days
My lot's been cast 'mid common thngs,
My path has run by humble ways.

Tho' I have live my life in what

Men call 'The shadow of the throne,’

No king disturbed my peace one jot,

And I have left them well alone.

But I have heard men rave and rant

Of great injustice, wrongs and rights
And all that maudlin, modern cant

Of liberty and freedom's fights.

But peacefully I've gone my way

And sought content on this bright earth.
I've harked to all they've had to say,
And summed it up for all it's worth.

But foreign lands have crushed their kings,
And raised new flags of strange design;
Yet all the liberty it brings

Seems, somehow, not one half of mine

In all those lands in this dread hour
Warring ambitions rise supreme;

And, in his crazy lust for pow'r,

Brother slays brother - for a dream.

Some wise man, in some book I read
(Said old George Jones) the seer explains
All human plans must have a head;

And, if it falls, black chaos reigns.

And can one doubt? When, far and wide,
Not freedom's gain, but freedom's loss
Follows the fall, with fratricide

'Mid those who would supplant the Boss.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Change Of Air

Now, a man in Oodnadatta

He grew fat, and he grew fatter,

Though he hardly had a thing to eat for dinner;
While a man in Booboorowie

Often sat and wondered how he

Could prevent himself from growing any thinner.

So the man from Oodnadatta

He came down to Booboorowie,
Where he rapidly grew flatter;

And the folk will tell you how he
Urged the man from Booboorowie
To go up to Oodnadatta -

Where he lived awhile, and now he
Is considerably fatter.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Chantey Of Labor's Lost

There on the quay sobbed Bones, A.B.,
And he took me by the hand.

Says he to me, 'I've quit the sea

An' I'm huntin' a berth on land.

‘Er doom ‘as come; an' the days o' rum,
Salt-‘orse an' tar is over;

For these is the days of the popinjays
An' the end of the deep-sea rover

Oh,

Them tough ole, rough ole, rollicking lads
The shell-back, deep-sea rover.

'They've finished with me,' says Bones, A.B.,
'For they've finished with seamanship.

What they're shippin' of late is a milliner's mate
With a housemaid's mop on the ‘ip.

But ask ‘im the rig of a barque or a brig,

Or the toons of the chanteys sung

By a buck he-male in the days of sail

When me an' me mates was young

Oh,

Them mad ole, bad ole, rollicking days
When mates an' the world was young.

'Before ‘e was born I'd rounded the Horn
Ten times in ships o' sail,

Close-reefed an' fast in the bellerin' blast
Of the mother-in-law of a gale.
Bare-decked I been, an' wrecked I been,
Mate-hazed, marooned, shanghai-ed.
But shiver me gob, I knoo me job

In the days when the seas was wide

Oh,

Them reckless, feckless, rollicking days
When faith and the seas was wide.

'So I'm leavin' the sea,' says Bones, A.B.,

'For the sea don't need me now.
An' I'm shapin' a course to valet a ‘orse
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Or coddle a milkin' cow.

All that they asks of shipboard tasks

Is a dood of a doll's-eye weaver;

An' I'm missin' ‘em bad; them mates I ‘ad
So lovin' the sea they leave ‘er

Oh,

Them tearin', swearin', devil-may-carin’,
Lovable lads wot leave ‘er.’

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Cricket Casualty

My dear, I'm awful shorry
'Bout gettin' home sho late.
I orra been in hoursh ago;
But you know how I hate
To biss a crit of micket
(Shuse me) I mean to say,
To criss a mit of bicket
Cricket! Ash right. Hooray!

In-toshicated? Nonshense!

Just need a lirrle rest.

I shush been round to Johnson's place
Lish'nin' to the Test.

Great game! It's nervish teshion

Has made me feel like thish.

You know how I like cricket

I wouldn't bit a mish.

Hooray for Misher Bra'man!
Anurraa fourer hit!

Hoo - what? Don't be inshultin'!
I'm norra leash bit lit!

Not even s'ightly shrozzled.
Jush had a lirrle spot

Each time they hirra fourer
Mean to call tharra - lot?

My dear, don't get - hic - cited,

I wouldn't hissa mit.

Three sheers for good old Washaname!
Anurra boun'ry hit! ...

Hic! Struse me, love. Per-haps you're right,
I berra gessum rest.

Jush beein - Hum! You know, Jolson's place
Lish'nin' to - the Test.
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A Deep Sea Chantey

We didn't like the bo'sun's mate

(Yo, 'eave ho! an' a bottle o' lemonade or somethin' soft, Miss).

Becos 'is dile filled us wiv 'ate

(Yo, 'eave ho! An' a bottle o' near-beer, or somethin' that's real easy scoffed,
Miss).

We ain't the crowd for gettin' shick

Becos we've joined the Bolshevik.

An' we reckon Jack's as good as - Hic!

(Schuse me! 'Tain't the likker. I'ah the sense of injush-tish an' wash the right
thing to be dealt out ter seamen's sorter sent me aloft, Miss).

We didn't like 'is kind o' face

(Yo, 'eave ho! An' a bot'l Soviet Sarsparliler - or anythin' the comrades drink,
Miss).

Ses 'e, 'Yeh lubbers! Splice mai brace!"

(Yo, 'eave, Hic! . . .. Sheems ter me these Bolsh'vik ..... make yeh skicker'n yeh
think, Miss).

'E wash a reel two-fisted bloke.

One o' them coves '00 made a joke

O' swillin' rum - like the ole sea folk.

(You know shailors? - Ole shilly shellbacks - .... - dis'plin - all that short 'er
ole fash'n talk? Makes the service stink, Miss).

Eh? Wash at, Miss? It's af'er six?

An' yeh won't sherve drinksh?

We've done our tricks?

A'right! (Yo, 'eave ho, for a bot'ler) . . . Blast!

Bill, cut that song! It 'urts! Avast!

She's goin' out?? Hey, jump abroad!

Struth! Nearly missed! 'Eave up! Oh, Lord! . ..

(Later)

Ah! Gimme a ship as a ship should be,
An' a sailor man as loves the sea!
Gimme a sight o' the sheelin' gull,

An' the wash a widenin' aft 'er hull.

An' - 'ere's a sign I'm findin' grace

I LIKES the look o' that bos'un's face!
Ah! Smell them breezes! Come on, Bill!
'Twas longshore dope. We're sailors still!

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

24



Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Different Meaning

It is truly as lucid as lucid can be;

It is plain as the nose on your face

Though the tactics may be a disgrace, don't you see,
The tactician is not a disgrace.

He may wobble and swerve and crayfish and curve
It is all of it part of the game

But you mustn't say 'Wobbler,' for, prithee, observe
That the meaning is not quite the same.

One might carry this argument ever so far

There is not the least good in denying

That though a man's talk may be lies you must baulk
At describing the talker as 'lying.’

His work may be slow, but it's nonsense, you know.
To declare that the man's a 'slow worker.'

And it he should shirk in the House all his work
'Twould be foolish to call him a 'shirker.’

In quoting such things one could fill up a ream;
It is so to the end of the chatter.

A man who adapts his adversary's scheme,

He need never be called an 'adapter.’

And if he should fuse, it is not the least use

To describe him as being a 'Fuser.'

Such a use of the word is distinctly absurd,
And would earn but contempt for the user.

For a statesman's a statesman right on to the end,
Never mind what his actions resemble;

He may bargain and palter and stumble and falter

And wheedle and scheme and dissemble.

But, observe, these are acts, and though probably facts
That would earn for the mere politician

A horrible name, it is not quite the same

When applied to a master tactician.
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And so, you electors, when chewing the ended

Of reflection, attend to this study.

And observe, though a member may meddle with mud
He in not, of necessity, muddy.

Though he turns like a weathercock ten ways at once,
Till you never know which way he's leaning,

To call him a weathercock proves you a dunce,

For it has quite a different meaning.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Different Route

Say you have some great objective.

Very well. Be calm, reflective;

Make no vulgar show of vigor; 'tisn't good.

Do not rush the thing directly;

But approach it circumspectly,

As a gentlemanly politician should.

Though certain consequences hinge upon the laws you make,
Your prestige in high politics rests with the road you take.

For the common sort of fellows,

With enthusiastic bellows,

Rush about and shout their schemes in ev'ry ear;

In their shirt-sleeves, toiling, fretting,

And most vulgarly a-sweating,

Quite without a thought or care how they appear.

And if they do arrive at things a trifle in advance

Their strenuous endeavors go to prove their ignorance.

Have a care for your appearance

If you claim the least adherence

To the genteel game of politics as played

By right-thinking politicians,

Who 'consider their positions'

Once a week, while common business is delayed.

And shun, O, shun that fearsome fellow eager for a spurt,
And the man who, metaphorically, labors in his shirt.

What though others rush before you?

What though busy folk ignore you?

Draw your gloves on carefully and take your stick.

Having chosen your direction,

Then proceed, with circumspection,

Stepping out with dignity - but not too quick.

If mere workers are before you, that is what you must expect;
But reflect, with satisfaction, that your route is more select.
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Then, pray, have no hesitation

Should you find your destination

Is the same as that of him that humps the load

In declaring that your action

Gives you perfect satisfaction,

As you reached the place by quite another road.

Ignore his paltry claim to being first - such was his whim;
But emphasise the fact that you disdained to follow him.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

29



A Digger's Tale

'My oath!' the Duchess sez. 'You'd not ixpect
Sich things as that. Yeh don't mean kangaroos?
Go hon!' she sez, or words to that effect --
(It's 'ard to imitate the speech they use)
I tells 'er, 'Straight; I drives 'em four-in-'and
[Ome in my land.'

'You 'ear a lot,' sez little Digger Smith,
'About 'ow English swells is so stand-off.
Don't yeh believe it; it's a silly myth.
I've been reel cobbers with the British toff
While I'm on leaf; for Blighty likes our crowd,
Bh' done us proud.

'Us Aussies was the goods in London town
When I was there. If they jist twigged your 'at
The Dooks would ask yeh could yeh keep one down,
An' Earls would 'ang out 'Welcome' on the mat,
An' sling yeh invites to their stately 'alls
Ebr fancy balls.

'This Duchess -- I ain't quite sure uv 'er rank;
She might 'ave been a Peeress. I dunno.
I meets 'er 'usband first. 'E owns a bank,
I 'eard, an' 'arf a dozen mints or so.
A dinkum toff. 'E sez, 'Come 'ome with me
Bh' 'ave some tea.'

'That's 'ow I met this Duchess Wot's-'er-name --
Or Countess -- never mind 'er moniker;

I ain't no 'and at this 'ere title game --
An' right away, I was reel pals with 'er.

'Now, tell me all about yer 'ome,' sez she,

Bh' smiles at me.

'That knocks me out. I know it ain't no good
Paintin' word-picters uv the things I done

Out 'ome 'ere, barrackin' for Collin'wood,
Or puntin' on the flat at Flemin'ton.
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I know this Baroness uv Wot-yeh-call
Wants somethin' tall.

'T thinks reel 'ard; an' then I lets it go.

I tell 'er, out at Richmond, on me Run --
A little place uv ten square mile or so --

I'm breedin' boomerangs; which is reel fun,
When I ain't troubled by the wild Jonops
That eats me crops.

'I talks about the wondrous Boshter Bird
That builds 'er nest up in the Cobber Tree,
An' 'atches out 'er young on May the third,
Stric' to the minute, jist at 'arf past three.
'Er eyes get big. She sez, 'Can it be true?"
[Br eyes was blue.

'An' then I speaks uv sport, an' tells 'er 'ow

In 'untin' our wild Wowsers we imploy
Large packs uv Barrackers, an' 'ow their row
Wakes echoes in the forests uv Fitzroy,
Where lurks the deadly Shicker Snake '00's breath
I3 certain death.

'I'm goin' on to talk of kangaroos,
An' 'ow I used to drive 'em four-in-'and.
'Wot?' sez the Marchioness. 'Them things in zoos
That 'ops about? I've seen then in the Strand
In double 'arness; but I ain't seen four.
T&ll me some more.'

I baulks a bit at that; an' she sez, "Well,
There ain't no cause at all for you to feel

Modest about the things you 'ave to tell;
An' wot you says wonderfully reel.

Your talk' - an' 'ere I seen 'er eyelids flick --

[Makes me 'omesick’.

'T reckerlect,' she sez -- 'Now let me see --
In Gippsland, long ago, when I was young,
I 'ad a little pet Corroboree,’
(I sits up in me chair like I was stung.)
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'On it's 'ind legs,' she sez, 'it used to stand.
Eéd from me 'and.’

'Uv cours, I threw me alley in right there.
This Princess was a dinkum Aussie girl.

I can't do nothin' else but sit an' stare,
Thinkin' so rapid that me 'air roots curl.
But 'er? She sez, 'l ain't 'eard talk so good

Elnce my childhood.

"T wish,' sez she, 'I could be back again
Beneath the wattle an' that great blue sky.
It's like a breath uv 'ome to meet you men.
You've done reel well,' she sez. 'Don't you be shy.
When yer in Blighty once again,' sez she,
[Dome an' see me.'

'l don't see 'er no more; 'cos I stopped one.
But, 'fore I sails, I gits a billy doo

Which sez, 'Give my love to the dear ole Sun,
An' take an exile's blessin' 'ome with you.

An' if you 'ave some boomerangs to spare,

BEhve me a pair.

"T'd like to see 'em play about,' she wrote,
'Out on me lawn, an' stroke their pretty fur.
God bless yeh, boy." An' then she ends 'er note,
'Yer dinkum cobber,' an' 'er moniker.
A sport? You bet! She's marri'd to an Earl --
Bh Aussie girl.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Dirge Of The Morning After

VOICE OF THE PEOPLE (wailing dismally):

'Who can deliver us, Lord of our destiny!

Out of the depths comes our passionate cry,
Wrung from the soul of us. Aid for the whole of us!
Tell us, we pray, that our succor is nigh.

'Where is the super-man? Where the deliverer?
Where is the Captain to win us relief

Surcease from sorrowing, respite from borrowing?
Oh, for a philtre to deaden our grief!"

ANXIOUS VOICE FROM RIGHT WING:

'Patience, 0 populace! Wait for a little while!

Labor shall succor you - cleave to your Jim!

James and the rest of them, sure, are the best of them
Jimmy, the agable, trust ye to him!

'Lo, from the Chosen lures he the capital.

Bright golden, capital! Glorious loans!

Millions and mill-i-ons! Soon 'twill be bill-i-ons!
Patience awhile till he floats 'em.' (Loud groans.)

VOICE OF THE PEOPLE (irritably):

'Jim? Oh, be d-d to him. Doors are all slammed to him
Cohen's and Isaac's and old Ikey Mo's.

We would live decently! Up the spout recently

He has shoved everything barring our clothes.

(Again dolefully)

'Who can deliver us? Is there no saviour?

Is there no Chief with a Will and a Plan?

Not in a city-full? Oh, it is pitiful!

The hour it is striking - but where is the man?'
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VOICE FROM LEFT WING (eagerly)

'Cheer up, my countrymen! Here is your Gregory!
Long hel!s been shut from the councils of State.
He'll banish care for you; he'll do and dare for you.
Wade is the captain to fashion your fate.

'‘Long was he languishing, sunk in obscurity;

Now his wise counsel the populace seeks.

He is the man for you; he'll plot and plan for you.
Rest on his Liberal bosom.' (Wild shrieks.)

VOICE OF THE PEOPLE (petulantly)

'Out on your Gregory! Visions of beggary

Haunt us whenever we bear of his name.

Labor or Liberal, Jimmy or Gregory.

Wade or McGowen, they're both much the same.

(With increasing anguish):

'Who can deliver us? Who is to win for us
Money at four per cent., five per cent., ten?
In what futurity, out of obscurity,

Shall there arise this great leader of men?"

GREASY VOICE FROM THE FLIES:

'Sufferin' Solomon! Vot is dis howl aboudt?

Hary to yer Uncle, he'll tole yer vot's right;

Not more at four per shent. - no, nor at more per shent
Can you get capital! Monish is tight.

'Listen, goot beobles, your beano is finished mit;

Und obligations you neffer can shirk.

Monish vos tight, my tears; dot vos all right, my tears.
Loans vas maturin'. You'll haf to get vork.'

VOICE OF THE PEOPLE (howling):
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'Work? O preposterous! What are we coming to?
Is there no super-man armed with a scheme
Scheme to win capital? Is there no chap at all
Willing to plan for us? Work! Do we dream?

(Desperately):

'Who can deliver us? Who can win ease for us?
Rescue us out of this ocean of debt?

We've come to wreck in it; up to the neck in it
Won't someone help us get out of the wet?'

(With gloomy reiteration):

'Who can deliver us? Who can deliver us?

Are none to pit such desperate elves?

Here or in other State? Oh, the poor Mother State!'....
CHORUS FROM THE GALLERY (in disgust):

'Aw, turn it up, an' deliver yerselves.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Dogs' View

I'm only just a common racing dog,

Simple in habit, and my diet's plain.

I have never had a longing for the grog

That some men seem to need, more vim to gain.
And I have heard it said of such a one,

Who in his swilling emulates the hogs:

'He's boozing day and night: he's getting done.
Poor man,' they say: 'he's going to the dogs.'

But now 'tis threatened that a dog should win
A newer culture and a swifter pace

By taking to the whisky and the gin,

That he may wax more reckless in the race.
And we, who hitherto have been content
With just a lap of water and a rub,

Will soon enough contract that human bent
Of knocking off and going to the pub.

And then, who knows? Some badly balanced pup,
Weak-willed, and too intent on hectic joys,

Will learn too soon the way to liquor up

And have a jolly evening with the boys.

And we shall say of such a one, in blame:

'It's quite all right to have one new and then;

But he has overdone this drinkning game.

Poor dog,' we'll say: 'He's going to the men.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Duty Done - 1933

A duty done ... What else was there to do?

A simple matter; and as simply solved.

His straight young mind worked straightly - worked as true
As ever youth's clean mind. Here no involved

And weighty pondering of faith or fact.

Duty demanded; and he leapt to act.

He leapt and died . . . Could he but tell it now,
There would, be sure, come no heroic tale.
'What else would any man do, any how?'

This thing cried to be done. How could he fail?
The cry; the danger; Duty's sudden call;

Then - well, a bit of bad luck. That was all.

They say that youth grows cynical: too prone

To weigh advantage; thro' some modern plan

Changed from the clear-eyed youth old days had known:
More of a crafty huckster, less a man.

They say - and they are answered by one youth,

Proving again one wholesome human truth.

A duty done; and valiantly done.

Tho' death came in the doing, yet, who knows
At what wise ordering? No living one

May say how kind death be to such as those
Youth, unjustified, triumphing on his way,
Quiet hero of this world of work-a-day.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Duty Done - 1935

The swallows are back, and I'm tuning my lyre,
For today 'tis my duty to sing

A melodious lay that is graciously gay

To welcome - officially - spring

Ting-a-ling
So let's have a song with a swing.
Bing!

High cockalorum and fal-de-rah, whack!
Young Spring's in the offing! The swallows are back!

To put sense in the song matters little so long

As the lift and the lilt of it ring.

And a mention be made of the wattle-hung glade
Where the blithering birds are a-wing

Ting-a-ling

And the clamorous honey-bees cling.

Z-z-z-ing!

Tho' I'm scarce in the humor, alas and alack!

Ho, merry-down-derry! The swallows are back!

So - officially - Hi! Oh, salubrious sky!

What a dear and delectable thing

To behold such a blue as old Arcady knew

When - er - Strephan or someone was king

Ting-a-ling

And life held nor arrow nor sling.

Ping!

Ah, the fervor is forced; but I mustn't get slack,

Tho' the rhymes may run low, for the swallows are back!

But - privily - oh, my vitality's low,

And a sneer at the season I fling

For I gasp and I wheeze in the weary unease
Of the plagues that the pollen days bring

Ting-a-ling
I'm insipid as second-hand string.
Ring.

Ah, ring down the curtain! I've gone to the pack!
But, a last word in closing: the swallows are back.
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A Fair Exchange

Would you be much impressed, my dear,

Now you've adopted shorts,

If males like me came dressed, my dear,

In skirts, to divers sports?

With gussets, flares and pleats and things
Like that, we'd give our fancy wings

To grace the links and courts.

You should not worry very much,

Since male attire you choose,

If, with a chic Parisian touch

And taste in cut and hues,

We garbed ourselves, from neck to knees,
In crepe de chine or 'summer breeze'

Of pretty pinks and blues.

Would frills and flounces seem absurd
Upon the manly form?

I don't see why, upon my word,

Such gads, should raise a storm

Of ridicule. And, if they do,

Scorn coming from one garbed like you
Is really rather warm.

Think the position out, my dear,

And be consistent, please.

And, while you dash about, my dear,

In pants shorn to the knees,

You're drawing from the normal male

The same loud laugh with which you'd hail
A man in fripperies.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Fair Risk

Rashly I shot an arrow in the air,

And, as my shaft into the zenith sped,

I knew 'twas bound to fall some time, somewhere;
And wondered if 'twould dropp upon some head.

A certain friend of mine who loitered near

Remarked, 'Don't let the thing distress you, please.

"Twill hit a politician, never fear.'
And so, my tortured conscience was at ease.

Now, when I read of Party Government,

Its wrangles, lies, and methods most unfair,
I calmly step outside my tenement

And shoot another arrow in the air.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Fair Spin

Righto!

I'll give the game a go.

They say I should be circumspect; but I don't care a hang.
I'll bang

The cows in slang . .

'Ere! Wot's the game?

Don't this Australia want a decent name

For treatin' other blokes all on the square?

I wouldn't dare

To sell crook rabbits down in Spadger's land;
Fer, if the ole tarts down there should complain
Jist once, why, all me custom

Would go right up the pole.

Upon me soul!

Yeh see, I trust 'em

An' they trust me.

Because they say, 'This rabbito, why 'e
Gives us a dinkum spin.

'E wouldn't take us in.'

Now, ain't that nice?

I don't like givin' statesmen my advice,

But - well, I'm just an ord'nary sorter bloke,
Still, I think it is getting past a joke

When coves that earns reel decent livli'oods
Rings in crook goods

Jist 'cos it pays.

Aw, spare me days!

I got some sense of wot the 'eads calls pride,
An', for to do a snide,

Crook deal like that

I'd

Sooner eat me 'at.

Fair dinkum: when I sum the 'ole thing up.
But still, I sometimes think

That us blokes - toilin' for a bit of dough -
Gives the straight game a go

Better than all the 'eads who play a game
Wot gives Australia a rotten name.

Blimey! I sooner be -
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(Now, let me see

Wot's this that Wordsworth says?)

Why, spare me days!

'T'd sooner be'

(Yes, me!)

'A pagan, suckled in some creed outworn,’
Than some smug Christain '0o puts up to scorn
Australia's name.

Aw, strike! We play the game:

Us rabbitos. An' - on the square -

Even if I 'ad 'eaps of gilt to spare,

Like some of these

Exporters that I knows,

I wouldn't go

And play the game so low.

I'd not send one crook rabbit overseas,
No, not to please

A flamin' King;

It ain't the thing.

Desertin' Aussie is a dirty trick.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Fair Warning

Let 'em come, by gum! That's all I say.

Let me see one of 'em up this way,

With their sacks a-back an' their walkin' boots
Low neck, short-panted hikin' coots

Flingin' their fags in the brambles here,

Same as that other one done last year.

He might just once; but he won't no more.

I'll nail his hide to the cow-shed door.

A mile o' fencin' and two good hust

All thro' them an' their lighted butts.
Patronisin'? You're too dead right.
These city fellers is awful bright

Three good huts an' a mile o' fence!
'Tisn't so much me own expense;
Three mile o' forest gone up in smoke!
Well, ain't it enough to nark a bloke?

The worst they done was in ninety-five.

Poor ole Ben Bray, he'd still be alive

It if wasn't for that camp-fire they left.

But a burnt-out-home an' the kids bereft

Of their dad. Yes; that was the toll that day;
An' the fellers what done it miles away.

Oh, there's fools in the forest as well as town.
I ain't lettin' none o' me neighbors down.

There's fools in the forests, as well I knows;

Chancin' a burn when the north wind blows.

An' they oughter be pinched . . . But them city skites,
Suckin' their fags an' strikin' their lights!

Just let me catch 'em! Vindictive? Me?

Ropeable, am I? Well, wouldn't you be

If you suffered the same from their smokin' butts?
Three mile o' fencin' an' four good huts!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



A Few Lines To Beauty

Girls!

You with the bobbed hair or Mary Pickford curls,

Likewise you others

Who still adopt the hair-dressing style,

That makes the moderns smile.

But was undoubtedly the dearest attribute of your mothers.
And, by the by,

You with the glad-eye -

We've seen you in the street

Looking particularly sweet.

And we ask you

Do you think that those girls in the city that is reputed to possess a harbor
can overtask you?

In the matter of looking nice -

We do not seek to give advice;

And, frankly, we don't know.

We have seen both types and so,

Being diplomatic,

We refrain from expressing an opinion that is too emphatic.
We'll leave it to the vote,

Yet hasten to remark that we simply dote

Upon the maiden who

Is just like you,

Fair reader!

We seek not to assume the office or prerogative of a special pleader.
And we own that this question of State Rights

Gives us uneasy dreams o' nights.

Take no notice of those churls

Who tell you that the Sydney girls

Can put it all over you in regard to female beauty.

My dears, you have a duty

At any rate,

Toward your State.

Go in

And Win!

Among you are undoubtedly quite a number of perfect peaches
And the sirens of the Sydney beaches

May yet be proved to be not exactly the pick of the basket.
Girls!
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With or without curls,

The honor of your State and the noble men therein ask it.

Here I conclude.

And I trust that these few well-chosen remarks have not been in bad taste or
over-rude.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Few Remarks On Goats, Asses And The Dead Hand

I don't mind kings and dukes and things;

I don't mind wigs or maces;

I don't mind crowns or robes or gowns

Or ruffles, swords or laces

But what I do object to, and some others more than I,
Are the mad old, bad old practices these baubles signify.

Good friends, brother Australians and fellow voters;

I think that you will agree with me that few of us are doters

Upon the customs, practices, fooleries and tommyrotics of the mouldy past;
Nor are we apt to cast

A reverent eye behindward upon ancient precedent:

Nor do we consent

To let the cold, clammy and unusually muddling Dead Hand

Control the destinies of this our native land.

Nay, rather do we stand

Tiptoe upon the summit of the Present, peering out,

With faces eager and expectant eyes, into the mystic Future. Have you a doubt
That in Progress, Business-like Procedure, Common-sense Habit, and Up-to-Date
Method we are all earnest believers?

Is it not so?....

Well, I don't know

So much about it. 'Twere easy to prove, good friends, that we are, in the

lump, followers of Make-Believe, triflers with Humbug and inance self-deceivers.
'Twere easy to prove that our ass-like attribute indeed surpasses

That of innumerable and intensely asinine asses.

And here, good friends, I extend to all of you my blessin’,

And conclude, amidst great applause, the first lesson.

Secondly, my brothers

Right-thinking persons, men-in-the-street, common-sense individuals, and
people who call a spade a spade, and others

There are full many of us who deeply deplore

The use or display of these gauds, decorations, baubles and trappings that
belong to the unpractical, superstitious and quite unfashionable days of yore.

We deride, for instance, the ntion that the caudal appendage of a deceased horse
Perched upon the cranium of an erudite justice can add to his dignity or give to
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his remarks more force.

In short, we class as mere bunkum, bosh, flapdoodle and other sludge

The contention that the hind end of a horse can in any way assist the fore end of
a judge.

The wig, the gown, the staff, the rod, the mace,

We regard as obsolete, and entirely out of place.

If there is one thing more than another upon which we pride ourselves it is, I
suppose,

The fact that we scorn to wear grandpa's old-fashioned clothes.

The poor old gentleman's pantaloons, his shirts, his cravat, his fob-chain, his frill-
whiskers are all anathema to us.

Good friends, why all this fuss?

Why waste all this precious energy in denouncing the wig, the gown, the mace?
They may be, in a sense, out of place;

Yet, why should these things shock you?

Believe me, they are perfectly innocu

Ous, and furthermore, dear friends,

They serve their ends;

Fo why deny these toys

To that large, mentally-bogged, and much musinderstood class of elderly girls
and boys

Whose state demands some sign or symbol

To push an idea or a principle into their heads, even as the thimble

Thrusts the needle into the cloth?

Then why so wrath?

Heed ye, good friends, the parable of the beam and the mote.

Nay, I crave your pardon, but I have known a not particularly intelligent goat
To view materially essential matters with a more discerning eye; to possess, so
to speak, more inate perspicacity

Than you - that is to say, us. Nay, grasp not at the seeming audacity

Of these few remarks; for perfect perspicuity

Attends them, and I like not ambiguity.

As thinking machines the ass, the goat, good people are preferable; at least, so it
appears.

And here, the ending of my second lesson is attended by your deafening and
appreciative cheers.

My worthy friends, ye who scorn to wear my poor grandpa's clothes

Get down from your pedestals, O ye modern intellectual giants; let each decline
his scornful and uptilted nose.

Deride, would ye, grandpa's ancient mace?
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Abolish it, would ye, and hunt it off the place?

What's the matter with it? It's not eating anythng, is it?

And it might prove handy if a masked burglar, or a Trust or a mad dog paid the
House a visit.

Gird, would ye, at grandpa's wig, at his gown trimmed with the overcoats of late
lamented rabbits?

But, Oh! my up-to-date brothers, what have ye to say about grandpa's and great
grandpa's and great-great-grandpa's ridiculous customs, absurd
precedents,inance systems and obsolete habits?

What about that musty, dusty, mouldy, mildewed, hoary, Tory, injurious, time
wasting, insane, inane, self-ridiculed, unwieldy and utterly unprofitable system of
Party Govrnment? Great-great-great-great-grandpa's cherished

System, good friends?

Does it serve our modern ends?

Or is it, think you, obsolete and absurd?

I pause for a reply....What! Not a word?

Do I hear you raving to have it abolished?

Yearn ye to see this thing demolished?

Go to the ass, ye dullards! He doesn't eat mouldy sawdust when there's good
hay about.

And here, kind friends, I pass to 'fourthly,’ flattered by your encouraging shout.

Friends, countrymen and fellow-voters of this fair land,

All ye smart, up-to-date people who scorn dear grandpa's raiment, are you
feeling his dead hand?

Think ye that ancient fist should interfere so in the vital affairs of to-day?
Or are ye so apathetic that you don't care a tuppenny curse either way?
'Tis cheap and easy to scoff at granpa's gauds and trappings and to the Devil
send 'em;

But have ye ever seriously considered such things as elected Mnistries or
thelnitiative and Referendum?

Not you! You shirk, good friend, you shirk.

That means Work!

Friends, I am done....I know not what ye intend to do about it, and I haven't
much hope; but, for my part,

I say unto ye, in a spirit of true brotherly love, and with my hand upon my heart,
That I have enjoyed the acquaintance of asses who were never fooled by musty
precedent. Aye, and intelligent goats

Who scorned the jam-tin diet of their forebears when there was good grass about
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but they had no votes.
And what is a goat without a vote?

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Forest Scene

As I went down a forest place

At the closing of the year

To find me peace, and gather grace
In this green gladness here.

I saw a scene I knew of old,

In many a year gone by

A loveliness to have and hold

Here, with the gully waters cold,
And the bland, blue peeping sky.

And I saw the blue wrens trooping near,

And I heard the thrushes call,

And found surcease from worldly fear

For a peace was over all.

And my mind went back to long ago,

For here was a scene I knew

Where the gums and ancient tree ferns grow,
And the ever-lasting waters flow,

And life yields little new.

And I thought of the world - of the world of men,
Who ever seek them change,

And haste, and hectic, haste again

To a goal beyond their range.

And I heard the thrush and the blue wren there
Fluting their songs of glee

For them this world was passing fair,

And they found content and gladness there.

Why came not peace to me?

Then I saw life, as men see life

I who am but a man;

And I dreamed of a scene devoid of strife,
Built on the good God's plan.

And I came me back from that forest place,
With a dream to have and hold,

Of men with naught but life to face,

Of men grown young in simple grace,

And the birds and the bush grown old!
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A Freak Of Spring

At any other time of year

It might have passed, but Spring is queer.
He says somethin' - I dunno

Somethin' nasty. I says, 'Ho!

'Ho, yourself!' he says, an' glares.

I says nothin' - only stares.

'Coot!" says he . .. Then up she goes!
An' I land him on the nose.

It was Spring, Spring, Spring! Just to hear the thrushes sing
Would make a fellow laugh, or love, or fight like anything.

Which mood called I wasn't carin'; I was feelin' fine an' darin’;

So I fetches him a beauty with a lovely left-arm swing.

Ben Murray staggered back a bit an' howled a wicked word

Which gave me feelin's of great joy . . . An' that's how it occurred.

'On the sawdust!' yells old Pike,
Gloatin' and bloodthirsty-like.

'On the sawdust with yeh both!
Truth to tell, I'm nothin' loth.

I peel off my coat an' vest.
Murray, with his rage suppressed,
Comes up eager, pale with spite.
'Glory!" shouts old Pike. 'A fight!"

It was Spring, glad Spring, an' the swallows on the wing

Made a man feel kind an' peaceful with their cheery twittering.

As I watched their graceful wheelin' with a pleasant sort of feelin'
Old man Pike pulled out his ticker, an' the mill-hands made a ring.
There was gold upon the wattle an' the blackwood was in bud,

An' I felt the call for action fairly sizzin' in my blood.

Murray comes on like a bull;
Both his eyes with spleen are full.
Let him have it - left an' right. . . .
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Pike is bustin' with delight. . . .
Right eye once and left eye twice
Then he grabs me like a vice. . . .
Down into the dust we go
Bull-dog grip and short-arm blow.

It was Spring! Mad Spring! Just to feel him clutch an' cling

Told me plain that life was pelendid an' my strength a precious thing.

On the sawdust heap we scrambled, while the fellows yelled an' gambled
On the fight; an' Ben loosed curse-words in a never-endin' string.

Oh, I glimpsed the soft sky shinin' and I smelled the fresh-cut wood;

An' as we rolled I pummelled him, an' knew the world was good.

"Tain't a dog-fight!' shouts Bob Blair.
'Stand up straight an' fight it fair.'

I get end-up with a grin.

'Time!" yells Pike, an' bangs a tin.
'Corners, boys. A minute's spell.’
'Good lad, Jim! You're doin' well,’
Says the little Dusty, Dick. . . .
Murray's eye is closin' quick.

It was Spring, sweet Spring, an' a man must have his fling:
Healthy men must be respondin' to the moods the seasons bring.
That sweet air, with scrub scents laden, all my body was invadin’,
Till each breath I drew within me made me feel I was king.

'Twas the season to be doin' - fondlin' maids, or fightin' men -
An' I felt my spirit yearnin' for another crack at Ben.

Pike bangs on his tin again.
'Time!" he roars. 'Get to it, men!"
I come eager, fit to dance;

Ben spars cautious for a chance.
With a laugh I flick him light;
Then - like lightin' comes his right
Full an' fair upon the jaw

Lord, the purple stars I saw!

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



It was Spring, wild Spring! When I felt the sudden sting

Of a clout all unexpected, I was just a maddened thing -

Just a savage male thing ragin'; battle all my wits engagin'.
Instant I was up an' at him, an' I punched him round the ring.
I forgot the scents an' season; I lost count of time an' place;
An' my only aim an' object was to batter Murray's face.

Pike is dancin' wild with joy;

Dusty Dick howls, 'At him, boy!"

I am at him, fast an' hard.

Then, as Murray drops his guard,

I get in one, strong an' straight,

Full of emnity an' weight.

Down he goes; the fellows shout.

'One!' starts Pike, then. .. 'Ten - an' out!'

It was Spring, gay Spring. Still were swallows on the wing,

An', on a sudden, once again I heard the thrushes sing.

There was gold upon the wattle, an' my recent wish to throttle
Murray, as he lay there groain', was a far-forgotten thing.

In the soft blue sky were sailin' little clouds as fine as fluff.
'Wantin' more?' I asked him gently; but Ben Murray said, 'Enough.’

'Well done, Jim,' says old Bob Blair.
"Tis the brave deserves the fair.'
An' he laughs an' winks at Pike

In a way that I don't like.

Widders,' grins young Dusty Dick,
'Likes a bloke whose hands is quick.
Now poor Ben can take the sack.'
But I frowns, an' turns my back.

It was Spring, the fickle Spring; an' a most amazin' thing

Came upon me sudden-like an' set me marvellin'.

For no longer was I lookin' for a wife to do my cookin',

But for somethin' sweet and tender of the kind that kiss an' cling.
Oh, for such a one I'd battle, an' I'd win by hook or crook;
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But it did seem sort of foolish to go fightin' for a cook.

Standin' on the sawdust heap

I feel mean an' rather cheap,
Widows? Let the widow go!

What we fought for I don't know.
Murray offers me his hand:

'Jim, you've won; so understand,

I don't mean to block your road . . .'
But I answer, 'That be blowed!'

'Why, it's Spring, man, Spring!" (An' I gave his fist a wring)

'If you reckoned me your rival, give up thinkin' such a thing.

I just fought for fun an' frolic, so don't you get melancholic;

An', if you have notions yonder, why, buck up an' buy the ring!

Put some beefsteak on your eye, lad, an' learn how to keep your guard.'
Then I put my coat an' vest on, an' walked homeward . . . thinkin' hard.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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'A Gallant Gentleman'

A month ago the world grew grey fer me;

A month ago the light went out fer Rose.

To 'er they broke it gentle as might be;

But fer 'is pal 'twus one uv them swift blows
That stops the 'eart-beat; fer to me it came
Jist, 'Killed in Action,' an' beneath 'is name.
'Ow many times 'ave I sat dreamin' 'ere
An' seen the boys returnin', gay an' proud.

I've seen the greetin's, 'eard 'is rousin' cheer,

An' watched ole Mick come stridin' thro' the crowd.
'Ow many times 'ave I sat in this chair

An' seen 'is 'ard chiv grinnin' over there.

'E's laughed, an' told me stories uv the war.
Changed some 'e looked, but still the same ole Mick,
Keener an' cleaner than 'e wus before;

'E's took me 'and, an' said 'e's in great nick.

Sich wus the dreamin's uv a fool 'oo tried

To jist crack 'ardy, an' 'old gloom aside.

An' now - well, wot's the odds? I'm only one:
One out uv many 'oo 'as lost a friend.

Manlike, I'll bounce again, an' find me fun;

But fer Poor Rose it seems the bitter end.

Fer Rose, an' sich as Rose, when one man dies
It seems the world goes black before their eyes.

Ar, well; if Mick could 'ear me blither now,

I know jist wot 'e'd say an' 'ow 'e'd look:

'Aw, cut it out, mate; chuck that silly row!
There ain't so sense in takin' sich things crook.
I've took me gamble; an' there's none to blame
Becos I drew a blank; it's in the game.'

A parson cove he broke the noos to Rose
A friend uv mine, a bloke wiv snowy 'air,
An' gentle, soothin' sort o'ways, '0o goes
Thro' life jist 'umpin' others' loads uv care.
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Instid uv Mick - jist one rough soljer lad -
Yeh'd think 'e'd lost the dearest friend 'e 'ad.

But 'ow kin blows be sof'n'd sich as that?

Rose took it as 'er sort must take sich things.

An' if the jolt uv it 'as knocked me flat,

Well, 'oo is there to blame 'er if it brings

Black thorts that comes to women when they frets,
An' makes 'er tork wild tork an' foolish threats.

An' then there comes the letter that wus sent
To give the strength uv Ginger's passin' out

A long, straight letter frum a bloke called Trent;
'Tain't no use tellin' wot it's orl about:

There's things that's in it I kin see quite clear
Ole Ginger Mick ud be ashamed to 'ear.

Things praisin 'im, that pore ole Mick ud say
Wus comin' it too 'ot; fer, spare me days!

I well remember that 'e 'ad a way

Uv curlin' up when 'e wus slung bokays.

An' Trent 'e seems to think that in some way
'E owes Mick somethin' that 'e can't repay.

Well, p'raps 'e does,- an' in the note 'e sends
'E arsts if Mick 'as people 'e kin find.

Fer Trent's an English toff wiv swanky friends,
An' wants to 'elp wot Ginger's left be'ind.

'E sez strange things in this 'ere note 'e sends:
'He was a gallant gentleman,’' it ends.

A gallant gentleman! Well, I dunno.

I 'ardly think that Mick ud like that name.

But this 'ere Trent's a toff, an' ort to know
The breedin' uv the stock frum which 'e came.
Gallant an' game Mick might 'a' bin; but then
Lord! Fancy 'im among the gentlemen!

'E wus a man; that's good enough fer me,
'Oo wus 'is cobber many years before

'E writ it plain fer other blokes to see,

An' proved it good an' pleny at the war.
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'E wus a man; an', by the way 'e died,
'E wus a man 'is friend can claim wiv pride.

The way 'e died... Gawd! but it makes me proud
I ever 'eld 'is 'and, to read that tale.

An' Trent is one uv that 'igh-steppin' crowd
That don't sling pral'se around be ev'ry mail.
To 'im it seemed some great 'eroic lurk;

But Mick, I know, jist took it wiv 'is work.

No matter wot 'e done. It's jist a thing

I knoo 'e'd do if once 'e got the show.

An' it would never please 'im fer to sling
Tall tork at 'im jist cos 'e acted so.

'Don't make a song uv it!' I 'ear 'im growl,
'T've done me limit, an' tossed in the tow'l.’

This little job, 'e knoo - an' I know well

A thousand uv 'is cobbers would 'ave done.
Fer they are soljers; an' it's crook to tell

A tale that marks fer praise a single one.

An' that's 'ow Mick wopuold 'ave it, as I kow;
An', as 'e'd 'ave it, so we'll let it go.

Trent tells 'ow, when they found 'im, near the end,
'E starts a fag an' grins orl bright an' gay.

An' when they arsts fer messages to send

To friends, 'is look goes dreamin' far away.

'Look after Rose,' 'e sez, 'when I move on.

Look after... Rose... Mafeesh!" An' 'e wus gone.

'We buried 'im,' sez Trent, 'down by the beach.
We put mimosa on the mound uv sand

Above 'im. 'Twus the nearest thing in reach
To golden wattle uv 'is native land.

But never wus the fairest wattle wreath

More golden than the 'eart uv 'im beneath.’

An' so - Mafeesh! as Mick 'ad learned to say.
'E's finished; an' there's few 'as marked 'im go.
Only one soljer, outed in the fray,

'Oo took 'is gamble, an' 'oo 'a 'is show.
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There's few to mourn 'im: an' the less they leave,
The less uv sorrer, fewer 'earts to grieve.

An' when I'm feelin' blue, an' mopin' 'ere

About h epal I've lorst; Doreen, my wifem

She come an' takes my 'and, an' tells me, 'Dear,
Ther's be more cause to mourn a wasted life.

'E proved 'imself a man, an' 'e's at rest.'

An' so, I tries to think sich things is best.

A gallant gentleman... Well, let it go.

They sez they've put them words above 'is 'ead,

Out there where lonely graves stretch in a row;

But Mick 'ell never mind it now 'e's dead.

An' where 'e's gone, when they weigh praise an' blame,
P'raps gentlemen an' men is much the same.

They fights; an' orl the land is filled wiv cheers.
They dies; an' 'ere an' there a 'eart is broke.
An' when I weighs it orl - the shouts, the tears -
I sees it's well Mick wus a lonely bloke.

'E found a game 'e knoo, an' played it well;

An' now 'e's gone. Wot more is there to tell?

A month ago, fer me the world grew grey;

A month ago the light went out fer Rose;
Becos one common soljer crossed the way,
Leavin' a common message as 'e goes.

But ev'ry dyin' soljer's 'ope lies there:

'Look after Rose. Mafeesh!' Gawd! It's a pray'r!

That's wot it is; an' when yeh sort it out,

Shuttin' yer ears to orl the sounds o' strife

The shouts, the cheers, the curses - '0o kin doubt
The claims uv women; mother, sweet'eart, wife?
An' 'oos to 'ear our soljers' dyin' wish?

An''oo's to 'eed? . . . 'Look after Rose . . . Mafeesh!"

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Guide For Poits

I ain't no verse-'og. When I busts in song
An' fills the air wiv choonful melerdy,

I likes fer uvver coves to come along
An' biff the lyre in company wiv me.

So, when I sees some peb beguile an hour
Be joinin' in the chorus o' me song,

I never sees no use in turnin' sour;
Fer singin' days wiv no one larsts too long.

I'd like to see the Rocks an' Little Lon
Grow centres for the art uv weavin' rhyme,
Wiv dinky 'arps fer blokes to plunk upon,
An' spruiking poits workin' overtime.

I'd love to listen to each choonful lay
Uv soulful coots who scorn to write fer gain;
To see True Art bloom down in Chowder Bay,
An' Culcher jump the joint in Spadger's Lane.

Gawstruth! fer us life's got no joy to spare,

We're short uv bird songs, 'soarin' clean an' pure.'
A bloke is 'ardly orf the bottle there

Before 'e's in the jug -- a bird fer sure.

So 'oo am I to say no blokes shall sing

Jist 'ow an' where an' when sich blokes may choose?
She's got no lines to show, nor yet no ring.

Lor' blim'me! I ain't married to me Muse!

An, square an' all, to show there's no offence,
To show that in me 'eart true friendship lies,
I gives free gratis, an wivout ixpense,
A few igzamples, just to put 'em wise.

First, choose some swingin' metre, sich as this,
That Omar used -- per Fitz -- to boost the wine.

An' 'ere's a point true artists shouldn't miss:
Sling in a bit o' slang to ev'ry line.
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An' when yer full o' them alternate rhymes --
As all the true push poits is at times --

Jist ring the changes, as I'm doin' now;

An' find ixcuse to say: 'The bloomin' cow!

Or, comin' back to Omar's style again,
It's easy fer to pen a sweet refrain

Wiv this 'ere kist a dead-'ead sort o' ling,
An' this one rhymin' wiv the former twain.

An' though this style me soul 'as often vext,
Wiv care an' pains the knack is easy cort;

This line's rhymed wiv the first, an' then the next
Is cut orf short.

An' if yeh want to round it orf orl neat

Just add a couplet 'ere of equil feet.

An' 'ere's a style I've very often done:
You swing orf 'ere, an' find a second rhyme,
Then hitch the third line to the leadin' one.
An' make the fourth lap wiv the second chime,
An' then you sort o' come another time,
An' jist end up the same as you begin.

It's orl dead easy when yeh know the way,
An' 'ave the time to practise it -- But, say,
Although it sort o' takes the eye, no doubt
(An', mind yeh, I'm not sayin' but it may) --
Wivout a stock uv rhymes to see you out
This style o' rhymin's like to turn yeh grey.

The triplets comes much 'arder than the twins;
But I 'ave 'ad to bear 'em fer me sins.
'Ere, fer a single line, yeh change the style,
Switch orf an' rhyme the same as you begins;
An' then yeh comes back at it wiv a smile,
Pertendin' it's dead easy orl the while.

Them sawed-orf lines 'as often stood me friends;
Fer you kin cut 'em upto serve yer ends.
An' frequent I 'ave slung the dotin' throng
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This sort o' song.
To ring su'prises on the eye an' ear
Is 'arf the game. It seems to kind o' queer
The dull monotony. yeh make a miss,
An' then do this.

Aw, 'Struth! it's pretty; but you take my tip,

It gives a bloke the everlastin' pip

'Oo tries to live upon the game and gets. . . .
Corns on 'is brain an' melancholy debts!

Wiv sweat an' tears, wiv misery an' sighs,
Yeh wring yer soul-case fer one drop of bliss

To give the cold, 'ard world; an' it replies,
'Prompt payment will erblige. Please settle this.'

The rarest treasures of yer 'eart yeh spend
On callous, thankless coots; an' in the end
It comes to this: if you can't find a muse

'Oo takes in washin', wot's the flamin' use?

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



A Haven Marred

Jones is a man exceeding meek

And henpecked, so his neighbours say,
Who, one glad evening every week,
Sought sanctuary in his queer way.

At his suburban picture show

He'd sit and gloat, in mood serene,
Quite recompensed for all his woe
To see dumb women on the screen.

But now the picture house he shuns;
His week becomes one weary drag;
For, 'mid the crash of 'he-men's' guns,

Even the female shadows nag!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Holy War

'Young friend!" . . . I tries to duck, but miss the bus.
'E sees me first, an' 'as me by the 'and.

'Young friend!" 'e sez; an' starts to make a fuss

At meetin' me. 'Why, this,' 'e sez, 'is grand!

Events is workin' better than I planned.

It's Providence that I should meet you thus.

You're jist the man,' 'e sez, 'to make a stand,

An' strive for us.

'Young friend,' 'e sez, 'allow me to explain
But wot 'e 'as to say too well I knows.

I got the stren'th uv it in Spadgers Lane
Not 'arf an hour before'and, when I goes
To see if I could pick up news uv Rose,
After that dentist let me off the chain.
('Painless,' 'e's labelled. So 'eis, I s'pose.
I 'ad the pain.)

'Young friend,' 'e sez. I let 'im 'ave 'is say;
Though I'm already wise to all 'e said

The queer old parson, with 'is gentle way
('E tied Doreen an' me when we was wed)
I likes 'im, from 'is ole soft, snowy 'ead
Down to 'is boots. 'E ain't the sort to pray
When folks needs bread.

Yeh'd think that 'e was simple as a child;
An' so 'e is, some ways; but, by and by,
While 'e is talkin' churchy-like an' mild,

Yeh catch a tiny twinkle in 'is eye

Which gives the office that 'e's pretty fly

To cunnin' lurks. 'E ain't to be beguiled
With fairy tales. An' when I've seen 'em try
'E's only smiled.

'Young friend,' 'e sez, 'I am beset by foes.
The Church,' 'e sez, 'is in a quandary.'
An' then 'e takes an' spills out all 'is woes,
An''ints that this 'ere job is up to me.
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'Yer aid - per'aps yer strong right arm,' sez 'e,
'Is needed if we are to rescue Rose

From wot base schemes an' wot iniquity
Gawd only knows.'

This is the sorry tale. Rose, sick, an' low

In funds an' frien's, an' far too proud to beg,
Is gittin' sorely tempted fer to go

Into the spielin' trade by one Spike Wegg.

I knoo this Spike uv old; a reel bad egg,
'00's easy livin' is to git in tow

Some country mug, an' pull 'is little leg

Fer all 'is dough.

A crooked crook is Spike amongst the crooks,
A rat, 'oo'd come the double on 'is friends;
Flash in 'is ways, but innercint in looks

Which 'e works well fer 'is un'oly ends.

'It's 'ard to know,' sez Snowy, 'why Fate sends
Sich men among us, or why justice brooks
Their evil ways, which they but seldom mends
Except in books.

'Young friend,' 'e sez, 'You're known in Spadgers Lane.
You know their ways. We must seek out this man.
With 'er, pray'r an' persuasion 'ave been vain.

I've pleaded, but she's bound to 'is vile plan.

I'd 'ave you treat 'im gently, if you can;

But if you can't, well - I need not explain.'

('E twinkles 'ere) 'I'm growin' partisan;

I must refrain.’

'Do you mean stoush?' I sez. 'Fer if yeh do

I warn yeh that a scrap might put me queer.'
'Young friend,' sez 'e, 'I leave the means to you.
Far be it from the Church to interfere

With noble works.' But I sez, 'Now, look 'ere,

I got a wife at 'ome; you know 'er, too.

Ther's certin things I never could make clear

If once she knoo.

'T got a wife,' I sez, 'an’' loves 'er well,
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Like I loves peace an' quite. An'if I goes

Down into Spadgers, raisin' merry 'ell,

Breakin' the peace an' things account uv Rose,
Where that might land me goodness only knows.
'Ow women sees these things no man can tell.

I've done with stoush,' I sez. "Ard knocks an' blows
'Ave took a spell.

'T've done with stoush,' I sez. But in some place
Deep in me 'eart a voice begun to sing;

A lurin' little voice, with motives base...

It's ten long years since I was in a ring,

Ten years since I gave that left 'ook a swing.
Ten weary years since I pushed in a face;

An' 'ere's a chance to 'ave a little fling

With no disgrace.

'Stoush? Stoush, young friend?' 'e sez. 'Where 'ave I 'eard
That term? I gather it refers to strife.

But there,' 'e sez, 'why quarrel with a word?

As you 'ave said, indeed, I know yer wife;

An' should she 'ear you went where vice is rife

To battle fer the right - But it's absurd

To look fer gallantry in modrin life.

It's a rare bird.

'Young friend,' 'e sez. An' quicker than a wink
'Is twinklin' eyes grew sudden very grave.
'Young friend,' 'e sez, 'l know jist wot yeh think
Uv 'ow us parsons blather an' be'ave.

But I 'ave 'ere a woman's soul to save

A lonely woman, tremblin' on the brink

Uv black perdition, blacker than the grave.

An' she must sink.

'Yes, she must sink,' 'e sez. 'For I 'ave done
All that a man uv my poor parts can do.

An' I 'ave failed! There was not anyone
That I could turn to, till I met with you.

But now that 'ope 'as gone - an' 'er 'ope too.'
"Old on,' I sez. 'Just let me think for one
Brief 'alf-a-mo. I'd love a crack or two
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At this flash gun.'

'Righto,' I sez (an' turns me back on doubt)
'T'm with yeh, parson. I go down to-night
To Spadgers, an' jist looks this Spike Wegg out.'

'Young friend,' 'e sez, 'be sure you've chosen right.

Remember, I do not desire a fight.

But if - ' 'Now don't you fret,' I sez, 'about
No vi'lince. If I'm forced, it will be quite
A friendly clout.'

'Young friend,' 'e sez, 'if you go, I go too.
Maybe, by counsel, I may yet injuce

This evil man - ' 'It ain't no game for you,'

I argues with 'im. But it ain't no use.

'T go!' 'e sez, an' won't take no ixcuse.

So that's all fixed. An' us crusaders two
Goes down to-night to Spadgers, to cut loose
Till all is blue.

'Ow can Doreen make trouble or git sore?
(Already I can 'ear 'er scold an' so

But this ain't stoushin'. It's a 'oly war!
The blessin' uv the Church is on the job.
I'm a church-worker, with full leave to lob
A sacrid left on Spike Wegg's wicked jor.
Jist let me! Once! An' after, s'elp me bob,
Never no more!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Hymn Of Heat

When Summer comes

To silence the retreating drums
Of stubborn Winter, when content
Shall salve my chill predicament.
And I shall loll beneath the sun
And dream of duties to be done;
While Phyllis my tall beaker fills
And Strephon dances on the hills
And pipes a lay, I'll take my ease
And listen to the labouring bees.
And mock their dull industrious hums
When Summer comes.

When Summer's here

And labourers look upon their beer
Most lovingly, while winking foam
Lisps, 'Send me home! Ah, send me home!'
And they, intoning briefly, "Sluck!
Its gladness 'neath their pinnies tuck,
I, too, mayhap, shall send a pot,
Spurlos versunken, to that spot

Its magic warms; lest that stern man
Who rules my dietetic plan

Burbles, 'Verboten!' as I fear

When Summer's here.

When Summer shines,

Then to blue seas my choice inclines
Where nymphs upon the golden sands
Hold out Nirvana in glad hands,

Or run to greet the languorous sea
And, with mer-maiden modesty,
Frisk in foam. Then would I seize
Despite my ageing arteries

Joy by the beard! Unless, alack,

A flock of olden ills come back,

As come they will, by all the signs,
When Summer shines.
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When Summer comes

Oh, let me loll 'neath sunlit gums
Yet, I don't know. A man must eat,
Come winter hail or summer heat;
And, that he eat, a man must toil.
Aye, tho' arterial systems boil.
Wherefore, 'twill likely be my lot,
As hitherto when days wax hot,

To yearn again in longing lays

For brisk, crisp, Winter's bracing days
To earn a few poor meagre crumbs
When Summer comes.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Land Shanty

Sou' sou' east, with the course set fair
Heave ho, me hearties!

On the Geelong road we're cruisin' there
Seven tars with ne'er a care

Heave ho, me hearties!

When up speaks Bill of trouble aft;

But the bos'n grinned and the skipper laughed;
An''e sez, 'We'll trust the queer ole craft
Heave ho, me hearties!

Stuns'ls, mains'ls, all were set

Heave ho, me hearties!

An' the fust mate sez, 'We'll make port yet,
For the seas are smooth, so don't you fret
Heave ho, me hearties!

But the steersman sez, 'I doubt her feel,
For she ain't responding to the wheel,
An' I got me doubts of 'r starboard keel
But heave ho, me hearties!"

There weren't no sea, tho' thegale was stiff
Heave ho, me hearties!

When this mad ole, bad ole dry land skiff
Is a total loss in 'arf a jiff

Heave ho, me hearties!

'Dry land,' the skipper sez, sez 'e,
'Is a 'ard, 'ard spot; give me the sea.'
An' so in 'ospital, sez we

With a heave ho, me hearties.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Letter From England

Dear Boy

As it appears to us old fogeys

If you'll excuse the term that we adopt
You and your battery of bowling bogeys
Seem to have come a rather nasty flop.
Psychology, you know, and moral suasion,
And all these fine nuances of the game
Appear to us, at least on this occasion,

To have been, so to speak, a trifle tame.

We would not be too hard; we know your task is
Sterner than we supposed when you set out
Avoiding criticism, all we ask is.

Please dropp 'shock tactics' and cut 'stunting' out.
Try to avoid a batting ace with roots on,

Like Don's, to keep him at the crease, old chap;
Use only bowlers who can keep their boots on,

And, please, please don't count too much on that cap.

If you think it would make your prospects brighter
And help the boys to bring those Ashes back,
We'll waive that rule about the player-writer

So that you may consider using Jack.

Take his advice, my boy; he knows the Aussie
And all his tricks. So, trusting you will be

On this day fortnight in a better 'possie,’

Your ever hopeful Auntie,

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Letter To The Front

I 'ave written Mick a letter in reply to one uv 'is,

Where 'e arsts 'ow things is goin' where the gums an' wattles is -
So I tries to buck 'im up a bit; to go fer Abdul's fez;

An' I ain't no nob at litrachure; but this is wot I sez:

I suppose you fellers dream, Mick, in between the scraps out them

Uv the land yeh left be'ind yeh when yeh sailed to do yer share:

Uv Collins Street, or Rundle Street, or Pitt, or George, or Hay,

Uv the land beyond the Murray or along the Castlereagh.

An' I guess yeh dream of old days an' the things yeh used to do,

An' yeh wonder 'ow 'twill strike yeh when yeh've seen this business thro';
An' yeh try to count yer chances when yeh've finished wiv the Turk

An' swap the gaudy war game fer a spell o' plain, drab work.

Well, Mick, yeh know jist 'ow it is these early days o' Spring,

When the gildin' o' the wattle chucks a glow on everything.

Them olden days, the golden days that you remember well,

In spite o' war an' worry, Mick, are wiv us fer a spell.

Fer the green is on the paddicks, an' the sap is in the trees,

An' the bush birds in the gullies sing the ole, sweet melerdies;

An' we're 'opin', as we 'ear 'em, that, when next the Springtime comes,
You'll be wiv us 'ere to listen to that bird tork in the gums.

It's much the same ole Springtime, Mick, yeh reckerlect uv yore;
Boronier an' dafferdils and wattle blooms once more

Sling sweetness over city streets, an' seem to put to shame

The rotten greed an' butchery that got you on this game -

The same ole sweet September days, an' much the same ole place;
Yet, there's a sort o' somethin', Mick, upon each passin' face,

A sort o' look that's got me beat; a look that you put there,

The day yeh lobbed upon the beach an' charged at Sari Bair.

It isn't that we're boastin', lad; we've done wiv most o' that -
The froth, the cheers, the flappin' flags, the giddy wavin' 'at.
Sich things is childish memories; we blush to 'ave 'em told,
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Fer we 'ave seen our wounded, Mick, an' it 'as made us old.

We ain't growed soggy wiv regret, we ain't swelled out wiv pride;
But we 'ave seen it's up to us to lay our toys aside.

An' it wus you that taught us, Mick, we've growed too old fer play,
An' everlastin' picter shows, an' going' down the Bay.

An', as grown man dreams at times uv boy'ood days gone by,

So, when we're feelin' crook, I s'pose, we'll sometimes sit an' sigh.
But as a clean lad takes the ring wiv mind an' 'eart serene,

So I am 'opin' we will fight to make our man'ood clean.

When orl the stoushin's over, Mick, there's 'eaps o' work to do:
An' in the peaceful scraps to come we'll still be needin' you.

We will be needin' you the more fer wot yeh've seen an' done;

Fer you were born a Builder, lad, an' we 'ave jist begun.

There's bin a lot o' tork, ole mate, uv wot we owe to you,

An' wot yeh've braved an' done fer us, an' wot we mean to do.
We've 'ailed you boys as 'eroes, Mick, an' torked uv just reward
When you 'ave done the job yer at an' slung aside the sword.

I guess it makes yeh think a bit, an' weigh this gaudy praise;
Fer even 'eroes 'ave to eat, an' - there is other days:

The days to come when we don't need no bonzer boys to fight:
When the flamin' picnic's over an' the Leeuwin looms in sight.

Then there's another fight to fight, an' you will find it tough

To sling the Kharki clobber fer the plain civilian stuff.

When orl the cheerin' dies away, an' 'ero-worship flops,

Yeh'll 'ave to face the ole tame life - 'ard yakker or 'ard cops.
But, lad, yer land is wantin' yeh, an' wantin' each strong son

To fight the fight that never knows the firin' uv a gun:

The steady fight, when orl you boys will show wot you are worth,
An' punch a cow on Yarra Flats or drive a quill in Perth.

The gilt is on the wattle, Mick, young leaves is on the trees,

An' the bush birds in the gullies swap the ole sweet melerdies;
There's a good, green land awaitin' you when you come 'ome again
To swing a pick at Ballarat or ride Yarrowie Plain.

The streets is gay wiv dafferdils - but, haggard in the sun,
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A wounded soljer passes; an' we know ole days is done;
Fer somew'ere down inside us, lad, is somethin' you put there
The day yeh swung a dirty left, fer us, at Sari Bair.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Likely Lad

Child of a myriad varied voices calling

O'er countless leagues of space in divers tongues,

Tho' captious critics view your ways appalling

And fain would quiet your all too strident lungs,

Raw youth must have its fling; and ten brief summers
Hardly suffice to make you a sage;

So, ‘spite your crooners, clowns and jazz-drunk strummers,
You have not done so badly for your age.

Much water has flowed down many a river
(The McIntyre at Yetman, let us say)

Since first you set ethereal waves a-quiver
With that crude babbling of your natal day.
You're growing up, my lad, and waxing wiser;
Tho' still the crabbed, impatient censors rage.
As entertainer and as advertiser

You have not done so badly for your age.

And many lonely men in lonely places,

Have hailed you as a blessing and a joy,
Condoning all your rather callow graces

And that omniscient air that you employ,

Tho' still much over-prone to raucous bawling.
As boys will be, you're learning, stage by stage,
The wiser, weightier aspects of your calling,
You have not done so badly for your age.

Since days when first we fumbled the cat's-whisker,
And strained at ear-phones, yearning for a sound,
Your lighter moods have brighter grown, and brisker,
Your interludes of wisdom more profound.

If, thro' the next ten years, you keep on growing

To man's estate, and statelier arts engage,

You may please everyone; there is no knowing.

Still, you have not done badly for your age.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Lonely Man

When I'm out among the fellows, with the work to hold my mind,
Then there's heaps of joy in livin' an' the world seems awful kind
Awful kind an' awful jolly, with no trace of melancholy,

An' I tell myself the bloke that don't enjoy it must be blind

When I'm out among the fellows; but, when I am sittin' here,
Dreamin' by my lonely fireside, then the world gets kind of queer.

I suppose it's how you take it: what they call the point of view;
An' a man don't look for dreamin' when there's work for him to do.
But he can't be ever toilin', an' at times he gets to spoilin’

All the joy the day has brought him - when he lets the black thoughts through.

It suppose it's livin' lonely, as a fellow never should;
For a lonely man gets broodin', and the broodin' isn't good.

It's never good, the sayin' is, for man to live alone.

But 'tain't because I like it that I'm batchin' on my own,

For a bloke must take what's goin', an' my life ain't all been growin'
Daffodils and hummin' dance tunes just to give my soul a tone.

It's muscle I've had to grow since days when I was small,

An' all the muscle that I've made is with the axe an' maul.

When folks are poor an' toil is hard an' times are harder still

A boy soon learns the use of time if he would eat his fill.

Long before I'd finished schoolin' I had put aside my foolin'.

Till now, at thirty an' a bit, I'm workin' at a mill.

It isn't much; then then my folks knew that my chance was dim,
Or they might have named me Reginald instead of just plain Jim.

Just Jim the Hatter, Lonely Jim, the bloke that don't say much.
I've heard how people talk of me: the gossipers an' such.

An' they say I'm slow at givin'; but I've got my way of livin',

An' I've got my bit of farm-land an' a house that ain't a hutch.

An' tho it hurts if this man sneers or that misunderstands,

I'm proud to know that all I've got was earned with my two hands.

Suppose I don't go gay at times an' throw around the cash:
It's knowin' want that frightened me from gettin' over rash.
I know I'm keen on savin'; but the pinchin' and the slavin'
An' the starvin' in the old days keeps a man from bein' flash.
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I never treated neighbours mean or grudged a man a pound;
But I ain't out to buy loud cheers by throwin' it around.

An' after all - well, I don't know - it sums up much the same;

No matter how a man has lived, no matter what his aim

If it's savin', if it's spendin' - all his life is just a blendin'

Of the gay days an' the grey days: an' he's got to play the game.
So where's the use of grumblin' if the game don't suit your bent?
I tells myself this all night - an' yet I ain't content.

There's days that sometimes come to me when toilin's simple bliss,
An' every little job becomes a joy I wouldn't miss:

When the labour seems like playin', an' I catch myself a-sayin’,
'Why, it's grand to think a man gets paid for doin' things like this!"
But, after, came the lonely night, when I've looked back an' said,
'To think I have to slave like that to earn a bit of bread!"

When I'm out among the fellows, oh, the world's a place to prize;

But here, beside my lonely fire, the glamour of it dies.

Sittin' here I take to gettin' gloomy views of things, an' frettin'

Till my dog looks up, and wonders, with a question in his eyes.

He's been my mate for years an' years, an' things that folks don't see
Both good an' bad has been thrashed out by my old dog an' me.

Well he knows he's safe for sharin' while I've got a bite an' sup.
When I'm fit, he's full of frolic, laughin' like a silly pup

Out for fun. But when I'm feelin' sad at night, he just comes stealin’
To the fire an' stretches out there with his brown eyes lookin' up,

Lit with such a queer soft sadness that I feel it isn't fair

My own private little worries spoils the evenin' for the pair.

Here, to-night, I've sat an' told him - while his tail flopped on the floor
Of particular conditions that have got me feelin' sore.

An' my present little worry is the matter of Ben Murray

An' his sudden-like attentions to the widow at the store.

I ain't nothin' to the widow, as Ben Murray ought to see;

But I hear he's taken fight lately, with some reference to me.

I ain't nothin' to the widow - not as yet, at any rate;

Tho' a bloke can't be dead certain what is like to be his fate.

But I own that I've been thinkin', an' there ain't no use in blinkin'
At the fact a man must settle down before it gets too late.
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I ain't nothing to the widow - don't know that I ever will.
Seems to me it's awful reckless takin' lifelong chances - still...

Me an' my old dog's been talkin' quite a lot - of love an' things:
Weighin' matters; an' we reckon this here love is full of stings,
Fuller than a stingin' nettle. If a fellow wants to settle

He needs solid care an' comfort, not the stuff the poet sings.
Love an' all that talk, we reckon, is a silly sort of fake -

What's a plain man wantin' further if his wife can wash and bake?

I ain't nothin' to the widow ... Neither is Ben Murray though!

An' he won't find me unwillin' if he wants a little go.

I'm not over-keen on fightin'; but his boastin' and his skitin'

Puts my back up; an' his sneerin' often gets down pretty low.

Course, the widow's never mentioned - that's to say, by name, outright;
But I know what's gnawin' at him when I hear he's talking fight.

Talkin' fight an' acting' ugly: not reel earnest, half an' half -
Shootin' sneers into his smilin', slingin' spite nto his chaff.

Tho' a fight I'm never shirkin', when I'm with the fellows, workin',
I can give him good as he does, an' just take it with a laugh.

But at evenin' when I'm broodin', I chew over all the lot,

Till his jokes swell into insults an' his hintin' makes me hot.

He can have it - if he wants it! He won't be too long denied!

But I've heard he's mentioned fivers - wants to fight five pounds a side.
If I'm licked, of course, I lose it; an' that fool and will go and booze it:
Throw it clean into the gutter with the other cash he's shied.

I been told to-day he's saying' that his fiver saves his skin. . . .

Wonder what he meant, the blighter, that should make the fellows grin. . . .

Jumpin' Moses! . . . He can have it! Anywhere an' anywhen!
Fivers? let him talk of fivers! Holy wars, I'll make it ten!

He'll get fightin', too, in plenty. If he likes I'll make it twenty!

We shall see whose skin is safest an' whose hide is toughest then.
I ain't got no grudge against him - only what the rotter's said.

I ain't nothin' to the widow! ... Here, old dog, we'll get to bed

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Love Letter

Dearest!

You know you ever ARE the nearest

To my fond heart.

Joking apart,

I swear, by all the silly stars above you,
Darling, I love you! ...

I really don't know what more I can say.
But, lest you may

Consider this epistle too brief,

And nurse some silly - some absurd belief
That I'm neglectful. Why,

I'll try

To fill a sheet or two -

To comfort you.

What can I say?

Oh, by the way!

I noticed, somewhere, in the paper lately
That someone named - er - was it Mister Blaitley?
No - Blakeley, I think.

(Another dip of ink.)

This Mr. Blakeley says the Labor Party

Will gladly give support, both full and hearty,
To ANY man who send this person, Hughes
To - well, you know the term that I would use? . . .
Darling, I must fill out a sheet or two.

I know that you

Are not much interested in politics -

(You are so full of such distracting tricks)
And I remember that last time you noted
You said you simply doted

Upon one candidate's absurd moustache.
Dear, you were rash . . ..

Now, let me see, 'twas Brown - No? Smithson, was it?
I recollect the fool lost his deposit.

But, anyhow,

I want to warn you now

Against a repetition of such acts.

Let us get down to facts.
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Can you believe -

Can you, my precious pippin, e'er conceive

That I (despite my faults and obvious failings) could -
(No; that's no good.)

But can

You realise that a crowd of sane, honest, intelligent, right-thinking, earnest,
idealistic politicians can evolve a really patriotic plan
(That's getting scientific,

But I am most remarkably prolific)

Can

They evolve a plan

Predicating that any ordinary and, say, unspecified man
(Your pardon! I do not

Refer to Mister Watt)

But do you think they can

With decency declare that ANY MAN

May get then into Office - if he can?

Indubitably, NO!!

The more I go -

However, inter alia,

Think you such men give heed to our Australia?
Think you those burning

Questions waiting on the threshold yearning

To be discussed

Have got them 'fussed'?

No, sweetest, no.

It's just the Game you know.

Think you they're patriotic,

Or just, well, say neurotic?

Think you they take the view

That these shrewd moves advance, say, me and you?
My dear, they don't.

And, while the Party System lasts, they won't.

Those vital questions,

Those statesmanlike suggestions

Regarding - well - why, emigration, say

And some reduction in a member's pay,

That linger on the doormat, palpitating,

Will go on waiting,

While puerile politicians 'play the game.'

Ain't it a shame? . ..

My cabbage! I'd forgotten
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You always thought that politics were 'rotten.'
Pardon this letter.
Next time I shall endeavour to do better

If you are bored, old thug, it truly grieves me.

I hope this missive finds you as it leaves me.
So, dear, I'll meet you on the block at six.
And spite all politics,

We'll carry on.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Love Song

O! Hernia! My hernia.

'Twas here we parted dear

A parting that for four long weeks
Held me in sickness here.

But three short hours I knew you, love
Well I remember yet

I left a tram in Collins street

And suddenly, we met.

No mortal could have parted us
While reason held its sway

They drugged me, Gentle Hernia
And carried you away.

And then I knew my Hernia
Where ere what ere you are
Our parting at Coonara Street
Has left me with a scar.

A scar that I shall bear thro life
A memory of you.

And Hernia! O Hernia,

My bank-book has one too.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Matter Of Degree

B. SMITH would most undoubtedly be very, very cross

If some rude person called him Jap, and yet, I'm at a loss
To see how he could argue otherwise in that respect:

A Jap is human - or a rumour's rife to that effect.

And he talks and argues much the same as B.

So, if SMITH is not a twin

To his cherished Yellow-skin,

Why it's only just a matter of degree,

Just a trifling little matter of degree.

Now, a Jap is not a monkey. though he's oft compared with such,
And he doesn't look unlike one, so it hardly matters much.

A monkey has a fearsome phiz, and hands that grab at things,
And he imitates his betters - all of which the matter brings

To a very clear conclusion, seems to me,

Which you cannot fairly funk:

If a Jap is not a monk

Ey, it's patently a matter of degree.

And we needn't mind a matter of degree.

Of native monkeys hereabout, of course, you haven't heard;
And a monkey's not a native bear, which, clearly, is absurd,
And yet, a bear clings to a tree with young bears on its back
(My word! we're getting on a rather interesting tack)

Yes, it clings there like the cheerful chimpanzee.

So, if monkeys are not bears

So, overlooking certain petty matters of degree,

We are forced to these conclusions with undoubted certaintee:
B. SMITH'S a Jap, a Jap's an ape (according unto SMITH),
An ape's a bear, a bear's a bunyip, and the last's a myth!
It's as clear as any argument can be

That if our dear friend SMITH

Is not a simple myth

It's an unimportant matter of degree,

Quite a microscopic matter of degree.
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Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Matter Of Privacy

Ben Bowyang spluttered with rage suppressed, 'Hi, there!" And his brow was
black,

As two by two and three by three the tourists left the track,

Climbing the fence to his 'tater' patch, and down thro' his orchard land,
Flannelled or fashioned in strides and shorts - a saucy suburban band -
Giggling gambolling into his yard calling inane 'Cooees'

While Bowyang frothed at the mouth and fumed. But his voice was a futile
wheeze,

And, heading the horde, in a blazer bright, monarch of all he surveyed,
Strode little Fitzmickle, the martinet, a Don in the drapery trade.

'You've trampled me taters,' Bowyang roared. 'Pinched bloom from me orchard
bough!

You've pelted me poddies an' dished me fence! Look at that nettin' now!

Ain't you no respeck for a privit home, you towerist coots from town?'

But Mr Fitzmickle, he turned on his heel with a very superior frown.

'‘Come, ladies,' he said, 'come, gentlemen. Unmannerly rustic brute!

My card, with name and address, my man, if you wish to prosecute.'

Then back they trampled thro' the 'tater' patch, back o'er the orchard land,
While Bowyang gaped like a stranded fish, with the pasteboard cluthed in his
hand.

Mr Fitzmickle, the martinet, sat in his smug retreat -

A very respectable villa set in a very respectable street.

For Mr Fitzmickle found harbor here when the contry boors came down

To dawdle about for their Show-week spree and clutter the streets in town.

Then in to him rushed his terrified wife, eyes wide, and breathing hard.

'Come quick!" she gasped. 'There's a mob of roughs gone crazy in our back yard!
They've trampled herbaceous borders down, they've kicked the canary's cage -'
'Enough!' cried Fitzmickle, all pink with wrath; and his rage was a ratepayer's
rage.

Poker in hand, he rushed without; but paused by the scullery door

For there, on his seedlings, trodden and tossed, stood one whom he'd seen
before.

And, gathered about in the burgeoning beds, were strangely silent men;

Till one with a beard spoke up and said, 'Explain to the gentleman, Ben.'

Ben Bowyang smiled, and his voice was bland as he said, 'Aw, well; we're 'ere
Jist sorta returnin' yer social call as you made on us last year.
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My card!" And he bounced a clod from the face of the proud Fitzmicklian cat
But Mr Fitzmickle oblivious lay. He was having a fit on the mat.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Message: Armistice Day 1936

I got dreamin' that a message come in some mysterious way
From one ole pal of mine, gone West this many an' many a day,
A bloke the name of Ginger Mick, a fightin' cove I knoo.

(But 'e's Digger Corporal Mick Esquire, late A.I.F., to you)

'E got 'is on Gallipoli, an' sleeps there with the best,

Not leavin' very much be'ind, excep' one small request.

'Look after things,' was all 'e said, when 'e was mortal 'urt.

Dead sure 'is mates - that's me an' you - would never do 'im dirt.

(Think of it in the Silence, with yer 'eads bowed low:
Do we keep the unspoke compact with the men we used to know?)

For I dreams it in the silence of a dark Remembrance Eve;

An' the message seems to tell me it is gettin' late to grieve.

'But if you seem to miss us still, then get the sob-stuff o'er,

An' think about the things wot we went an' fought a war.

Send up a pray r an' dropp a tear an' bend a reverent knee -
(Says Digger Corporal Ginger Mick, A.L.F., says 'e)

But is them things we fought for still the things most dear to you:
The honor an' the glory an' the mateship that we knew?'

(Think of it in the Silence, when the Last Post plays -
The splendid glimpse of Truth we 'ad, once, in the bitter days)

'Grief is a passin' compliment,' the message seems to say;

But tears don't carry on the job for men that drift away.

We 'ad small time or taste for such where guns was raisin' 'ell,

When we got busy plantin' blokes an' wishin' 'em farewell.

We blowed sad music over 'em - plain Digs, or Brass 'at Knuts -

But we played a quick-step comin' back, to show we 'ad the guts.

Our speech was rough, our ways was tough - tough as our bloody game.
Are the rough, tough, lads still honored, like when the Terror came?"

(Think of it, in the Silence, when their spirits hover near:
The vision and the vows that held while still the land knew fear.)

'E's sleepin' on Gallipoli. At least, 'is bones is there:

Bones worth a ton of livin' flesh that won't play fair -
Not till the Terror comes again. 'An' when it does,' says 'e,
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If gods you've worshipped let you down, well, don't blame me.
'E's seen a lot, an' learned a lot most like, where 'e 'as gone;
An' 'eaven 'elp us when we meet if we ain't carried on.

A vulgar person, Ginger Mick, a fightin' cove I knoo -

(But Digger Corporal Ginger Mick, if you please, to you.)

(Think of it in the Silence; an', if you pray, pray deep
That all we 'ave an' all we are old loyalties shall keep.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

89



A Mixed Crew

Tho' it sounds a trifle mystic,

Somewhat vague and cabbalistic,

When you come to analyse the inner side

Of political alliance

You will find it is a science

That embraces matters delicate and wide.

It involves the close cohesion of the faction or cabal,
And the very fleeting friendship of the temporary pal.

But pull for the shore, lads, pull for the shore.

Never mind wot boat yer in, struggle at yer oar.

Cook is on the gunwale, cursin' us fer cows;

Deakin's in stern-sheets. Mauger's at the bows;

The stormy winds are blowin' an' the enemy's at hand;
We must settle it among us when we're safely on the land.

There's the Temporary Fusion;

Which is mainly an illusion

When you view it in the light of ev'ry day.

But politically? - truly

'Tis a state in which, unduly,

You are never pledged or promised either way.

An ideal party union, where a man may trim his sail;
Though vulgar folk allude to it as 'sitting on a rail.'

But pull for the shore, lads, pull for the shore.

We'll settle in the harbour when the hurricane is o'er.
Quick is partly inside; Irnine's partly out;

Wille Kelly's overside, floundering' about;

Forrest's at mast'ead, letting out a roar.

Never mind who owns the boat. Pull for the shore.

Then there's the Coalition,

Which is entered on condition

You can swallow certain principles with ease.
'Tis corruption sugar-coated;

And no matter how you've voted
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In the past, you may change it if you please.
Though the common crowd may scoff at the reversal of your vote,
If you murmur 'Coalition' you may safely turn your coat.

But pull for the shore, lads, pull for the land.

Never mind who owns the craft, lend a willin' hand.

Smith is on the bowsprit, yellin' 'Anti-Sosh'!

Reid is on the towline, draggin' in the wash;

Jawbone Neild is founderin', shoutin' for a rope;

But pull, lads, pull, for the shore's our only hope.

Note you now the Understanding,

Quite devoid of party branding,

Where the parties undertake to understand

That, in certain set conditions,

They'll consider their positions,

And reach out for what they want with either hand.

And for the country's welfare and the nation's lasting good,
They agree to understand that they are all misunderstood.

But pull for the shore, lads, pull for the shore.

Groom is on the fore'atch with 'arf a dozen more;
Knox is in the chart-room makin' up his mind;

Wilks is on a hen-coop, draggin' on behind.

Never mind the company; only keep afloat.

You can't be too particular who's mannin' of the boat.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Morning Song

The thrush is in the wattle tree, an', 'O, you pretty dear!'
He's callin' to his little wife for all the bush to hear.

He's wantin' all the bush to know about his charmin' hen;
He sings it over fifty times, an' then begins again.

For it's Mornin'! Mornin'! The world is wet with dew,

With tiny drops a-twinkle where the sun comes shinin' thro'.

The thrush is in the wattle tree, red robin's underneath,

The little blue-cap's dodgin' in an' out amongst the heath;

An' they're singin', boy, they're singin' like they'd bust 'emselves to bits;
While, up above, old Laughin' Jack is having forty fits.

For it's Mornin'! Mornin'! The leaves are all ashine:

There's treasure all about the place; an' all of it is mine.

Oh, it's good to be a wealthy man, it's grand to be a king
With mornin' on the forest-land an' joy in everything.

It's fine to be a healthy man with healthy work to do

In the singin' land, the clean land, washed again with dew.
When sunlight slants across the trees, an' birds begin to sing,
Then kings may snore in palaces, but I'm awake - and king.

But the king must cook his breakfast, an' the king must sweep the floor;
Then out with axe on shoulder to his kingdom at the door,

His old dog sportin' on ahead, his troubles all behind,

An' joy mixed in the blood of him because the world is kind.

For it's Mornin'! Mornin'! Time to out an' strive!

Oh, there's not a thing I'm askin' else but just to be alive!

It's cranky moods a man will get an' funny ways of mind;

For I've a memory of one whose thoughts were all unkind:

Who sat an' brooded thro' the night beside the blazin' log,

His home a mirthless, silent house, his only pal a dog.

But it's Mornin'! Mornin'! I nurse no thought but praise,

I've more good friends than I could count, tho' I should count for days.
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My friends are in the underbrush, my friends are in the trees,

An' merrily they welcome me with mornin' melodies.

Above, below, from bush an' bough each calls his tuneful part;
An' best of all, one trusty friend is callin' in my heart.

For it's Mornin'! Mornin'! When night's black troubles end.

An' never man was friendless yet who stayed his own good friend.

Ben Murray, he's no friend of mine, an' well I know the same;
But why should I be thinkin' hate, an' nursin' thoughts of blame?
Last evenin' I'd no friend within, but troubles all around,

An' madly thought to fight a man for ten or twenty pound.

But it's Mornin'!l Mornin'! my friend within's alive,

An' he'd never risk a twenty - tho' he might consider five.

But where's the call to think of strife with such good things about?
The gum-leaves are a-twinkle as the sun comes peepin' out.

The blue-cap's in an' out the fern, red robin's on the gate,

An' who could hear the song of them a hold a thought of hate?
Oh, it's Mornin'l Mornin'! No time for thinkin' wrong.

An' I'd be scared to strike a man, I feel so awful strong.

Grey thrush is in the wattle, an' it's, 'O, you pretty dear!'
He's callin' to his little wife, an' don't care who should hear
In the great bush, the fresh bush, washed again with dew.
An' my axe is on my shoulder, an' there's work ahead to do.
Oh, it's Mornin'! Singin' Mornin'! in the land I count the best,
An' with the heart an' mind of me I'm singin' with the rest.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A New Damon And Pythias

CHARLES:

So, brother, I am out and yu are in.
Farewell, farewell, to all my splendor bright!
Yet, just to know 'tis you, dear Agar Wynne,
Tinges my melancholy with delight.

Indeed, I find it very hard to go;

Yet pleasure surely mingles with my woe.

Ay, you are in, and I am in - the soup!

For me the shades; for you the favored place.

Yet doth it cheer me when my spirits droop

Just to behold yur ever welcome face.

Aside. (But by the gods, just give me half a show,
The merest chance to kick, and out you go!)

AGAR:

Sweet Frazer, though I ill disguise my joy

In winning thus to fame, despite my foes;

It pains me to the heart, my dear old boy,
To think 'tis you whom I must so depose.
Nay, but it brings the hot tears to mine eyes,
To know that you must sink that I may rise.

Agar is in, and Charles is out, you say.

Tis sure a cruel fortune wills it so.

My joy is clouded o'er with grief to-day.

Because, my dear old friend, you have to go.

Aside. (But, give me strength, and I shall scheme and plan
To keep you out for ever, if I can!)

CHARLES:

Dear Agar, when I gaze into your eyes,

Those kindly orbs whose depths so well I know,
Nay, I am filled with wonder and surprise

That I did not resign long years ago.

For who is Charles, to hold a place on high,
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When such a man as Agar Wynne is by?

Indeed, the sorrow I so lately felt

Has given place to purest joy alone:

For now, at last, discerning Fate has dealt

Bare justice, and you sit upon my throne.

Aside. (But give me half a chance, that's all I crave;
I'll dig with joy your Legislative grave!)

AGAR:

Nay, rare Charles Edward, 'tis your blind regard
For him you love prompts that unselfish speech.
Ah, would that Fate - blind Fate, so doubly hard
Had never placed these sweets within my reach!
If 'twere not for my Party, friend, I'd say,
'Cleave you to office, Charles; I will away.'

Forgive these tears; for mow my joy has flown.

And in its stead comepangs of dull despair.

Ah, could I but contrive, my friend, mine own!

To yield you of my triumph en'en a share!

Aside. (Now, by the Sacred Fuse, you've got the sack
And I'll raise Cain to stop your gettingback.)

CHARLES:
Agar! These tears are tears of sorrow rare!
My past neglect of you brings keen regret.

AGAR:

Dear Charles, if you've s kerchief you could spare,
Pray lend it me. Mine own is sopping wet.

Both, aside. (Now, having pulled his leg, I shall retire
And, to confound him, with my friends conspire.)

Exit both, apparently in tears, but eyeing each other furtively from
behind their respective handkerchiefs.
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UNIMPORTANT CLERK (Advancing):

Well, spare my days! Of all the blessed guff!

And if, next week, Wynne's out and Frazer's in.
They'll probably dish up the same old stuff,

While honest men can only stand and grin.

More change! More toil! More worry for our sins!
A plague on all their childish Outs and INs!

Now must we shed the Labor livery,

And learn new manners in the Lib'ral school.

And, mayhap, in a twelve-month we shall be

Once more returned unto the Labor rule.

Oh, that the gods would blast such tricks as these,
And send this land Elective Ministries!

Bell rings. Exit.
CURTAIN.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A New Year Thought

Brother, who on some near morrow
Makes a pledge conceived in sorrow
Makes a New Year resolution

Seeking plenary ablution.

Makes a vow to cease from sinning
With this New Year's beginning

Here's a thought to give you gladness,
Here's relief from old year sadness.

Brother, you and I are men.

We have sinned; and yet again

Shall we sin. An old year's dying
Still shall find us ever trying.

Yet here is a thought worth knowing,
While our wild oats we are sowing,
Sowing where we may not reap
Here's a thought to have and keep.

Why waste effort in our sinning,

For no goodlier grace we're winning?
Let our failings serve an end

That shall stand us as a friend.

But when we make resolutions

Bets of New Year institutions

Let us heed the later breaking

In an effort of their making.

Thus, philosophy is giving

Some excuse for our loose living.
For, while these resolves we make
Now to hold, and now to break,
We are in our misbehaving
Helping greatly with the paving
Built of potsherd, scrap and shred
That we'll some day have to tread.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



A New Year's Toast

Here's to every Aussie fellow,
Who refused to show the yellow
When depression's clammy hand
Cast its shadow o'er the land.

Here's to them who never altered

When the timid feared and faltered,

But with dogged confidence

Backed their nation's sound good sense.

Here's to them who, ne'er reviling,
Took the knock and came up smiling -
Battlers with their steadfast gaze
Fixed ahead on better days.

Aussie cobbers, strong thro' striving,
Chastened by ill-luck are thriving;
Now that better days are near

Here's a prosperous New Year!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Post-Cup Tale

I'ad the money in me 'and!

Fair dinkum! Right there, by the stand.
I tole me wife at breakfus' time,
Straight out: 'Trivalve,' I sez 'is prime.
Trivalve,' I sez. An', all the week,

I swear ther's no one 'eard me speak
Another 'orse's name. Why, look,

I 'ad the oil straight from a Book

On Sund'y at me cousin's place

When we was torkin' of the race.
'"Trivalve,' 'e sez. '"Is chance is grand.'
I 'ad the money in me 'and!

Fair in me 'and I 'ad the dough!
An' then a man 'as got to go -
Wot? Tough? Look, if I 'adn't met
Jim Smith (I ain't forgave 'im yet)
'E takes an' grabs me be the coat.
'"Trivalve?' 'e sez. 'Ar, turn it up!
'Ow could 'e win a flamin'Cup?'

Of course, I thort 'e muster knoo.
'Im livin' near a trainer, too.

Right 'ere, like that, fair in me fist

I 'ad the notes! An'then I missed -
Missed like a mug fair on the knock
Becos 'is maggin' done me block.

'That airy goat?' 'e sez. 'E's crook!'
Fair knocked me back, 'e did. An' look,
I 'ad the money in me 'and!

Fair in me paw! An', un'erstand,

Sixes at least I coulder got -

Thirty to five, an' made a pot.

Today I mighter been reel rich

Rollin' in dough! Instid o' which,

'Ere's me - Aw! Don't it beat the band?
I 'AD THE MONEY IN ME 'AND!

Put me clean off, that's wot 'e did...
Say, could yeh len' us 'arf a quid?
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A Quest For Tophet

'Twas a hell of a Hell they glimpsed, my son,
In superstitious days

When cultured man had scarce begun

To shed barbaric ways:

With gridirons set above the flame

For naughty gentlemen.

Who uttered lies that earned them blame
And righteous folk condemn.

'Twas a terrible sort of a Hell, my son,

That crude man pictured then.

But picture a land laid waste, my lad,

In scientific style,

While supermen of a world gone mad
Plan forms of torture vile;

While innocent children fight for breath
In a gas-filled city's street,

And mothers of men call on kind Death
As a friend whose kiss is sweet.

If you're looking about for a Hell, my lad,
You will find this hard to beat.

'Twas the deuce of a Devil they raised, my son,

To rule in their ancient Hells

Horns and a tail, yet a figure of fun,

With a hint of the cap and bells.

With a fork for weapon, he roamed the earth

To garner the souls of men,

Who had slipped from grace: and, with shouts of mirth,
He pitched them into his Pen.

'Twas a humorous sort of a Devil, my son,

That dull folk fled from then.

But picture a Devil at work, my boy,

In his foetid chemical lair.

As he brews Hell broths with a ghoulish joy
To foul god's clean sweet air.

Picture a Devil with bombs on high -

Mass murderer, reeking sin,
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As he rains gaunt death from a smiling sky,
And goes, with a maniac grin.

If you're seeking a Devil sans mercy, boy,
He is here, 'neath your Brother's skin.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Song Of Anzac

'When I'm sittin' in me dug-out, with me rifle on me knees,
An' a yowlin', 'owlin' chorus comes a-floatin' up the breeze
Just a bit o' 'Bonnie Mary'

Or 'Long Way to Tipperary'

Then I know I'm in Australia took an' planted overseas...'

So we sang in days remembered - fateful days of pain and war

When the young lads went forth singing, ship-bound for an unknown shore.
They were singing, ever singing, careless lads in careworn days,

Sturdy youths, but yet unblooded to red war's unholy ways.

From a land untouched by slaughter

Fared they forth across the water:

Some to Destiny's grim gateway where the scarlet poppy sways.

Xk 3k Xk X

'They were singin' on the troopship, they were singin' in the train;
When they left their land behind them they were shoutin' a refrain.
An' I'll bet they have a chorus

Gay an' glad in greetin' for us

When their bit of scrappin's over an' they sail back home again...'

So we sang to dull the aching that was looming even then

When the boys went out to battle, to come back stern fighting men.

So we strove to keep hope buoyant while they lived untouched by war,
But they came back, not with singing, when those anxious days were o'er
Disillusioned and war-weary,

And, for all their smiles were cheery,

Some came bitter, some came broken, some, they came back nevermore.

And today again they're marching, rugged veterans, grey and grave
These, who joined the carefree chorus, shouting many an olden stave

To the tramping cohorts' motion;

To the rolling of the ocean;

In their singing seeking kinship that high youth must ever crave.

Aye, today again they're marching with old faith and fellowship;

Grave and grey, with memory marching, but no song lifts to the lip.

Year by year the Boys are gathered; year by year the count grows fewer;
But the flame, new-lit on Anzac, goes before them burning pure;

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 103



And the Song of Anzac ringing
High above them, sounding, swinging,
Tells that memory of Anzac shall endure while these endure.

Xk >k Xk X

They are marching with the old days, with the singing in their hearts,
With the memory of mateship that for not one hour departs:

Silent men, with sober faces,

Marking now the vacant places

Yearly growing, yearly showing where life ends and hope re-starts.
That trimphant Song of Anzac that the living Anzac hears -

Hears imperfectly and dimly,

As he tramps on gravely, grimly

Haunts the old familiar roadway he has trodden thro' the years.
Done are these with youth's vain dreaming who have yet to pay earth's price,
These who harked to young mates singing,

These who saw their young souls winging,

Ever singing, blithely singing, to the gates of Paradise.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Song Of Rain

Because a little vagrant wind veered south from China Sea;
Or else, because a sun-spot stirred; and yet again, maybe
Because some idle god in play breathed on an errant cloud,
The heads of twice two million folk in gratitude are bowed.

Patter, patter... Boolconmatta,
Adelaide and Oodnadatta,
Pepegoona, parched and dry
Laugh beneath a dripping sky.
Riverina's thirsting plain

Knows the benison of rain.

Ararat and Arkaroola

Render thanks with Tantanoola
For the blessings they are gaining,
And it's raining - raining - raining!

Because a heaven-sent monsoon the mists before it drove;
Because things happened in the moon; or else, because High Jove,
Unbending, played at waterman to please a laughing boy,

The hearts through all a continent are raised in grateful joy.

Weeps the sky at Wipipee

Far Farina's folk are dippy

With sheer joy, while Ballarat
Shouts and flings aloft its hat.
Thirsty Thackaringa yells;
Taltabooka gladly tells

Of a season wet and windy;

Men rejoice on Murrindindie;
Kalioota's ceased complaining;
For it's raining - raining - raining!

Because a poor bush parson prayed an altruistic prayer,
Rich with unselfish fellow-love that Heaven counted rare;
And yet, mayhap, because one night a meteor was hurled
Across the everlasting blue, the luck was with our world.

On the wilds of Winininnie
Cattle low and horses whinny,
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Frolicking with sheer delight.

From Beltana to The Bight,

In the Mallee's sun-scorched towns,
In the sheds on Darling Downs,

In the huts at Yudnapinna,

Tents on Tidnacoordininna,

To the sky all heads are craning
For it's raining - raining - raining!

Because some strange, cyclonic thing has happened - God knows where
Men dream again of easy days, of cash to spend and spare.
The ring fair Clara coveted, Belinda's furs are nigh,

As clerklings watch their increments fall shining from the sky.
Rolls the thunder at Eudunda;

Leongatha, Boort, Kapunda

Send a joyous message down;

Sorrows, flooded, sink and drown.

Ninkerloo and Nerim South

Hail the breaking of the drouth;

From Toolangi's wooded mountains

Sounds the song of plashing fountains;

Sovereign Summer's might is waning;

It is raining - raining - raining!

Because the breeze blew sou'-by-east across the China Sea;
Or else, because the thing was willed through all eternity

By gods that rule the rushing stars, or gods long aeons dead,
The earth is made to smile again, and living things are fed.

Mile on mile from Mallacoota
Runs the news, and far Baroota
Speeds it over hill and plain,
Till the slogan of the rain

Rolls afar to Yankalilla;
Wallaroo and Wirrawilla

Shout it o'er the leagues between,
Telling of the dawning green.
Frogs at Cocoroc are croaking,
Booboorowie soil is soaking,
Oodla Wirra, Orroroo

Breathe relief and hope anew.
Wycheproof and Wollongong
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Catch the burden of the song
That is rolling, rolling ever

O'er the plains of Never Never,
Sounding in each mountain rill,
Echoing from hill to hill...

In the lonely, silent places

Men lift up their glad, wet faces,
And their thanks ask no explaining
It is raining - raining - raining!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Spring Song

The world 'as got me snouted jist a treat;
Crool Forchin's dirty left 'as smote me soul;
An' all them joys o' life I 'eld so sweet
Is up the pole.
Fer, as the poit sez, me 'eart 'as got
The pip wiv yearnin' fer -- I dunno wot.

I'm crook; me name is Mud; I've done me dash;
Me flamin' spirit's got the flamin' 'ump!
I'm longin' to let loose on somethin' rash....
Aw, I'm a chump!
I know it; but this blimed ole Springtime craze
Fair outs me, on these dilly, silly days.

The young green leaves is shootin' on the trees,
The air is like a long, cool swig o' beer,
The bonzer smell o' flow'rs is on the breeze
An 'ere's me, 'ere,
Jist mooching around like some pore, barmy coot,
Of 'ope, an' joy, an' forchin destichoot.

I've lorst me former joy in gettin' shick,
Or 'eadin' browns; I 'aven't got the 'eart
To word a tom; an' square an' all, I'm sick
Of that cheap tart
'Oo chucks 'er carcis at a feller's 'head
An' mauls 'im ... Ar! I wish't that I wus dead!...

Ther's little breezes stirrin' in the leaves,
An sparrers chirpin' 'igh the 'ole day long;
An 'on the air a sad, sweet music breaves
A bonzer song --
A mournful sorter choon thet gits a bloke
Fair in the brisket 'ere, an' makes 'im choke...

What is the matter wiv me? ... I dunno.
I got a sorter yearning 'ere inside,

A dead-crook sorter thing that won't let go
Or be denied --
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A feelin' I want to do a break,
An' stoush creation for some woman's sake.

The little birds is chirpin' in the nest,
The parks an' gardings is a bosker sight,

Where smilin' tarts walks up an' down, all dressed
In clobber white.

An', as their snowy forms goes steppin' by,

It seems I'm seekin' something on the sly.

Somethin' or someone -- I don't rightly know;
But, seems to me, I'm kind er lookin' for
A tart I knoo a 'undred years ago,
Or, maybe, more.
Wot's this I've 'eard them call that thing? ... Geewhizz!
Me ideel bit o' skirt! That's wot it is!

Me ideel tart! ... An, bli'me, look at me!
Jist take a squiz at this, an' tell me can
Some square an' honist tom take this to be
'Er own true man?
Aw, Gawd! I'd be as true to 'er, I would --
As straight an' stiddy as ... Ar, wot's the good?

Me, that 'as done me stretch fer stoushin' Johns,
An' spen's me leisure getting on the shick,

An' 'arf me nights down there in Little Lon.,
Wiv Ginger Mick,

Jist 'eading 'em, an' doing in me gilt.

Tough luck! I s'pose it's 'ow a man is built.

It's 'ow Gawd builds a bloke; but don't it 'urt
When 'e gits yearnin's fer this 'igher life,

On these Spring mornin's, watchin' some sweet skirt --
Some fucher wife --

Go sailin' by, an' turnin' on his phiz

The glarssy eye -- fere bein' wot 'e is.

I've watched 'em walkin' in the gardings 'ere --
Cliners from orfices an' shops an' such;

The sorter skirts I dursn't come too near,
Or dare to touch.
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An, when I see the kind er looks they carst ...
Gorstooth! Wot is the use o' me, I arst?

Wot wus I slung 'ere for? An' wot's the good
Of yearnin' after any ideel tart?
Ar, if a bloke wus only understood!
'E's got a 'eart:
'E's got a soul inside 'im, poor or rich.
But wot's the use, when 'Eaven's crool'd 'is pitch?

I tells meself some day I'll take a pull

An' look around fer some good, stiddy job,
An' cut the push fer good an' all; I'm full

Of that crook mob!
An', in some Spring the fucher 'olds in store,
I'll cop me prize an' long in vain no more.

The little winds is stirrin' in the trees,
Where little birds is chantin' lovers' lays;
The music of the sorft an' barmy breeze ...
Aw, spare me days!
If this 'ere dilly feelin' doesn't stop
I'll lose me block an' stoush some flamin' cop!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Square Deal

'‘Dreamin'?' I sez to Digger Smith.
'Buck up, ole sport, an' smile.

Ain't there enough uv joy to-day

To drive the bogey man away

An' make reel things worth while?

A bloke would think, to see you stare,
There's visions on the 'ill-tops there.'

'Dreamin’,' sez Digger Smith. 'Why not?
An' there is visions too.

An' when I get 'em sorted out,

An' strafe that little bogey, Doubt,

I'll start me life all new.

Oh, I ain't crook; but packed in 'ere

Is thoughts enough to last a year.

''m thinkin' things,' sez Digger Smith.
'I'm thinkin' big an' fine

Uv Life an' Love an' all the rest,

An' wot is right an' wot is best,

An' 'ow much will be mine.

Not that I'm wantin' overmuch:

Some work, some play, an' food an' such.'

'See 'ere,' I sez. 'You 'ark to me.

I've done some thinkin' too.

An' this 'ere land, for wot yeh did,
Owes some few million solid quid

To fightin' blokes like you.

So don't be too damn modest or
Yeh'll get less than yeh're lookin' for.'

'Money?' sez Digger. 'Loot?' sez 'e.
'Aw, give that talk a rest!

I'm sick uv it. I didn't say

That I was thinkin' all uv pay

But wot was right an' best.

An' that ain't in the crazy game

Uv grabbin' wealth an' chasin' fame.
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'Do you think us blokes Over There,

When things was goin' strong,

Was keepin' ledgers day be day

An' reck'nin' wot the crowd would pay?

Pull off!l Yeh got it wrong.

Do you think all the boys gone West

Wants great swank 'eadstones on their chest?

'You coots at 'ome 'as small ideer
Uv wot we think an' feel.

We done our bit an' seen it thro’,
An' all that we are askin' you

Is jist a fair, square deal.

We want this land we battled for
To settle up - an' somethin' more.

'We want the land we battled for

To be a land worth while.

We're sick uv greed, an' 'ate, an' strife,
An' all the mess that's made uv life.'...
'E stopped a bit to smile.

'T got these thoughts Out There becos

We learned wot mateship reely was.'

The 'ills be'ind the orchard trees

Was showin' misty blue.

The ev'nin' light was growin' dim;

An' down I sat 'longside uv 'im,

An' done some dreamin' too.

I dreams uv war; an' wot is paid

By blokes that went an' blokes that stayed.

I dreams uv honour an' reward,
An' 'ow to pay a debt.

For partin' cash, an' buyin' farms,
An' fitting chaps with legs an' arms
Ain't all - there's somethin' yet.
There's still a solid balance due;
An' now it's up to me an' you.
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There's men I know ain't yet woke up,
Or reckernized that debt

Proud men 'oo wouldn't take yeh down
Or owe their grocer 'arf-a-crown-
They ain't considered, yet,

There's somethin' owin' - to the dead,
An' Diggers live for more than bread.

The 'ills be'ind the orchard trees

Jist caught the settin' sun.

A bloke might easy think that there,
'Way back be'ind the range somewhere,
Where streaks uv sunlight run,

There was a land, swep' clear uv doubt,
Where men finds wot they dreams about.

'Beauty,' sez Digger, sudden-like,

'An' love, an' kindliness;

The chance to live a clean, straight life,
A dinkum deal for kids an' wife:

A man needs nothin' less...

Maybe they'll get it when I go

To push up daisies. I dunno.'

'Dreamin’,' sez Digger Smith. 'Why not?
There's visions on the hill."...

Then I gets up an' steals away,

An' leaves 'im with the dyin' day,
Dreamin' an' doubtin' still...

Cobber, it's up to me an' you

To see that 'arf 'is dream comes true.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A War March

Ow! Wow! Wow!

(Funeral note sustained by flutes, suggesting a long-bodied,
short-legged, large-headed dog in anguish.)
Ow! Wow!

We are the people who make the row;

We are the nation that skites and brags;
Marching the goose-step; waving the falgs.
Hoch!

We talk too much, and we lose our block,
We scheme and spy; we plot, we lie

To blow the whoe world into the sky.

The Kaiser spouts, and the Junkers rave.
Hoch! for the Superman, strong and brave!
But what is the use of a Superman,

With 'frightfulness' for his darling plan,

If he has no cities to burn and loot,

No women to ravish, no babies to shoot?
Shall treaties bind us against our wish?

Rip! Swish!

(Violins: Tearing noise as of scraps of paper being destroyed.)
Now at last shall the whole world learn

Of the cult of the Teuton, strong and stern!
Ho! for the Superman running amok!

Hoch!

Um - ta, um - ta, tiddley - um - tum!

(Uncertain note, as of a German band that has been told to move on.)
Pompety - pom pom - tiddeley - um - tum!

Way for the 'blond beasts!" Here they come!

While big guns thunder the nations' doom.

Boom!

Room! Room!

Room for the German! A place in the sun!

He'll play the Devil now he's begun!

(Drums: Noise of an exploding cathedral.)

Ho, the gaping wound and the bleeding stump!
Watch the little ones how they jump!
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While we shoot and stab, and plunder and grab,
Spurred by a Kaiser's arrogant gab;

While the Glorious Junker

Grows drunker,

And drunker, on blood.

Blood! Blood!

Sword or cannon or fire or flood,

Never shall stay our conquering feet -

On through city and village street -

Feet that savagely, madly tread,

Over the living; over the dead.

Shoot! Shoot!

Burn and pillage and slay and loot!

To the sound of our guns shall the whole world rock!
Hoch!

Shrieks!

(Flutes, piccolos and trombones render, respectively, the cries of
children, shrieks of women and groans of tortured non-cambatants.
Violins wail mournfully.)

Shrieks! Shrieks!

Hoch der Kaiser! The whole land reeks

With tales of torture and savage rape,

Of fiends and satyrs in human shape;

Fat hands grabbing where white flesh shrinks;

And murdered age to the red earth sinks.

Kill! Kill!

Now at length shall we gorge our fill,

And all shall bow to the German will!

By the maids we ravish our lust to slake,

By the smoking ruin that mark our wake,

By the blood we spill,and the hearths we blast....

Praise to God! On our bended knees,

We render thaks for boons like these.

For God and the Kaiser our cohorts flock!

Hoch!

(Scrap of German hymn-tune interpolated here.)

Ach! Donnerwelter! Himmel! Ach!
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(Medley of indescribable noises rendered by full orchestra, symbolic,
partly of a German band that is being severely kicked by an irate householder,
and partly innumerable blutwursts suddenly arrested in mid-career.)
Ach! Ach!

'Dot vos not fair to shoot in der back!

Who is this that as dared to face

Our hosts unconquered, and, pace by pace,

Presses us backward, and ever back.

Over the blasted, desolate rack?

What of the plans we planned so well?

We looked for victory - this is Hell!

Hold! Hold!

Mark the heaps of our comrades bold;

Look on the corpses of Culture's sons -

Martyrs slain by a savage's guns.

Respite now, in this feast of death!

Time! An Armistice! Give us breath!

Nay? Then we cry to the whole wide world,

Shame on our foe for a plea denied!

Savages! Brutes! Barbarians all!

Here shall we fight with our backs to the wall!

Boom! Boom! Boom!

(Ten more thousands gone to their doom.)

Boom!

(Bass drums only, for 679,358 bars, symbolising a prolonged artillery war.
Into this there breaks suddenly the frenzied howl! of the long-bodied,
short-legged, large-deaded dog already mentioned.)

Hate! Hate! Hate! Hate!

We spit on the British here at our gate!

Foe of humanity! Curst of the world!

On him alone let our hate be hurled!

For his smiling sneers at the Junkers' creed,

For his cold rebuke to a Kaiser's greed;

For his calm disdain of our noble race,

We fling our spite in his scornful face.

Under the sea and high in the air,

Death shall seek for him everywhere;

The lurking death in the submarine,

The swooping death in the air machine,

Alone of them all he had sealed our fate!
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Hate! Hate! HATE!
(Prolonged discord, followed by deep, mysterious silence - imposed by censor -
for 793 bars.)

Bang!

(Deep staccato note as of a bursting blutwurst.)

Ow! Wow! Wow!

(Dying howl of a stricken hound. Silence again for an indefinite number of
bars. Then, in countless bars, saloons, tea-shops, coffee-houses, cafes and
restaurants throughout the British Empire and most of Europe, a sudden, loud,
triumphant chorus, toned by a note of relief, and dominated by 'The Marseillaise
and 'Tipperary." A somewhat uncertain but distinctly nasal cheer is heard from
the direction of New York.)

Peace! Peace!

At last the sounds of the big guns cease;

At last the beast is chased to his lair,

And we breathe again of the good, clean air.
The gates have fallen! The Allies win!

And the boys are macrhing about Berlin!
The Kaiser's down; and the story goes

A British Tommy has pulled his nose.

The German eagle has got the pip:

Vive les Allies!...Hooroo!...Hip! Hip!...

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Warning To Ladies

Deah Ladies,

Let me wawn you, theah are feahful taimes to come,
And a mos' ter-ific strugge is at hand;

And we have no taime to speah

If we wish to do ouah sheah

To defend, like Joan of Awk, ouah native land.

Foah a really fraightful monstah is preparing to devouah
All that's uppab-clauss and propah and quaite naice;
And if we should be behaind

In the battle aye shall faind

All ouah priveleges vanish in a traice.

O, it makes me shuddah, ladies, when Ai ventuah to reflect

On the ravages this mongstah contemplates.

He will break up all ouah homes,

And where'er the creatuah roams,

We'll be sundered from ouah lawful Tory mates.

We'll be tawn from ouah poah husbands in a most fe-rocious way,
0, deah ladies, can you realise ouah lot?

For the monstah has his eye

On the Sacred Marriage Tie;

And he'll eat up all the babes we haven't got.

And remembah, deahest ladies, all ouah comfort now depends
On destroying this wild Socialistic beast.

Ouah sassiety diversions

Would be vulgah mob excursions

If we pandered to the monstah in the least.

He is bent on confiscating all the houses, land and wealth

Of ouah husbands, and ouah brothahs, and ouah friends.

He is jealous of his bettahs.

And he calls ouah men-folk sweatahs,

He'll do anything to gain his awful ends.

He's vulgah and unchivalrous this feahful Labah thing.
He is teaching all ouah servants to despise us.
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He would drag us to his level,

And he'd send to the - ah - deuvil

All the luxuries with which his toil supplies us.

He harps upon equality when, as of course you know,
And as all the very naicest people know,

It would simply mean disaster

To imagine ev'ry master

Quaite as ignorant as workers or as 'low.'

0, smaite the Socialistic monstah! Smaite him hard, mai deahs!

0, gathah up youah skirts and join the fray.

Pray, do not shirk the battle, or, with wailing and with teahs,

You'll regret youah negligence on polling day,

We must teach the vulgah working class their raight position here;

We must keep them in their places; we must faight them without fear,
Or there'll be a bittah wail, mai deahs,

If Socialists prevail, mai deahs,

And all 'raight thinking' people and the 'naicest' disappear.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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A Woman's Way

Women is strange. You take my tip; I'm wise.
I know enough to know I'll never know

The 'uman female mind, or wot su'prise

They 'as in store to bring yer boastin' low.
They keep yeh guessin' wot they're up to nex’,
An' then, odds on, it's wot yeh least expecks.

Take me. I know me wife can twist me round
'Er little finger. I don't mind that none.

Wot worries me is that I've never found
Which way I'm gittin' twisted, till it's done.
Women is strange. An'yet, I've got to own
I'd make a orful 'ash uv it, alone.

There's this affair uv Rose. I tells yeh straight,
Suspicious don't describe me state uv mind.

The calm way that Doreen 'as fixed the date

An' all, looks like there's somethin' else be'ind.
Somethin' - not spite or meanness; don't think that.
Me wife purrs sometimes, but she ain't a cat.

But somethin'. I've got far too wise a nob
To be took in by 'er airs uv repose.

I know I said I'd chuck the 'ole darn job

An' leave 'er an' the parson deal with Rose.
But now me mind's uneasy, that's a fack.
I've got to manage things with speshul tack.

That's 'ow I feel - uneasy - when I drive
Down to the train. I'm thinkin' as I goes,
There ain't two women, that I know, alive
More difrint than them two - Doreen an' Rose.
'Ow they will mix together I dunno.

It all depends on 'ow I run the show.

Rose looks dead pale. She ain't got much to say
('Er few poor bits uv luggage make no load)

She smiles when we shake 'ands, an' sez Goodday
Shy like an' strange; an' as we take the road
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Back to the farm, I see 'er look around
Big-eyed, like it's some queer new land she's found.

I springs a joke or two. I'm none too bright
Meself; but it's a slap-up sort uv day.
Spring's workin' overtime; to left an' right
Blackwood an' wattle trees is bloomin' gay,
Botchin' the bonzer green with golden dust;
An' magpies in 'em singin' fit to bust.

I sneak a glance at Rose. I can't look long.
'Er lips is trem'lin'; tears is in 'er eye.

Then, glad with life, a thrush beefs out a song
'Longside the road as we go drivin' by.

'Oh, Gawd A'mighty! 'Ark!" I 'ear 'er say,

'An' Spadgers Lane not fifty mile away!"

Not fifty mile away: the frowsy Lane,
Where only dirt an' dreariness 'as sway,
Where every second tale's a tale uv pain,
An' devil's doin's blots the night an' day.
But 'ere is thrushes tootin' songs uv praise.
An' golden blossoms lightin' up our ways.

I speaks a piece to boost this bonzer spot;

Tellin' 'er 'ow the neighbourhood 'as grown,

An' 'ow Dave Brown, jist up the road, 'as got

Ten ton uv spuds per acre, usin' bone.

She don't seem to be list'nin'. She jist stares,

Like someone dreamin' dreams, or thinkin' pray'rs.

Me yap's a dud. No matter 'ow I try,

Me conversation ain't the dinkum brand.
I'm 'opin' that she don't bust out an' cry:
It makes me nervis. But I understand.
Over an' over I can 'ear 'er say,

'An' Spadgers less than fifty mile away!"

We're 'ome at last. Doreen is at the gate.

I hitch the reins, an' quite the eager pup;
Then 'elp Rose down, an' stand aside an' wait
To see 'ow them two size each other up.
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But quick - like that - two arms 'as greeted warm
The sobbin' girl... Doreen's run true to form.

"Ome on the bit!"' I thinks. But as I turn,
'Ere's Wally Free 'as got to poke 'is dile
Above the fence, where 'e's been cuttin' fern.
The missus spots 'im, an' I seen 'er smile.
An' then she calls to 'im: 'Oh, Mister Free,
Come in,' she sez, 'an' 'ave a cup uv tea.’

There's tack! A woman dunno wot it means.

What does that blighter want with cups uv tea?

A privit, fambly meet - an' 'ere Doreen's

Muckin' it all by draggin' in this Free.

She might 'ave knowed that Rose ain't feelin' prime,
An' don't want no strange comp'ny at the time.

Free an''is thievin' cow! But, all the same,
'Is yap did seem to cheer Rose up a lot.
An' after, when 'e'd bunged 'is lanky frame
Back to 'is job, Doreen sez, 'Ain't you got
No work at all to do outside to-day?

Us two must 'ave a tork; so run away.'

I went... I went becoz, if I 'ad stayed,

Me few remarks might 'ave been pretty 'or.
Gawbli'me! 'Oo is 'ead uv this parade?

Did I plan out the scheme, or did I not?

I've worked fer this, I've worried night an' day;
An' now it's fixed, I'm tole to 'run away.'

Women is strange. I s'pose I oughter be
Contented; though I never understands.
But when I score, it 'urts me dignerty

To 'ave the credit grabbed out uv me 'ands.
I shouldn't look fer credit, p'raps; an' then,
Women is strange. But bli'me! So is men!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Accent Conscious

Trouble brews along the border for the word has got around

That blokes an' coves an' coots must mind their tongues;

Out about the long dry stages

Where the willie-willie rages

Strange sounds are issuing from leathern lungs.

Vowels, consonants and diphthongs in the old bark hut take place
Of the talk of clips or cattle or 'wot won the 'urdle race.'

For the world grows regimented and the olden orders pass

With those ancient heroes that we knew of old.

Out beyond the sandy ranges

Culture grows and fashion changes

And a bloke has got to talk the way he's told.

For the craze of 'standardising' has Australia in its grip,

And Lawson's friends, Joe Wilson, and his mates have got the pip.

These old battlers, so accustomed to the old Australian drawl,
Find it hard to knuckle down to modern ways.

Tho' the purists may deride them,

'Twas their speech identified them,

For they talked the Aussie lingo all their days.

But the Man from Snowy River strives to change his 'Oi' to 'I;'
And Clancy of the Overflow now wears an old school tie.

I have long since sought the reason why all men should be as peas
In speech, in thought, in action, e'en in strife.

Uniformity around them

Serves but further to confound them,

Since it washes all the color out of life.

But the bloke who beat the favorite now sports jodhpurs with an air,
And the Man from Ironbark marcels his hair.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Accorjins

Where have the old accorjins gone?

I was askin' the coves at the Show;

Matt from the Mallee an' Dandenong Don,

An' a score of the fellers I know

Ole fellers, like me - an' they're missin' 'em sore;
For this wireless, it never makes up

For the merry ole music we knowed of yore
When Brindle was a pup

As they puts it

An' Bravo collared the Cup.

Where are the old accorjins now

Like me father used to play?

Times when we rested from harrers an' ploughs
An' we made rare holiday.

Or Accorjin Alf, poor half-wit coot,

To the bush dance used to come

An' beat the time with his hobnail boot,

Like the top of an big bass drum

'Ladies' Chain!"

Keep time to the top o' the drum.

Pipe in the sou'-west side of his mouth,
Hat on the back of his head,

Alf 'ud be there, come flood, come drouth,
For the dance in the shearin' shed.

Leaky bellers an' keys all broke,

Reeds near wearin' away;

But they put the ginger into a bloke,
Them toons as he used to play.

Hum a couple.

Reel toons of an older day.

'Hie to the Weddin'" an' 'Belle Mahone,'
'Wait Till the Clouds Roll by’ ...

An' me an' yer ma crep' out alone,

Out under the starlit sky

Aw, jazz an' the wireless, things like these
Is a wonder to men, alright.
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But gimme that ole accorjin's wheeze,
An' the bush, and a starlit night.

Kin yeh hear it?

A mopoke's call in the night.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Adulations Artful Aid

Some of us may be tall, ma'am;

Some of us may be dark;

Some handsome; tho' not all, ma'am,
Are touched by Beatury's spark.

But tall, and dark AND handsome, too?
Oh, lady! If you please! .. .. .. ..

It's really very nice of you;

But do you think they're really due
Superlatives like these?

We'd hate to doubt your word, ma'am,
Since you're informed in art,

Tho' much we'd have preferred, ma'am,
To play a humbler part.

But in meek deference to you,

Well, lady, we'll admit

We're tall and dark, and handsome, too,
It seems a rather boastful view,

But one gets used to it.

And now we're getting used, ma'am,

To thoughts that flattery brings,

You might well be induced ma'am,

To say some more nice things.

Are there not moral qualities,

Innate in each rare male,

That one of your discernment sees

Truth, strength, wit, wisdom - things like these?
Speak, ma'am. Let truth prevail.

We're so unused to praise, ma'am,

So used to blame most dire,

That flattery these days, ma'am,
Creates a new desire.

A complex quite inferior

(See Freud) its sickly hue

Cast o'er us. But if you'd say more
Along such lines - why, then, Encorel..
Thanks, ma'am. The same to you.
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Advance Australia

Borrowin' over the water; I've seen it all before
Raisin' loans (said Old George Jones)

Was a trick we learned of yore.

Borrowin' over the water

In the old Australian way

Splash the cash an' cut a dash

An' leave the kids to pay.

Steel rails an' sausage skins, cotton goods an' fal-de-rals,
Drapery an' rollin'-stock an' pocket knives an' sich;

That was how we took it out

When we was but a growin' lout;

But sich-like habits calls for doubt

Now we are grown an' rich.

Borrowin' over the water for reproductive works
That ain't produced; sich habits used

To mark the crowd that shirks.

That's why we're heaped with taxes

In this sad year A.D.

Thro' the ancient tricks of politics

In borrowin' overseas.

Airyplanes an' motor-cars, guns an' bombs an' bayonits

The cash is here to buy the things an' meet the whole expense.
But seems we'll never mend our ways;

An' habits learned in olden days

Sticks hard; so we keep up the craze

An' borrow for defence.

Advance Australia! Pile the loans.

The kids'll pay (said Old George Jones).

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Aesthete In The Avenue

Within the wooded avenue I stood,

And I was proud.

I looked upon the scene and found it good;

For here, I vowed,

Reigned Beauty rare. Sweet praises filled my mouth
For this, the loveliest city of the south;

Yet not a soul could hear,

Altho' my lyric praise with fervor flowed;

For, as I spoke, there rumbled down the road

A lorry-load of beer.

I tried again. I spoke of civic pride,

Aesthetic joy.

With those rare phrases, culled from far and wide,
Poets employ.

I waxed in aphoristic ecstasy,

Hymning the loveliness of sky and tree;

Yet not a single soul

Gave heed to me; for sudden thunders grew

As round the bend there lumbered into view

A waggon piled with coal.

'Goths!' I exclaimed. 'Did you raise Beauty here
In this green place

But for the sport of flinging coal and beer

In her sweet face?"

A large truck missed me by a hair's-breadth then
Manned by a crew of large, unlovely men

Who jeered and darned my eyes.

'Vandals!' I shouted. 'Nay, repent your sins!
Then leapt again to dodge a load of skins

That smelled unto the skies.

Still on they came, truck, waggon, rank on rank,
I dodged, I leapt;

The threw myself upon a grassy bank

And there I wept,

Wept for the city . . . A park-keeper came,

A mean, ungracious man, who took my name.
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'O man!' I cried. 'Alas,

See how I weep. Must beauty disappear?"

Said he: 'Buzz orf! You can't do that there 'ere.
Spoilin' our nice noo grass!'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Affable Alf

Have you heard the inscrutable mutable Alf,
The mannerly man with the silvery tongue?
Ever loquacious,

Smiling and gracious.

Loud in the land have his praises been sung.

He has magnetised all with his eloquent speakin
The Great oratorical oracle, Deakin.

His somewhat sporadical radical speeches
Have over-persuaded us all, and his style
His easy urbanity

Tickles our vanity;

And we are won by his affable smile.

He captivates all with his elogquence sinister,
Does the persuasive, evasive Prime Minister.

His fine pyrotechnical technical phrases,

His grand perorations, exordiums, too,

'Spite their obscurity,

Are of a purity

And of a quality equalled by few,

And he knows all the tricks of portfol-i-o seekin’,
That clever illusionist, fusionist Deakin.

But, beware of mysterious serious Alf.

His weird cabalistical, mystical call

His impetuosity,

Plus his verbosity,

Acts like a strange anaesthetic on all.

But, when you get over the charm of his speakin’',
You'll come to a frangible, tangible Deakin.

You'll find an accessible cessible man,

With political frailties many as most o' them.
'Spite his euphonical

Gifts histrionical,

Critics political point, to a host o' them.

He is but a man after all and a weak 'un

A most, inexcusable fusible Deakin.
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His most omnifarious various views

He'll alter to suit the occasion that pays him,
Though lacking in clarity.

Any disparity

In his fused following's powerless to daze him.
Regarded apart from his eloquent speakin’,

O, what a lamentable, rentable Deakin!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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African Interlude

I t'inkin' da war now go for stop
Between Black Sammo, da slush,

An' Nicko, da boss of da fry-fish shop.
All sound of da conflic' hush

Since da corner-a cop he putta da foot
Down firm an' talk tinna tack;

For Nicko see wer he notta so goot

If he make-a da beezness slack.

For da corner-a cop made food for t'ink
When he spika to Nick an' say

He apply-a da sanc' so quick like-a wink
An' Nicko, he have-a to pay.

If da customer stop for come to da shop
How da beezness carryin' on?

More better, Nick t'inkin', for war to flop
If he goin' for lose da mon'.

So da cop make term for da peace discush,
All da same like lig-a-da-Naish,

'Twix' Nicko, de boss, an' Sammo, da slush,
An' dey bote getta com-a-da-saish:

For Sammo he getta two Friday free

Each-a mont' for kick-a da heel;

An' Nicko he getta clean plate two, t'ree,
Four time for each-a day meal.

But, Nicko, he go wit' da t'oughtful eye
An' mooch-a; he shake-a da head;
He donna look like-a he satisfy

When all-a been done an' said.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Aha! Beware

Aha! Beware! I know your guilty past!

I was a witness of that secret crime.

One word! and all your fondest hopes I blast.

I bide me time.

I hold you in me grip, unhappy man,

And I shall cr-r-rush you if you thwart me plan.

Hist! Have a care, lest I divulge the plot.

I saw you forge the willl With these two eyes
I recognised the corpse, and, know the spot
Where it now lies.

I know the hand that sped the fatal blow,
And stole the widder's che-ild. Aha! I know!

Be warned! Seek not to sully my fair fame.

Who stole the papers?. .. Ah!. . . Then have a care
The man that pawned the spoons - I know his nhame;
And I'm aware

Who lured the girl aboard the lugger. Aye!

All - all is known to me, for I was nigh.

I know who shook the fowls! ... Then do not seek
To try my patience over much, for lo,

You're doomed if but one little word I speak;

For well I know

Who killed the dog and set the house alight

And robbed the clothes-line at the dead o' night.

Remember! All your secrets I could tell.

To me your cupboard doors are all ajar.

Each hidden skeleton I know full well.

Push me too far,

And I shall tell the world who dodged his rent,
And privately ate sausages in Lent.

'Twas I that lurked unseen within your lair!
'Twas I that overheard the villain's plot!

I saw you filch the marriage lines! Beware!
I heard the shot!
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How little you suspected who was by
When you purloined the jools. Aha! 'Twas I!

You cannot hide your covert crimes from me;
To me your private life's an open book.

Then do not cross my path or, suddenly

One word! One look!

And all your guilty past, the world shall know,
And to the dust your pride be humbled low.

My mind is the receptacle for all

The peccadilloes of mine enemies.

I hold them sternly at my beck and call,

Just as I please.

And it was I who hid in that dark lane

And heard them plan the wrecking of the train.

Hist! If you speak one word all, all is lost!
Once thwart my will and, lo, your doom I seal!
Eye you frustrate my plans count well the cost;
I shall reveal

Your sin, and on you heap anathema!

Hist! We shall meet again. Farewell. Aha!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Aldermen And Antirrhinum

I walked out with an alderman, all on a bright spring day.

He was an august alderman, and much had he to say

Of roads and drains and bridges .... Then, as he pulled up short,
His veins stood out in ridges, his breath fled with a snort.

Then anger aldermanic came as the tempest comes;

His aspect grew satanic, his eyes stuck out like plums;

And, as it rent asunder the ambient atmosphere,

Rolled detonating thunder of civic wrath severe:

'Tear down them antirrhium! Tear down them columbine!
Or else, by gum, we'll fine 'em. We'll mulct in a fine!

I won't have antirrhinum! To Tophet I consign 'em!
Surveyors can't align 'em plumb with our buildin' line!"
(They were begonias truly; but that did not unduly

Affect his wrath unruly. The darn things weren't in line.)
'A blot on civic beauty! The Mayor must do his jooty,

An' have them antirrhinum abolished, or resign!'

Then, as his rage he swallowed, and joined the traffic's stream,
I diffidently followed, and sought to change the theme.

'Think you the vernal season,' quoth I, 'grows subtly sweet?"
Said he: 'That ain't no reason for shovin' in the street

Them bloomin' antirrhinum three inches off the line.

Our officers must fine 'em. It's breakin' Bylaw nine,

Part seven. Schedule thirty. Clause eight in Section A.'

He really seemed quite shirty; and so I sneaked away.)

But still, o'er traffic crashes, I heard his strident tones
'Them antirrhinum clashes with our pretty safety zones!
Calliopsis an' eschscholtzia! In streets where soft trams roll!
It's a pitcher that revolts yeh, if yeh got a civic soul! . . .'
And then his fuming faded; faint and far it died away.

'Pon my word, I felt quite jaded; I'd had a trying day.

And, tho' it seem splenetic, from this truth I may not shrink
Aldermen are NOT aesthetic. Not so very - do you think?

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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All Fools' Day

Now is the day when arrant fools

Play outworn tricks on sober men!

But, for the thoughtful soul that schools
His mind to conning o'er again

Past folly, that he may see clear

Faults of commission and neglect,

This is the day in all the year

For help-inducing retrospect!

Myself, when young and confident,
Walked ever proudly on my way;
With eyes set onward as I went

I gave small heed to yesterday.

But, growing old, the once bright star
Waned to a faint and sickly flame;

So faint I'd turn and gaze afar

For help along the way I came.

A chastening exercise for me

This yearly task of harking back;

For what a piteous fool I see

Comes tumbling up that thorny track!

I would cast ashes on my head

Did consolation not recall

That in the end, when all is said,

Both young and old, well - aren't we all?

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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An Appeal To End Appeals

Sir, - I try to do my duty as a patriotic man

With sane views about the science of gastronomy;

And I'd ask the promulgators of each food consuming plan
To consider man's interior economy.

I shall not go into details. But I merely wish to say

My observance hitherto has been meticulous

Of the many noble slogans: but I fear the scheme today
Has at last begun to merge with the ridiculous.

Very nobly I responded to the urge to 'Eat More Fruit';

I bought it and consumed it with avidity.

I was keen to serve my country; and the diet seemd to suit

(If we waive a tendency to slight acidity)

Then the ringing slogan sounded thro' the contry: 'Eat More Wheat!"
I assimilated faithfully that cereal

Then we were asked to eat more eggs, to eat more oats, more meat;
While tissue waxed - both moral and material.

And now, sir, to my horror, 'Eat more butter' is the plan.

But I ask you: Can I hope to rise superior?

There are symptoms. And I fear the patriotic outer man

Is at issue, so to speak, with the interior,

On, I long to do my gastronomic duty; yet I shrink

I shudder - tho' I swear I am no sceptic

But butter! Slabs of butter! There are limits, don't you think?
Sir, I remain,

Yours faithfully,

'DYSPEPTIC.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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An Appeal To Women

O ye women! WIMMIN! WEEMIN!!
See our tears repentant streamin'!
See the pearly drops a-gleamin’,
Streamin' from our rheumy eye!
Mark our weskits palpitatin'.

Pray ye, be accommodation'.
Spare a thought commiseratin’,
Say the Tory shall not die!

Spare him, who has been your master,
From political disaster.

Doom approaches fast and faster.
Save him - and the Marriage Tie!

Long ago, when, in the gloaming,

Hungry mastodons went roaming

With a view to seeking out what they might scoff.

There was little chance of spooning

In the park; and honey-mooning,

As a fashion, was most obviously 'off.’

For a honeymoon's a failure, and the gladness of it's gone
If you spend the latter end of it inside a mastodon.

So the troglodyte, new-married,

Cut his honeymoon, and tarried

In his cavern with his little bit of frock;

And instead of hugs and kisses,

He caressed his lawful missus

With a bit of cold, hard tertiary rock.

For the 'proper sphere' for women in that neolithic race

Was amongst the goods and chattels, and she had to keep her place.

But, as troglodytes expanded,

Rose a section that demanded

More consideration for the women-folk;

And the good old Tory faction

Met, and moved to 'take some action'

To oppose this foolish Socialistic joke.

But they had a way of dealing with such people in those days;
And, therefore, rocks gave way to clubs and other gentler ways.
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Hark, O, woman! WOMMAN! WOOMAN!!
You would not be so inhuman

As to seal the Tory's doom an'

Join the Socialist hordes?

0O, ye women of the classes!

Rise ye in your cultured masses!
Haste, before the Tory passes.

Be ye saviours of your lords.

Lo, have we not fought your battles!
(Hark! The foeman's armor rattles!)
Would ye be his toys and chattels?
Save us from Progression's swords!

Passing down the ancient ages,

Skipping many pregnant pages,

We arrive at that old magnate of the mines

Solomon, in all his glory

Rich monopolist and Tory,

Who possessed some wives and countless concubines.

And I shall not pause to dwell upon the Queen of Sheba's visit;

For such gossip isn't tolerated 'midst the 'naicest,' is it?

After that wise king was pensioned,

Someone (who and when not mentioned)

Said that men should have no more than one wife each.
Then the good old crusted Tory

Rose, with language loud and gory,

And delivered a prolonged impassioned speech.

He called this new proposal 'Socialist froth and foam

That attacked the marriage contract and the sanctity of home.'

Ay, he raved with indignation,

Formed an ancient Federation

Of Defence, and backed it up with piles of cash.
But the rabid 'One-wife' section

Fought and carried the election,

And their legislation ill-advised and rash.

Old Time has sprinted somewhat since that scheme was first begun,

And now the Tory (I'm informed) is satisfied with one.

O, ye women! WIMMIN! WEEMIN!!
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Don't ye hear the Tory screamin'?
All along he's been esteemin'’
Womankind, since ages dim.

He has pampered you and prized you;
E'er adored and idolised you,
And, moreover, recognised you
As his equal. Fly to him!

Has he not passed legislation
Granting you emancipation?

If you'd save your reputation
Haste to grant his ev'ry whim!

Once again, with hasty fingers,

Let us turn the page. Who lingers

There will find that ancient history repeats.

O'er and o'er the same old story,

Telling how the dear old Tory

Abdicates (perhaps) when womankind entreats.

Well, he did admit her equal to his dog at any rate.

So we'll pass - with your permission - to affairs of recent date.

Ah! did not the tender Tory

Listen to her tearful story

When she pleaded for a vote a while ago?

Did he not cry out in anguish

To behold his sister languish

For the franchise that the men enjoyed! Oh no.

'Tis recorded - mayhap wrongly - that he fought her tooth and nail.
And he sneered at her pretensions, but his sneers did not prevail.

Does the Tory change? I doubt it.

Watch him, how he goes about it,

Like his prototype the troglodyte B.C.,

When her mood he wants to soften,

See him smite her hard and often

With large, heavy chunks of deadly orat'ry.

But the outlook of she-troglodytes has much improved to-day;
For, although they may not now it, they're his last and only stay.

Hark ye, women! Women voters!

Social queens and League promoters!
Are ye ever to be doters
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On the male-bird of your type!

Since Tory Adam bit the pippin

He has blamed you for his slippin’

And his sinnin'. Here's a rippin'

Chance to pay back ev'ry stripe.

Nay, it were a shame to lose it.

You have got the franchise - use it!

HE said that you would abuse it.

Now! TMUMBS DOWN! The time is ripe!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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An Apt Pupil

Knockin' about (said Benny, the Tough)
By the Rocks an' Woolloomooloo,

Oh, I was a low-brow, right enough,
And a bit of a bounder, too.

Kickin' about with me larrikin band,

I was always gittin' in bad;

Till the kindly cops took me in hand,
An', lissen, I've been glad.

I was a tough when life begun,

An' me ideels was not high

Doin' the things that 'are not done,’
Disgracin' me old school tie.

Me feet was set on the downward road,
A crook I was, an' a cad,

Till the genteel cops taught me a Code
An', lissen, I was glad.

Doin' sich things as I never had ort,
Soilin' the family name,

With never a notion of good, clean sport
Or the pride of playin' the game.

The dirtiest fighter in all the Rocks,
That's the sort of name I had,

Till the manly cops taught me to box;
An', lissen, I was glad.

Playin' the game with a good straight bat,
Scornin' the bottle an' boot;

Turnin' meself from a wharfside rat

To a reel nice-livin' coot.

Learnin' to battle without 'arf-bricks

Or with pickets, as once I had

For the good cops taught me their rastlin' tricks
An', lissen, I was glad.

But flesh is weak; an' I fell from grace,

An'I goes an' I drifts right back,
An' burgled a bit of a jeweller's place;
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An' a cop gets on me track,

But I meets his rush with a good straight right,
An' I reckon he got reel mad

To think that the cops taught me to fight.

But, lissen, I was glad.

Then a crowd of his pals come off their beats;
But I takes to me heels an' clears,

An'I leads 'em a marathon thro' the streets
While they lumbers and puffs in the rear.
Then I loses 'em all when I'd had me fun,

An' I sprints like a race-course prad.

For me cobbers the cops taught me to run,
An', lissen, was I glad?

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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An Echo From Africa

Da ruction happen by Nicko's place
Las' week, in da deada da night.

Da copper he very near cop da case
Accounta da fish-shop fight

In da great beeg international way
Dat wrecka da oyster bar.

Now Nicko he grinda da tooth an' say,
'Da white-a man rule, by gar!"

Sammo, da slush, wit' da dark-tan face,
Scale an' clean-a fish

Long time he toila by Nicko's place,
Washa da dirty dish.

But Nicko he say, 'Da t'ings get slow;
Dis war make da beezness slack.

Dat Sammo, da slush, he have to go.'
So Nicko he sacka da black.

Las-a night, when Sammo he come for da mon’,
His eye got da look like-a dirt.

But, Nicko, he say to heem, like in fun,

'Take-a dat, black scuma da eart'.'

Den Sammo he scowl aroun' da shop

An' he grabba da long, fat eel,

An' he smacka poor Nicko right in da chop

So he fall head over heel!

But Nicko come up wi' da Musso glare,

An' he seize-a da ten-poun' schnap.

Ah, T only wisha dat you been dere;

You see-a da bonza scrap!!

Dey smash-a da souce-bot, smash-a da chair,
Dey smash-a da glass partish,

Dey smash-a da pot-plant topa da stair;

An' da place all cover wit' fish!

Den Sammo he tread on da gar-fish head,

An' da foot fly up in da air,
An' he come-a down flop an' lie like dead
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When he banga da head on da chair.

An' Nicko he grab heem quick by da feet
An' drag heem outa da door,

An' he say, as he fling heem into da street,
'Dat feenish my Afric war.'

But Nicko he same like a change man now;
All over da shop he fuss;

He flash-a da eye an' he knit-a da brow,
An' he stick out da jaw like-a Muss.

An' he look each customer close by da face
For da sign of da bad, black drop.

Den he grind-a da tooth if he twig da trace:
'Abyssin! Get outta my shop!"

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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An Epitaph

I've lived a rather careless life,

And many a fault have I;

But I'd have you not stress the strife
What time I come to die.

I'd rather have you talk about

My qualities humane;

As one who cut the rough stuff out,
And has not lived in vain.

So, when you seek to laud my worth,
Write this - let truth prevail:

'He lived for many years on earth,
Yet never killed a whale.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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An Error In Creation

There was once a man who made a weird machine,
Employing dynamite and kerosene.

His subsequent destruction

Was a matter of deduction,

And a circumstance that might have been foreseen.

This gloomy incident I merely state

In case you have a yearning to create.

In which event, be wary,

Else, mayhap, a sad quan-dary

Will arise and face you when it's far too late.

Now, take the case of Toryphat, M.P.,
Created by the voters - you and me.
Then in matters legislative

He becomes, in turn, creative.

And creates a Deakook Fusion Ministree.

You will notice that this question, as a whole,

Is a matter over which we've some control;

For, it we'd contemplated

Ere the members we created,

We would not have landed things in such a hole.

And, in regard to this strange Ministree,
We are the folk responsible, you see.
For it couldn't have existed

Had not some of us assisted

In creating its supporters - Q.E.D.

Then, when a weird political machine

Of Tory flare and Fusion kerosene

Blows our policies to blazes,

All our most embittered phrases

Won't recover e'en the smallest smithereen.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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An Old Man Muses

Can it be I - this Hindenburg, deferring

To demagogues, catch phrases, lucky charms
And all this mummery about me stirring?

Can it be I, lord of high feats of arms,

Smiling complancence on a rabble's blunders,
Counting a mountebank amongst my peers

I, who commanded with the voice of thunders?
Ah, what a role betrays me with the years!

Can it be I - condoning, cavallering

This sorry paint-and-tinsel paladin.

This braggart upstart, raging, racketeering

Like some cheap western gangster 'muscling in,’
Apeing the arts in which I loomed a master:
Acting with arms as children play with toys:
Mouthing fierce phrases, pregannt with disaster,
To lure brief loyalty from brain-sick boys?

Can it be I who saw the vision splendid
Shaping before these ageing eyes of mine,
When half a world, before my day had eneded,
Hurtled its might against my stubborn Line?
The Line of Hindenburg! the natons raging
Before an avatar who reached the sky! ...

And now? - A hapless figurehead, fast ageing,
The mighty Hindenburg! Can this be I?

Strange trick of Fate ... And yet, sometimes I wonder,
While factions rage and puny tyrants bray,

If victory might yet be snatched for blunder

Till gloriously dawned against The Day!

If - To what end? Youth seeks in other fashion

It's destiny. 'Tis world-worn age that drools

Of glories gone ... Enough to veil compassion

With weary tolerance. Poor dupes! Poor fools!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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An Old Master

We were cartin' lathes and palin's from the slopes of Mount St. Leonard,
With our axles near the road-bed and the mud as stiff as glue;

And our bullocks weren't precisely what you'd call conditioned nicely,
And meself and Messmate Mitchell had our doubts of gettin' through.

It had rained a tidy skyful in the week before we started,

But our tucker-bag depended on the sellin' of our load;

So we punched 'em on by inches, liftin' 'em across the pinches,
Till we struck the final section of the worst part of the road.

We were just congratulatin' one another on the goin’,

When we blundered in a pot-hole right within the sight of goal,
Where the bush-track joins the metal. Mitchell, as he saw her settle,
Justified his reputation at the peril of his soul.

We were in a glue-pot, certain —- red and stiff and most tenacious;
Over naves and over axles —- waggon sittin' on the road.

"Struth,' says I, 'they'll never lift her. Take a shot from Hell to shift her.
Nothin' left us but unyoke 'em and sling off the blessed load.’

Now, beside our scene of trouble stood a little one-roomed humpy,
Home of an enfeebled party by the name of Dad McGee.

Daddy was, I pause to mention, livin' on an old-age pension

Since he gave up bullock-punchin' at the age of eighty-three.

Startled by our exclamations, Daddy hobbled from the shanty,

Gazin' where the stranded waggon looked like some half-foundered ship.
When the state o' things he spotted, 'Looks,' he says, 'like you was potted,’
And he toddles up to Mitchell. 'Here,' says he, 'gimme that whip.'

Well! I've heard of transformations; heard of fellers sort of changin'
In the face of sudden danger or some great emergency;

Heard the like in song and story and in bush traditions hoary,

But I nearly dropped me bundle as I looked at Dad McGee.

While we gazed he seemed to toughen; as his fingers gripped the handle
His old form grew straight and supple, and a light leapt in his eye;

And he stepped around the waggon, not with footsteps weak and laggin’,
But with firm, determined bearin', as he flung the whip on high.
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Now he swung the leaders over, while the whip-lash snarled and volleyed;
And they answered like one bullock, strainin' to each crack and clout;

But he kept his cursin' under till old Brindle made a blunder;

Then I thought all Hell had hit me, and the master opened out.

And the language! Oh, the language! Seemed to me I must be dreamin’;
While the wondrous words and phrases only genius could produce
Roared and rumbled, fast and faster, in the throat of that Old Master —-
Oaths and curses tipped with lightning, cracklin' flames of fierce abuse.

Then we knew the man before us was a Master of our callin';

One of those great lords of language gone for ever from Out-back;
Heroes of an ancient order; men who punched across the border;
Vanished giants of the sixties; puncher-princes of the track.

Now we heard the timbers strainin’, heard the waggon's loud complainin’,
And the master cried triumphant, as he swung 'em into line,

As they put their shoulders to it, lifted her, and pulled her through it:
'That's the way we useter do it in the days o' sixty-nine!"

Near the foot of Mount St. Leonard lives an old, enfeebled party
Who retired from bullock-punchin' at the age of eighty-three.
If you seek him folk will mention, merely, that he draws the pension;

But to us he looms a Master -- Prince of Punchers, Dad McGee!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Another Economic Riddle

I venerate economists

As very learned blokes,

But when in paradox they speak

Their meaning oft I vainly seek,
Suspecting subtle jokes.

They say the whole world's down and out;
But here's what I can't see:

If every land, beyond all doubt,

In all the world is up the spout -

Then who's the mortgagee?

Do we owe money in the moon,
Or some celestial land?

Or have we creditors in Mars,
Or other fixed and unfixed stars,
Who hold our notes of hand?

If not, why all the fuss and fret?
I've conned it o'er and o'er,

And find no clear solution yet.

If all the earth is deep in debt,
Who is the creditor?

When men go into bankruptcy

The case is plain as day:

What is not in the dear wife's name
Grim creditors will promptly claim,
And assets melt away.

But when a whole wide world's in soak
And cannot raise the tin,

Here's where I half suspect a joke:
When all the earth goes stoney broke,
Who puts the bailiffs in?

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Another Fusion

There's been fierce argument of late

In my vicinitee,

Between the Commonwealth and State,
For I fell out with me.

I am a sturdy Federalist,

A staunch Australian;

And I have waved an angry fist
At me, the States' Rights man.

The argument began like this:

I to myself one night

Remarked: 'There's something sore amiss
That cries to be put right.

'"This argument 'twixt Commonwealth
And State must cease, 'tis plain.

'Tis interfering with my health

And rending me in twain.'

'Then, as a free,' myself replied,
'Elector of the State,

I hold my Rights can't be denied,
And I've been wronged of late.

'The Commonwealth's extravagance'
'Hold on,' I said, 'hold on!

A fool could tell you at a glance
Where all the money's gone.

'Of late the States' expenditure

Has risen high and higher.'

'What rot,' me thought. 'That's pretty pure!'
Then shouted, 'I'm a liar!"

I rose to smite the Fed'ralist

And - what do you suppose?

I found, with my avenging fist,
The States' Rights person's nose.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 153



And yet, it did seem strange, because
Though, truly, as I've said,

I hit the State elector, 'twas

The Federal nose that bled.

'See here,' I said, 'this game won't do.
We'll have to stop and think.

There's something wrong with me and you.
Let's go and have a drink.'

We entered, without further hitch,
A pub across the way,

And had a single drink, for which
We both appeared to pay.

'Enough of this!" the States' man brayed.
'You asked me over here

To have a drink, and when I've paid,
You drink the bloomin' beer!'

'Nay,' quoth the Fed'ralist, 'I think
You err. To me 'tis clear

I paid the money for the drink,
And you consumed the beer.

'l don't know what you are to me,
A foe, or friend, or brother.

To settle it I think I - we

YOU better have another.'

We had another. Then we sat
Awhile, morose and mute;
Then drifted into friendly chat
About our late dispute.

'T think I see a point we've missed,
And that suggests a plan.'

At length said I, the Fed'ralist,

To Me, the States' Rights man.
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'It may seem strange to you at first;
We both wear one same hat,

We have one coat, one shirt, one thirst;
Why should we stop at that?

'To buy two drinks to quench one thirst
Is utterly absurd;

Unless, of course, you're on a burst

Or jag (excuse the word).

'But, since, we're one in thirst and dress
Why not be one in view?

I can't see why we don't possess

But one opinion too.

'For I begin to think 'tis true,
Whatever else we be,

That while I'm virtually you
You're practically me.

'We're both one man. It's all a fake!
You're me, and I am you;

Though politicians try to make

Us think that we are two.

'And if a thing suits one it should,
Quite clearly, suit the two.

And if this Federation's good

For me, it's good for you.

"Tis folly that we two should fight,
And wrangle, and abuse;

So, seeing things in this new light,
It's up to us to fuse.'

We fose forthwith, I'm pleased to say,
We're now a single man.
And that man is, from now, alway,

A good Austral-i-an.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Antarctic Pioneers

Because some unimportant man
In politics talks loud and high,

Or some wild, economic plan

To lift depression takes his eye,
The apathetic citizen

Pays little heed in these dark days
To Mawson and his merry men
Back from the desolate sea ways.

'A rather chilly trip,' says he,

What time the page he idly flicks,
With visions of an ice-bound sea,
Then turns again to politics.

Fish, fur and iceberg, seal and whale;
He gives the thing a passing glance
And misses all the wondrous tale
With all its high significance.

Because the voyagers return

With no tale that the mind beguiles
Of mystic caves where jewels burn
And treasure lies about in piles.
We turn aside with weary sighs;
The story hasn't 'pep' enough.
And, after all, what profit lies

In all this scientific stuff?

But, later, when this ice-locked wealth
By sturdy labor is set free;

And fortne comes, almost by stealth,
Out of a wild Antarctic sea,

We'll come with tardy praises then,
And look back gladly thro' the years
For Mawson and his merry men,

To set them with the Pioneers.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Anticlimax

Now, my gift of crude invective is astonishingly high,

And I've quite a flair for fierce vituperation,

But I have to sit and watch the precious moments drifting by,

Just because my countrymen seek moderation.

But, ah, what verbal lightnings round my foeman's head might play
If I once became a freeman of the candid U.S.A.

Now 'a partly vocal crea puff with a taste for comic song'
Seems forced and weak and unimaginative;

While an 'economic shyster' I consider far from strong

In an artist with a claim to be creative.

I'd surely think of terser terms, original and tense

To fling abroad, while keeping to the strict Pickwickian sense.

For I have walked with bullockies back of the far Barcoo;
I've drunk with shearers, hit the track with stockmen;
And surely there is none upon the earth, I don't care who,
More famed for epithets that truly shock men.

Oh, I could 'trade a line of talk' to sting a heart of wood
Or blister brazen monkeys - well, I mean, I think I could.

Yet, when I reconsider it and con my lessons o'er,

I begin to doubt these mighty reputations;

Robbed of their scarlet adjective, their minds seem but a store

Of long outworn and crude reiterations,

And the fiercest trick of speech that these, my mates, can teach me now
Is to shake the ambient ether with, 'Oh, 'im? They silly cow!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Anzac

Anzac! And war's grim storm . . .
The scream of a pass'ng shell
Torn earth, and - a quiet form . . .
'Pass, comrades. All is well.'

Nay, but his spirit lives; be very sure.

Year follows year, and earthly things depart;
But what he dying, gave us shall endure
Now and for ever in the nation's heart.

Now and for ever; tho' the flesh be gone,
Still shall that Spirit bid us, 'Carry on!"

Anzac! The mounds increase;
Marking where soldiers fell . . ..
Earth's healing scars; and peace.
'Sleep, comrades. All is well.'

And be full certain that they do but sleep,
Who, falling, yet were well content to find
Fit sanctuary in the hearts that keep
That spirit and that memory enshrined.
High on Gallipoli, lights that once shone,
Again flame o'er the ocean: 'Carry on!'

Anzac! The tramp of marching feet . . ..
The toll of a passing-bell.

Bowed heads along a city street . . ..
'Pass, soldier. All is well.'

Pass, soldier. When your dwindling ranks grow small;
When, one by one, old comrades you shall greet;
When the last, lonely veteran's footfall

Goes echoing adown this city street,

Still may that Spirit, tho' all else be gone,

Cry to our sons: 'Australia! Carry on!'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Anzac Eve

For some, it was the last sun that should set,
For many, their last glimpse of fecund day

A splendid sun, dipping, reluctant yet,

Into blue water west of Mudros Bay;

And they - new burnished coin to squander free
In 'that red purchase' on Gallipoli.

They guessed not; or, half guessing, did not reck
That for the doomed no other sun should rise
But to reveal the still forms that would fleck

The Anzac Beach; staring with lifeless eyes
Where carrier pigeons, white against the blue,
Bore the dread tale for other skies they knew.

They sang, they laughed; and laughing cursed again
The long monotony of Mudros Bay.

Like hounds released, the eager shouting men
Crowded the decks and whiled the time away

At cards; half fearing what they most desired

Might be denied them yet; and no shot fired.

And, as that sun set in the azure vast,

Who counted one day more or one day less?
How many deemed it was for them the last
To light a world of blood and bitterness?

Yet bitterness for many a heart lay there
When next the sun blazed over Sari Bair.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Anzac Square: What The Digger Said

Said the Digger: 'Soon forgot! Soon forgot, the deeds of war.
Better so, may be. . . Why not?

Beauty fades and laurels rot;

Last year's roses are no more.

Fame?' the one-armed Digger said,

'What of glory when you're dead?"

'Stone and brass,' the Digger said. 'Stone and brass: tho' these endure,
Marble flaunting o'er my head

Would be dead, as I'd be dead.

How may any man be sure

That the hearts of men shall hold

Memories of tales once told?

This alone I surely know: earth I am, and earth shall be,
Only Mother Earth can show,

When I go where all men go,

Aught of this that had been me.

Mother Earth, once stained so red,

She must know,' the Digger said.

'Would you raise, in braggart heaps, stone, cold stone, to mark the fame
Of full many a man who sleeps

Where the earth of Anzac keeps

Guard o'er legions lacking name

Plinth and pillar reared to show

Pomp and pride they cannot know?

'They ask no portentous pile, boasting to a heedless sky,
Stirring men a little while,

Subject, then, for sigh or smile,

Not for this do soldiers die,

With our passing let Pride be,

All we ask is Memory:

'Memory of such fair worth as a fighting man may claim,
And a plot of hallowed earth

In the city of our birth:

Earth that bears a hallowed name.
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Let it be envisioned there:
Anzac worth in Anzac Square.

'Memory,' the Digger said. 'If so be the city judge
Soldiers worthy, who have bled.

Worthy of her love, the dead,

Shall the city, then, begrudge

One wide acre of her soil

For who saved the whole from spoil?

'Here, it may be, by God's grace, our son's sons may sit at last,
In the People's market place,

Knowing truly, as they trace

Memory of me long past,

'Tis enshrined forever there:

Anzac worth in Anzac Square.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Arch Criminal

When muddled mentors take the stage
To gird against our erring,

They simulate an awful rage,

They funk the task and straight engage
A palpable red-herring.

Fearing at higher marks to aim,

The futile knuckle-rapper,

With flaming words of bitter blame,
Plays at the rather outworn game

Of 'Flagellate the Flapper.'

Altho', my sweet, you may be neat
And winsome, too, from head to feet,
In face and form a nymph complete,
In manner softly winning;

One touch of powder Number Two,
And heaven's gates are closed to you;
Tho' still ajar for those who do

This sad world's heavy sinning.

The man whose greed outstrips his need
(While lesser folk deplore it)

Is due for stern rebukes indeed.

Yet, gently, brother; Why give heed

To this? Be wise; ignore it.

For, lo, this fellow may be rich

Of social rank delectable.

For bwetter curn the urgent itch

To censure, lest you hurt him; which
Would hardly be repectable.

So, precious pet, they'd fain forget
Sins of the mighty, while they fret
O'er lip-stick, rouge and cigarette,
And graver sinning palliate.

As Public Enemy you rank

Now No. 1 for those who shrank
Ever from bigger game, and thank
Their stars you can't retaliate.
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Armistice Day 1933

This we have said: 'We shall remember them.'

And deep our sorrow while the deed was young.
Even as David mourned for Absolem

Mourned we, with aching heart and grievous tongue.
Yet, what man grieves for long? Time hastens by
And ageing memory, clutching at its hem,

Harks back, as silence falls, to gaze and sigh;

For we have said, 'We shall remember them.'

'Age shall not wither..." So the world runs on.

We grieve, and sleep, and wake to laugh again;
And babes, untouched by pain of days long gone,
Untaught by sacrifice, grow into men.

What should these know of darkness and despair,
Of glory, now seen dimly, like a gem

Glowing thro' dust, that we let gather there?-

We who have said, 'We shall remember them.'

Grey men go marching down this street today:
Grave men, whose ranks grow pitifully spare.
Into the West each year they drift away

From silence into silence over there.

Unsung, unnoticed, quietly they go,

Mayhap to rest; mayhap a diadem

To claim, that was denied them here below

By those who vowed, 'We shall remember them.'

'We shall remember them.' This have we said.
Nor sighs, nor silences devoutly planned

Alone shall satisfy the proud young dead;

But all things that we do to this their land

Aye, theirs; not ours; of this be very sure;
Theirs, too, the right to credit or condemn.
And, if the soul they gave it shall endure,

Well may we say, 'We have remembered them.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Armistice: To His Dead Cobber From The Sentimental
Bloke

I'm sittin' 'ere, Mick - sittin' 'ere today,

Feelin' 'arf glum, 'arf sorter - reverent,

Thinkin' strange, crooked thorts of 'ow they say:
'The 'eads is bowed thro' all a continent’;

An' wond'rin - wond'rin 'in a kind of doubt

If other coves is feelin' like I do,

Tryin' to figure wot it's all about,

An' - if it's meanin' anythin' to you.

Silence... The hour strikes soon thro' all the land
An 'eads bend low. Old mate, give me your 'and.
Silence - for you, Mick, an' for blokes like you
To mark the Day - the Day you never knoo.

The Day you never knoo, nor we forget...

I can't tell why I'm sittin' 'ere this way,
Scrawlin' a message that you'll never get -
Or will you? I dunno. It's 'ard to say.

P'raps you'll know all about it, where you are,
An' think, 'Ah, well, they ain't too bad a lot.'
An' tell them other digs up on your star

That now, or nevermore, they ain't fergot.

Silence... Not ere alone, Mick - everywhere -
In city an' in country 'eads are bare.

An', in this room, it seems as if | knoo

Some friend 'oo came - Ole cobber! Is it you?

Me 'eart is full,

Mick... 'Struth! I ain't the bloke,

As you well know, to go all soft an' wet.

Fair's fair, lad. Times I've known when you 'ave spoke
Like you was tough an' 'ard as 'ell - an' yet

Somethin' be'ind your bluff an' swagger bold

Showed all them narsty sentiments was kid.

It was that thing inside yeh, lad, wot told.
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It made you go an' do the thing you did.

Silence... There's mothers, Mick. You never knoo
No mother. But they're prayin' for you too.

In every heart - The Boys! The Boys are there,
The Boys... That very name, lad, is a pray'r.

The Boys! Old cobber, I can see 'em still:

The drums are rollin' an' the sunlight gleams

On bay'nits. Men are marchin' with a will

On to the glory of their boy'ood's dreams.

Glory? You never found it that, too much.

But, lad, you stuck it - stuck it with the rest,

An' if your bearin' 'ad no soulful touch,

'Twas for OUR souls that you went marchin' - West.

Silence... The children too, Mick - little kids,

Are standin'. Not becos their teacher bids:

They've knoo no war; but they 'ave stopped their play
Becos they know, they feel it is The Day.

So may it be thro' all the comin' years.

But sorrow's gone, lad. It's not that we know.
The sobbin's passed, 'ole cobber, an' the tears,
An' well we un'erstand you'd 'ave it so.

But somethin' deeper far than that 'as come,
Somethin' a mind can't get within its bound,
Somethin' | can't explain. A man is dumb
When 'e thinks... Listen! 'Ear the bugles sound!

Silence!

Xk >k Xk X

Well, Mick, ole cock, I dunno why I've wrote,

It's just to ease a thing inside wot says

'Sit down, you sloppy coot, an' write a note

To that ole cobber of the olden days.

'E'll know - for sure 'e'll know'. 'So, lad, it's done,
Work's waitin', an' a man can't get in wrong:

Our goal is still ahead. But yours is won:
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That's the one thing we know, lad, an - So long.
Silence... It's over, Mick; so there you are.

I know you're 'appy up there on yer star.
Believe us, lad; that star shall never fall

While one is left to say, 'Gawd keep 'em all!'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Art Is Long - Hair Is Shorter

When artists wore a flowing mane,
Then, in a sentimental vein,

With pastorals they lured the eye,

Or sad, sweet scenes of sea and sky.
But now that hair sprouts from the face
They chuck their paint about the place
And, in the modern manner, seek

To baffle one with the unique.

I've often wondered if this surge

Of hirsute foam denotes some urge
Artistic that controls and sways

The hand and brain to newer ways.
For instance, might we not expect

An artist in dundrearies decked

In other manner to behave

From him who wore a monkey shave?

I've known but one of this quaint throng
Who wore both hair and whiskers long,
But he, poor bloke, was short of cash,
And wore a full beard and moustache
That he might draw on this supply
When price of brushes soared to high ...
But there are ways, it seems to me.

To test my novel theory.

If some brave man would range the land
And catch a few of this quaint band

And hold them captive for a while

Who knows what tricks of school and style
One might evolve if, to each man,

We gave a different hirsute plan?

You doubt, perhaps? But all the same,
There might be money in the game.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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As Between Pensioners

"Tis precious stuff,' said old George Jones
'When men sore needs a fall;

Tho' how or why it comes, I owns

I ain't got clear at all.

Some sez that in the sun, a spot

Controls it in some way.'

'It's this 'ere wireless, like as not,'

Said old Pete Parraday.

'Wireless,' scoffed grey-haired Joey Park.
'Wot wireless did they use

When ole man Noah sailed the ark?

It's them black cockytoos.

Last week I seen more than a few,

An' then wot did I say '

"Tis wireless - I'm tellin' you!'

Said old Pete Parraday.

'Cockies? Sun-spots?' said Daddy Shore,
'Jist foolish talk an' vain.

It's this 'ere Abbysinian war

An' guns as causes rain.

Ain't it been proved by natcharil laws
Time an' again, the way '

'It's this 'ere wireless is the cause,’

Said old Pete Parraday.

Said old George Jones, 'Ain't you ashamed
To talk the way you do?

It's providence gits mostly blamed

When things is lookin' blue.

Ain't the rain now due? For ain't we got
O'er all this world full sway?'

'Too right. But wireless helps a lot,’

Said old Pete Parraday.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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As Old George Said

Said old George Jones: 'All in a hundred years.
'Tis little time enough, and well may make

This youthful country proud among its peers

Of progress wooed and won for progress sake.
A splendid city shining by the sea

And all that count of wealth and worth she owns
Speaks well enough for our first century,’

Said old George Jones.

"Tis with a country much as 'tis with men:

The fevered morn o' life goes all for gain -

For all the things gain signifies; an' then,

We pause to con life's lesson o'er again

And find, if be that wisdom comes with years,
That gettin', gainin', holdin', scarce atones

Nor pays for all man's toil an' sweat and tears,'
Said old George Jones.

'Not with the golden profit won thro' trade,

Not with the tawdry treasure that we wrest

From this scarred earth, nor things men's hands have made
Comes any answer to man's age-long quest.

Not at the gates of such material goals

Nor pedigreed cities builded high with stones

Lies ought to serve or satisfy men's souls,’

Said old George Jones.

Said old George Jones, 'This is an old man's pray'r:
That gainin' shall not ever wholly serve

This land o' mine when I drift otherwhere

To seek what share o' peace I may deserve;

But that the treasure of the one true worth

Shall gleam at last above my whitening bones

For wiser mortals of a wiser earth,’

Said old George Jones.
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Asking Too Much

You can't expect it! Goodness me!
T'would be a dreadful policy!

What sort of Ministerial dunce
Would try to do two things at once?

How can they deal with city needs,
While Bungalong or Rooville pleads,
For culverts, and Wow-wow grows sick
Through want of bridges o'er its 'crick?'

The logic of the thing's so plain:
To legislate on tram and train
Can't dig a single, blighted spud
Or help one milker chew her cud.

Then what's the use? One might say more:
What are our legislators for?

Such vaunted measures as Defence

Won't build a single dog-leg fence.

Your splendid dreams of nationhood
Don't do the cocky any good.
Besides, there's something more than that,

They're apt to interfere with Fat!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Aunt Evangeline Approves

My Aunt Evangeline has come

To visit Melbourne town,

Garbed for its Glad Centenary

In frill and festal gown.

And Aunties says in mincing tones

As she surveys the scene,

Quaite pretty work. But just one touch
Of Ort, Ai think would help so much.'
Says Aunt Evangeline.

'Now, take those sweet Venetian masts,
Which clowns call 'lolly sticks,'

Some naice ort-muslin maight be used
In colahs that will mix.

Then what they need is pampas grass
Dyed pink and puce and green

To stick in those - ah - funnel things
Such deah, sweet memories it brings,'
Says Aunt Evangeline.

'Crepe papah, swung from pole to pole
Festooned with Christmas

Maight add a touch of tasteful

Mai deah, it's taste that

So on these fraightful buildings,

Paint a pretty watah scene,

With storks and - ah - conv

To please ortistic folk laike us.

Says Aunt Evangeline.

My Aunt Evangeline says, 'H'm!

Theah's something lacking yet
Something appropriate . . . Of course!
Whai how could Ai forget?

Ten thousand aspidistra plants

So graceful when they're green

Along those guttahs in the street

And on those pylons. They'd look sweet!"

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 173



Says Aunt Evangeline.
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Autumn Interlude

I said goodbye to the bees last Friday week,

To blooms, and to things like these, for Winter bleak

Was shouting loud from the hills, and flinging high

His gossamer net that fills frail Autumn's sky.

So I said goodbye to the bees; for I knew that soon

I should bask no more 'neath the trees on some high noon
And hark to the drowsy hum close overhead.

For the cold and rain must come, now Summer's dead.

So I wallowed a while in woe and wooed unease;

And I rather liked it so; for it seemed to please

Some clamoring inner urge - some need apart,

And I felt self-pity surge, here, in my heart

As I said goodbye to the bees, my tireless friends

Who toil mid the flowers and the trees till daylight ends
Who toil in the sun, yet seem to find no irk,

While I loll in the shade and dream; for I do love work.

Ah, fate and the falling leaf! How dear is woe.

How subtly sweet is grief (Synthetic). So

I said goodbye to the bees; and then I wrote

This crown of threhodies, while in my throat

I choked back many a sob and salt tears spent.

But I felt I'd done my job, and was content.

For I'd penned my piece to the bees - the poet's tosh
Of the Autumn's drear unease. Ah, me! Oh, gosh!

I said goodbye to the bees last Friday week....

Then the tempest shook the trees, the swollen creek

Went thundering down to the plain, the wind shrieked past,
And the cold, and the wet, wet rain were here at last....
Then, a hot sun, scorning rules, shone forth, alack!

And those blundering, blithering fools, the bees came back,
Humming a song inance in the rain-washed trees. . . .

Now it's all to do again. . . . Oh, blast the bees!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Autumn Song

With the advent of the Autumn

Trees behave as Nature taught 'em;

Maple, Sumach, Plum and Poplar, and the Chestnut known as Horse,
Ere they shed the Summer fashion,

Break into a perfect passion

Of sweet rivalry in color (if deciduous, of course).

Autumn comes, and Claret Ashes,

Liquidambars, showing splashes

From her palette, don the motley - Joseph's coats of many a hue:
Russet-red and golden-yellow

As the season waxes mellow.

As for me, like certain gum-trees, I perversely grow more blue.

I would quaff in ample measure

Every draught of Autumn's pleasure

Were it not a grim foreboding spreads its color thro' the mind.
And I know that Autumn breezes

Bring the first hint of the wheezes;

For, when Fall the Summer follows, Winter is not far behind.

Would I were like lucky mortals

Who, with Winter at the portals,

Shed their ills like Autumn leaves and welcome days of snow and ice.
Still, why not accept the present?

Fall brings favors amply pleasant.

Seat me - Ishoo! - id the sudlight. Autumb cad be very dice.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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'Ave A 'Eart!

"Ere! 'Ave a 'eart!' 'e sez. 'Why, love a duck!
A 'uman bein' ain't a choppin' block!

There ain't no call fer you to go an' chuck

A man about when 'e 'as took the knock.
Gaw! Do yeh want to bust 'im all apart!

'Ere! 'Ave a 'eart!

'Aw, 'ave a 'eart!' 'e weeps. 'A fight's a fight;
But, strike me bandy, this is bloody war!

It's murder! An' you got no blasted right

To arst a 'uman man to come fer more.

'E 'ad no chance with you right frum the start.
Aw, 'ave a 'eart!

'Yeh've pulped 'is dile,' 'e whines; 'yeh've pinched 'is gun;
Yeh've bunged 'is eye 'an bashed in 'arf 'is teeth.

'Struth! Ain't yeh satisfied with wot yeh've done?

Or are you out to fit 'im fer a wreath?

The man's 'arf dead a'ready! Wot's yer dart?

Say, 'ave a 'eart!"

I never did 'ear sich a bloke to squeal

About a trifle. This 'ere pal uv Spike's

Don't seem to 'ave the stummick fer a deal

Uv solid stoush: rough work don't soot 'is likes.
'E ain't done much but blather frum the start,
"Ere 'ave a 'eart!"

A rat-face coot 'e is, with rat-like nerves
That's got all jangled with ixceedin' fright,
While I am 'andin' Spike wot 'e deserves.
But twice 'e tried to trip me in the fight,
The little skunk, now sobbin' like a tart,
'Aw, 'ave a 'eart!"

This 'ere's the pretty pitcher in Ah Foo's

Back privit room: Spite Wegg, well on the floor,
Is bleedin' pretty, with a bonzer bruise

Paintin' one eye, an' 'arf 'is clobber tore.
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While me, the cong'rin' 'ero, stan's above
'Owlin' me love.

The rat-face mutt is dancin' up an' down;
Ah Foo is singin' jazz in raw Chinee;

The parson's starin' at me with a frown,
As if 'e thort sich things could never be;
An' I'm some bloke 'e's but 'arf rekernised
'E's 'ipnertised.

Foo's furniture is scattered any'ow,

Artisic like, in bits about the floor.

An' 'arf a dozen blokes, drawn by the row,
Nosey but nervis, 'overs near the door.

I ain't no pitcher orf no chocklit box.

I've took some knocks.

I ain't no pitcher. But - 0 Glory! - But

Ther's dicky-birds awarblin' in me soul!

To think that I ain't lost that upper-cut!

An' my left-'ook's still with me, good an' whole.
I feared me punch was dead; but I was wrong.
Me 'eart's all song!

Then, as Spike makes a move, I raised me mits
Fearin' a foul; an' Rat-face does 'is block.

'E loosens up a string uv epi-tits

That seem to jolt the parson with a shock.
Filthy an' free they was, make no mistakes.
Then Snowy wakes.

All through the fight 'e 'ad seemed kind uv dazed,
Ubsorbin' it like some saint in a dream.

But now 'e straightened up, 'is ole eyes blazed
An', as the filth flowed in a red-'ot stream,

'Is voice blew in like cool winds frum the south:
'Shut that foul mouth!"

'Shut your vile mouth, or, by the Lord! - "Is 'and
Went up, an' there was anger on 'is face.

But Rat-face ducked. 'E weren't the man to stand
Agin that figger uv avengin' grace.
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Ducked, or 'e might uv stopped one 'oly smite
Frum Snowy's right.

'Young friend,' 'E turns to me. An'then I 'ear
A yell: 'The cops! The cops is in the Lane!
'Parson,' I sez, 'we are de tropp, I fear.

Mid 'appier scenes I'll vencher to ixplain.

'Ang to me 'and, an' wave no fond farewell;
But run like 'ell!’

Some say wrong livin' reaps no good reward.
Well, I dunno. IfI 'ad not cut loose

In Spadgers, in them days long, long deplored,
'Ow could I knowed the run uv Foo's caboose?
That back-way entrance, used fer Chiner's friends'
Un'oly ends.

Out by a green door; down a flight uv stairs;
Along a passige; up another flight;

Through 'arf a dozen rooms, broadcastin' scares
To twenty yellow men, pea-green with fright;
Me an' the parson, through that 'eathen land,
Trips 'and in 'and.

Out uv dark corners, voices 'ere an' there
Break sudden with a jabberin' sing-song,

Like magpies flutin' on the mornin' air.

We pays no 'eed to them, but plug along,
Twistin' an' turnin' through them secret ways,
Like in a maze.

I bust a bolted door. The parson gasps:
The air inside is 'eavy with the drug.

A fat Chow goggles at the broken hasps;
Another dreams un'eedin' on a rug.

Out by the other door-past piles uv fruit
'Ow we did scoot!

Red lanterns - lacquer-work - brass pots - strange smells
Silk curtains - slippers - baskets - ginger jars

A squealin' Chinee fiddle-tinklin' bells

Queer works uv art - filth - fowls - ducks - iron bars
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To winders - All pass by us in a stream,
Like 'twuz a dream.

Down to a cellar; up agen, an' out
Bananers - brandy jars - we rush pell-mell,
Turnin' to left, to right, then round about
(The parson, after, said it seemed like 'ell)
Through one last orful pong, then up a stair
Into clean air.

We're in a little yard; no thing to stop

Our flight to freedom but a fence. 'Now, jump!'
I grabs 'is rev'rince, 'eaves 'im to the top,

An' bungs me own frame over with a bump.
'Dam!' sez the parson - or it sounded so

But I dunno.

Seems that 'is coat got 'itched up on a nail.
'E jerks it free an' gently comes to earth.
'Peter the 'ermit's 'ome!' I sez. 'All "ail!'
An' makes punk noises indicatin' mirth.
The parson, 'e walks on, as still as death.
Seems out o' breath.

I walk beside 'im; but 'e sez no word.

To put it straight, I'm feelin' pretty mean
Feelin' a bit ashamed uv wot's occurred
But still, I never planned to 'ave no scene
With Spike. I didn't start the flamin' row,
Not any'ow.

I tells 'im so. But still 'e never spoke.

I arsts 'im 'ow else could the thing be done.
I tells 'im straight I'd let no flamin' bloke
Take pot shots at me with no flamin' gun.
'E stops, an' pats me shoulder with 'is 'and:
'T understand.

'Young friend.' 'Is face is orful stern an' grave.
'The brawl was not your seekin', we'll suppose.
But does it 'elp this girL we wish to save?

'Ow can sich mad brutality serve Rose?
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May be, in anger, you fergot, young friend,
Our Christian end?’

'Not on yer life!' I tells 'im. 'Spike's in soak,
Whether the cops 'ave got 'im now or not.

An' that removes one interferin' bloke

Wot 'ad a mind to queer our 'oly plot.
Tomorrer we'll find Rose, an' work good works
With gentler lurks.'

'Gentler?' 'e sez. 'l 'ope so.' Still 'e's grave.'The ways uv 'Eaven's strange,' 'e
sez, 'an' yours
Is stranger still. Yet all may work to save

One strugglin' soul, if 'Eaven's grace endures.'
'E's dreadful solemn.

'T must own I feel

Grieved a great deal.

'Your face,' 'e sez, 'is very badly cut -'

'Now, look,"' I chips. "Old on. Let's git this right.
'Oo was it tried to stoush that rat-face mutt?

'Oo was it barracked for me in the fight?

'Oo was it used that word uv evul sense

Up on that fence?'

'Young friend!" . . . Indignant? 'Struth! I see 'im try
To keep reel stern. But soon I rekernise

The little twinkle stealin' in 'is eye,

That won't keep out, no matter 'ow 'e tries.

An' then - 'is twitchin' lips smile wide apart:

'Aw, 'ave a 'eart!"

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Averted Violence

Stripped to the buff they circled round,
And jagged and swung and crossed;
To uppercut and smash and pound

No chances either lost;

Till folks opined, in some alarm,

That they might do each other harm.

Fiercely, they swung the left and right,
With punch and bash and clout:

Each grimly hopeful that he might

Secure the glad knock-out.

And, as they watched the 'claret' spurt,
The crowd feared someone might be hurt.

The ribs of one were bruised and sore,
His chin was badly gashed;

The other's face was streaked with gore;
And yet they biffed and bashed.

And someone said, 'It this goes on
There'll be an injury anon.'

Harder and swifter rained the blows,

And fiercer grew the fray;

At chest and chin and eye and nose

Each boxer biffed away;

Till cried the audience in fright,

If they're not stopped they'll start to fight!'

But on they battled, bruised and dazed,
Scarce able now to stand;

Until the Law stepped in and raised

A stern, restraining hand.

'Ah!" sighed the crowd, freed from suspense,
'It might have led to violence.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Bacchus Marsh

Here she bides, a buxom lady,

Blest by peace and great content;
Dwelling by her byways shady,
Where the elm trees boughs are bent;
Shutting out the world's wild clamor,
Lending to her streets a glamour,
Gracious and beneficent.

Fortune came to her full easy,

Asking little of man's toil;

So she prospered in those breezy
Days when wealth sprang from the soil
And kind earth, munificently,

As the placid seasons passed,

For man's fortune proffered gently
Rich and gracious gifts in plenty,
Drawn from out her storehouse vast.

Portly dame, untuned to trouble,
Destined through the years to be
While the ills of earth redouble
Sheltered in tranquility,

Asking neither fame nor glory,
And with quiet dilligence

Tending earth that tells the story
Of an age long gone and hoary,
And the young world's turbulence.

Brown hills, broody in the diatnce,
Fecund fields that won their worth
Out of nature's mad insistence

To remould her tortured earth
These have left their age-old traces
In the glacier's graven trail,

Thro' the wondrous green oasis
Where the pleasant river races
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To the sea from this calm vale.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Ballad Of Bopard Defied

As I came to a playing-field on happy summer day

Two strudy youths I did espy; at cricket they did play.

One had the ball, one had the bat, and, with a right good smack,

As one tossed up the crimson sphere, the other smote it back.

Now, as I reached the bowler's end, I saw the young man quail;

His hand they shook, his knees went crook, his face was ashen pale;
Then, with a gulty kind of look, he cast the ball away,

And in a weak and trembling voice these words to me did say:

(In a tearful, pleading voice, with plenty of temolo and shivering grass.)

'Don't tell them that you saw me,

Or that I misbehaved.

Their methods over-aw me;

But I would not be enslaved.

I love my freeders, msiter, as much as any man;
But, oh, I love my bit of cricket, too.

And I dearly love to bowl,

But the great Board of Control,

They would chain me to their chariot if they knoo.'
(Adopt severe judicial manner, frowning darkly.)

'Young man,' I said, 'it grieves me this state of things to find,

For it is all too clear to me you have the crim'nal mind.

Thus to play without a licence and the noble Board defy

Is very reprehensible. 'Tut, tut!' I said, 'Fie, fie!

With salt tears streaming from his eyes, he bowed his head in shame.
'‘Come, come,' I said, 'there's hope for you. Buck up and play the game.'
Then I eyed the other stripling; but, much to my dismay,

In tones most ungrammatical these words I heard him say: -

(In ringing, defiant accents, full of roughneck pride.)

'Go tell them that you seen me;

Go bowl it in their ear.

But no Board won't come between me

An' the game I 'old so dear,

I don't want to go to Indier or England with no team,
Fair Ostral-i-ar is good enough fur me!

I will never sell me soul

To no crool Board of Control;
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For me favorite game is ping-pong, an' I'm free!’

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Ballad Of Captious Critics

Stuffed with tradition and trammels of yore,

Cramped in their studies, they sneer and scold

At the strange, new passions young hearts would pour
Thro' a sunlit land, and a tale unfold

Of youth's ambition - new-minted gold

Fresh from life's furnace, all aglow

With none of its worth are their hearts cajoled,

If it waken no echo of things they know.

Their minds close cluttered with olden lore,

Their praise for the new is charity doled;

Their memories, clogged with a moss-grown store
Of dead men's wisdom, naught also may hold,
The flight of an eaglet, overhold,

Is an impudent thing, so their judgements go;
And the song of a bush bird leaves them cold,

If it wakes no echo of things they know.

Songs have sprung from this virgin shore,
Tales that are turned from an unworn mould,
These be but follies that grieve them sore
Rhymes the old troubadours have not trolled.
Themes must be borrowed from urn of old;
For originality irks them so,

And the voice of the bush must be controlled,
If it wakes no echo of things they know.

ENVOI
Prints - aye, and reprints, tales retold.
Shadows - for these do their plaudits grow;
But the bard stays dumb, and the book unsold

If it waken no echo of things they know.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Ballad Of Lieges

Son of our King: When yoemen sailed
From Britain to expand her sway,

The coward from High venture quailed,
The weakling sank beside the way.
None save the strong in that far day,
The brave, stood clear-eyed at the prow
To plan such parts as venturers play.
Here be their kin who greet you now.

Britain had failed if these had failed -
Stout pioneers whose sterner clay,
Reckless of that the task entailed,

Faced the unknown with no dismay.

Out to vast wildernesses they

Blazed pain-strewn paths, for axe plough
To earn this fruitful century's pay.

Here be their kin who greet you now.

When o'er an Empire bugles wailed

To summon liegemen to the fray,

In sons the olden urge prevailed;

Nor life, nor love might bid them stay.
Unblooded, in red war's array

They proved the breed, they kept the vow,
They paid the price as liegemen may.
Here be their kin who greet you now.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Ballarat

The digger's cultured daughter:
Her youth was wildly free.

Now by the placid water

Of tree-girt Wendouree

She walks, a gracious lady,
Where sculptured beauty gleams
By verdant paths and shady,
And dreams her golden dreams.

Her father was a digger,
Bearded and blunt and crude,
His hand quick to the trigger
Should tyranny intrude.

With lifts of sudden riches

He heaped his hoyden lass,
Whose flowering new bewitches
With beauty all who pass.

For she has sown her gardens

To hide the scars of greed,

And, where the old dump hardens,
Springs many a fruitful seed.

And, as she gathers graces

In loveliness to last,

Serenity replaces

A turbulence long past.

Her father was a miner,
Great in his day and age;
But here to ideals finer

She shapes her heritage.
Until it spreads in glamor,

A wonder to behold

Of peace come after clamor,
Of grace that followed gold.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Barley Grass

Wavin' corn upon the hillside,
Twinklin' daisies on the rise,

Mystic bushes across the ranges,
Wattle in its spring-time guise,
Stately gums that mark the twinin's
Of the ole creek - let 'em pass.
Leave me here to lie, a-lazin'

In the noddin' barley grass.

Barley grass was noddin', noddin'
'Long the dear ole township track

Where, in school days, we were ploddin':

Four mile there an' four mile back.
Teacher, on the summer mornin's,
Called us, scoldin', from the class,
An' we wasted precious moments

Pickin' out the barley grass.

Barley grass insinuatin’,

In a summer long ago,
Gained a girl maternal ratin’,
Made a chap a holy show.

'Some one's been to walk with some one

Down the creek-side with a lass.
Fie, it ain't no use denyin'
Tell-tale seeds of barley grass.'

Came a time, when fortune frownin'
Sent a spring in cruel guise:

Wilted corn upon the hillside,
Brown soil barren on the rise,
Droopin' gums along the ole creek
Dry beneath a sky of brass;

An' we longed for just the sight of
One green tuft of barley grass.

But we battle on together,
Her an' me that mockin' spring,
Never losin' faith or doubting'
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What the future was to bring.
Watchin', waitin' for the dawnin’,
For the time of trial to pass;

An' 'twas her that found one mornin'
That first peep of barley grass.

We don't want no wreath of roses,
We don't want no immortelles,
When the last of us reposes

In the last of earthly spells.

Plant above - we ain't presumin’
To be writ on stone or brass

Just a modest, unassumin’,
Simple bit of barley grass.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Beauty's Blemish

You are as young, O lady mine,

As ere you were in olden days,

Your lips are red, your blue eyes shine,

And still you have your girlish ways.

I hate to think what years have flown

Since first I praised these things, mine own.

Your frocks still have that youthful cut,
Garbing a svelte form, slim and flat.
You should be spreading, darling but
Your middle-age has brought no fat.
Indeed, you sometimes seem at nights
A flapper, seen in certain lights.

My fond eyes have surveyed you, sweet,
Thro' all these years and found no fault.
Your lustrous hair, your tiny feet

Are still perfection. Yet a halt

In my high praise wakes sudden fears:
You're growing old behind the ears!

Yet, even then, I'd not repine

If that grey matter which should fill
That pretty head, O lady mine,
Gained age, 'twere compensation still;
And I'd forgive the ravening years,

If you'd mature above the ears.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Beef Tea

She never nagged; she never said no word;
But sat an' looked at me an' never stirred.

I could 'a' bluffed it out if she 'ad been

Fair narked, an' let me 'ave it wiv 'er tongue;
It silence told me 'ow 'er 'eart wus wrung.
Poor 'urt Doreen!

Gorstruth! I'd sooner fight wiv fifty men
Than git one look like that frum 'er agen!

She never moved; she never spoke no word;
That 'urt look in 'er eyes, like some scared bird:
''Ere is the man I loved,' it seemed to say.
"E's mine, this crawlin' thing, an' I'm 'is wife;
Tied up fer good; an' orl me joy in life

Is chucked away!'

If she 'ad bashed me I'd 'a' felt no 'urt!

But 'ere she treats me like—like I wus dirt.

'Ow is a man to guard agen that look?

Fer other wimmin, when the'r blokes go crook,
An' lobs 'ome wiv the wages uv a jag,

They smashes things an' carries on a treat

An' 'owls an' scolds an' wakes the bloomin' street
Wiv noisy mag.

But 'er—she never speaks; she never stirs . . .

I drops me bundle . . . An' the game is 'ers.

Jist two months wed! Eight weeks uv married bliss
Wiv my Doreen, an' now it's come to this!

Wot wus I thinkin' uv? Gawd! I ain't fit

To kiss the place 'er little feet 'as been!

'Er that I called me wife, me own Doreen!

Fond dreams 'as flit;

Love's done a bunk, an' joy is up the pole;

An' shame an' sorrer's roostin' in me soul.

'"Twus orl becors uv Ginger Mick—the cow!

(I wish't I 'ad 'im 'ere to deal wiv now!
I'd pass 'im one, I would! 'E ain't no man!)
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I meets 'im Choosdee ev'nin' up the town.
'Wot O,' 'e chips me. 'Kin yeh keep one down?"
I sez I can.

We 'as a couple; then meets three er four
Flash coves I useter know, an' 'as some more.

"Ow are yeh on a little gamble, Kid?'

Sez Ginger Mick. 'Lars' night I'm on four quid.
Come 'round an' try yer luck at Steeny's school.
'No,' sez me conscience. Then I thinks, 'Why not?
An' buy 'er presents if I wins a pot?

A blazin' fool

I wus. Fer 'arf a mo' I 'as a fight;

Then conscience skies the wipe . . . Sez I 'Orright.’

Ten minutes later I was back once more,
Kip in me 'and, on Steeny Isaac's floor,

Me luck was in an' I wus 'eadin' good.

Yes, back agen amongst the same old crew!
An' orl the time down in me 'eart I knew

I never should . ..

Nex' thing I knows it's after two o'clock
Two in the morning! An' I've done me block!

'Wot odds?' I thinks. 'I'm in fer it orright.’

An' so I stops an' gambles orl the night;

An' bribes me conscience wiv the gilt I wins.

But when I comes out in the cold, 'ard dawn

I know I've crooled me pitch; me soul's in pawn.
My flamin' sins

They 'its me in a 'eap right where I live;

Fer I 'ave broke the solim vow I give.

She never magged; she never said no word.

An' when I speaks, it seems she never 'eard.

I could 'a' sung a nim, I feels so gay!

If she 'ad only roused I might 'a' smiled.

She jist seems 'urt an' crushed; not even riled.

I turns away,

An' yanks me carkis out into the yard,

Like some whipped pup; an' kicks meself reel 'ard.
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An' then, I sneaks to bed, an' feels dead crook.
Fer golden quids I couldn't face that look

That trouble in the eyes uv my Doreen.

Aw, strike! Wot made me go an' do this thing?
I feel jist like a chewed up bit of string,

An' rotten mean!

Fer 'arf an hour I lies there feelin' cheap;

An' then I s'pose, I muster fell asleep....

' 'Ere, Kid, drink this' . . . I wakes, an' lifts me 'ead,
An' sees 'er standin' there beside the bed;

A basin in 'er 'ands; an' in 'er eyes

(Eyes that wiv unshed tears is shinin' wet)

The sorter look I never shall ferget,

Until I dies.

' 'Ere, Kid, drink this,' she sez, an' smiles at me.

I looks — an' spare me days! It was beef tea!

Beef tea! She treats me like a hinvaleed!

Me! that 'as caused 'er lovin' 'eart to bleed.

It 'urts me worse than maggin' fer a week!

'Er! 'o0 'ad right to turn dead sour on me,
Fergives like that, an' feeds me wiv beef tea . ..
I tries to speak;

An' then — I ain't ashamed o' wot I did

I 'ides me face . . . an' blubbers like a kid.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Before The War

'Before the war,' she sighs. 'Before the war.'

Then blinks 'er eyes, an' tries to work a smile.

'Ole scenes,' she sez, 'don't look the same no more.
Ole ways,' she sez, 'seems to 'ave changed their style.
The pleasures that we had don't seem worth while
Them simple joys that passed an hour away

An' troubles, that we used to so revile,

'Ow small they look', she sez. "Ow small today.

'This war!' sighs ole Mar Flood. An' when I seen
The ole girl sittin' in our parlour there,

Tellin' 'er troubles to my wife Doreen.

As though the talkin' eased 'er load 'uv care,

I thinks uv mothers, 'ere and everywhere,
Smilin' a bit while they are grievin' sore

For grown-up babies, fightin' Over There;

An' then I 'ears 'em sigh, 'Before the war.'

My wife 'as took the social 'abit bad.

I ain't averse - one more new word I've learned
Averse to tea, when tea is to be 'ad;

An' when it comes I reckon that it's earned.

It's jist a drink, as fur as I'm concerned,

Good for a bloke that toilin' on the land;

But when a caller comes, 'ere am I turned

Into a social butterfly, off-'and.

Then drinkin' tea becomes a 'oly rite.

So's I won't bring the family to disgrace

I guts a bit 'uv coachin' overnight

On ridin' winners in this bun-fed race.

I 'ave to change me shirt, an' wash me face,
An' look reel neat, from me waist up at least,
An sling remarks in at the proper place,

An' not makes noises drinkin', like a beast.

""Ave some more cake. Another slice, now do.

An' won't yeh 'ave a second cup uv tea?
'Ow is the children?' Ar, it makes me blue!
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This boodoor 'abit ain't no good to me.

I likes to take me tucker plain an' free:
Tea an' a chunk out on the job for choice,
So I can stoke with no one there to see.
Besides, I 'aven't got no comp'ny voice.

Uv course, I've 'ad it all out with the wife.

I argues that there's work that must be done.
An' tells 'er that I 'ates this tony life.

She sez there's jooties that we must not shun.
You bet that ends it; so I joins the fun,

An' puts 'em all at ease with silly grins

Slings bits uv repartee like ""Ave a bun,’

An' passes bread an' butter, for my sins.

Since I've been marri'd, say, I've chucked some things,
An' learned a whole lot more to fill the space.

I've slung all slang; crook words 'ave taken wings,
An'I 'ave learned to entertain with grace.

But when ole Missus Flood comes round our place

I don't object to 'er, for all 'er sighs;

Becos I likes 'er ways, I likes 'er face,

An', most uv all, she 'as them mother's eyes.

'Before the war,' she sighs, the poor ole girl.
'Er talk it gets me thinkin' in between,

While I'm assistin' at this social whirl. . . .
She comes across for comfort to Doreen,

To talk about the things that might 'ave been
If Syd 'ad not been killed at Suvla Bay,

Or Jim had not done a bunk at seventeen,
An' not been heard uv since 'e went away.

They 'ave a little farm right next to us

'Er and 'er husband - where they live alone.
Spite uv 'er cares, she ain't the sort to fuss
Or serve up sudden tears an' sob an' moan,
An' since I've known 'er some'ow I 'ave grown
To see in 'er, an' all the grief she's bore,

A million brave ole mothers 'oo 'ave known
Deep sorrer since them days before the war.
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'Before the war,' she sez. 'Yeh mind our Syd?
Poor lad. . . . But then, yeh never met young Jim
'Im 'oo was charged with things 'e never did.

Ah, both uv you'd 'ave been reel chums with 'im.
'Igh-spirited 'e was, a perfect limb.

It's six long years now since 'e went away

Ay, drove away.' 'Er poor ole eyes git dim.

'That was,' she sighs, 'that was me blackest day.

'Me blackest day! Wot am I sayin' now?

That was the day the parson came to tell

The news about our Syd. . . . An', yet, some'ow . . ..
My little Jim!" She pauses for a spell. . . .

'Your 'olly'ocks is doin' reely well,'

She sez, an' battles 'ard to brighten up.

'An' them there pinks uv yours, 'ow sweet they smell.
An' - Thanks! I think I will 'ave one more cup.'

As fur as I can get the strength uv it,

Them Floods 'ave 'ad a reel tough row to how.
First off, young Jim, 'oo plays it high a bit,
Narks the ole man a treat, an' slings the show.
The come the war, an' Syd 'e 'as to go.

'E run 'is final up at Suvla Bay

One uv the Aussies I was proud to know.

An' Jim's cracked 'ardy since 'e went away.

'Er Jim! These mothers! Lord, they're all the same.
I wonders if Doreen will be that kind.

Syd was the son 'oo played the reel man's game;
But Jim 'oo sloped an' left no word be'ind,

His is the picter shinin' in 'er mind.

'Igh-spirited! I've 'eard that tale before.

I sometimes think she'd take it rather kind

To 'ear that 'is 'igh spirits run to war.

'Before the war,' she sez. 'Ah, times was good.
The little farm out there, an' jist us four

Workin' to make a decent liveli'ood.

Our Syd an' Jim! . . . Poor Jim! I grieves me sore;
For Dad won't 'ave 'im mentioned 'ome no more.
'E's 'urt, I know, cos 'e thinks Jim 'urt me.
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As if 'e could, the bonny boy I bore. . ..
But I must off 'ome now, an' git Dad's tea.'

I seen 'er to the gate. (Take it frum me,

I'm some perlite.) She sez, 'Yeh mustn't mind
Me talkin' uv Jim, but when I see

Your face it brings 'im back; 'e's jist your kind.
Not quite so 'an'some, p'r'aps, nor so refined.

I've got some toys uv 'is,' she sez. 'But there

This is ole woman's talk, an' you be'ind

With all yer work, an' little time to spare.

She gives me 'and a squeeze an' turns away,
Sobbin', I thort; but then she looks be'ind,

Smilin', an' wavin', like she felt reel gay,

I wonders 'ow the women work that blind,

An' jist waves back; then goes inside to find

A lookin'-glass, an' takes a reel good look. . . .
""Not quite so 'an'some, p'r'aps, nor so refined!
Gawd 'elp yeh, Jim,' I thinks. 'Yeh must be crook.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Benalla

A country lass with rosy cheeks,

A healthy maid with merry ways;
Labor 'mid loveliness she seeks,

And strives to crowd with joy her days.
For she was raised upon a farm;

Upon a farm she grew in grace,

And in that clear air won this charm,
This sweet allure of form and face.

Where she had won the art to grow,
About her house, about her door,

Such loveliness as these days show,
Ask of the years that went before.

But learn she did, as scenes attest

By tree-girt lawn and flowery way,
Even her bridge-heads flank some nest
Of nodding roses, richly gay.

Beyond her home the wheatlands roll,
To yield their tithes upon her dower;
Yet, 'spite her soft, aesthetic soul,
She gives not all to field and flower.
For, show the lass a well-set horse;
Show her a dog with grace or speed;
Set her upon some sunlit course,

And she knows full content indeed.

A country lass with rosy cheeks,

Deft and delightful, who can be

A hostess rare to one who seeks

Her kindly hospitality.

And here she reigns, a queen indeed,
About her flowery realm to ride,
Mounted upon a well-bred steed,

A good hound trotting by her side.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Bendigo

A golden maid whose golden voice
Calls to the northern lands,

Of riches she has had her choice.
Twin treasures to make men rejoice
Came easy to her hands:

The golden harvest of broad fields,
Or that dark gift of sudden yields
Won from her golden sands.

But men have scorned her worthier pride
In rich and fruitful soil;

And, spreading desolation wide,

Ranged all her verdant countryside

To ravage and despoil.

And now grey wastes of tortured earth
Await the glory of rebirth

Thro' nature's patient toil.

She has the wish, she has the will

To gather beauty round.

Though gold's fierce lure stays with her still,
She lives to plan and strive until

Springs from this barren ground

Earth's only treasure, scorned of yore,

And smiling verdure clothes once more

Full many a bare, bleak mound.

She guards the gateway of the north
The broad lands of the sun.
Hospitably her hand goes forth,
Eager to vindicate the worth

Of happier tasks begun,

And in gay gardens to express

A newer urge to loveliness

And kinder virtues won.

A virile lass, in no wise strange,

Of true Australian breed:
Where drab days into sunlight charge
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Across the Great Dividing Range

She scatters now the seed

That shall bring yields a thousandfold
When gardens count for more than gold
And peace outvalues greed.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Bert

Did you ever meet Bert? 'E's all over the town,
In offices, shops an' in various places,

Cocky an' all; an' you can't keep 'im down.

I never seen no one so lucky at races.

Backs all the winners or very near all;

Tells you nex' day when the races are over.

'E makes quite a pot, for 'is wagers ain't small;
An' by rights 'e 'ad ought to be livin' in clover.

But, some'ow or other - aw, well, I dunno.

You got to admit that some fellers is funny.

'E don't dress too well an' 'is spendin’ is low.

I can't understand wot 'e does with 'is money.
'E ought to be sockin' a pretty fair share;

An' tho' 'e will own 'e's a big money-maker,

'E don't seem to save an' 'e don't seem to care
If 'e owes a big wad to 'is butcher an' baker.

'E don't tell you much if you meet on the course;
But after it's over 'e comes to you grinnin’',

Shows you 'is card where 'e's marked the first 'orse,
An' spins you a wonderful tale of 'is winnin'.

Can't make 'im out, 'e's so lucky an' that.

Knows ev'ry owner an' trainer an' jockey:

But all of 'is wagerin's done on 'is pat.

Won't spill a thing, even tho' 'e's so cocky.

Oyster, that's Bert. 'E's as close as a book.

But sometimes I've come on 'im sudden an' saw 'im
Lip 'angin' down an' a reel 'aggard look,

Like all the woes in the world come to gnaw 'im.
But, soon as 'e sees you, 'e brightens right up.
'Picked it again, lad!' 'e sez to you, grinnin'.

'A fiver at sevens I 'ad in the Cup!

That's very near sixty odd quid that I'm winnin'.'

Mystery man - that's 'is style for a cert,

Picks the 'ole card, yet 'e's shabby and seedy;
'E must 'ave some sorrer in secrit, ole Bert
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Some drain on 'is purse wot is keepin' 'im needy.

A terrible pity. Some woman, no doubt.

No wonder 'e worries in secrit an' souses.

If I 'ad 'is winnin's, year in an' year out,

Why I'd own a Rolls Royce an' a terris of 'ouses.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Bill

'Gentle brother, answer truly,
Tell what you be.

But, I pray, tax not unduly

Your sagacitee.

Is your brand u-ni-fi-cation

Is't, or is your appellation
Something mild and shorter still?
Answer truly, Brother Bill.'

Gentle brother answered truly,
Though in language hot

For his temper was unruly:
'Don't talk blinded rot!

Blow u-ni-fi-blanky-cation!

If you want me name an' station
My true moniker is Bill,

An' I work at Johnson's mill.'

'Gentle brother, wax not ireful.
I'm not out for jokes.

Yea, and conseugnces direful
Smite bad-temepered blokes.
I've no doubt, all day perspiring,
You graft hard. I'm not inquiring
Who you are or what you do,
But what are you? Answer true.'

Brother Bill stood wildly staring,
Anger in his eye;

And, beligerently glaring,

Thus he made reply:

'Up at Johnson's mill I'm working,
And I ain't a bloke for shirking.

If you want me answer true,

I'm a better man that you!"
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'Gentle brother, of your senses

You seem quite bereft.

Just consider how immense is...."
Here's Bill's dirty left

Took the catechist right squarely,
And Bill forthwith bounced him fairly,
Punched till he was out of breath.
Bill despised a shibboleth.

Note ye how each platform spouter,
Playing at 'the game,’

Strives to label ev'ry doubter

With a foolish name.

With sly tricks and ruses clever
They are keenly seeking ever

To affix a party brand

To all voters in the land.

List, ye party politicians,

Talking near and far,

We don't want vague propositions
As to what you are.

For the shibboleths of party
Rightly earn the curses hearty

Of all honest men and true.

Let is hear of what you DO.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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'Billy’

At the risk of seeming silly,

I would ask you, 'Where is Billy?"
Here's a crisis, here's a fight,

And he's missing. Strike a light!
Blithering blazes! Here's a mill -

Rough house stuff; and where's our Bill?

Where's the speech with phrases frilly,
Trouncing foemen willy nilly,

Waving arms, gesticulations,
Posturing and wild gyrations?

Briefly, where's the vaudeville

That, in olden days was Bill?

Where's the harsh voice, rising shrilly
To uphold the views of Billy?

Far too grave grow politics,

Lacking all his circus tricks.

Missing! Missing! And, alack!

Some folk say he won't come back.

Not so I. I see him dreaming

In some chamber, planning, scheming,
Till, when we are on the verge

Of disaster, he'll emerge

With the only sane, safe plan,

For deliverance of man.

Then with one fine, regal, gesture,
He will don again the vesture

Of authority and right,

Crying, 'Come, I see the light!" . . ..
Gosh! But wouldn't we look silly

If once more we followed Billy?
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Billy's Policeman

I knew a policeman once

And this is true as it ever could be

Who made me feel an awful dunce;

'Cos I lost my dad, and it frightened me.
He came and took me by the hand

'Well, now,' said he; 'young fella-me-lad,
No need to cry, I understand.

You'll soon be back with mummy and dad.'

I knew the big policeman well

Before he'd talked the teeniest while.
Such a lot of things he had to tell;

And he had the cheeriest, merriest smile.
I've got a nipper at home like you

So high, young fella-me-lad,' he said.
And all at once - as true as true

I forgot to cry, and I laughed instead.

And then the big policeman said:

'Ho, that's the stuff for the troops, old son!'
The funniest things came into his head;
And I laughed and laughed at every one.
And when they found my mummy and dad,
And he patted my head and said good-bye.
Somehow or other I felt quite sad;

But I knew he'd be sorry to see me cry.

I know that all policemen now

Are just like that, and it's silly to think

They frown and bully and make a row,

Why, you ought to have seen my merry one wink!
And when I pass where he has his beat,

When I'm out for a walk with mummy and dad,

I wave to my big friend in the street,

'What Ho,' says he, 'young fella-me-lad.’

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Bird - Seed

Old Pete Parraday, he isn't very wise

Or so the local gossips say - They love to criticise

His crazy views and values, and the things he counts worth while.
'Better had he saved his money,' say his critics, with a smile;
'And not become a pensioner with all his silly chat

Of finches, wrens and robins, and such trivial thngs as that.

It's livin' lonely all these years has filched his brains away.'

'An' left me kind o' peacefuller,' grins old Pete Parraday.

Old Pete Parraday, he sits beside the road

Resting from the hefting of his week-end load:

Bread and meat and groceries to serve his simple need,

And a tiny paper packet with the tag, 'Bird Seed.'

'T allus gits three-pennyworth - I've never needed more

For them there little Pommy-birds wot hops about me door
Goldfinches, starlings an' stranger-folk like they

Wot ain't brung up to grubs an' things,' says old Pete Parraday.

'The robins likes their meal-worms; the blue-wrens tackles grubs;

Grey thrushes goes for take-alls like the boozers goes for pubs;

But the little vegetarians for food has far to roam;

An' so I buys 'em bird-seed to make 'em feel at 'ome

Goldfinches, sichlike, them little stranger-folk . . .

I know 'ow people counts me soft an' reckons I'm a joke

When I talks about me bird friends. I've seed 'em nudge an' wink.

But I valyers them there mates o' mine. Cos why? They makes me think.

'They makes me think of beauty, of the glory of the earth,

An' they leads me on to dreamin'. An' wot is dreamin' worth?
Some folk might call it crazy; but it's heaven's gift to me.
Aye, vision sich as never is or was by land or sea.

Man cannot live by bread alone, nor dreams be put in words;
An', if I'm mad, I'm happy mad, an' talkin' to me birds.
Three-pennyworth o' bird-seed counts more to me that way
Then all the wealth of Sheba's queen,' says old Pete Parraday.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Bird Song

Crow

I detest the Carrion Crow!

(He's a raven, don't you know?)

He's a greedy glutton, also, and a ghoul,
And his sanctimonious caw

Rubs my temper on the raw.

He's a demon, and a most degraded fowl.

Blue Wren

I admire the pert Blue-wren

And his dainty little hen-

Though she hasn't got a trace of blue upon her;
But she's pleasing, and she's pretty,

And she sings a cheerful ditty;

While her husband is a gentleman of honour.

Cuckoo

I despise the Pallid Cuckoo,

A disreputable "crook" who

Shirks her duties for a lazy life of ease.

I abhor her mournful call,

Which is not a song at all

But a cross between a whimper and a wheeze.

Kookaburra

I suspect the Kookaburra,

For his methods are not thorough

In his highly-praised campaign against the snakes,
And the small birds, one and all,

Curse him for a cannibal -

Though he certainly is cheerful when he wakes.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Bird Song - Crow

Crow

I detest the Carrion Crow!

(He's a raven, don't you know?)

He's a greedy glutton, also, and a ghoul,
And his sanctimonious caw

Rubs my temper on the raw.

He's a demon, and a most degraded fowl.

Blue Wren

I admire the pert Blue-wren

And his dainty little hen

Though she hasn't got a trace of blue upon her;
But she's pleasing, and she's pretty,

And she sings a cheerful ditty;

While her husband is a gentleman of honour.

Cuckoo

I despise the Pallid Cuckoo,

A disreputable 'crook' who

Shirks her duties for a lazy life of ease.

I abhor her mournful call,

Which is not a song at all

But a cross between a whimper and a wheeze.
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Bird Song - Kookaburra

I suspect the Kookaburra,

For his methods are not thorough

In his highly-praised campaign against the snakes,
And the small birds, one and all,

Curse him for a cannibal

Though he certainly is cheerful when he wakes.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 213



Birds, Batsmen And Bowlers

The throstle now in English lanes

Bids Summer strew her dear delights. . . .
But we, intent on cricket gains,

Watch well our valiant willow knights.
With eager eyes on cabled news,

We watch each bravely mounting score;
With ears half frozen, we refuse

To go to bed; but crane for more

From out the ether, as we sit

And 'listen-in,' tho' midnight's gone.
While glorious centuries they hit

(And if it isn't Bradman, it's Ponsford;
and if it isn't Ponsford, it's Woodfull;
and if it isn't Woodfull, it's McCabe;

and if it isn't McCabe, it's Chipperfield;
and if it isn't Chipperfield -)

Gosh! Can this sort of thing go on?
Our hope lies not alone in Don;

Others remain to carry on.

The Merry Mavis, fluting free

In England now by wood and weald,
Calls from the edge of Arcady. . . .
But, as our bowlers take the field,

We mark them with a mental eye,
Striving against the mimic foe,
Despite one Shaw. (Let Mavis cry,
The foolish fowl.) We see them mow
The wickets down; this way and that,
Turning the ball. Rare joy we sup

To mark their cunning beat the bat -
(And if it isn't Wall, it's O'Reilly;

and if it isn't O'Reilly, it's Grimmett;
and if it isn't Grimmett, it's Fleetwood-Smith;
and if it isn't Fleetwood-Smith -)

Oh Gosh! Can our men keep this up?
The Test? Alas, what bitter cup -
Hey! Shut that kookaburra up!
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Birthday Honours

My natal day was yesterday;

And so I said to Fate,

'What gifts bring you, by one, by two,
To ease my parlous state?"

'l proffer blindly,' Fate replied,

From chance-found joys and ills.

For you, the 'flu; and this beside,

A sheaf of monthly bills.'

My natal day was yesterday;

And so I said to Chance,

'What gifts bring you, by one, by two,
My fortunes to enhance?'

Said Chance, 'I bring no obvious thing.
Unguessed escape bring I

From dangers rife alway in life

That closely pass you by.'

My natal day was yesterday;

And so I said to Life,

'What gifts bring you, by one, by two,

To salve me in the strife?’

But Life said, 'Nought. Long since I brought
My gifts, glum misanthrope;

And these for you I here renew;

Myself and human hope.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Black And White

They fights their fights and they hunt their game,
As they did before the white man came,

Far in the unexplored Outback,

Where still Australia's mostly black.

They little know of white men's laws,
Or of Australia's cherished cause,

Or any of that bag of tricks

Of policies or politics.

Yet, tho' they little dream of it,

Our wild black brothers do their bit;
For while they hanker for a fight
They help to keep Australia white.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Black Saturday

They say a touch of spring is in the air;

They say the wattle trees with bloom are gay;
They say each garden now begins to wear
(Not that I care)

A festal garb that waxes day by day

In loneliness. They tell, too, of blue skies
Aglow with hope . . . I laugh them all to scorn,
And gaze upon these things with listless eyes
That see nought but a vista most forlorn.

They say that bird songs come now with a rush

Of rarest melody; the ambient air

Thrills to the voice of blackbird and of thrush

(I answer 'Tush!

Let 'em go sing their heads off. I don't care.')
They say a kindly sun beams o'er the earth.

They say - Bah! Who pays heed to what they say?
Life is a sham; a mockery is mirth;

I'm making out my income tax today.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Black-Out

These English actors are too mild,

Who seek to have their wrongs redressed.
No manager may be beguiled

By supplication or request.

Some sterner action is required,

A union boss they should engage,
If coloured folk are not desired

To 'crab their acts' upon the stage.

Ours is the method when in doubt;

And they should follow in our track.

And, if they'd keep these niggers out,
They promptly should 'declare them black.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Blokes

Blokes ~ 'Erb

Do you know 'Erb? Now, there's a dinkum sport.
If football's on your mind, why, 'Erb's the sort
To put you wise. It's his whole end and' aim.
Keen? He's as keen as mustard on the game.
Football is in his blood. He thinks an' schemes
All through the season; talks of it an' dreams
An' eats an' sleeps with football on his mind.
Yes: 'Erb's a sport - the reel whole-hearted kind.

'A healthy, manly sport.' That's wot 'Erb says.
You ought to see his form on football days:
Keyed up, reel eager, eyes alight with joy,
Full of wise schemes for his team to employ.
Knows all about it - how to kick a goal,

An' wot to do if they get in a hole.
Enthusiasm? Why, when 'Erb gets set

He is a sight you couldn't well forget.

There ain't a point about it he don't know

All of the teams and players, top to toe.

The rules, the tricks - it's marvellous the way
He follers - Wot? Good Lord, no, he don't play.
'Erb? Playin' football? Blimey! have a heart!
Aw, don't be silly. 'Erb don't have to play;

He knows more than them players any day.

He's never had a football in his hand,

'Cept once, when it was kicked up in the stand.
No, 'Erb ain't never played; he only sits

An' watches 'em, an' yells, an' hoots and splits
His sides with givin' mugs some sound advice
An' tellin' umpires things wot ain't too nice.
Aw, look; your ejication ain't complete

Till you know 'Erb. You reely ought to meet.
Blokes ~ Fred

Do you know Fred? Now there's a man to know
These days when politics are in the air,
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An' argument is bargin' to an' fro

Without a feller gittin' anywhere.

Fred never argues; he's too shrewd for that.
He's wise. He knows the game from A to Z.
All politics is talkin' thro' the hat;

An' everyone is wrong - exceptin' Fred.

Fred says there ain't no sense in politics;

Says he can't waste his time on all that rot.
Trust him. He's up to all their little tricks,

You'd be surprised the cunnin' schemes he's got.
Fred says compulsory voting is a cow.

He has to vote, or else he would be fined,

But he just spoils his paper anyhow,

An' laughs at' em with his superior mind.

But when a law comes in that hits Fred's purse,
You ought to hear him then. Say, he does rouse;
Kicks up an awful row an' hurls his curse

On every bloomin' member in the House.

He gives 'em nothin'; says they all are crook,

All waitin' for a chance to turn their coats;

Says they are traitors; proves it by the book.

An' can you wonder that he never votes?

Aw, say, you must know Fred. You'll hear his skite
Upon street corners all about the place.

An' if you up an' say it serves him right,

He answers that it only proves his case:

Them politicians wouldn't tax him so

Unless they were all crooked, like he said,

Where is the sense in votin' when they go

An' rob a man like that. Hurray for Fred!

Blokes ~ Gus

Do you know Gus? Now, he should interest you.
The girls adore him - or he thinks they do.

He owns a motor bike, not of the sort

That merely cough a little bit, or snort.

His is a fiery, detonating steed

That makes the town sit up and take some heed
A thunderous thing, that booms and roars a treat,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 221



With repercussions that awake the street.

That's Gus. Dead flash. One of the rorty boys,
Whose urge is to express themselves with noise,
He wakes the midnight echoes, when to sleep
We vainly strive, with detonations deep.

And Gus has visions, as he thunders by,

Of maidens who sit up in bed, and sigh,

'It's Gus! It's Gus, the he-man. What a thrill!
'Mid Jovian thunders riding up the hill!'

You can't blame Gus. He has to make a row.
He's got to get publicity somehow.

How else could he stir consciousness in us

That in this world there really is a Gus?

You can't blame Gus. But oft I long, in bed,
That some kind man would bash him on the head -
A hard, swift blow to give him pain for pain.

It would be quite safe. It couldn't hurt his brain.
Blokes ~ Bert

Did you ever meet Bert? 'E's all over the town,
In offices, shops an' in various places,

Cocky an' all; an' you can't keep 'im down.

I never seen no one so lucky at races.

Backs all the winners or very near all;

Tells you nex' day when the races are over.

'E makes quite a pot, for 'is wagers ain't small;
An' by rights 'e 'ad ought to be livin' in clover.

But, some'ow or other - aw, well, I dunno.
You got to admit that some fellers is funny.

'E don't dress too well an' 'is spendin’ is low.

I can't understand wot 'e does with 'is money.
'E ought to be sockin' a pretty fair share;

An' tho' 'e will own 'e's a big money-maker,

'E don't seem to save an' 'e don't seem to care
If 'e owes a big wad to 'is butcher an' baker.

'E don't tell you much if you meet on the course;

But after it's over 'e comes to you grinnin’',
Shows you 'is card where 'e's marked the first 'orse,
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An' spins you a wonderful tale of 'is winnin'.
Can't make 'im out, 'e's so lucky an' that.
Knows ev'ry owner an' trainer an' jockey:
But all of 'is wagerin's done on 'is pat.
Won't spill a thing, even tho' 'e's so cocky.

Oyster, that's Bert. 'E's as close as a book.

But sometimes I've come on 'im sudden an' saw 'im
Lip 'angin' down an' a reel 'aggard look,

Like all the woes in the world come to gnaw 'im.
But, soon as 'e sees you, 'e brightens right up.
'Picked it again, lad!' 'e sez to you, grinnin'.

'A fiver at sevens I 'ad in the Cup!

That's very near sixty odd quid that I'm winnin'.'

Mystery man - that's 'is style for a cert,

Picks the 'ole card, yet 'e's shabby and seedy;

'E must 'ave some sorrer in secrit, ole Bert
Some drain on 'is purse wot is keepin' 'im needy.
A terrible pity. Some woman, no doubt.

No wonder 'e worries in secrit an' souses.

If I 'ad 'is winnin's, year in an' year out,

Why I'd own a Rolls Royce an' a terris of 'ouses.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Bobbie

Gin you're gangin' doon the city
Come next Sabbath afternoon,

An' you'll catch a glimpse o' Tartan
An' you'll hear a skirlin' tune;

An' you'll see a crowd o' laddies
Lookin' verra dour an' staid,

Wi' just here an' there a Cairngorn,
An' a wee tiny speck o' plaid;

Dinna think from their expression
They are on some mission sad

For their thoughts are back wi' Bobbie,
Wi' the braw, brave ploughman lad.

Once again they'll see him treadin'
Dreary-eyed behind the plough,
With his thoughts amonsgt the angels
And a brave light on his brow.
Once again they'll see him sparking
By the burnside and the glen,

Wi' another sort of angel

An' a sonsy lass ye ken.

Aye, a thousand sober Scotsmen
On the Sabbath afternoon,

Will be back again with Bobbie
With a graceless, godlike gloom.

But they'll not tell of his tailin's;

He was human, he was young,

But they'll join him in his dreaming,
And the rare brave songs he sung
Singing songs of bonny Scotland,
That will never fade with time:

Noble thoughts of truth and beauty
That is genius put in rhyme

And they'll love him for his dreaming
Aye, and for his failin's, too,

When their thoughts go back to Bobbie,
Sweetest singer Scotland knew
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'Bobbie' For Brotherhood

Lang syne I penned a mickle rhyme
That muckle grief brocht to my soul;

For critics said 'twas aye a crime

Nae Scottish patriot could thole

Whit way I ca'ed their honored bard,

Wi' kind intention, 'Bobbie' Burns.

Aye, mon, they smote me fine an' hard
Wi' sic' fierce words as nae yin learns
Save native sons, those braw, stern men
O' mountain crag an' heather glen.

Misdoubtin' whit my critics said,

An' sair distressed aboot my plight,

A notion cam' intil my head

To haud a Scottish plebiscite.

Forbye I passed frae Scot to Scot
Spierin' whit way they named their bard,
An' aye the same reply I got

Wi'out dispute in sic' regard;

For ilka mon gie'd answer straight

Wi' ne'er a thocht tae heesitate.

A mon frae Glasea first I speired,

A humble an' unlettered loon,

An' then a scholar, red o' beard,

That cam' from Edinburgh toon;

A Hielan' chief, a rowan' chiel,

Men oot o' Leith an' Aberdeen,

Tae ane an' a' I made appeal,

Tae gowk an' greybeard, wife an' wean,
An' a', wi' unanimity

The selfsame answer gi'ed tae me.

An 'twas na' Robert, Rab or Rob

They ca'ed yon braw, poetic yin

That wakes in Scottish hearts a throb

Wi' words that mak' the whole world kin.
They named him 'Bobbie' wi'out shame,
As Bobbie he will ever be
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To sic' as scorn to clothe his nhame
Wi' smug respectabeelity.

To humble hearts his songs defend
Beloved Bobbie, brither, friend.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Bonds

Briggs

Joseph Briggs, of Yorkshire, England, blessed country of Freetrade,
Where the large importers' profits and fine sentiments are made,
Digs

Deep into his mine of wisdom, and, with British fervency,

Bids us mark the Bonds of Empire reaching out across the sea;
Binding us to one another

Us and our benign old mother

Patriotic apron-strings of Empire we would scorn to free.

Threads -

Crimson threads of kith and kinship - thin red lines of sentiment!
What a wave of fervid friendship over all the continent

Spreads,

When some speaker bids us ponder

On those threads that reach out yonder...

But alas, there are acute grumblers whom mere threads do not content !
Ties

Silken ties! O, who would venture to disturb a single thread?

What a roar of public censure would descend upon his head !

Rise

Split the welkin with your shouting!

Cheer those ties! What? Still some doubting

Pesslimists? Then here is something more substantial in their stead:

Bonds!

GOLDEN BONDS! ... Ah! Now we mention cold commercial £ s. d.
All the land is at attention. Witnhess how the Empire re-

Sponds.

Bonds at three or four percent'll

Beat all shackles sentimental

In the land of shops and shekels, in the country of the free.

Cash -

Cold, hard cash. O, magic metal! How the golden cables groan
When we're called upon to settle or renew our little loan.
Smash?

Never! Though it strains and quivers
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When the bloated Dreadnought-givers
Try to shirk the cost of paying for a navy of our own.

Gold

Chains of gold! Brave bonds of boodle of the merchants' finest make
No assault, however rude, 'll cause those golden links to break.
Hold?

Crimson threads may snap and sever;

Silken ties may break, but never

Shall those chains; they hold for ever for the loyal traders' sake.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Bones, A.B. Is Reminded

Men of the sea (said Bones, A.B.)

Is touchy coves and curious,

They stands a lot, till some dark plot
Gets 'em all hot an' furious.

Tricks with their food brings on a mood
That's apt to be real shirty.

That's how come we once struck at sea
In days when ways was dirty

Them blastin', blazin', hazin' days
When ships an' seas was dirty.

We was 'Frisco bound in a ship ill-found

An' scarce a sound plank in 'er,

Wheh cook speaks free, an' he says, says he:
'There's no plum-duff for dinner!'

'Wot? No plum-duff?' we answers gruff

An' snarky like, an' surly.

'Avast!’ says we. 'We'll strike at sea

Till we gets it, late or early

Down marlinspikes! The whole crew strikes!
For we likes duff late an' early.'

The old man, he don't seem to be

No ways put out about it.

'Plum-duff?' he purrs. 'Why, sure, good sirs,
You'll get some, never doubt it.'

An', cold an' hot, 'twas duff we got

An' nothin' else thereafter.

'Wot? Had enough? You swabs, you stuff!
The skipper roars wi' laughter.

Nought else will come. Eat some, you scum!
Wot? Sick? Excuse my laughter!"

Men of the sea (said Bones, A.B.)
Is proud an' supercilious.

But that don't do, not when a crew
Grows pasty-faced an' bilious.
Whe we bore down on 'Frisco town
A sick crew 'twas wot landed
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An' skipper says: 'Now, go yer ways,

An' say I ain't free-'anded!

You strikin', bluffin', puddin'-stuffin' sweeps,
Say I'm mean-'anded!

You loafin', leerin', mutineerin' mutts,

I 'opes yer stranded!"

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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'Bosses Don'T Seem Right' - A Christmas Monologue

The thing's all wrong (I sez to ‘'im)
Now look, there's this ‘ere Monday, Jim,
Comes before Christmas. Be a toff
An' lest us ‘ave the Monday off.

‘E ‘ums an' ‘ars. An' then he's got
To talk a lot of silly rot

Abut ‘ow business binds a man;
An' ‘e don't quite see ‘ow ‘e can
Afford to give me Monday in,
Seein' he'll lose a lot of tin

Under our capit'listic plan

Which sort of binds a business man
‘Lest his competitors was bound

To give the Monday all around.

If but (‘e sez) they would agree

To let the trade ‘ave Monday free
Then ‘e would do it. There you are!
Shows ‘ow Democracy's a bar.

It's competition, don't you see,

That robs a man of liberty.

But, under Socialism . .. Wot?

Now, listen, I ain't talkin' rot.

I know that ‘e's me boss. But look,
Our scheme of Gover'ment's all crook.

Now, under Socialism, see,

If I said, 'I want Monday free!'

Why, under right conditions, then,

They'd treat their men like they was men;
An' seein' it was Christmas week,

We would n't ‘ave to go an' seek

No favors. We'd just tell ‘em flat:

'We're takin' Monday; an' that's that!"

Wot? Bosses? ... Well, I s'pose there'd be
This, wot you call, Bureaucracy.

To rule us. Yes; per'aps there might;
An' as you say, it don't seem right
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That they should want to bossa man . . ..
But wot about his Fascist plan?

Now, under that, we'd say, 'look ‘ere
Us fellers wants this Monday clear.'
An', bein' reasonable like,

Blokes would n't ‘ave to call a strike
To get their way . . . . Well, I suppose
There's be Dictators - coves like those
To fed a coot on castor oil

If they decided not to toil

On Monday. That seems pretty tough,
All systems seems to treat men rough.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Bottle-O Benny

Chuff! Chuff! Chuff! With a rumble and a rattle,

Waking every echo on the old bush road;

Waking, too, the wonder of the wayside cattle

With the clatter of his engine and his strange, mixed load;
With his front wheels a-wobble and his back brake squealing,
Skirting here the table-drain, grazing there a tree,

His hand upon the steering, but his mind upon his dealing,
Comes Bottle-o Benny in his old Model T.

'Any ole iron, sir? Fat, sir? Bottles, sir?

Cast-off clobber, or any ole rags?

(Pretty sticky patch that, down by the wattles, sir.)
Any ole machinery or secon'-and bags?

Charf bags, bran bags? Taken 'em orf yer 'an's, sir
Best city prices, spot cash. That's me!

This 'ere dealin' life's as 'ard as any man's, sir.'
Says Bottle-o Benny from his old Model T.

He pokes about the rubbish heap; he roots around the stable there;
He loiters in the lumber-shed and says, 'Times is lean.

Give you 'arf-a-dollar, now, for that ole table there.

Square an' all an' honest, sir, I'd 'ardly make a bean!

Yes; I've counted up the bottles; two dozen's wot I make 'em, sir.
Wot? Them sauce an' pickle 'uns?

But, jist for ole acquaintance like, I'll rid yer 'an's an' take 'em, sir.'
And he magically packs them in his old Model T.

Chuff! Chuff! Chuff! With a rattle and a rumble,

Off goes Benny by the Burnt Stump Bend.

His echoes scarce have died away ere Mum begins to grumble:
Where's that copper kettle that I put out to mend?"

And Lil says, 'Last year - (I've always had a feeling)

Last year a clothes-line went when Benny went,' says she.

But Benny won't be back again for twelve months, dealing

For unconsidered trifles in his old Model T.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Bountiful Rain

Bountiful rain, we have yearned for you, prayed for you,
When, thro' the drought days, ill visions had scope;
Thankfulness vast in the past we displayed for you
When you have come at the end of our hope.

Now you have come, is our subsequent attitude
Smacking of gracelessness far from the mind.

Is there a tinge of reproach in our gratitude

If we suggest that you can be too kind?

Farmland and forest have known your munificence;
Sweet, tender green springs anew in the fields;
Meekly and meetly we hail your beneficence,
Dreaming again fresh, glorious yields.

Bountiful rain, of your bounty give ear to us,

Yet deem us not for your bounty unfit,

If we remark that just now you appear to us

Well - overdoing it just a wee bit.

The forest's aweep, but the rain is still falling;

The farmlands are soaking, the paddocks awash;
The swollen hill-creeks thro' their gullies go brawling;
And down thro' the cowyard the dairymen slosh.
Shade of old Noah and all his zoology!

Bountiful rain! Now the drought threat has ceased,
Might we suggest, with an abject apology,

More than enough is as good as a feast.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Breathing-Time

Peace, perfect peace. . . . Come, lay aside your gun.
The danger zone is past; the gauntlet run.

The bark of Scylla ceases on her shore,

And grim Charybdis threatens us no more.

Respite, Nepenthe, leaning-posts and beer!

Football and horses! Breathing time is here!

O witless fools, who, with your cry, 'To Arms!'
Your warnings venomous, and false alarms,
Sought to estrange us from our yellow friends,
Thus all your potter and your bunkum ends!
We are secure once more; we breathe again.
No further need is there for ships or men.

'The Treaty is renewed!' Hip, Hip, Hooray! . . .
Now let us dream the happy hours away.

One pen-stroke! and our liberty appears
Secure again, for ten long, blissful years.

A diplomat or two, a little ink,

Some paper, and, Hi Presto! in a wink,

The Yellow Peril vanishes from sight,

Like vague dream shadows of a restless night.
Let gentleness and peace overspread the land;
And bid our infant warriors disband.

The War-god broods o'er Europe even yet?

What matter? We've a decade to forget

That e'er we dreamed we heard the grim dogs bark.
What child at noon is fearful of the dark?

The forges of the nations still are lit?

Their anvils ring? What do we reek of it?

With ten long years of peace and joy and light,

We laugh at our vague terrors of the night.

Are truces ever broken? Treaties scorned?
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Statesmen corrupted? Diplomats suborned?
Perish the thought! What if, in some far day,
Some foreswom nation flung its bond away?
Shall we, for such as that, forego our joy,
And start at shadows, like a frightened boy?
Shall croaking pessimists, with mild alarms,
Force us, all needlessly, to fly to arms?

Down with the dolts who prate of ships and guns!
Stern Mars shall not enslave Australia's sons.
Come, gag the fools who urge us to defend

Our ports against our harmless yellow friend!
Their words are insults; their aggressiveness
May give him pain, and cause us much distress.
Ab, gaze on him! as he steps forth to sign -

Say, is his smile not peaceful and benign?

Ten years to hoard the gold in shop and mart;

Ten peaceful years to play the trader's part;

To tend the sheep; to watch the green corn sprout
To cheer the race; to gaily clap and shout

At sports of children, played by heedless men.
Ten years of sweet Areadia - and then? . ..

Heed not the voice that thunders the alarm:

'Ten years to play the man! Ten years to arm!'

(O God of Battles, who, thus long, hath spared

A heedless nation, grant we be prepared!

Ten pregnant years! Tens canty years of grace,
To make or mar the fortune of a race.

Grim years of strenuous and unceasing toil,

That all may not become a foeman's spoil -

That it may not be told, some fateful day:

'Ten years they had; ten years they fooled away.")

Peace, perfect peace. . . Ho, let the fun begin,
And split the welkin with a joyous din!
Charybdis grim has ceased to roar and rave,
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And Scylla sits demurely in her cave.
Ho! clash the cymbals, and begin the race!
And thank the gods we have a breathing-space.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Bridles For Butterflies

They must not talk....That strong and silent creature,
The male of homo sapiens, bears the ban

With calm aplomb. Speech is a trivial feature

In any sport conducted by mere man.

Thus, when our flannelled Knights go forth to battle,
They dumbly concentrate upon the game.

But must athletic Eve refrain from prattle

Because of that? No, no! 'Tis not the same.

Sauce for the goose, 'tis said, is sauce for gander,
And vice versa. Futile euphony!

To differentiate, defer and pander

Was e'er the rule when dealing with the 'She.'
Sharp hooks in ears of elephants may steer them
Quite painlessly. But what sane man would try
To harness doves, or bring a halter near them,

Or bit and bridle to a butterfly?

They must not talk....Such order to a shrinking,
Press-dodging cricketer brings small distress,

But, listen girls, what sort of sloppy thinking

Seeks to extend it to the cricketress?

Go, tell the bee she may not buzz in summer

'Mid honeyed bloom. Go, bid the bush birds 'Hush!'
Emus are dumb indeed - could scarce be dumber;
But who, for that, would gag the singing thrush?

So, when you note the agonised expression

On Short-stop's flower-like face, the look of pain

That lurks 'neath Long-on's lip-stick, 'tis repression

That irks them temporarily; but in vain.

For, soon or late, the prisoned flood, o'erflowing

Each carmined lip, down thro' the land shall spill

To what far field man ne'er had means of knowing.

They must not talk? ... Sez you! ... They must - and will.
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Bright

Where Feathertop frowns thro' the winter scud,
Where Buffalo broods on high,

Dwells she, a lass of royal blood,

And a sparkle lights her eye

The clear, clean glint of the sun on snow,
Where the small streams, singing down,

Into the golden Ovens flow,

To decorate her town.

Wild was she on an olden day

And a wilful lass, forsooth,

When the rough, tough diggers came her way
Ere she emerged from youth.

From her river flats they dredged the gold
And laid sad waste to these,

While they drove in thousands from their fold
The thrifty, scared Chinese.

Waxing in beauty, she has grown

To a maid of wide renown;

For the wild, swift days have long since flown.
Now, by her tree-girt town,

Where her plaited river murmuring flows
Thro' sylvan scenes and rare,

A maiden clad in beauty goes

To her hop-fields gleaming there.

Yet men still scheme to dredge these fields,
And filch their loveliness,

All for the sake of bigger yields

In gold, that count far less

Than the rare, rich harvests won today

In calm security.

Leaving but ruin and decay

To sad posterity.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Brightness Breaches And The Beak

Bright young thing: Thou on the beaches
Life is gay and pleasure laden

All in vain the law beseeches

Courtesy from man and maiden

When a car, adorned with beauty
Unadorned, swings down the road,
There's a certain civic duty,

There's a cop, and there's a code,
There's Dame Caution - stuffy ogress -
Who deplores your carefree progress.

Bright young thing, who, with one finger
Nonchalantly on the steering,

(Ever indisposed to linger)

Down the beach road goes careering -
Youth's high claims need no endorsement,
Ever at convention scoffing;

But the fiends of law-enforcement

Lurk obscurely in the offing,

Prone to pounce on any stir made

Even by a scorching mermaid.

Bright young thing: Life can be brighter
When devoid of traffic danger.

E'en this poor pedestrian blighter,

E'en that slow and aged stranger

Has some right to go on living,

On this earth superfluous lagging.

But not the Law, so far forgiving,

Tires of its paternal nagging,
Ill-content to look askance

On sun-tanned insouciance.

Bright young thing upon the beaches,
Youth is urgent, youth is eager.

But no more the Law beseeches

With its admonitions meagre

Your observance of its ruling,

Your respect for cop, and Code,
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But, if you must still go fooling,
'Stepping on it' up the road,

At its end, for flapper, shiek,
Lurks, relentlessly, The Beak.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Brothers O' Mine

Brothers o' mine, brothers o' mine,
All the world over, from pole to pole
All of them brothers of mine and thine
Every wondering, blundering soul.
Banded together by grace divine,
Brothers o' mine, brothers o' mine.

Good Brother Green at the service sat

Sat in the chapel and bowed his head;
Praying most fervently into his hat;
Bending his knee when The Word was read.
For good Brother Green was a godly man

A godly keristian; and what be more,

He loved all sinners, and carefully ran

A worldy and prosperous grocery store.

'Brothers o' mine, brothers o' mine,’

Quoted the preacher, with dolorous drone:
'The Lord He hath given thee all that is thine.
Love ye not gold for itself alone.

E'er to the fallen thy mercy incline,

Love thou thy neighbour! O, brothers o' mine.'

Good comrade Hal in the tavern sat

Sat in the tavern and tossed his head,
Tilting a glass to the brim of his hat;
Bending his arm when the toast was said.
But comrade Hal was a godless man

A godless sinner; and what be more,

He loved good liquor, and carelessly ran
A long, long bill at the grocery store.

'Brother o' mine, brother o' mine,’

Shouted the tippler in riotous tone,

'Toiled thou, and sweated for all that is thine;
But love not gold for itself alone.

Gold bringeth gladness and red, red wine.

Fill up another! O, brother o' mine.'
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Every Sabbath, since childhood years,

Good Brother Green at the service sat

A traveller stern in this vale of tears

Breathing his piety into his hat;

Praying for guidance and praying for light;
Vowing unworthiness more and more;

With a nice warm feeling that all was right

With the business of Green's Cash Grocery Store.

'Brothers o' mine, brothers o' mine,'

Turn not away from thy brother in sin.

Afar let the light of your righteousness shine,
A beacon to gather the wanderer in.

Lovers of wickedness, lovers of wine,

All,' said the worshipper, 'brothers o' mine.'

Every Sabbath, since childhood's years,
Comrade Hal in the tavern sat

A rioter gay in this vale of tears,

Tilting his glass to the brim of his hat;
Drinking from morn to the fall of night;
Vowing good-fellowship more and more;
With a nice warm feeling that all was right,
And a curse for the bill at the grocery store.

Brothers o' mine, brothers o' mine,

Seek ye a pew or a pewter to-day?

Where is the brotherhood vaunted divine

Here, in the tavern - or over the way?

Drink is a snare, and a mocker is wine;

But the world? - Nay, forget it, O brothers o' mine!

Monday morn, with a soul for work,

Good Brother Green stood rubbing his hands
Rubbing his hands with an oily smirk;

Seeking the trade a good name commands.

Came there a widow who pleaded for time

For a month, for a week! Ah, what would it mean!
'Sell up her sticks. This pretence is a crime!

And business is business,' quoth good Brother Green.

Brothers o' mine, brothers o' mine!
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Cover your drunkenness, cover your spite!
Brother in piety, brother in wine

Are we a brotherhood? Lord give us light!
Lover of cant, or the lover of wine

Which lov'st thou of these brothers o' thine?

Heavy and dull on the Monday morn,
Comrade Hal went rubbing his head
Rubbing his head with an air forlorn;
Seeking the tavern where wine is red.
Passed he a beggar who aid invoked.
'Catch, then, brother,' he merely cried,
Spinning a coin as he smiled and joked.
'Now I go thirsty,' the tippler sighed.

Brothers o' mine, brothers o' mine

Brothers in purple, brothers in rags

Who can the bonds of your kin define?
Plead ye beggars, and jest ye wags!

'Nay, beggar brother, why dost thou whine?
All these good people are brothers o' thine.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Brown's Tram

A city clerk was Henry Brown,
Whose suburb knew nor tram nor train;
And ev'ry morn he walked to town.

From nine till five, with busy brain,
He labored in an office dim.
Each eve he walked out home again.

And all this tramping seemed to him
A waste of time, for, 'mid the strife,
He could not keep his lawn in trim.

It clouded his domestic life -
This going early, coming late -
And much distressed his little wife.

Then some wise man declared the State
Should put in trams, and for this scheme
Brown was a red-hot advocate.

At last he realised his dream;
And daily in and out of town
He trammed it with content supreme.

For, though it cost him half-a-crown
A week in fares, the time he saved
Meant much to him and Mrs. Brown.

And so they lived and pinched and slaved
And their suburban happiness
Seemed all that they had ever craved.

The little wife began to bless
The trams; nor grieved their meagre dole
Was weekly two and sixpence less.

Then Brown's employer, kindly soul,

Learned of this tram-car luxury,
And promptly rose to take his toll.
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He sent for Brown and said that he
Should now contrive to come at eight
Since trams blessed his vicinity.

He also deemed it wise to state
That idleness begat muchill,
And it was wrong to sleep in late.

Yet Brown contrived to tram it still,
And trim his lawn with tender care,
And pay his rent and baker's bill.

His little wife vowed it unfair;
But bowed to stern, relentless fate,
And smiled and sewed and worked her share.

Just here, the landlord wrote to state,
Since trams improved his property,
He'd raise the rent as from that date.

'"Three shillings weekly will not be
Too much - an equitable rise,
Considering the trams,' wrote he.

What profit oaths or women's sighs?
His 'sacred rights,' of wealth the fount,
A landlord has to recognise.

To what do poor clerks' lives amount?
An extra hour of slavery
Swells an employer's bank account.

The wealthy boss thanks God that he
Has saved some money out of Brown.
The landlord smiles contentedly.

The trams run gaily up and down,

A sight Brown sadly notes as he
Plods daily in and out of town.
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Bushmen

Rugged men and tough men these,
Men of the lonely ways,

Hard and sturdy as their trees
Where the timbered ranges raise
Their ragged crests to rake the sky;
For the call has come again,

As oft it came in the years gone by,
And the Bush sends forth her men.

Silent men, with eyes alert,

Tramping the hillside steep,

Where the giant trees at the mountain's skirt
Their lonely vigil keep;

Fighting their way where the tangled fern
Covers an ancient track,

Plying the lore that the bushmen learn

Thro' the lonely years outback.

The men of the forest are out once more,
Searching early and late.

As they searched thro' many a day before,
For many a missing mate.

Or a wandering stranger gone astray

In the land of the towering tree,

That has become for all today

The land of tragedy.

And, while the task is a task for men,

Ne'er will they call a stop.

They will tramp the wild bushland again,

And tramp until they drop,

With never a thought for the hours ill-spared
From the labor of the day

To the men of the forest whom fate has dared,
There's nought but to obey.
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'But’

Tho we seem to reach the turning

And the Government is yearning

To brings us swift releif, and make a cut

In the burden of the taxes,

As fond hope within us waxes

Sounds, like the knell of doom, the fatal 'but.’

Oh, that stultifying 'but'!

Every avenue is shut

That leads to that Nirvana that men must believe in still;
And a tantalising star

Gleams as ever yet afar,

As we trudge the weary, winding road that ever goes uphill.

Who can doubt the skies are clearing?

Who can doubt good days are nearing?

We are climbing from depression's gloomy rut.
Now from tax relief we'll borrow

Gladness, and, today, tomorrow

At the latest, end our sorrow surely - but -

Oh, the aggravating 'but'!

When the poor tax-paying mutt

Builds his pretty house of dreams where gold becomes a glut,
Some prosaic politician

Coldly lights the whole position

With the cold, hard light of truth, and dreams go phut!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Cackle

Oh, my brothers do not wrangle.
When the sweets of office dangle
At a most inviting angle

Be polite.

In the legislative struggle,

When in office safe you snuggle,
Then to jangle or to juggle

Isn't right.

And, O never, never niggle!
Though the vulgar people giggle
When they see a statesman wriggle
To a place.

And, I prithee, never niggle;

With the man who stops to peddle,
For the act upon his head'll

Bring disgrace.

And we ought to take a broad, strong view.
What's the matter if the prospect isn't new?
There is virtue in the viewing.

When it comes to merely doing,

Well, it's really not important what you do.

It's the view

Grand view!

Never let the doing part embarrass you.

When in politics you dabble

Then of course you'll have to babble,
To the vote-possessing rabble

'Tis the game.

When you engineer a shuffle

The ensuing party scuffle

Somebody is sure to ruffl

All the same.

Then be wary; do not temble;
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Smile politely and dissemble,
Though your actions do resemble
Somersaults.

When your legislative symbol

Is the tricky pea and thimble
Your manipulations nimble

Are not faults.

But, I charge you, take a strong, broad view.

It is most entrancing when you have the screw.
There's no need to be exacting

In the manner of your acting;

'Tis the statesman's motto when dissensions brew
Watch the view

Wide view!

And your story of the sight will see you through.

When a banquet you've to tackle
Where the ancient chestnuts crackle,
And you have to rise and cackle

To your kind.

Mayhap some hiccoughing freak'll
Rise and, venturing to speak, 'll
Mention you as 'Misher Deakle,
Never mind.

Let your honeyed phrases trickle,
And defend the Fusion pickle;

Show them that you are not fickle
In the least.

Say that, why we do not muzzle
Labor members is a puzzle;

And they'll cheer you as they guzzle
At the feast.

And bid them take a broad, strong view.

Bid them see around both corners, same as you.
You're the saviour of the nation

At a mayoral celebration
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If you do not harp too much upon the 'do.'

Praise the view

Grand view!

And they vow you are a stateman strong and true.

With this popular preamble

You may then adroitly amble

To the shocking party scramble.
Voice your fears.

Tell them Labor's sure to stumble
If it does not cease to grumble;
And each alderman will mumble
Glad 'Hear, hears.'

While the nuts they calmly nibble
Let vague phrases gently dribble;
Give them any quip or quibble.
You're immense.

But, ah prithee! do not trifle

With a hint of acts; and stifle
Any mention of a rifle

Or defence.

For there's safety in the strong, brod view.
The suppression of the hard, strong 'do’

Is a matter most essential

When the Tory consequential

Is the man you reckon on to see you thro'.
Boost the view

Great view?

And they'll all begin to think they see it too.

Budding statesmen, there is muckle
In the View when you've to truckle
To the crowd that will not buckle
Into graft.

When your policy's a muddle,

And you're sailing in a puddle

With a Fusion crowd that huddle
On a raft;
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Talk in vague, unmeaning jingle;

For the crowd with which you mingle

Holds within it scarce a single

One who'll work.

Here, where HANSARD's pages rustle,

Three a show of rush and bustle,

But there's ne'er a chance to hustle;

You must shirk.

Keep your eye upon the broad, strong view.
Call the crowd's attention to it till you're blue.
Keep them watching intently,

And you can con-ven-i-ently

Hate the fact that you hvae nothing much to do.
Praise the view

Fine view!

And they may forget to keep an eye on you.
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Caesar Redivivus

In the olive groves of Italy

Men minds are all aflame;

For the war-lust spreads thro' Italy,
Where war-lords call the game.
And they dream of Roman legions
And the glory that was Rome's;

Yet reck not of the misery

That stalks Italian homes.

By the vine-clad hills of Italy

Men talk and dream of war;

Of the triumphs that were Caesar's,
And the glories known of yore.

But a mockery of triumph,

And an end to dreaming vain
Comes to victor, as to vanquichsed,
With a counting of the slain.

Oh, the women-folk of Italy,

They give their sons to Mars;

For they would be Spartan mothers,
Dams of splendid avitars.

But the fever shall be ending

In numb grief and shuddering fears,
When the spurious pearls of victory
Dissolve in women's tears.

In the pleasant land of Italy

The fever runs apace,

And the man who would be Caesar
From war's lesson turns his face.
With dreams of olden Empire
Would he set men's minds aflame,
Nor count the cost to Italy

In agony and shame.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Call For Contributions

Contributions are invited to this column.
They must not be too solemn.

And, say:

They

Must not be TOO gay?

But, come along:

And, if you can give us a bit of a song
That spares my voice

You have your choice.

Grab it.

You never know: it might become a habit.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Camperdown

The dignity of Camperdown

Is not to be denied,

Where Leura looks upon the town
And that lush countryside

And comfortable, stout and sleek,
She wears the air of one who'd seek
To mind her manners rather much,
And cultivate the English touch.

A haughty lady prone to row

Her eyebrows, when the road
Brings in some traveller whose ways
Tend to offend her code.

The robust life of modern towns
Suits ill her verdant dells and downs.
She is particular, aloof;

As witness many a manor roof.

'Tis said that Leura, long ago,

Belched flames up to the sky,

And turbulently sought to throw

Stones at the passers-by.

And her rich ashes raining down,
Bequeathed great wealth to Camperdown;
But turbulence in youth begun,

Is now taboo. It 'isn't done'.

And Camperdown, of gracious mien,
Brings joy to him who views

The glamor of her peaceful scene
And placid avenues;

A proper town, that sets the pace,
And sets the scene for civic grace.
And will might many another town
Adopt the air of Camperdown.
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Care Free Bloke's Cigar

There's a little spark and a wisp of smoke
By the road where the tall gums are;

And a mile away a care-free bloke
Speeds onward in his car.

No thought of evil mars his day,

And he's well a hundred miles away

And safe at home, as skies grow grey,
With another fine cigar.

There's a spurt of flame in the breathless night
And a crackling in the scrub;

There's a withered mint-bush burning bright,
And a kindling dog-wood shrub.

For yards about the bush glows red

But the care-free bloke, his paper read,

Says, 'Bonzer day. And now for bed

After a bite of grub.'

There's a sickening roar as the fire sweeps down
From the mountainside aflame

On the helpless little forest town,

And one knew how it came.

Ten miles of blackened hills gape wide

And a stricken home on the mountain side ...
But the care-free bloke toils on in pride.

He saw no spark by the bush roadside,

So how is he to blame?

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Carnival Time

Now is the season of Carnival.

Who's for the sunlit course?

Who's for the beat of galloping feet
And the day and the way of the horse?
Who joins the dance, tho' Lady Chance
Pleasure or pain may vyield,

Who comes to the call of Carnival?
'Seven to four the field!"

This is the week of the Carnival

And the sign of a brighter dawn

In men's affairs. Who sheds old cares

Where gay frocks fleck the lawn?

Who would forget old days of fret?

Who comes to the call of mirth

And the conquering steeds? ... They're off! Who leads?
And the hoof beats spurn the earth.

Then, Hi! for the height of Carnival,

Gayer than all gone past:

And the nameless fears of the deadening years
Forsake men's minds at last.

Bright jackets flash beneath the sun

As the roar of the crowd begins,

And lifts and swells at a great home run:

'Who leads? Who lasts? Who wins?"

Ho! for the call of Carnival!

Way for the Sport of Kings!

And men, grown sane, turn once again
To all that high hope brings.

Who's for the Carnival? Who grows gay
Where galloping Fortune speeds
Around the turn to gallop our way

With the galloping, galloping steeds?
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Cataclysm

We curse our lot; we gird at fate;
Like peevish children we complain;
Hope dies, and life grows desperate
Because of ease and pleasures salin.
Because bright fortune fails to smile
And pamper us, as once she used,
But frowns a little for the while,

To bleak despair we are reduced.

Yet, o'er a narrow stretch of sea,

Where lately smiled a city fair,

Falls cataclysmic agony,

And death in horrid shapes is there.

All in an instant men are hurled -

Who knew no foe, who earned no blame
Out of a peaceful, sunlit world

'Mid shattered homes and seething flame.

Crazed women roam the littered street
Seeking their babes; with sobbing breath
They search grim ruins, there to meet
Fresh, ghastly evidence of death -

Death, creeping death, where men have lain
Trapped 'neath the press of heavy beams
Waiting thro' hours of nameless pain

Such as men know in frightful dreams.

And we complain! . . . Poor timid fools.
Because our luxuries grow less,

Each beats his breast and drones and drools
Of gloom and shattered happiness.

While there, by very earth betrayed,
Forsaken, doomed, men still are men;

And heroism there displayed

Preserves the name of Man again.
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There, where the elements conspire

To end a world at one swift stroke.

Stirred by the flame of that grim pyre,
Divinity in Man awoke. . ..

Here, petulant, with tears and blame,

We gird against Fate's mild decree

Who should bow down our heads in shame
And thank our gods for sanctuary.
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Charity

Oh, loyal Orange breth-er-en.

I pray you act as Christlan men,

And, should your spleen arise, count ten
Before you speak.

Nay, bear me, brothers, I beseech.
Refrain from all un-Christian speech
Remember! He, whose Word we preach,
Was ever week.

The lazy, low Italian,

The cheating, shifty Mexican

All Papist creatures to a man;

Avid brutes at that

The scum that Rome's base agents skim
With mummery from ages dim.

Dear brothers, let us sing a n'ymn,

And pass the bat.

Oh, Orangemen, I cannot find
Words to express my state of mind
Fit epithets to name the kind

Of brutish man

Who takes the word of Popery
Concerning dim eternity.

But, brothers, let us ever be
Ker-is-ti-an.

Then, look upon the Irish too

A miserable murd'rous crew!

They'll feed you up on Irish stew,
Then cut your throat.

And - it is truth that I allege

They'll shoot you from behind a hedge
Dear brothers, recollect your pledge,
And peace promote.
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Oh, loyal, loving, Orangemen,

Be tolerant and kindly when

You preach about your fellow men.
E'en as I be.

Be ever mild and circumspect.

(A curse on all the Popish sect!)
And brothers, brothers, recollect
Sweet Charity.
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Cheek

When PHARAOH chased the chosen Jew, and perished in the sea,
Things seemed to hint at failure in the PHARAOH policy.

For 'tis written that the Opposition leader had his way;

But we've never been enlightened on what PHARAOH had to say.
But probably before the wave came over him he swore:

'This is the naval policy I've always battled for!"

And continued to enlarge upon his policy's success,

Till a mouthful of the salt Red Sea cut short his brief address.

For there's nothing like a cool, calm cheek;
And there's wisdom in a big bold bluff.

If you find you've made a blunder,

And your policy goes under,

You've a chance if you can bellow loud enough.
That's the time you need a brass-bound cheek;
When your theory to smithereens is blown,
Seize the other fellow's notion

In the subsequent commotion

And declare, by all the gods, it is your own.

When BRUTUS punctured CAESAR in his quaint old Pagan way,

A lot of folk were almost sure that BRUTUS won the day.

'Twas the popular opinion, and was backed by solid facts;

But we are not told what CAESAR thought about these ancient acts.
For it was not 'Et tu BRUTE' that he murmured as he fell,

But 'I'm charmed to see my policy is carried out so well.'

And if we are allowed to make a sporting sort of guess,

He's skiting still in Hades of that policy's success.

For there's nothing like a hard-boiled cheek;
And there's virtue in assurance when its strong;
In claiming all the credit,

And declaring that you said it

Would occur just as it happened all along.

No, there's nothing like a steel-shod cheek;
And there's something in a tall, tough skite
Should it be the white you back,
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And the winner turn out black,
Buck up, and say you meant a blackish white.

0, ye proud and haughty Britons, quondam rulers of the waves,
Have you ever once reflected why it is ye are not slaves?

Nay, the glorious foundation Britain's freedom stands upon

Is the firm and fearless policy of glorious King JOHN!

For when the Barons waited on him, asking him to sign

The grand old Magna Charta, did he hesitate and whine?

No! Spake that grand old monarch, with a rather bitter smile:-
'This is the policy I've advocated all the while!"

Ay, there's nothing like a cast-iron cheek,

When you 'fuse' to give away a doubtful gift,
Saying, 'This is what we'll give

This or - some alternative.'

Lie low and watch which way the cat will shift.
Just wait and watch and polish up your cheek;
And when the Dreadnought hurling back is sent
With the curt advice to spend it

On yourself - well, let that end it;

And remark: 'Precisely. That is what we meant.'
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Cherchez La Femme

The Chinese are an old, old race,
In mystic lore exceeding wise.
Accustomed thro' the year to trace
Their nation's fortunes in the skies.

No mere male deity can shake

Their stolid and celestial calm.

Saturn nor Jupiter can wake

Their fear or cause the slightest qualm.

But now in trembling fear they go,
Such is their knowledge of the stars.
When Venus threatens well they know

She's far more dangerous than Mars.
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Cherry

'Some I got with amber stems an' some with silver bands,

Bent ones an' straight ones an' all sorts o' brands.

A lot of pipes, sez you, for one old pensioner to own;

But, folks, as soon as Christmas comes, they won't leave me alone.
'We'll give old Pete a pipe,' they sez, forgetful in their way,

It's wot they gives me every year,' said old Pete Parraday.

'Bent ones an' straight ones, some must ha' cost real dear -

More than I'd smoke if I should live for two hundred year.

"We'll give ole Pete a pipe,' they sez. (People is awful good

Here in the bush! 'He sucks,' they sez, 'at that ole cherrywood

All bound with bits of wire an' stuff, an' cracked an' caked up too!"
But, lordy, none of 'em don't know that pipe the way I do.

I've had him over seven year, an' I just likes him fine;

For, cracked an' all, an' caked an' all, he's a good ole mate o' mine.
'Cherry,' I calls him, just for short. I own he smells no end,

But, if I was to lose him now, I'd feel I'd lost a friend.

'Yes, he knows me an' I knows him - a cranky coot some ways:

Got to be youmered, like a man; he has his sulky days.

Goes stubborn an' won't dror at all if I packs him too tight;

An', if I cuts the baccy coarse, the cow won't stay alight!

But on long winter evenin's, there by the blazin' log,

The three of us gits yarnin' - him an' me an' my ole dog -

But, lordy, if I told you all about ole Cherry here,

You'd say me brain was softnin'; you'd say; 'Ole Pete's gone queer.'

'He lost his self last winter down there along the creek,

An' a pretty dance he led me with his crazy hide an' seek.
That's how I catched pnoomonier. The doctor sez, 'Yer mad!
Risk death for that old stikin' pipe!" But I sez, 'Listen, lad,

Ole Cherry does me far more good than all your doctor's stuff!’
But he jist stands an' grins at me; he knowed it sure enough.
'Cherry,' I sez, 'has been my mate -'. But he sez, 'Hold yer row!
You tough ole hunk o' hide!" he sez. 'Sit up an' drink this now.'

'Some I got with amber stems an' some with silver bands,

Bent ones an' straight ones - all sorts o' brands.
If you came into my bush hut you'd see a brave array -
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Pipes of every shape an' cut,' said old Pete Parraday.

'But don't you say you seen 'em, 'cos folks is awful good.

'We'll give ole Pete a pipe,' they sez. 'Pooh! That ole cherrywood!
Yes; folks is kind at Christmas time; but, now an' then, I grants,

I wish they'd stand a man a short, or p'raps a pair o' pants.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Christmas Scene

To this green place the tourists troop,
By twos, by threes, and group by group,
Lads in bright blazers, girls in slacks,
Hikers with rucksack on their backs.
And bush ways, till their advent stilled,
With joyous shouting now is filled
'Cooee!" each gay town-dweller cries,
And counts himself full forest wise.

An old grey bushman lounging by
Marks the sophisticated cry

And smiles a little as he says,

'The city folk got real queer ways.
What's this here 'cooee' mean at all?
Seems like a kind of mating call.
Childish they seem.' He smiles again,
The wise one in his own domain.

Here's his revenge for all he meets

Of stares and smiles in city streets,

For ridicule and laughing snubs

By city paths and city pubs.

He deems it now the crowning joke

To 'pull the legs' of city folk.

'What? Snakes?' says he. 'By gosh, you're right.
It's days like this they're apt to fight.'

So moves the pageantry today

By many a pleasant bushland way,

And laughing crowds wake merriment
Where once, mid silences there went
Some wandering band of blacks, to seek,
Their scanty fare by hill and creek,

Less than ten score of years ago.

And of the future? Who may know.

Content amid this Christmas scene

Of gleaming sky and glowing green
And happy shouts, one well might pray
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For even yet some happier day

When, growing saner, kindlier still,
May devise, by wooded hill

And shaded vale, some scene of mirth
As yet unvisioned on our eath.

Is it for this our feet are set,

While war and folly men forget?

Orm ust this land drift back again

To primal silence, making vain

All that our vaunted progress won?

Who knows? Who cares? Here is the sun!
Glad youth calls youth by hill and creek. . ..
These are no thoughts for Christmas week.
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City Of Dreams

Oh, we might have a marvellous city
Were we only less keen on cash
Less avid for things - more's the pity
That fade and are gone in a flash,

A city where duffers in my line

In wrapt adoration fall flat

To behold its superlative skyline

But there isn't much money in that.

Oh, we might have a city most splendid
Were sordid self-seeking denied.

Were good taste and culture attended

By pride that transcends money-pride.
Then, urged by more glorious dreaming
Than moved beneath Pericles' hat,

We would out-Athens Athens in scheming
But - there isn't much money in that.

So let's build our city according

To canons commercial and sane.

Where every house is a hoarding

And every 'palace' a pain.

Let us mingle the Gothic and Moorish

In the nice neo-Georgian flat.

What odds, tho' they blither it's boorish?
Who cares? For there's money in that.

Oh, let's have a conglomeration

Of all architectural ills.

We build for ouselves, not th enation,
And to advertise somebody's pills

With piles that are proud and pretentious
And styles that are 'pretty' and fat.

And a fig for their strictures sententious!
There's not a brass farthing in that.

And so we'll grow richer and richer

While curleywigs crawl the facade
Of the home of the sur-super-picture
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Or pubs where the profits are made.

Yet - We might have a marvellous city

If we only knew how to grow fat

At the game. But we don't - more's the pity.
So there isn't much money in that.

And when we have piled up the riches,

And pass, and leave never a trace,

A grave-digger, with clay on his breeches,

Will come and pitch dirt on our face.

And our passing may serve to remind him,

As he gives the grave-mound a last pat:

'Well, he's gone; and he's left nought behind him,
And there isn't much honor in that.'
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Cobbers And Quids

Is youth not less pedantic, less absurd,

Less prone to value things of little worth

In failing to wax wrath about a word

That bears suspicion of a lowly birth?

All words have known their low and vulgar days
Known grime and poverty when they were young;
And many a proud and pompous modern phrase
Was once the plaything of a common tongue.

But as we grow respectable and staid

Mere sound, to middle-age, parades as sense.
Grey slaves of precedent, we grow afraid

Of youth and all its sane inconsequence.
Forgetting words are no god-given things,
With queer intolerance we would insist

In terms to which the mould of ages clings
On purity that never did exist.

Language is not the gift of any god;

Rude tribesmen made it when the race was young;
And as around the weary earth we plod

Still the illiterate enrich the tongue;

And still while careless youth goes gaily rid

Of age's caution, precedent and pence,

Better a cobber who'll lend half a quid

Than all the thrifty pedant's 'commonsense.'
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Colac

A lady plump and pleasing

And generous and free,

Her life is spent in sleek content

Beside her inland sea;

And, round its pleasant waters,

Her pastures, rich and green,

Their treasures yield from many a field
To make her way serene.

A placid, laughing lady,

And prone to placid ways;

But yet, withal, she heeds the call
Of labor all her days

Of kind, congenial labor,

That holds nor fret nor stress

A farmer's wife whose busy life
Brings full, free happiness.

Men say the ocean covered

These fields in some dim age;

And seas, long fled, vast riches spread
To be the heritage

Of this plump Aphrodite,

Now risen from the wave

To thrive apace and wax in grace

On all the wealth they gave.

A happy, hearty lady,

She turns the gift to good,

And wins in toil from this rich soil

A fine fat livelihood.

Now, where seas long since thundered,
Her cars ply up and down

To evidence sound thrift and sense

In Colac's smiling town.

Her land of lakes and pastures

Could never harbor here,
In this lush place, a dour, hard race
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Wed to an outlook drear.

And so she smiles and prospers,

A happy, hearty wife,

Whose ample charms, whose thriving farms
Reveal her zest in life.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Come Ye Home

Listening (said the old, grey Digger) . . .

With my finger on the trigger

I was listening in the trenches on a dark night long ago,

And a lull came in the fighting,

Save a sudden gun-flash lighting

Some black verge. And I fell thinking of lost mates I used to know.

Listening, waiting, stern watch keeping,

I heard little whispers creeping

In from where, 'mid fair fields tortured, No-man's land loomed out before.
And well I knew good mates were lying

There, grim-faced and death-defying,

In that filth and noisome litter and the horror that was war.

List'ning so, a mood came o'er me;

And 'twas like a vision bore me

To a deeper, lonelier darkness where the souls of dead men roam;

Where they wander, strife unheading;

And I heard a wistful pleading

Down the lanes where lost men journey: 'Come ye home! Ah, come ye home!"

'Ye who fail, yet triumph failing'

Ye who fall, yet falling soar

Into realms where, brother hailing
Brother, bids farewell to war;

Ye for whom this red hell ended,

With the last great, shuddering breath.
In the mute, uncomprehended,
Dreamful dignity of death;

Back to your own land's sweet breast
Come ye home, lads - home to rest.’

Listening in my old bush shanty

(Said grey Digger) living's scanty

These dark days for won-out soldiers and I'd not the luck of some
But from out the ether coming

I could hear a vast crowd's humming

Hear the singing, then - the Silence. And I knew the Hour had come.
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Listening, silent as I waited,

And the picture recreated,

I could see the kneeling thousands by the Shrine's approaches there.
Then, above those heads low-bending,

Like an orison ascending,

Saw a multitude's great yearning rise into the quivering air.

Listening so, again the seeming

Of a vision came; and dreaming

There, I saw from out high Heaven spread above the great Shrine's dome,
From the wide skies overarching

I beheld battalions marching -

Mates of mine! My comrades, singing: Coming home! Coming home!

'We who bore the cost of glory,

We who paid the price of peace,

Now that, from this earth, war's story
Shall, please God, for ever cease,

To this Shrine that you have lifted

For a symbol and a sign

Of men's hearts, come we who drifted
Thro' long years, oh, mates of mine!

To earth, my brothers' grieving blest
Now come we home, lads - home to rest.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Conducted Tour

Walk up! Walk up to the Bureaucratic Fair!

All the tasters and the testers and the tallymen are there.

All the freaks and other fancies of the mighty tax machine.

A unique conglomeration not believed until it's seen.

Walk up! Walk up to the strangest show on earth!

And learn how the tax-collection costs near all a tax is worth;
Learn all about the latest departmental funny cracks.

Buy your tickets at the window. Two and six - plus tax.

Come and see the biscuit-biter. No performance could be brighter.
Learn how shortbread can affect the human girth.

Come and see the pastry chewer. Green complexioned, but a doer
Holds the cup for the most bilious bloke on earth!

Come and see the lip-stick licker. Quick as lightning - even quicker
Picks the British from the foreign at a lick.

Come and help the politician patch the country's sad condition.
With the latest catch-a-penny parlor trick.

Come and see the cove so pure that he bans the literature

That all Britain may devour, and stays serene.

Watch his calories increase as he scans a spicy piece,

While he gradually turns a sickly green.

Good, clean fun, but vastly funny. Every act is worth the money!
Every turn is full of merry harmless fun.

Come and see the dope-detectors, see unhappy sweet-inspectors
Testing chocolates for gin - and finding none!

Walk up! Walkup to the Bureaucratic Fair!

All the latest acquisitions of the Government are there;

All the testers and the tasters, all the poor dyspeptic blokes,
And so very, very earnest, tho' the public throw them jokes.
Walk up and see the show arranged especially for you,

And help the harried Government to earn more revenue

That stuff they spend so freely and the population lacks

Buy your tickets at the window - Two and sixpence - plus tax.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Confidential Canberra

Nay, Mr Speaker, let the ideal stay,

The picture that voters have in mind

Of Solons in debate far leagues away

Deep in the problems of poor humankind.

Here where the Cotter wends by verdant banks,
Let them imagine eloquence sublime

And for those blessings offer grateful thanks,
And vote for us again when comes the time.

Never the real! Ah, let no listening 'mike'

Whose ear ubiquitous within the house,

Gathers too truly what debates are like

When Ministers grow hot and members rouse,
When shouts across the floor fly back and forth
And loose tongues wag with little thought for care,
When words released in unconsidered wrath

Are flung regardless to the ambient air.

Think, Mr Speaker. All that Canberra means
All that it typifies is here at stake.

Must Cairns be privy to unlovely scenes,
The Leeuwin learn of all the bulls we make?
Must the unguarded phrase the tart retort
From Darwin down to Derwent and beyond
Borne on the trembling ether be a sport
Where'er loud speakers mockingly respond.

Why have we set these legislative halls
Midst sylvan scenes within the distant bush
If, broadcast, all the clamor but recalls
Forgotten pictures of a noisy push

That once in other cities held debate

Too publicly to let our words run free.
Condemn us not again to that sad fate.
Preserve our prestige! Spare our dignity.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Consummation

They may be duds or they may be drones,

Or legislators heaven-sent;

But the A.L.P. for all atones

When it gets them into Parliament.

Tho' they talk sheer drivel once they're there,
Our job is done. Why should we care?

They may be mild or they may be reds,
Or 'has-beens' who have missed the bus.
But the simple job of counting heads

Is all that matters much to us.

And the job we do with wondrous ease
Is the mas production of M.P's.

So, why blame us in peevish gloom,
And charge us with this grievous sin?
They may involve the land in doom;
But our job's done; we've got 'em in.
As from the pod come peas all green
We turn 'em out with our machine.

They may be robots, built with care,

Or silly sheep, or crazy goats;

But, once they're tied and branded there,
They art no longer men, but votes.

Thus, we our glorious aim achieve,

And triumph, tho' the nation grieve.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Convalescence

Underneath a tree I lig,

Watching with lack lustre eye,

All those little trivial things
Weakness after sickness brings;
Watching birds flit to and fro;
Watching how the grasses grow;
Watching how the leaves and trees
Blend in Autumn harmonies

And wise insects, taught by God,
Build their shelters in the sod.

Oh, how low the pride of men
Falls and grovels meekly, when
Convalescence comes at last
After long borne sufferings past,
E'en the arrogance of pain

That strange vanity - is vain
And he lies, a stricken thing,
Bereft of even suffering.

All is gone - the pain, the pride;
Arrogance is laid aside.

And he owes all things he'd do
To some worthier being, who,
Out of charity, shall seek

To assist the helpless weak

Out of charity to lend

Splendid strength he is to spend.

So beneath the tree I lie,

Reading with a languid eye

Views of that and views of this

In a world so long amiss,

And, by some strange alchemy,
Suddenly it seems to me

That, as Earth's wild turmoils cease,
Comes convalescence now and peace.
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Cooked

What's the use?
Give it best;
Cut her loose;
Have a rest.
Hope is dead;
Gloom collects,
Nuff is said
Cook objects.

Moth and rust
Hither lurk;

All is bust,
Knock off work.
Nation's great
Architects,
Clean the slate;
Cook objects.

Oh the schemes
That we planned!
Dreaming dreams
For the land.

All in vain.

Hope neglects
To remain;

Cook objects.
Navy; what?
Army too?
Blessed rot;

All is blue.

It's all one

Who protects.
dropp your gun;
Cook objects.

Let her rip,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 285



All is up.

Have to sip
Bitter cup.
Tear your hair
Woe connects
With despair,
Cook objects.
Fellow Aust
Ralians,
Trouble's crossed
All our plans.
Seek the tomb;
Fate selects

Us for doom.
Cook objects.

Death marks us
For his own.
(Grisly cuss.)
Our head-tone,
With a laugh,
He erects.
Epitaph

'Cook objects.'
dropp a tear;
Heave a sigh;
End is near;
Say goodbye.
Sell up home
And effects.
(Dismal pome)
Cook objects.
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Coquette

Spring is a flirt. Unexpectedly gleaming

Over the shoulder of some far blue hill.

We glimpse the blue eyes of her, smiling and beaming,
We hold out our hands to her, all of a thrill.

A bloom in her lips, for a moment she lingers

Pouf! And she's gone with a flick of her skirt.

And Winter once more, with his icy-cold fingers,
Seizes us, freezes us. Spring is a flirt.

Spring is @ minx. On the far forest ranges

Tip-toe one morning, all winsomely coy,

Her lover beholds her, and straightaway he changes
His dolerous drone to a paean of joy:

'‘Come to me sweetheart! - so long have I waited.'
She blows him a kiss as she shamelessly winks;
Then - Pouf! She is off. And the storm, unaabated,
Rocks him and mocks him. Ah, Spring is a minx.

Spring is a prude. On the city man reckoning

Profits and prices in some chill retreat.

She peeps thro' the window with scandalous beckoning
Luring him out to the sun-spangled street.

He smiles. Then she falls to a frowning and pouting:
'We're not introduced, sir! You dare be so rude?'

Then sudden around him the rough winds are shouting
Reproofs, and she vanishes. Spring is a prude.

Spring is a lade. For we knows every trick of it,
Every artifice, every wile:

Advancing, refusing, until we fall sick of it

Sick with the longing, athirst for her smile.

Coyly she calls us from out or a cover

Aglow with her promise. Delectable maid!

'Not yet!" - She evades us - 'Ah, not yet, my lover!
Love thrives with languishing.' Spring is a lade.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Corryong

The cattle-lands of Corryong,

The maiden of the snows

(Where silver streams the winter long
Sing pleasantly their tinkling song)
Not many a town man knows.

And here sleek cattle, deep in grass,
Watch placidly the seasons pass.

Her beauty has a wondrous worth
This maiden cleanly bright

A beauty won from her rich earth
Where the great Murray has his birth,
And gathers up his might

To scatter rich fertility

On his long journey to the sea.

Her face is laved in waters clear
Snow waters dashing down.

That flash, and hide, and reappear
To feed the pastures far and near
About this lovely town

Fair Corryong, the Cattle Queen,
Hiding her beauty here unseen.

A glory here the scene presents
Glory that may not die;

Where, up from these green, gleaming bents,

Great Kosciusko's battlements
Lift to the laughing sky.

And Corryong contentment knows
The joyous maiden of the snows.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Cosmic Comic Relief

Sadly sobbing, sadly sobbing,

Rolls the restless wireless sea,

Where the wireless waves go bobbing
Up and down so dolefully.

And nothing there the gloom assails,
Depression to undo,

Till some merry little static

In a manner most erratic

Till statics dropp their little tails

And split themselves in two.

Just to watch their comic wriggling
Moves the stratosphere to mirth,
And a giddy urge to giggling

Trails a titter round the earth.
When wireless humor flops and fails
And nought can raise a laugh,

Then some artful atmospheric
Sends the other half hysteric

Gay atmospherics dropp their tails
And split themselves in half.

Once again the world grows weary;
Sadly superheterodyne

Wax the wireless waves, and dreary,
Doleful frequencies repine!

Until, once more, loud laughter hails
The comic cosmic crew.

As some little stunting static,

Most absurdly acrobatic

Till statics dropp their little tails

And split themselves in two.

There is art in every antic,

So, when sitting at your set,

Rage no more with fury frantic

O'er the statics that you get.

For, far beyond your ken, great gales
Of laughter loud, with cosmic chaff
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Hilarious and quite Homeric,
Sounds, as some impish atmospheric
Calls on his crowd to dropp their tails
And split themselves in half.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Country Doctors

The quiet country doctors

Of many a country town,

Whose lives are spent to service bent,
With scant hope of renown

Those sturdy country doctors,

That walk the healer's way,

At beck and call of one and all

That pain be smoothed away.

Those patient country doctors,
That journey day and night

By country roads to far abodes

To ease some sufferer's plight;
Thro' fire and flood and tempest
They make their pilgrimage

To bring release and healing peace,
The comforters of age.

Those modern country doctors,

They do not advertise;

Surcease they bring for suffering

And hope to pain-filled eyes.

These be their ends to be man's friends,
And so they shape and plan,

Divorced from greed to serve man's need,
And give their lives to man.

Those quiet country doctors,
Unsung, unknown to fame,
Refusing none what may be done
In skilful healing's name
Philosophers, friends, mentors,
Thro' pain and death and birth,

And who shall say that such as they
Are not salt of the earth?
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Country Pubs

We know those little country pubs,

By cross-road and by creek,

Where faithfully the landlord scrubs

His counter once a week,

And stands before his shining bar

To cater for man's thirst

With all the best; but where the meals are
He caters with the worst.

'Wottle you 'ave?' There's beer or brandy,
Rum or half-and-half or shandy.

Wine or whisky. Bottles wink

'Wottle you 'ave, boys? Name your drink' ...
But in the grimy dining room

A slattern lass of grease and gloom

Intones in accents charged with grief:
'Wottle you 'ave? There's corn-beef.’

In the bar the talk grows gay,

The landlord beams, for trade agog,
And yokels wile dull hours away
Idly yarning o'er their grog ...

But in that cave of gastric woes
Grimly the hungry traveller eats,

To end by turning up his nose

And hoping to fill up on sweets.

'Wottle you 'ave?' - The cups are cloudy.
Linen soiled. The waitress dowdy,
Comes like an avenging fate

Snatching at the greasy plate

Soggy cabbage; soapy 'spuds'

Droning flies and smell of suds.

Now she whines, like some lost soul:
'Wottle you 'ave? There's jam-roll.'
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Country Roads ~ Pretty Sally

The diggers came from Bendigo,

From Albury the drovers,

From where the Goulburn waters flow
Came bearded teamsters travelling slow.
And all the brown bush rovers;

And where the road goes winding still
To dropp to Melbourne valley,

They sought the shanty by the hill,

And called for beer and drank their fill,
And sparked with Pretty Sally.

The teamsters halted by the door

To give their horses water

And stood about the bar room floor
To ogle, while they had one more,
The shanty keeper's daughter.
Diggers with gold from creek to claim
About her used to rally,

Shearers and booted stockmen came
And to the hill they gave her name,
For all loved Pretty Sally.

I see her now; a sparkling lass

Brim-full of fun and laughter.

And where the slow teams used to pass,
And swagmen paused to beg a glass,
Now motor cars speed after.

And when I seek the road anew

That dips down to the valley,

I see again that bearded crew,

And, of the lovers, wonder who

At last wed Pretty Sally.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Country Roads ~ The New Chum Road

A new chum went, to ease his care,
A-many years ago,

To loiter round Toolangi where

The stately blue gums grow.

No bushcraft had he for his quest,

No friend to be his guide,

But sought the grade that served him best,
From Yarra's plain to mountain crest,

And crossed the Great Divide.

And round and round the hills he wound

No lilting tramp song sang he

First East, then North, then West-ward bound.
An easy grade at last he found

That led him to Toolangi.

And tho' they vowed his trail a freak,

The men that followed after

No straighter, easier path might seek,

Yet named the brook the New Chum Creek,
With rough, good-humored laughter.

They followed on his trail for years
With many a stout bush load:

Till came at last wise engineers

To build a goodly road.

With plan and scale and instrument
They sought the mountain side

To find the way the new chum went,
The best, as clearly evident,

To cross the Great Divide,

So round and round that hilly around
The pleasant track goes weaving.

Who seek its hillsides, blossom bound,
By many a gum and fern-tree crowned
Will find small cause for grieving.

The New Chum Road 'tis called today;
And they who travel round it,

And drive along that verdant way,
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Will find it in their hearts to say:
'Good luck to him that found it.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Country Roads ~ White Horse Road

By White Horse Tavern, White Horse Road
In olden days wound down;

And many a waggon bore its load
And many a bullock felt the goad
From town to country town.

Thro' Ringwood on, by hill and vale,
Their patient way they went.

Until they came to Lilydale,

The olden town of Lilydale.

And teamsters paused at Lilydale,
A place of calm content.

But days of bitumen and tar

Have changed the ancient mode;
And now the speeding motor car,
Where traffic-cops and bowsers are,
Go down the White Horse Road,
Upon a smooth, broad way they sail,
Till, sudden, up and down,

The bumps begin at Lilydale,

The rocky road to Lilydale,

The holey road to Lilydale,

A very peaceful town.

Beyond the town, the bumps are past,
And vexed springs settle down;

But many an angry look is cast

And many a curse speeds backwards fast
Toward that backward town.

On to the foothills leads the trail

By smooth and pleasant ways,

But, oh, that stretch thro' Lilydale!
The sleepy town of Lilydale,

Where folk still think, in Lilydale,

In terms of bullock drays.
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Country Towns - Boort

She knows the Mallee's tragedy

Of thwarted hope, of pain,

Of promise wrecked, when weak men flee
And strong men pray in vain;

While day on burning day drifts by
Beneath a brazen, cloudless sky.

She knows the bane of Mallee dust
When Mallee droughts come down

To filch the last of lingering trust

And darken her small town

Darken men's hearts and minds until
Nought serves her, save a stubborn will.

All this she knows. Yet she knows, too
On thro' the tale of years

The changing luck of gamblers, who
Undaunted, scorning fears

Strive on, till fickle fortune rains

A wondrous gift of sudden gains.

And then she knows that mystic thing

Her jealous earth concealed

The glory of a Mallee spring

And many a fruitful yield

Of green corn quickened by sweet showers,
And kine that flatten mid the flowers.

So has she lived beside her lake

The good and bad years thro';

Till man-made streams now flow to slake
Her thirsty earth anew,

And man's unconquered will has planned
New life for this unstable land.

And who shall say no day may dawn
When, from the Mallee's soil

Drought's fingers are at last withdrawn,
Seeking no more their spoil;
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And, man and Nature in accord,
Win, year by year, toll's meet reward

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Country Towns - Portland

Here she hides, an aged dame.
Here she dreams beside the waves.
Ever baulked of modern fame

And the deep-sea trade she craves.
Tall ships, riding at her port,
Waking her to life anew -

Here she hides, and holds the fort,
Hoping yet dreams will come true.

Charming lady, dignified,

Proud, hospitable and kind;
With full half her rights denied.
Here she waits, and calls to mind
Pictures of the olden days

When the whalers, sailing down
To her quiet waterways

Gave first promise to her town.

First came Dutton - half forgot
To establish well her claim

As the land's historic spot.
After him stout Henry came;
Followed Major Mitchell then,
Pushing forward with the task
Still she waits, denied by men
All she has a right to ask.

But Dame Portland is not done;
For her pioneering blood

Yet shall have ambition won,
And her fortunes at the flood.
Tall ships riding at her port
Thriving life about her strand;
She, the storehouse and the fort
Of her fertile hinterland.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Cow

Aw, go write yer tinklin' jingle, an' yer pretty phrases mingle,

Fer the mamby-pamby girl, all fluffy frill an' shinin' silk.

Them's the sort ter fetch yer trouble, when yer tries 'em, in the double.
Blow yer beauty! Wot's the matter with the maiden 'oo kin milk?
Them there rhymers uv the wattle! An' the bardlet uv the bottle -
'Im that sings uv sparklin' wine, an' does a perish fer the beer;
An' yer slap-dash 'orsey po-it! Garn! If you blokes only know it,
You 'ave missed the single subjec’ fit ter rhyme about down 'ere.
An' although I ain't a bard, with bloomin' bays upon me brow,

I kinsider that it's up ter me ter sing about The Cow.

Cow, Cow

(Though it ain't a pretty row,

It's a word that 'ipnertises me; I couldn't tell yer 'ow.)

Though I ain't a gifted rhymer,

Nor a blamed Parnassus climber,

I'm inspired ter sing a tune er two about the Blessed Cow.

Oh, the cow-bells are a-tinklin', and the daisies are a twinklin'
Well, that ain't the style ersackly I intended fer to sing.

'Ark, was over music greater then the buzzin' sepy-rater,

Coinin' gaily money daily fer the - no, that's not the thing!
'Omeward comes the cows a-lowin', an' the butter-cups are blowin';
But there's better butter in the - Blarst | That ain't the proper way
See the pretty milkmaid walkin' - aw, it ain't no use er talkin'.
Listen 'ere, I want ter tell yer this: A cow's ther thing ter pay!

Sell yer 'orses, sell yer arrers, an' yer reapers, an' yer plough;

If yer want yer land ter pay yer, sacrifice yer life ter Cow

Cow, Cow

Sittin' underneath the bough,

With a bail, an' with a pail, an' with a little stool, an' thou

Kickin' when I pull yer teat there,

Swishin' flies, the pretty creatur.

Ah, there ain't no music sweeter - money squirtin' from the Cow.

Take away the wine-cup; take it. An' the foamin' flagon, break it.
Brimmin' cups uv butter-milk'll set yer glowin' thro' an' thro';

An' the reason I'm teetotal is becos me thrifty throat'll

Jest refuse ter swaller stuff that's costin' me a precious sou.

Once I wus a sinful spender. Used ter go a roarin' bender
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Used ter often spend a thruppence when ther' wasn't any need.
An' the many ways I've busted money, when I should er trusted
It ter cattle an' erconomy, 'ud cause yer 'eart ter bleed

But I'm glad, me friends, that godliness 'as made me careful now;
Tho' I lorst the thing wot's next it when I cottoned ter the Cow.
Cow, Cow

Trudin' thro' the sloppy slough.

Ah, I once despised the Jews, but I kin under-stand 'em now
When they needed elevatin’,

An' ole Moses kep' 'em waitin'

Fer religi'n, they went straight 'n' sorter substichooted Cow.

Listen to the lowin' cattle. Listen to the buckets rattle,

See, the sun is - ('"Ere! You Bill! Yer goin' ter stay all day asleep?

'Ustle, or yer'll get a taste er - Wot? No cheek yer flamin' waster!

This is wot I get fer payin' 'arf a quid a week an' keep!

Talk about yer unions, will yer? Right, me covey, wait until yer

Come 'ere crawlin' - Where's that Sarah? Ain't she finished milkin' Spot?
Is this wot I brought yer up fer; reared, an' give yer bite an' sup fer?
'Struth! A man's own kids 'll next be talkin' Union, like as not

Garn, I ain't got time ter listen ter yer silly sniv'lin' now.

Understan' me, you was born an' bred ter think an' live fer Cow!)

Cow, Cow

I'm a capitalist now

Tho' I once wus poor an' lonely, an' a waster I'll allow.
Now I've 'an's that I kin 'ector:

I'm a Nupper 'Ouse elector;

An' the Sanitry Inspector is an interferin' cow!

Talk about yer modrun schoolin'! Edjucation's wasteful foolin'!

I got on without it; an' it only teaches youngsters cheek

(Where's young Tom? Wot? Ain't 'e back yet?

Sam, go - 'Ere You'll get the sack yet!

Wastin' time there, washin' buckets! Them wus washed larst Choosdee week!
Tell young Tom if 'e don't 'urry, I'll -. Now, mother, don't yer worry.

I'll deal Christian with 'im; but I'm not a Bible pa by 'alf.

That ole Scripchure cove's a driv'lin' idjut. When 'is son comes sniv'lin',
Why, the blazin', wasteful crim'nal goes an' kills a poddy calf!

I'm no dotin' daddy, but I know me jooty, you'll allow,

An' the children uv me loins is born to 'ave respect fer Cow.)
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Cow, Cow

(Bow yer 'eads, yer blighters, bow!)

Come an' be initiated. Come an' take the milky vow,

Put yer wife an' fam'ly in it;

Work 'em ev'ry wakin' minit;

Fetch yer sordid soul an' pin it, signed an' sealed an' sold ter COW.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Culture And Cops

Five nights agone I lay at rest

On my suburban couch.

My trousers on the bedpost hung,
Red gold within their pouch.

The twin-gods Law and Order seemed
To me all powerful as I dreamed.

My life was staid, my rates were paid,
And peace was in my mind.

Nor recked I of unruly men

To evil deeds inclined

Strange, primal atavistic men

Who shock the peaceful citizen.

But all the same by stealth he came,

A man of vile intent.

What cared he that my life was pure,

Or that I paid my rent?

He willed to violate my shrine

For household treasures that were mine.

He planned to thieve my household goods,
Heirlooms of divers kinds.

(I cannot understand such men,

Nor fathom their dark minds.

Why cannot they abjure all vice,

And be respectable and nice?)

With purpose vile and with a file
My window he attacked.

A stealthy scratch upon the catch
Awoke me to the fact.

Softly, with sudden fear amazed,
A corner of the blind I raised.
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I saw his face!...Oh, what a man
His manhood should degrade,

And seek to rob (I checked a so
Except in honest trade!

A predatory face I saw

That showed no reverence for Law.

With whirring head I slid from bed,
Crept from my peaceful couch;
Forsook my trousers hanging there,
Red gold within their pouch.

Out through my chamber door I fled
And up the hallway softly sped.

Into the murky night I stole

To see a certain cop,

Whose forthright feet patrol the beat
A stone's throw from my shop.

In my pyjama suit went I....

Across the moon dark clouds swept by.

I saw him draped upon a post,

Like someone in a swoon.

His buttons gleamed what time the clouds
Released the troubled moon.

He gazed upon the changing sky,

A strange light in his dreamy eye.

'Now, haste thee cop!' I called aloud,

And seized him by the arm.

'There is a wretch without my house

Who bodes my treasure harm' ....

Toward the sky he waved a hand

And answered, 'Ain't that background grand?"

'Nay, gentle John,' said I, 'attend
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A thief my goods and gold

Seeks to purloin. Go, seize the man
Before the trail is cold!"

'Those spires against the sky,' said he,
'Surcharged with beauty are to me.'

'T give the man in charge!' I cried,
'He is on evil bent!

He seeks of all its treasured art

To strip my tenement!"

He answered, as one in a dream,
'Ain't that a bonzer colour-scheme?

'Them tortured clouds agen the moon,’
The foolish cop pursued,

'Remind me of some Whistler thing;
But I prefer the nood.'

Said I, 'Arrest this man of vice!'

Said he, 'The nood is very nice.'

'My pants,' cried I, 'unguarded lie

Beside my peaceful couch

My second-best pair, with the stripes,

Red gold within their pouch!

Thieves! Murder! Burglars! FIRE!" cried I.
Sighed he, 'Oh, spires against the sky!'

Then, in my pink pyjamas clad,

I danced before his eyes.

In anger impotent I sought

His car with savage cries.

He pushed me from him with a moan.
'Go 'way!' he said. 'You're out of tone.

'Why do I pay my rates?' I yelled -
'What are policemen for?
Come, I demand, good cop, demand
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Protection from the law!'
'You're out of drorin', too,' said he.
'Still, s'pose I better go an' see.'

I guided him a-down the street;

And now he stayed to view

The changing sky, and now he paused
Before some aspect new.

And thus, at length, we gained my gate.
'Too late!' I cried. 'Alas, too late!"

Too late to save my household gods,

My treasures rich and rare.

My ransacked cupboards yawned agape,
My sideboard, too, was bare.

And there, beside my tumbled couch,
My trousers lay with rifled pouch.

'Now, haste thee, cop!' I called again,

'Let not thy footsteps lag!

The thief can not be far away.

Haste to regain the swag!' ...

His arms I saw him outward fling.

He moaned, 'Where did you get that thing?'

With startled state I looked to where
His anguished gaze was bent,

And, hanging by my wardrobe, was
A Christmas Supplement

A thing I'd got for little price

And framed because I thought it nice.

It was a Coloured Supplement
(The frame, I thought, was neat).
It showed a dog, a little maid
Whose face was very sweet

A kitten, and some odds and ends.
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The title, rather apt, was 'Friends.'

'Accursed Philistine!" I heard

The strange policeman hiss

Between his teeth. 'O wretched man,
Was I hired here for this?

O Goth! Suburbanite! Repent!

Tear down that Christmas Supplement!’

And, as athwart my burgled pane
The tortured storm-wrack raced,
He bowed his head upon his hands,
And wept and wept and wept....
So, on the whole, it seems to me,
Art and policemen don't agree.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Cup Couplets

Out of great wisdom, long stored up,

I would write me a rune of the Melbourne Cup.
Out of experience, grave and gay,

I would raise me a rhyme to the gala day.

With words of wisdom then let us begin;

For a many shall wager, but few shall win.

And first a warning: Go slow this trip,

For there's many a slip 'twixt the Cup and the tip.
And the sport of Kings, tho' it capture the town,
Is never for one with but half-a-crown.

For this oft is the tale of a Cup Day revel;

Dine with the gods and sup with the deuvil.

And this oft is the rule when the lucky man sups:
He is in on the Cup and he's on in his cups.
When the living is slow and the horse also

It doesn't much matter what pace you go.

When the living is slow and the horse is fast,
You may keep to a pace that is like to last.
When the living is fast and the horse is 'dead,’
There's the dickens to pay, and an aching head.
But, fast or slow, if you play the game

To the end, then the end is much the same.

So this is the motto to hold and to hug:

There is but one Cup; but there's many a mug.
And these be the sayings of Smug, the saint,
You may guess he's a grouch, but I wot he ain't.
So, out or in, if you still can grin,

Here's a glorious day to you, lose or win!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Cuppacumalonga

'Rover, rover, cattle-drover, where go you to-day?"
I go to Cuppacumalomga, fifty miles away;
Over plains where Summer rains have sung a song of glee,
Over hills where laughing rills go seeking for the sea,
I go to Cuppacumalonga, to my brother Bill.

Then come along, ah, come along!

Ah, come to Cuppacumalonga!
Come to Cuppacumalonga Hill!

'Rover, rover, cattle-drover, how do you get there?'
For twenty miles I amble on upon my pony mare,
The walk awhile and talk awhile to country men I know,
Then up to ride a mile beside a team that travels slow,
And last to Cuppacumalonga, riding with a will.

Then come along, ah, come along!

Ah, come to Cuppacumalonga!
Come to Cuppacumalonga Hill!

'Rover, rover, cattle-drover, what do you do then?'
I camp beneath a kurrajong with three good cattle-men;
Then off away at break of day, with strong hands on the reins,
To laugh and sing while mustering the cattle on the plains -
For up to Cuppacumalonga life is jolly still.

Then come along, ah, come along!

Ah, come to Cuppacumalonga!
Come to Cuppacumalonga Hill!

'Rover, rover, cattle-drover, how may I go too?'
I'll saddle up my creamy colt and he shall carry you -
My creamy colt who will not bolt, who does not shy nor kick -
We'll pack the load and take the road and travel very quick.
And if the day brings work or play we'll meet it with a will.
So Hi for Cuppacumalonga!
Come Along, ah, come along!
Ah, come to Cuppacumalonga Hill!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Dad

I've knowed ole Flood this last five year or more;
I knoo 'im when 'is Syd went to the war.

A proud ole man 'e was. But I've watched 'im,
An' seen 'is look when people spoke uv Jim:

As sour a look as most coves want to see.

It made me glad that this 'ere Jim weren't me.

I sized up Flood the first day that we met
Stubborn as blazes when 'is mind is set,
Ole-fashioned in 'is looks an' in 'is ways,
Believin' it is honesty that pays;

An' still dead set, in spite uv bumps 'e's got,
To keep on honest if it pays or not.

Poor ole Dad Flood, 'e is too old to fight

By close on thirty year; but if I'm right

About 'is doin's an' about 'is grit,

'E's done a fair bit over 'is fair bit.

They are too old to fight, but, all the same,

'Is kind's quite young enough to play the game.

I've 'eard it called, this war - an' it's the truth
I've 'eard it called the sacrifice uv youth.

An' all this land 'as reckernized it too,

An' gives the boys the praises that is doo.
I've 'eard the cheers for ev'ry fightin' lad;
But, up to now, I ain't 'eard none for Dad.

Ole Flood, an' all 'is kind throughout the land,

They aint' been 'eralded with no brass band,

Or been much thought about; but, take my tip,

The war 'as found them with a stiffened lip.

'Umpin' a load they thought they'd dropped for good,
Crackin' reel 'ardy, an' - jist sawin' wood.

Dad Flood, 'is back is bent, 'is strength is gone;
'E'd done 'is bit before this war come on.

At sixty-five 'e thought 'is work was done;

'E gave the farmin' over to 'is son,
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An' jist sat back in peace, with 'is ole wife,
To spend content the ev'nin' of 'is life.

Then comes the war. An' when Syd 'esitates
Between the ole folk an''is fightin' mates,

The ole man goes outside an' grabs a hoe.

Sez 'e, 'Yeh want to, an' yeh ought to go.

Wot's stoppin' yeh?' 'E straightens 'is ole frame.
'Ain't I farmed long enough to know the game?"

There weren't no more to say. An' Syd went - West:
Into the sunset with ole Aussie's best.

But no one ever 'eard no groans from Dad.

Though all 'is pride an' 'ope was in that lad

'E showed no sign excep' to grow more grim.

'Is son was gone - an' it was up to 'im.

One day last month when I was down at Flood's
I see 'im strugglin' with a bag uv spuds.

'Look 'ere,' I sez, 'you let me spell yeh, Dad.
You 'umpin' loads like that's a bit too bad.'

'E gives a grunt that's more than 'alf a groan.
'Wot's up?' 'e snaps. 'Got no work uv yer own?'

That's 'im. But I've been tippin' that the pace
Would tell; an' when 'is wife comes to our place,
An' sez that Dad 'is ill an' took to bed,

Flat out with work - though that ain't wot she said
I ain't surprised; an' tells 'er when I'm thro'

I'll come across an' see wot I can do.

I went across, an' - I come back again.

Strike me! it's no use reas'nin' with some men.
Stubbon ole cows! I'm sick uv them ole fools.
The way 'e yells, 'Keep yer 'ands off my tools!
Yeh'd think I was a thief. 'Is missus said

I'd better slope, or 'e'd be out uv bed.

'E 'eard us talkin' through the open door,

'Oo0's that?' he croaks, although 'e tries to roar.
An' when 'is wife explains it's only me

To 'elp a bit: 'I want no charity!'
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'E barks. 'I'll do me work meself, yeh 'ear?’
An' then 'e gits so snarky that I clear.

But 'e'll do me. I like the ole boy's nerve.

We don't do nothin' that 'e don't deserve;

But me an' Peter Begg an' ole man Poole,

We fairly 'as our work cut out to fool

The sly ole fox, when we sneaks down each day
An' works a while to keep things under way.

We digs a bit, an' ploughs a bit, an' chops

The wood, an' does the needful to 'is crops.

We does it soft, an' when 'e 'ears a row

'Is missus tells 'im it's the dog or cow.

'E sez that it's queer noises for a pup.

An' - there'll be ructions when ole Flood gits up.

It ain't all overwork that's laid 'im out.

Ole Pride in 'im is fightin' 'ard with Doubt.
To-day 'is wife sez, 'Somethin's strange in 'im,
For in 'is sleep sometimes 'e calls for Jim.

It's six long years,' she sez, an' stops to shake
'Er 'ead. 'But 'e don't mention 'im awake.'

Dad Flood. I thought 'im jist a stiff-necked fool
Before the war; but, as I sez to Poole,

This war 'as tested more than fightin' men.
But, say, 'e is an' 'oly terror when

Friends try to 'elp 'im earn a bite an' sup.

Oh, there'll be 'Ell to pay when 'e gits up!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Dad On The Test

I reckon (said Dad) that the country's pests
Is this here wireless an' these here Tests.
Up to the house and around the door,
Stretchin' their ears for to catch the score,
Leavin' the horses down in the crop.

Can you wonder that a farmer goes off pop?

I'm yellin" at Jim or I'm cursin' at Joe

All hours of the day; but it ain't no go -

Leavin' their work and hangin' around

When they think I'm down at the fallow ground;
Sneaking away when I start to rouse,

An' as soon as me back's turned, back to the house.

'Who got Wyatt? Is Sutcliffe out?'

Wot do they care if I rave an' shout?

Bribin' young Bill for to leave his job

To twiddle the switches an' twist the knob.

'Has he made his century? Who's in now?'...

And I bought that machine for the price of a cow!

There's a standin' crop, an' the rain's not far,
An' the price is rotten, but there you are:

As soon as these cricketin' games begin

The farm goes dilly on listenin' in;

Not only the boys an' the harvester crew,

But Mum an' the girls gits dotty too.

An' I reckon (says Dad) that a man's worst pests
Is this here wireless and these here Tests.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Dad's Philanthropic Plan

I knew an old philanthropist, a farming man was he,

Shrewd at a deal, but still withal a man of charity.

He had three sons - three hefty lads - Josiah, Jim and Joe,
And each of these had his own land, and made a goodly show.

But still the farming methods of Josiah, Joe and Jim

Distressed their good old parent and disturbed the mind of him.
'These sons o' mine appear to be a sight too slow,' thought he
'They need a better class o' stock and more machinery.'

Wherefore this old philanthropist, this shrewd old farming man,
He sat him down and pondered long, and thus evolved a plan
A simple scheme, beneficent, and calculated so

That it would guard the interests of Josiah, Jim and Joe.

'l have acquired,' reflected he, 'a lot of tillage land

Much more than I can work; and my affairs get out of hand.
If I can but amalgamate their properties and mine,

And call the whole the Empire Farm, the prospect will be fine.

Then rose the good old farming man and called his sons around,
And thus his philanthropic scheme did earnestly expound:

'My sons, it grieves my heart to see you struggling on the land;
And I've decided, after thought, to lend a helping hand.

'You all have been good sons to me, and this is my great plan:
We shall amalgamate the farms and work them as one man.
But first you need machinery; your methods are too slow.

The cost of this will fall on you - Josiah, Jim and Joe.

'Josiah I'll allow to buy a good, upstanding team;
And Joe a separator, for there's coin in milk and cream;
To Jim I give permission - he's a fav'rite son o' mine
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To buy a brand new harvester of up-to-date design.

'Josiah, he will feed the nags, and Joe can buy some cows

And these be privileges, mind, not ev'ry dad allows

While Jim can mind the harvester till harvest comes around,
When you can fetch it, with the nags, and work it on MY ground.

'And, as Joe's cows come into milk, he'll fetch 'em up to me,
'Long with the separator; I will work it - do you see?'

But, strange to say, they did not see - Josiah, Jim nor Joe.

They said rude things that plunged their parent into deepest woe.

They called him many ugly names, such as 'a mean old man’;
And told him pretty plainly their opinion of his 'plan.’

'We'll buy our harvesters,' said they, 'and work 'em on our own;
And if you get hard-pressed - why, you can have 'em for a loan.'

The poor old farmer bowed his head. 'Ingratitude!' he cried,
'And after all I've done for you, my offer is denied!'

And dad, to-day, is forced to plough and harrow, dig and sow,
For they were most ungrateful sons, Josiah, Jim and Joe.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Dandenong

Hard by the gate-way of the East

She dips within her market square

With provender for man and beast,

And goods and chattels round her there.
A cheery, buxom market dame,

A well-filled basket on her arm,

She calls her wares and makes due claim
Alike on factory and farm.

The neutral ground of her domain

Is loud with talk of crops and herds,
Where hucksters bargain for their gain
With judgment keen and weighted words;
Where sunburnt farmers, slow of speech,
Match wits with dapper city men

While she impartially from each

Takes toll and bids them come again.

With talk of rise and fall in stock,

With keen eyes for a horse's points,

The shrewd-eyed dealers hither flock

To peer in mouths and handle joints.

And shake their heads and turn away,
Then back again to name the price;

And jokes are mixed on market day

With loud-mouthed praise and sage advice.

Hard by the Western gate she sits,
Between the farmland and the town,
To gather all the scraps and bits

Of gossip that fly up and down;

And these she turns to her own good
A comfortable dame and keen,

Who earns an honest livelihood

As town and country go-between.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Dargo

Dargo is a dark-haired lass

Prone to independent ways;

Few men know her, fewer pass,
Where her pleasant river plays
But the smile in her blue eye
Promises a wealth of cheer

For the tired passer-by

Who would seek him respite here.

Long forgot, the days of gold
When the miners, crowding down,
Stirred a turbulence of old

Round about her pleasant town.
Now the quiet cattle-men.

Riding in from her high plains
Seek her portals now and then
With a tale of worthier gains.

Riding up Insolvent Track,

In the days before its change

Many a digger came not back

From that grim, forbidding range:
Came not ever back to tell

Olden tales of loss or gain

Where Maroka's waters swell

Many a stream that seeks the plain.

Still the dark-haired Dargo thrives
'Mid her lands of range and rock,
While blood horses bear men's lives
In and out amongst the stock.

And beside her pleasant streams.
Willow hung, that wind about,

Here the blue-eyed maiden dreams
As she marks the leaping trout.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Dawn

Here, in soft darkness where the whole night thro',
Dreamless, my quiet garden slumbered well.
Night's soothing fingers all adrip with dew

Crept in and out, weaving a mystic spell

O'er wilting bud and bell;

Now with deft touches deepening tints anew.

Now lifting up some languid suppliant who

Had wooed the sun too well.

In the grey twilight tall trees seem to yawn

And, waking, stretch their mighty limbs on high.

A small bird cheeps; and, silver in the dawn,

The jewelled wattles to a soft wind sigh.

Hard etched against the sky

The timbered hill-tops stand forth boldly drawn. . . .
A sunbeam, laughing, trips across the lawn,

And smiling day is nigh.

The kindly offices of night are done.

A grey thrush carols forth his matin hymn.

Then proud, triumphant of a new day won,

The magpie's trumpet tops a lofty limb.

By the pool's mirrored brim

The drowsing daisies open one by one:

'Wake, brothers, wake! Here comes our lord, the Sun!
Awake and worship him!"

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Definitions

We have heard it. Oft we heard it long before we came of age.

In whatever fields we practise, art whatever arts engage:

Ever praise for the performance, still begrudging utmost fame,
From who would extol the action yet withhold its hallowed name.
Thus, in painting, think how often, praise is mingled with complaint:
'No, of course the man's no 'artist' but, by jove, sir he can paint!

As in fields of art and letters, tho' Australian pride has swelled

We may never match our betters while the title is withheld,

So in sport. Consider racing. This young champion. What a horse!
At all distances breaks records, old and new, on every course.

But the veterans, harking backward, ban the upstart with a word:

'Yes; no doubt the nag has speed. sir. But a 'racehorse'? Bah! Absurd!"

When the Digger put a show up Over There - some push or road -

He won almost fulsome praise: 'The bravest thing God made.'

But it seemed he still lacked something - something vague and undefined
That would make him, if he had it, the supremest of his kind.

And 'twas said in all good feeling of the valiant Aussie band:

'These men never will make 'soldiers'. But as fighters? Gad, sir! Grand!

Tho' he skittled English wickets till their very hope grew bleak,

Ernie Jones was ne'er a 'bowler'. No, sir. Just a sort of freak.
There's a danger in perfection that may set a man apart,

What he gains in execution he may lose, 'twould seem, in art.

Now there's Bradman, freak run-getter, making scores till all is blue.
Can we call this man a 'batsman'. Speaking honestly, would you?

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Digger Smith

'E calls me Digger; that's 'ow 'e begins.
'E sez 'e's only 'arf a man; an' grins.
Judged be 'is nerve, I'd say 'e was worth two
Uv me an' you.
Then 'e digs 'arf a fag out uv 'is vest,
Borrers me matches, an'I gives 'im best.

The first I 'eard about it Poole told me.
'There is a bloke called Smith at Flood's,' sez 'e;
'Come there this mornin', sez 'e's come to stay,
An' won't go 'way.
Sez 'e was sent there be a pal named Flood;
An' talks uv contracts sealed with Flanders mud.

'No matter wot they say, 'e only grins,’
Sez Poole. "E's rather wobbly on 'is pins.
Seems like a soldier bloke. An' Peter Begg
'E sez one leg
Works be machinery, but I dunno.
I only know 'e's there an' 'e won't go.

"E grins,' sez Poole, 'at ev'rything they say.
Dad Flood 'as nearly 'ad a fit today.
'E's cursed, an' ordered 'im clean off the place;
But this cove's face
Jist goes on grinnin', an' he sez, quite carm,
'E's come to do a bit around the farm.'

The tale don't sound too good to me at all.
'If 'e's a crook,' I sez, ""e wants a fall.
Maybe 'e's dilly. I'll go round and see.
'E'll grin at me
When I 'ave done, if 'e needs dealin' with.'
So I goes down to interview this Smith.

'E 'ad a fork out in the tater patch.
Sez 'e, 'Why 'ello, Digger. Got a match?'
'Digger?' I sez. 'Well, you ain't digger 'ere.
You better clear.
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You ought to know that you can't dig them spuds.
They don't belong to you; they're ole Dad Flood's.'

'Can't I?' 'e grins. 'T'll do the best I can,
Considerin' I'm only 'arf a man.
Give us a light. I can't get none from Flood,
An' mine is dud.'
I parts; an' 'e stands grinning at me still;
An' then 'e sez, "Ave yeh fergot me, Bill?"

I looks, an' seen a tough bloke, short an' thin.
Then, Lord! I remembers that ole grin.
'It's little Smith!"' I 'owls, 'uv Collin'wood.
Lad, this is good!
Last time I seen yer, you an' Ginger Mick
Was 'owling rags, out on yer final kick.'

'Yer on to it,' 'e sez. 'Nex' day we sailed.
Now 'arf uv me's back 'ome, an' 'arf they nailed.
An' Mick....Ar, well, Fritz took me down a peg.’
'E waves 'is leg.
'It ain't too bad,' 'e sez, with 'is ole smile;
'But when I starts to dig it cramps me style.

But I ain't grouchin'. It wos worth the fun.
We 'ad some picnic stoushin' Brother 'Un-
The only fight I've 'ad that some John 'Op
Don't come an' stop.
They pulled me leg a treat, but, all the same,
There's nothing over 'ere to beat the game.

'An' now,' 'e sez, 'I'm 'ere to do a job
I promised, if it was me luck to lob
Back 'ome before me mate,' 'e sez, an' then,
'E grins again.
'As clear as mud,' I sez. 'But I can't work
Me brains to 'old yer pace. Say, wot's the lurk?"

So then 'e puts me wise. It seems that 'im
An' this 'ere Flood -- I tips it must be Jim --
Was cobbers up in France, an' things occurred.
(I got 'is word
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Things did occur up there). But, anyway
Seems Flood done somethin' good for 'im one day.

Then Smith 'e promised if he came back 'ome
Before 'is cobber o'er the flamin' foam,
'E'd see the ole folks 'ere, an' 'e agreed,
If there was need,
'E'd stay an' do a bit around the farm
So long as 'e had one sound, dinkum arm.

'So, 'ere I am,' 'e sez, an' grins again.
'A promise is a promise 'mong us men.'
Sez I, 'You come up to the 'ouse.
Ole Dad won't rouse
When once 'e's got yer strength, an' as for Mar,
She'll kiss yeh when she finds out 'oo yeh are.'

So we goes up, an' finds 'em both fair dazed
About this little Smith; they think 'e's crazed.
I tells the tale in words they understand;
Then it was grand
To see Dad grab Smith's 'and an' pump it good,
An' Mar, she kissed 'im, like I said she would.

Mar sez 'e must be starved, an' right away
The kettle's on, she's busy with a tray.
An', when I left, this Digger Smith 'e looked
Like 'e was booked
For keeps, with tea an' bread an' beef inside.
'Our little Willie's 'ome,' 'e grins, 'an' dried.’
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Dinner And Dinty

He dreaded not dark, nor the lonely road,
For the world, as he knew it, was kind.

Nor threat of the risk, nor necessity's goad
Gave fear to his innocent mind.

He was merely abroad for a country stroll:
And where lay the peril in that?

While themes so engaging delighted his mind
As dinner and Dinty the cat.

Then the summons went out and the search was on:
For the danger was clear to all.

Dread death was abroad where the child had gone,
But he answered to never a call.

He harked to the birds, and he dreamed his dreams,
As deep in the forest he sat;

And his mind went back to those two great themes:
Dinner, and Dinty the cat.

They found him at last with a smile on his face,
As he prattled of important things;

And, in thankfulness for the heavenly grace,
Men gave to their faith wings.

They pondered in fear what might have-been,
And on terrors thro' fear begat,

But he prattled away, in a mood serene,

Of dinner and Dinty the cat.

Dinner and Dinty. How much we lost

When our joy in the simple things waned.
We have learned of evil - at what a cost?
With our wisdom, what have we gained?
For how much weariness wisdom brings

As the world grows dreary and flat,

Since we lost out joy in the innocent things,
Like dinner and Dinty the cat.
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Discerning Mr. Murphy

Discerning Mr. Murphy sees

The dangers of the foolish plan

Of giving frailty its fees,

And taxing weak, misguided man.
Reluctantly, and red with shame,
He tells of girls depraved, who may
Take up the old, maternal game
On business lines, and make it pay,
If only foolish magistrates

Will give them rather higher rates.

An extra bob or two a head

Will shatter virtue's final guard;
The tax on bachelors would spread
A baby farm in every yard.

To populate our empty lands

Bring black or brown across the seas

From Hindu, Jap, or coral strands,
But lighten not the penalties

For bearing babes. Such clemence vile
Might make it worth a woman's while.
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Disputed Boundaries

Taste? Good taste? It's been argued before,

But not many agree on it yet.

Much that A may condone B may deeply deplore;
So by whom is the standard set?

Are you thinking of jazz of the infantile kind

That predominates much of the day?

I am not high of brow, but I really don't mind

If you're cutting that out - Hurray!

If you must oscillate between brows that are high

And brows most deplorably low,

Then what of the midbrows who languish and sighFor melodious classics they
know?

Is there never a mean twixt the music of Brahms

And the saccharine saxophone's bray?

For Cora loathes crooning, but Susie hates psalms,

Are you cutting out both? Hurray!

Taste? Whose taste? It is hard to define,

If my preference must be confessed,

I am partial to Schubert and Hubert in mine.

Ah, but what about all of the rest?

And what of announcers who drawl in a pained

And a 'fraightfully B.B.C.' way?

If you must please your public, and still keep 'refained,’
Are you carpeting these? Hurray!

When the Mclntyre rises at Yetman, no doubt
There are multitudes thrilled to the core;

But thousands, arising in wrath, count you out,

If that shuts off the cricketing score.

Do you think it is right, when you mention the price
Of fat stock, to refer in that way

To the sex of the beast? Do you think it is nice?
Oh, you're now closing down? Hurray!
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Distrust Appearances

He came into the bird-shop where I stood

A hulking giant, monumental, grim,

A paragon of muscular manhood.

'What is sold here,' I thought, 'that could serve him?'
His heavy brow, his grat, prognathic jaw

Spoke brooding truculence; he wore no vest;

And, where his shirt flared one side, I saw

The matted hair upon his mighty chest.

I thought of Gog, Carnera, Hercules,

As he stood by me, breating like a gale.

'What can he want,' I wondered, "mid all these.

Pet dogs, birds, goldfish offered here for sale?
Bulldogs at least." The parrots watched him, tense;
The yelping pups grew still to see him pass;

All sensed his presence, dominant, immense.

Even the goldfish goggled thro' their glass.

He scared me. Hastily I made my choice

And paid my cash. Yet loitered by the door,
Longing to hear the thinder of that voice

Rumble and break into a sudden roar;

Longing to know, amongst these playful folk

Pups, parrots, love-birds - what could be his need.
Sharks? Panthers? ... Then his piping treble spoke:
'Please, miss, three pennorth of canary seed.'
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Dogs

I've never met a man who hated dogs....

One meets with all sorts as through life he jogs
The mean ones, and the vain ones, and the rash,
The foolish fellows who splash up the cash.

The brisk 'live wires,' the dull, the sodden logs -
But I have ne'er met one who hated dogs.

(I think I'm fortunate in this, somehow,
For, if we ever met, there'd be a row).

Mayhap I'm prejudiced; mayhap I'm wise

To judge a fresh acquaintance by his eyes.

But show me one who has a dogs' straight look,
And I can read that fellow like a book.

I know him for a man who'd be a friend,

A mate, a sticker to the very end.

(He who can't comprehend this last remark
Is not worth one poor mongrel's joyous bark).

I left a dog up in the bush last week.

He was my one good pal, who'd never seek
To take advantage of my frailties

(And, heaven knows, I have enough of these).
He was my one good pal who trusted me,

And when the day of parting came, why, he -

(Well, maybe we had better draw the line,
I get so sloppy o'er this frined of mine).

But when I saw that look come in his eyes,
Well - you know what it is when your dog tries
To tell you things - Oh, I think it's all rot

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 327



To say a man could hate dogs. He could not.
Men surely are superior. Well, then?
Where could you find a dog who hates all men?

(My brothers, think this over, and reflect:
E'en curs hold qualities we may respect).
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Doreen

'l wish't yeh menat it, Bill." Oh, 'ow me 'eart
Went out to 'er that evnin' on the beach.

I knew she weren't no ordinary tart,

My little peach!

To 'ear 'er voice! Its gentle sorter tone,
Like soft dream-music of some Dago band.
An' me all out; an' 'oldin' in me own

'Er little 'and.

An' 'ow she blushed! O, strike! it was divine
The way she raised 'er shinin' eyes to mine.

'Er eyes! Soft in the moon; such BOSHTER eyes!
An' when they sight a bloke...O, spare me days!
'E goes all loose inside; such glamour lies

In 'er sweet gaze.

It makes 'im all ashamed uv wot 'e's been

To look inter the eyes of my Doreen.

The wet sands glistened, an' the gleamin' moon
Shone yeller on the sea, all streakin' down.

A band was playin' some soft, dreamy choon;
An' up the town

We 'eard the distant tram-cars whir an' clash.
An' there I told Per 'ow I'd done me dash.

'T wish't yeh meant it." 'Struth! And did I, fair?
A bloke 'ud be a dawg to kid a skirt

Like her. An' me well knowin' she was square.
It 'ud be dirt!

'E'd be no man to point wiv her, an' kid.

I meant it honest; an' she knoo I did.

She knoo. I've done me block in on her, straight.
A cove 'as got to think some time in life

An' get some decent tart, ere it's too late,

To be 'is wife.

But, Gawd! 'Oo would 'a' thort it could 'a' been
My luck to strike the likes of Per?...Doreen!
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Aw, I can stand their chuckin' off, I can.

It's 'ard; an' I'd delight to take 'em on.

The dawgs! But it gets that way wiv a man
When 'e's fair gone.

She'll sight no stoush; an' so I have to take
Their mag, an' do a duck fer her sweet sake.

Fer 'er sweet sake I've gone and chucked it clean:
The pubs an' schools an' all that leery game.

Fer when a bloke 'as come to know Doreen,

It ain't the same.

There's 'igher things, she sez, for blokes to do.
An'I am 'arf believin' that it's true.

Yes, 'igher things—that wus the way she spoke;
An' when she looked at me I sorter felt

That bosker feelin' that comes o'er a bloke,

An' makes 'im melt;

Makes 'im all 'ot to maul 'er, an' to shove

'Is arms about'er...Bli'me? but it's love!

That's wot it is. An' when a man 'as grown
Like that 'e gets a sorter yearn inside

To be a little 'ero on 'is own;

An' see the pride

Glow in the eyes of 'er 'e calls 'is queen;
An' 'ear 'er say 'e is a shine champeen.

'T wish't yeh meant it,' I can 'ear 'er yet,

My bit o' fluffl The moon was shinin' bright,
Turnin' the waves all yeller where it set

A bonzer night!

The sparklin' sea all sorter gold an' green;
An' on the pier the band—O, 'Ell!... Doreen!
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Down, But Not Out

Oh, how I hate these chills, these winter ills,
Bleak blasts and breezes;

Abominate the 'flu,' the fierce 'Tishoo'

All inappropriate sneezes;

How I detest th' uneasy, wheezy chest.

Yet (tho' the declaration may seem priggish)
Fate I defy; and to Cold's cohorts cry,
Indomitable ever: 'Ick! ... Ip! ... Iggish!

I dream of coral isles where sunlight smiles
And high noon blazes,

Where luscious tropic green, is vaguely seen
Thro' dancing hazes.

I long for these; and then some biting breeze
Pierces my being like an icy splinter;

Yet once more I, with shrill defiance, cry

And fling taunts in the teeth of woeful Winter.

I know this dread disease brings me unease
Most deleterious;

And well, indeed, I know I often grow

Slightly delirious.

But, all the same, nought may my spirit tame;
Fears I have never felt nor eke confessed any;
Tho' some have said I'm partly off my head
When I bark challenges at brooding Destiny.

Oft - Ip! (Excuse me) Snisch! ... Often I wish

For sword and buckler

To slake my seething hate. To snheering Fate

I am no truckler.

Tho' my poor head, pain-wreathed, sinks to the bed,

Ah, bleak battalions, I would smite and smash you!

For, don't forget, I am my own man yet

While my unconquerable soul shouts, 'Ack! ... Harrashoo!"
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Drapers Dummies

What do they dream about standing there
In the windows facing the street?

Eyes transfixed in a strange, far stare,
Smiles so ineffably sweet;

Lady and gentleman dummies clad

In the newest fashion, the latest fad.
Garbed so expensively, well turned out
What have they got to commune about?

Winter comes. Now a chill wind stirs;

The rain comes pattering down

But they suddenly snuggle in coats and furs
And the coziest cloaks in town.
Field-glasses there or a race-book here

'The National? Why, of course, my dear,

I mean to be there tho' Trophet may freeze.
How could I miss it, in clothes like these?'

Spring smiles down and the days grow bright,
And the ladies, garbed anew,

Change, like the tulips, overnight

To gowns of many a hue.

As in a garden gay colors glow,

They are thinking of Henley, the Cup, the Show;
While each glad gentleman, blazer clad,

Is the beau ideal of the sporting lad.

But Henley comes, and the Show, the Cup;
Yet no superior 'gent.’

No simpering lady e'er turns up:

For, still in their windows pent.

Dressed for the revel, how like they seem
To me and to many who stand and dream:
Poor human dummies, but half alive,

Who are always 'going' but never arrive.
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Duck An' Fowl

Now, when a bloke 'e cracks a bloke fer insults to a skirt,
An' wrecks a joint to square a lady's name,

They used to call it chivalry, but now they calls it dirt,
An' the end of it is cops an' quod an' shame.

Fer insults to fair Gwendoline they 'ad to be wiped out;
But Rosie's sort is jist fair game-when Ginger ain't about.

It was Jimmie Ah Foo's cook-shop, which is close be Spadger's Lane,
Where a variegated comp'ny tears the scran,

An' there's some is 'tup'ny coloured,' an' some is 'penny plain,’

Frum a lawyer to a common lumper-man.

Or a writer fer the papers, or a slaver on the prowl,

An' noiseless Chows a-glidin' 'round wiv plates uv duck an' fowl.

But if yeh wanted juicy bits that 'ung around Foo's perch
Yeh fetched 'em down an' wolfed 'em in yer place.

An' Foo sat sad an' solim, like an 'oly man in church,
Wiv an early-martyr look upon 'is face;

Wot never changed, not even when a toff upon a jag
Tried to pick up Ginger's Rosie, an' collided wiv a snag.

Ginger Mick's bin at the races, an' 'e'd made a little rise,
'Avin' knowed a bloke wot knowed the trainer's cook.
An' easy money's very sweet, as punters reckernise,
An' sweetest when yeh've prized it orf a 'book.'

So Ginger calls fer Rosic, an' to celerbrate 'is win

'E trots 'er down to Ah Foo's joint to splash a bit uv tin.

There wus lights, an' smells of Asia, an' a strange, Chow-'aunted scene;
Floatin' scraps of forrin lingo 'it the car;

But Rose sails in an' takes 'er scat like any soshul queen

Sich as stokes 'erself wiv foy grass orl the year.

'Duck an' Fowl' 's 'er nomination; so ole Ginger jerks 'is frame

'Cross to git some fancy pickin's, an' to give 'is choice a hame.

While Ginger paws the tucker, an' 'as words about the price,
There's a shickered toff slings Rosie goo-goo eyes.

'E's @ mug 'oo thinks 'e's 'it a flamin' 'all uv scarlet vice

An' 'e picks on gentle Rosie fer a prize.
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Then 'e tries to play at 'andies, an' arrange about a meet;
But Rosie fetches 'im a welt that shifts 'im in 'is seat.

Ginger's busy makin' bargins, an' 'e never seen the clout;

'E is 'agglin' wiv Ah Foo fer 'arf a duck;

But the toff's too shick or silly fer to 'cave 'is carkis out,

An' to fade while goin's good an' 'e's in luck.

Then Ginger clinched 'is bargin, an', as down the room 'e came,
'E seen the toff jump fritm 'is seat, an' call the girl a name.

That done it. Less than larf a mo, an' 'ell got orf the chain;
An' the swell stopped 'arf a ducklin' wiv 'is neck,

As Ginger guv the war-cry that is dreaded in the Lane.

An' the rest wus whirlin' toff an' sudden wreck.

Mick never reely stoushed 'im, but 'e used 'im fer a mop.

Then someone doused the bloomin' glim, an' Foo run fer a cop.

Down the stairs an' in the passidge come the shufflin' feet uv Chows,
An' a crash, as Ah Foo's chiner found it's mark.

Fer more than Mick 'ad ancient scores left over frum ole rows,

An' more than one stopped somethin' in the dark.

Then the tabbies took to screamin', an' a Chow remarked 'Wha' for?'
While the live ducks quacked blue murder frum their corner uv the floor.

Fer full ten minutes it was joy, reel willin' an' to spare,

Wiv noise uv tarts, an' Chows, an' ducks, an' lash;

An' plates uv fowl an' bird's-nest soup went whizzin' thro' the air,
While 'arf-a-dozen fought to reach Foo's cash.

Then, thro' an open doorway, three Chows' 'eads is framed in light,
An' sudden in Mick's corner orl is gentle peace an' quite.

Up goes the lights; in comes the cops; an' there's a sudden rush;
But the Johns 'as got 'em safe an' 'emmed 'em in;

An' ev'ryone looks innercent. Then thro' the anxious 'ush

The toffs voice frum the floor calls fer a gin...

But Mick an' Rose, 0 where are they? Arst uv the silent night!
They 'ad a date about a dawg, an' vanished out o' sight.

Then Foo an' orl 'is cousins an' the ducks torks ori at once,

An' the tabbies pitch the weary johns a tale,

'Ow they orl is puffick ladies '0o 'ave not bin pinched fer munce;
An' the crooks does mental sums concernin' bail.
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The cops they takes a name er two, then gathers in the toff,
An' lobs 'im in a cold, 'ard cell to sleep 'is love-quest off.

But down in Rosie's kipsie, at the end uv Spadger's Lane,

'Er an' Mick is layin' supper out fer two.

'Now, I 'ate the game,' sez Ginger, 'an' it goes agin the grain;
But wot's a 'elpless, 'ungry bloke to do?"

An' 'e yanks a cold roast chicken frum the bosom uv 'is shirt,
An' Rosie finds a ducklin' underneath 'er Sund'y skirt.

So, when a bloke fergits 'imself, an' soils a lady's name,
Altho' Romance is dead an' in the dirt,

In ole Madrid or Little Bourke they treats 'im much the same,
An' 'e collects wot's comin' fer a cert.

But, spite uv 'igh-falutin' tork, the fact is jist the same:

Ole Ginger Mick wus out fer loot, an' played a risky game.

To fight an' forage... Spare me days! It's been man's leadin' soot
Since 'e learned to word a tart an' make a date.

'E's been at it, good an' solid, since ole Adam bit the froot:

To fight an' forage, an' pertect 'is mate.

But this story 'as no moral, an' it 'as a vulgar plot;

It is jist a small igzample uv a way ole Ginger's got.
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Dummy Bridge

'If I'd 'a' played me Jack on that there Ten'

Sez Peter Begg, 'I might 'a' made the lot.'

"Ow could yeh?' barks ole Poole. "Ow could yeh, when
I 'ad me Queen be'ind?' Sez Begg, 'Wot rot!

I slung away me King to take that trick.

Which one! Say, ain't yer 'ead a trifle thick?'

'Now, don't yeh see that when I plays me King
I give yer Queen a chance, an' lost the slam.'
But Poole, 'e sez 'e don't see no such thing,
So Begg gits 'ot, an' starts to loose a 'Damn.’
'E twigs the missus jist in time to check,

An' makes it 'Dash,' an' gits red down 'is neck.

There's me an' Peter Begg, an' ole man Poole
Neighbours uv mine, that farm a bit close by
Jist once a week or so we makes a school,
An' gives this game uv Dummy Bridge a fly.
Doreen, she 'as her sewing be the fire,

The kid's in bed; an' 'ere's me 'eart's desire.

'Ome-comfort, peace, the picter uv me wife
'Appy at work, me neighbours gathered round
All friendly-like - wot more is there in life?
I've searched a bit, but better I ain't found.
Doreen, she seems content, but in 'er eye
I've seen reel pity when the talk gits 'igh.

This ev'nin' we 'ad started off reel 'ot:

Two little slams, an' Poole, without a score,
Still lookin' sore about the cards 'e'd got
When, sudden-like, a knock comes to the door.
'A visitor,' growls Begg, 'to crool our game.'
An' looks at me, as though I was to blame.

Jist as Doreen goes out, I seen 'er grin.

'Deal 'em up quick!" I whispers. 'Grab yer 'and,
An' look reel occupied when they comes in.
Per'aps they'll 'ave the sense to understand.
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If it's a man, maybe 'e'll make a four;
But if' - Then Missus Flood comes in the door.

'Twas ole Mar Flood, 'er face wrapped in a smile.
'Now, boys,' she sez, 'don't let me spoil yer game.
I'll jist chat with Doreen a little while;

But if yeh stop I'll be ashamed I came.'

An' then she waves a letter in 'er 'and.

Sez she, 'Our Jim's a soldier! Ain't it grand?"

'Good boy,' sez Poole. 'Let's see. I make it 'earts.’
'Doubled!" shouts Begg...'An' 'e's been in a fight,'
Sez Missus Flood, 'out in them furrin' parts.
French, I suppose. I can't pronounce it right.

'E's been once wounded, somewhere in the leg..."
"Ere, Bill! Yeh gone to sleep?' asks Peter Begg.

I plays me Queen uv Spades, an' plays 'er bad.

Begg snorts...."My boy,' sighs Missus Flood. 'My Jim."...
'King 'ere,' laughs Poole. 'That's the last Spade I 'ad.’...
Doreen she smiles: 'I'm glad yeh've 'eard from 'im."...
'We're done,' groans Begg. 'Why did yeh nurse yer Ace?'...
'My Jim!" An' there was sunlight in 'er face.

'l always thought a lot of Jim, I did,'

Sez Begg. "E does yeh credit. 'Ere, your deal.’
'That's so,' sez Poole. "E was an all-right kid.
No trumps? I'm sorry that's the way yeh feel.
"Twill take yeh all yer time to make the book."'...
An' then Doreen sends me the wireless look.

I gets the S.0.S.; but Begg is keen.

'My deal,' 'e yaps. 'Wot rotten cards I get.'

Ole Missus Flood sits closer to Doreen.

'The best,' she whispers, 'I ain't told yeh yet.'

I strains me ears, an' leads me King uv Trumps.

'Ace 'ere!' grins Begg. Poole throws 'is Queen - an' thumps.

'That saves me Jack!' 'owls Begg. 'Tough luck ole sport.'...
Sez Missus Flood, 'Jim's won a medal, too

For doin' somethin' brave at Bullycourt.'...

'Play on, play on,' growls Begg. 'It's up to you.'
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Then I reneges, an' trumps me partner's Ace,
An' Poole gets sudden murder in 'is face.

'T'm sick of this 'ere game,' 'e grunts. 'It's tame.'
'Righto,"' I chips. 'Suppose we toss it in?'

Begg don't say nothin'; so we sling the game.

On my wife's face I twigs a tiny grin.

'Finished?' sez she, su'prised. 'Well, p'r'aps it's right.
It looks to me like 'earts was trumps tonight.'

An' so they was. An', say, the game was grand.
Two hours we sat while that ole mother told
About 'er Jim, 'is letter in 'er 'and,

An', on 'er face, a glowing look that rolled

The miles all up that lie 'twixt France an' 'ere,
An' found 'er son, an' brought 'im very near.

A game uv Bridge it was, with 'earts for trumps.
We was the dummies, sittin' silent there.

I knoo the men, like me, was feelin' chumps:
Foolin' with cards while this was in the air.

It took Doreen to shove us in our place;

An' mother 'eld the lot, right from the Ace.

She told us 'ow 'e said 'e'd writ before,

An' 'ow the letters must 'ave gone astray;
An' 'ow the stern ole father still was sore,
But looked like 'e'd be soft'nin', day by day;
'Ow pride in Jim peeps out be'ind 'is frown,
An' 'ow the ole fool 'opes to 'ide it down.

'T knoo,' she sez. 'l never doubted Jim.

But wot could any mother say or do

When pryin' folks asked wot become uv 'im,
But dropp 'er eyes an' say she never knoo.

Now I can lift me 'ead to that sly glance,

An' say, 'Jim's fightin', with the rest, in France."

An' when she's gone, us four we don't require
No gossipin' to keep us in imploy.

Ole Poole sits starin' 'ard into the fire.

I guessed that 'e was thinkin' uv 'is boy,
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'O0's been right in it from the very start;
An' Poole was thinkin' uv a father's part.

An' then 'e speaks: 'This war 'as turned us 'ard.
Suppose, four year ago, yeh said to me

That I'd sit 'eedless, starin' at a card

While that ole mother - Good Lord!' sez 'e

'It takes the women for to put us wise

To playin' games in war-time,' 'an 'e sighs.

An' 'ere Doreen sets out to put 'im right.

'There's games an' games,' she sez. 'When women starts
A hand at Bridge like she 'as played tonight

It's Nature teachin' 'em to make it 'earts.

The other suits are yours,' she sez; 'but then,

That's as it should be, seein' you are men.'

'Maybe,' sez Poole; an' both gits up to go.

I stands beside the door when they are gone,

Watching their lanterns swingin' to an' fro,

An' 'ears Begg's voice as they goes trudgin' on:

'If you 'ad led that Queen we might 'ave made...'
'Rubbidge!" shouts Poole. 'You mucked it with yer Spade!'
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Dusk

Now is the healing, quiet hour that fills
This gay, green world with peace and grateful rest.
Where lately over opalescent hills
The blood of slain Day reddened all the west,
Now comes at Night's behest,
A glow that over all the forest spills,
As with the gold of promised daffodils.
Of all hours this is best.

It is time for thoughts of holy things,
Of half-forgotten friends and one's own folk.
O'er all, the garden-scented sweetness clings
To mingle with the wood fire's drifting smoke.
A bull-frog's startled croak
Sounds from the gully where the last bird sings
His laggard vesper hymn, with folded wings;
And night spreads forth her cloak.

Keeping their vigil where the great range yearns,
Like rigid sentries stand the wise old gums.
On blundering wings a night-moth wheels and turns
And lumbers on, mingling its drowsy hums
With that far roll of drums,
Where the swift creek goes tumbling amidst the ferns...
Now, as the first star in the zenith burns,
The dear, soft darkness comes.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Dust

(I'm not trying to make this thing rhyme
But, at the same time,

A little interlude like this

Is not amiss).

We interviewed a Mayor and asked gently, 'Dost

Think, my lord, that thy great city is a pleasant place wherein to dwell? For, if
not, why not?' And he answered, 'Dust!’

Just,

'Dust!"

He seemed perturbed. Something was on his mind. He could not talk. He could
not
say one word excepting

Just
'Dust!"

We fear that the interview was a bit of a frost. We wanted to ask him all sort of
things about markets, and the letting of the Town Hall, and jay-walking
regulations; but all he would answer was just
'DUST!!

And when outside into the street we went
We knew just
What he meant.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Early Morning Tea

You are growing convalescent

As pain's fingers are withdrawn;

And you waken in a strange, white room at last;
Yet your thought is aught but pleasant

In the cold, grey winter dawn,

As you realise a weakness not yet past.

Then a little sound comes creeping

From some distant inner shrine,

And you bid farewell to sleeping

At that trebly welcome sign.

'Tis the tink-clink-tinkle of a teacup,

From morbid thought imagination stirs;

And with sharp anticipation you await the glad libation

The draught of draughts the thristing tongue prefers.

And you listen for that soul-uplifting gurgle,

As from the precious pot you hear them pour

The golden brew you're craving . . . Then a weak, white hand is waving
To the white capped Sister smiling at the door.

More than all that Juno's daughter

Bore to tables of the great,

Sweeter far than all Olympian Hippocrene,
More than all man's heady water

Is the nectar you await,

Now to nibble bred-and-butter in between.
Say, can this be stuff man gobbles
Listlessly some afternoon?

Or, to sound of bells and bobbles,
Underneath a bright bush moon?

Hear that tink-clink-tinkle of the teacup,

And the rattle of the spoon against the cup.

Was cup-bearer ever sweeter? Then you meekly smile to greet her
And most valiantly struggle to sit up.

So, having quaffed, your head sinks to the pillow,

And you know contentment, lately past belief,

As, your heavy eyelids closing, once again you fall to dozing

While you bless all China and the precious leaf.
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Earth's Oldest Show

Not in our public parks, for private gain.

This centuries-old precursor of all dramas

That lured babes in old Italy and Spain

To plague for pence their medieval mamas.

Not for the modern child: this crude display

Of brutal bouts with staves, or battles fictic;

So wise and reverend city elders say.

But we might get lighted fountains .... 'Ow hartistic!

Not in our playgrounds may the showman pitch

His box of tricks that, from our great-gand-daddies
And their great-great-grand-daddies, drew those rich,
Fat chuckles of pure joy, when they were laddies.

Not for our bairns: that vulgar figure, Punch

With his hypocrisy and moods plenetic,

His Mammoth nose, his ugly, malformed hunch.

But we might have colored fountains .... 'Ow hesthetic!

Not Punch: that wicked well-loved reprobate,
Beneath false jocularity concealing

A world of mordant and malicious hate;

Beneath his leer, sad lack of all nice feeling.

Not Judy: feckless spouse, doomed ne'er to know
Domestic peace, but e'er to find some rift in

The matrimonial lute. A sordid show!

But illuminated water! .... So hupliftin'.

Ponder effects upon the plastic mond:

Police made victims of a murderer's revel!

Infanticide! Wife beating! Then to find

A crude portrayal of a personal devil!

It must creat false values, such low life

As Punchinello and his gang would paint it.

A homicidal crook with half-wit wife!

But we might have rainbow fountains .... 'Ighbrow, hain't it?

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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'Eats’

When Willie gets a penny piece

Straight to the lollie-shop he flies,

And, heartened by his wealth's increase,
Reviews the stock with bulging eyes.

And so it is thro' all our lives,

Till Death declares the tale complete;
Man ever toils and yearns and strives
With eyes on something good to eat.

With little child or stout M.P.
Old Nature varies not her plan;
When either has the £.s.d.

His thoughts fly to the inner man.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Echoes

(That is to say, those of you that are.

For, even in the most altruistic mood, there are some I bar.)

Brothers!

Workers, shirkers, writers, skiters, philosophers and others,

Attend. I address myself only to those

Of the class that habitually looketh even beyond its nose.

To him I speak who shrewdly seeketh for the milk in the cocoanut, while his
fellows are repeating the bald assertion that 'The fruit is not yet ripe!'

Him I address who knoweth the sheep from the goats, the chaff from the oats,
the half-quid from the gilded sixpence, and the common sense from common
tripe.

To the 'Man in the Street' I speak not, nor to the 'Right-thinking Person,’

nor 'Constant Subscriber,' nor 'Vox Populi,' nor 'The Bloke on the Train,'

nor any of their band.

For of the things I write they wot not, neither may they hope to understand.

But ye whom I, even I, presume to address as brother:-

Journalists, politicians, burglars, company promoters, miners, millers,

navvies, shearers, confidence-men, piano-tuners, paling-splitters,

bookmakers, process-workers, judges, brass-fitters, policemen and others.
Attend. Him who looketh for the hall-mark on every link, and taketh not the say-
so of the label, nor the sworn affidavit of the pill advertisement

him who hath it in him to discern the fair thing from that which is over the odds,
and shaketh the new-laid egg that he may know what is within it

Him I address. For lo, my brothers, maybe there is one of us born once a week
or thereabouts, but we know it is written that one of the others is born every
minute.

Wherefore, attend,

And lend

An ear; for I have planned for you a pleasing diversion.

Come with me, my brothers, and let us make a little excursion

Out over the land, through the cities and the country places, even to the farthest
limit of Back-o'-beyond. Hearken brothers! What are these sounds we hear?
Say, what is all this babbling and gabbling, this howling and growling, this
muttering and spluttering, that smites the ear?

Listen again. Do you hear them, brothers? Lo, they are the Echoes calling.
They are the multitudinous echoes that sound up and down the land; crying and
sighing, squalling and bawling.

In all places they sound; in the city and in the country; upon the high mountains
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and along the plains, wherever man hideth; and at all times, for the night is loud
with the sound of them even as is the day.

Listen again, brothers! What is it that they say?

Lo, this one shouteth. 'The Time is Not Yet Ripe!' And another bawleth.

'Capital is fleeing the Land!" And yet another howleth, 'It is

Inimical to Private Enterprise and Thrift!" And yet another screameth.

'It will Bust up the Home and ruin the Marriage Tie!'

Why do they howl these things, my brothers? I ask ye, why?

For lo, even as they shout, still other Echoes take up the cry till it is increased
and multiplied even unto 70,000 times seven;

And a howl, as of 1400 she-elephants simultaneously robbed of their young,
assaileth Heaven.

What say ye, brothers? What is the inner significance of these Echoes, and why
do they make these divers sounds? What say ye, brothers; is it because they
think?

Aha! I apprehend ye! I say ye - nay, verily, I heard ye wink.

For the noise of the falling - of the flapping of your collective eyelid was even as
the banging of the bar door what time the clock telleth of eleven thirty p.m., and
the voice of Hebe murmureth through the night 'Good-bye, ducky.'....But I
digress.

Which is a characteristic failing I must confess!

But, nevertheless,

It hath its compensations, as is plain to any noodle,

When matter is paid for at space rates, for it pileth up the boodle....

However, to resume. Let us isolate a case, my brothers. Let us sample an
Echo. Take Brown.

We all are well acquainted with Brown. Mayhap his name is Smith or Timmins,
but no matter. He is the Man in the Street. He hath a domicile in the suburbs
and an occupation in town.

This Brown riseth in the morning and donneth the garments of civilisation. In hot
socks he garbeth his feet, and upon his back he putteth a coat which hath

a little split in the tail for no sane or accountable reason.

Except that it is an echo of the first and original split that set the fashion for the
season.

Then he proceedeth to feed.

And simultaneously to read

His solemn, though occasionally hysterical, morning sheet, which he proppeth
against the cruet.

Remarking to his spouse, inter alia. 'I wish to goodness, Mirabel, you wouldn't
cook these things with so much suet!

(Which rhyme, though labored, is remarkably ingenious and very rare. For you
will find, if you try to get a rhyme for cruet - But let that pass. This is more
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digression.

Time is money; but the space writer must contrive to sneak it with discretion.)
Lo! as Brown peruseth his apper a lugubrious voice speaketh to him from out the
type,

Saying: 'Despite the howls of demagogues and the ranting of pseudo-reformers,
it is patent to any close student of political economy - nay, it is obvious
even to the Man in the Street that the Time is Not Yet Ripe'

And Brown, with solemn gravity,

Having mainly a cavity
In that part of him where good grey matter should abide,

Pusheth the sheet aside,

And sayeth to the wife of his bosom across the breakfast dish of stewed tripe:
'Verily, this paper speaketh fair. The time is not yet ripe!'

Now, mark ye, brothers, it is the nature of a cavity to give back that which is
spoken into it. This doth it repeat.

Wherefore Brown, with rising heat,

Sayeth again: 'Dammit, woman, this Labor Party will ruin the blanky country.
Of COURSE, the time is not yet ripe!

Where's my pipe?

And my umbrella and my goloshes? I'll miss that train again as sure as eggs!"

Then on nimble legs
he hastest to thetrain,

And here again
he meeteth other Echoes surnamed White or Green or Black,

Each with a coat upon his back
Which hath an absurd and altogether unnecessary little split in its tail.
Brothers, do not let the moral fail.

For it is written:

If the tail of the coat of Brown be absurdly split,

So, also, shall th etails of the coats of White also Green and Black be likewise
splitten;

And if the mind of Brown with a shibboleth be smit,

So, also, shall th ealleged minds of White and Green and Black be smitten.
For, lo, they use but as hat-racks those knobs or protuberances which Nature has
given unto them to think with; and, even as 10,000 others of their type,

They echo again, as the train speedeth onward, the same weird cry: Lo, the
Cost of Living is becoming a Fair Cow! These Trusts will have to be Outed.
But, as the paper says, the Referendum is a dangerous mistake. THE TIME
IS NOT YET RIPE!

And here and there, and elsewhere, and in divers places, not mentioned in the
specifications, the foolish Echo echoeth and re-echoeth and echoeth even yet
again, till it soundeth far and near and in the middle distance from Dan to
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Berrsheba. Ay, even from Yarra Bend to Kow Plains:

In hundreds of trams and boats and trains;

In motor-cars and junkers and spring-carts and perambulators and hearses and
Black Marias; in shops and pubs and offices and cow-yards and gaols and
drawing-rooms and paddocks and street corners; and across counters and slip
rails and three-wire fences, and streets and lanes and back fences; and

through telephones and speaking-tubes and pipestems and weird whiskers of
every shade and color: up and down the land, and across it: from the mouths of
men of every shape and size and kind and type,

The Echo soundeth and resoundeth: 'THE TIME IS NOT YET RIPE - RIPE - ripe -
ripe'....

And now the Voice - the original anonymous voice that caused these divers
Echoes smileth to Itself and saith: 'Verily, that was a good gag. It should help to
bump 'em next elections. This unprecedented growth of Public Opinion is
prime....

Snaggers, see if you can get a column interview with Sir Ponsonby Stodge on the

Obvious Inripeness of Time.

We must follow this up while we're in luck.'

And the voice of the Chief Reporter answering, saith 'Ribuck.’

Brothers, ye have heard the Echoes. In a multitude of words have I spoken of
them to ye. Have I not planned for ye a pleasing diversion? Lo! then, when the
Little Blue Deuvil sitteth upon the right shoulder and whispereth into the ear that
the World is a Dead Nark; when the Spice of Life tasteth in the mouth even as
the stale beer of yester's revel; when the Soul wilteth for lack of

congenial employment;

Go ye forth and give ear unto the Echoes, and thus shall the Spirit be uplifted
and cheered by the fatheadedness of your fellows, and ye shall reap profitable
and unending enjoyment.

I say this unto ye, even I, and my word has never neem broken

More often than has been absolutely necessary or expedient considering the
dreadful Socialistic trend of Legislation in this Country. Lo! I have spoken.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Echuca

With wood and wool for Adelaide

The paddle boats came down

When here this spritely river maid

Built up her river town.

Flanked by the green of spreading gums,
Where trade in waxing volume comes
Her industry to crown.

Those were the careless, easy days
The days of old romance,

When men were prone to casual ways,
But she had marked her chance,

As gateway of the north and east,

To share one day the coming feast

Of this wide land's advance.

Now she, grown old in count of years,
Stays young, who dreams her fate

Is to arise above her peers

And serve a sister State,

Handmaid of kindlier kinship when
Madness and folly fall from men

And they, with towns, grow great.

The paddle boats, with wool and wood,

Churned lazily along

When peace seemed sure, when life seemed good,
Ere all a world went wrong.

Strife wells; yet, valiant as of yore

Old Murray sings without her door

Of hope an ageless song.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Election Aftermath

1. ANTE-ELECTIONS

Now, a cove the name of Blabb, a politician,
He's a haughty sort o' high pan-jan-dee-ram;
An' he holds a very dignified position

As the member for the districk where I am.
There is times he seems to faintly reckernise me
Jist a flutter of his flipper when we meet;
Yet, other times, his actions fair surprise me,
When with a very icy eye he eyes me,

Jist as if he never knoo me in the street.

But who am I to seek his hand to grab?

So I simply sez, 'Good mornin', Mr Blabb.'
An' passes on.

'An' I hopes you're doin' nicely, Mr Blabb.'

2. ELECTIONS

Now, a cove the name of Blabb, a politician,

Is a pal o' mine, an' most perlite, at that.

He's a candidate again for th eposition

As a member for the districk where I'm at.

He will grab me hand an' pump it when I meet him,
An' he pats me on the back an' calls me Joe
Seems sort of anxious-like for me to grete him
An' as a fond an' faithful friend to treat him.

He's the nicest sort o' neighbour you could know,
But who am I to listen to his gab?

So I simply sez, 'T'll think it over, Blabb,'

An' passes on.

'T'll see wot I can do about it, Blabb.'

3. POST-ELECTIONS

Now, a coot the name of Blabb, a politician,
He's a Public Figger, an' a Man of note;

For he recently rewon the high position

As the member of the districk where I vote.
An', altho' we come to be close cobbers lately,
Monday last he hardly knoo me when I spoke;
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An' he didn't sort o' seem to want to, greatly;
But he rose his hand an' nodded most sedately,
He's an awful, absent-minded sort o' bloke.

But who am I, whose ways is drear an' drab?
So I simply sez, 'Good evenin', Mr Blabb,'

An' passes on.

'An' I hopes you ain't forgot me, Mr Blabb.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Emily Ann

Government muddles, departments dazed,
Fear and confusion wherever he gazed;

Order insulted, authority spurned,

Dread and distraction wherever he turned

Oh, the great King Splosh was a sad, sore king,
With never a statesman to straighten the thing.

Glus all importunate urging their claims,

With selfish intent and ulterior aims,

Glugs with petitions for this and for that,
Standing ten-deep on the royal door-mat,
Raging when nobody answered their ring -

Oh, the great King Splosh was a careworn king.

And he looked to the right, and he glanced to the left,
And he glared at the roof like a monarch bereft

Of his wisdom and wits and his wealth all in one;

And, at least once a minute, asked, 'What's to be done?'

But the Swanks stood around him and answered, with groans,

'Your majesty, Gosh is half buried in stones!"

'How now?' cried the King. 'Is there not in my land
One Glug who can cope with this dreadful demand:
A rich man, a poor man, a beggar man, thief

I reck not his rank so he lessen my grief

A soldier, a sailor, a - ' Raising his head,

With relief in his eye, 'Now, I mind me!' he said.

' mind me a Tinker, and what once befel,

When I think, on the whole, he was treated not well.
But he shall be honoured, and he shall be famed

If he read me this riddle. But how is he named?
Some commonplace title, like-Simon?-No-Sym!

Go, send out my riders, and scour Gosh for him.'
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They rode for a day to the sea in the South,

Calling the name of him, hand to the mouth.

They rode for a day to the hills in the East,

But signs of a tinker saw never the least.

Then they rode to the North thro' a whole day long,
And paused in the even to hark to a song.

'Kettles and pans! Kettles and pans!

Oh, who can show tresses like Emily Ann's?
Brown in the shadow and gold at the tips,
Bright as the smile on her beckoning lips.
Bring out your kettle! 0 kettle or pan!

So I buy me a ribband for Emily Ann.'

With his feet in the grass, and his back to a tree,
Merry as only a tinker can be,

Busily tinkering, mending a pan,

Singing as only a merry man can . . .

'Sym!' cried the riders. ' 'Tis thus you are styled?"

And he paused in his singing, and nodded and smiled.

Said he: 'Last eve, when the sun was low,
Down thro' the bracken I watched her go
Down thro' the bracken, with simple grace
And the glory of eve shone full on her face;
And there on the sky-line it lingered a span,
So loth to be leaving my Emily Arm.'

With hands to their faces the riders smiled.
'Sym,' they said - 'be it so you're styled
Behold, great Splosh, our sorrowing King,
Has sent us hither, that we may bring

To the palace in Gosh a Glug so named,
That he may be honoured and justly famed.'

'Yet,' said Sym, as he tinkered his can,
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'What should you know of her, Emily Ann?
Early as cock-crow yester morn

I watched young sunbeams, newly born,
As out of the East they frolicked and ran,
Eager to greet her, my Emily Arm.'

'King Splosh,' said the riders, 'is bowed with grief;
And the glory of Gosh is a yellowing leaf.

Up with you, Tinker! There's work ahead.

With a King forsaken, and Swanks in dread,

To whom may we turn for the salving of man?"
And Sym, he answered them, 'Emily Ann.'

Said he: 'Whenever I watch her pass,

With her skirts so high o'er the dew-wet grass,

I envy every blade the bruise

It earns in the cause of her twinkling shoes.

Oh, the dew-wet grass, where this morn she ran,
Was doubly jewelled for Emily Ann.'

'But haste!' they cried. 'By the palace gates
A sorrowing king for a tinker waits.

And what shall we answer our Lord the King
If never a tinker hence we bring,

To tinker a kingdom so sore amiss?"

But Sym, he said to them, 'Answer him this:

'Every eve, when the clock chimes eight,

I kiss her fair, by her mother's gate:

Twice, all reverent, on the brow-

Once for a pray'r, and once for a vow;

Twice on her eyes that they may shine,
Then, full on the mouth because she's mine."

'Calf!" sneered the riders. 'O Tinker, heed!
Mount and away with us, we must speed.
All Gosh is agog for the coming of Sym.
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Garlands and greatness are waiting for him:
Garlands of roses, and garments of red
And a chaplet for crowning a conqueror's head.'

'Listen,' quoth Sym, as he stirred his fire.
'Once in my life have I known desire.

Then, Oh, but the touch of her kindled a flame
That burns as a sun by the candle of fame.
And a blessing and boon for a poor tinker man
Looks out from the eyes of my Emily Ann.'

Then they said to him, 'Fool! Do you cast aside
Promise of honour, and place, and pride,

Gold for the asking, and power o'er men
Working your will with the stroke of a pen?
Vexed were the King if you ride not with us.'
But Sym, he said to them, 'Answer him thus:

'Ease and honour and leave to live

These are the gifts that a king may give
'Twas over the meadow I saw her first;

And my lips grew parched like a man athirst
Oh, my treasure was ne'er in the gift of man;
For the gods have given me Emily Ann.'

'Listen,' said they, 'O you crazy Sym.

Roses perish, and eyes grow dim.

Lustre fades from the fairest hair.

Who weds a woman links arms with care.

But women there are in the city of Gosh -

Ay, even the daughters of good King Splosh. . .

'Care,' said Sym, 'is a weed that springs

Even to-day in the gardens of kings.

And I, who have lived 'neath the tent of the skies,
Know of the flowers, and which to prize . ..

Give you good even! For now I must jog.'

And he whistled him once to his little red dog.
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Into the meadow and over the stile,

Off went the tinker man, singing the while;
Down by the bracken patch, over the hill,
With the little red dog at the heel of him still.
And back, as he soberly sauntered along,
There came to the riders the tail of his song.

'Kettles and pots! Kettles and pans!

Strong is my arm if the cause it be man's.

But a fig for the cause of a cunning old king;

For Emily Ann will be mine in the Spring.

Then nought shall I labour for Splosh or his plans;
Tho' I'll mend him a kettle. Ho, kettles and pans!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Ep - And - Ein

Sometimes I risk a faltering step

To meet these -steins, both Ein- and Ep-:
But hesitate and halt at last,

Finding the works of each too vast

For such a finite brain as mine.

They gravel me, both Ep- and Ein-.

Ein-'s themes on space, Ep-'s things in stone
Both leave me gasping. Tho'I own

They're 'after something,' as men say,

What master minds, what years away,

Will fully grasp at last those fine

Profundities of Ep- and Ein-?

I sometimes like to think, if Ep-

Could be induced to take the step,

He might translate and bring in bounds
Vague theories that Ein- propounds
Carve them in stone, that, in the end
Mere fools like me might comprehend.

Working together thus they might
To a dull-witted world bring light.
But when each labors all alone,

Ep- at his monstrous things in stone.
Ein- with his talk of time-light-space
Just leave me with a wooden face.

Tho' here and now I own the twain
Bring but a bussing in my brain,

Yet I, like others of my kind,

Keen to be thought a 'modern' mind,
If asked, will learnedly admit,

Each is indutitably It.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Erb

Do you know 'Erb? Now, there's a dinkum sport.
If football's on your mind, why, 'Erb's the sort
To put you wise. It's his whole end and' aim.
Keen? He's as keen as mustard on the game.
Football is in his blood. He thinks an' schemes
All through the season; talks of it an' dreams
An' eats an' sleeps with football on his mind.
Yes: 'Erb's a sport - the reel whole-hearted kind.

'A healthy, manly sport.' That's wot 'Erb says.
You ought to see his form on football days:
Keyed up, reel eager, eyes alight with joy,
Full of wise schemes for his team to employ.
Knows all about it - how to kick a goal,

An' wot to do if they get in a hole.
Enthusiasm? Why, when 'Erb gets set

He is a sight you couldn't well forget.

There ain't a point about it he don't know

All of the teams and players, top to toe.

The rules, the tricks - it's marvellous the way
He follers - Wot? Good Lord, no, he don't play.
'Erb? Playin' football? Blimey! have a heart!
Aw, don't be silly. 'Erb don't have to play;

He knows more than them players any day.

He's never had a football in his hand,

'Cept once, when it was kicked up in the stand.
No, 'Erb ain't never played; he only sits

An' watches 'em, an' yells, an' hoots and splits
His sides with givin' mugs some sound advice
An' tellin' umpires things wot ain't too nice.
Aw, look; your ejication ain't complete

Till you know 'Erb. You reely ought to meet.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 359



Escape

Sing me to sleep when I go West;
But sing you, soft and low,

No song from the olden masters'

Or I shall not want to go:

Not Schubert, wondrous harmonist,
Not great Beethoven, Grieg nor Liszt,
Nor any rare old melodist;

For I'd hate the passing so.

I'll hate to part with the good green trees
And the birds and the soft, kind sky;

For I've abiding love for these,

And I shall not want to die.

But, most of all, shall I doubly grieve

For the joys of earth when I have to leave
Those melodies to which I cleave

When the lust for life runs high.

Sing me to sleep when I go west

The latest thing you know

In jazz; and sing with brutal zest

While the saxophones moan low

And the squawkers squawk and the banjoes strum
To the bang and the boom of the big bass drum;
Then I'll come out for Kingdom Come

And gladly shall I go.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Ethics For Infants

Now, children, in this lesson of a rather novel sort

Let us dwell, however briefly, on the moral phase of sport,
Taking cricket, for example, and those vague unwritten laws
Which, when observed, bring harmony, and help the noble cause
Of sportsmanship; but, understand, opinions given here

And rules of conduct specified are just as they appear.

To me and sundry others who see eye to eye with me

While 'tis candidly admitted other folk may disagree.

Eample one: When bowling we'll suppose, without intent,

You hurt a batsman badly so that half his strength be spent.
Now, the law, as I conceive it; is to give the man a chance
And to treat him rather gently while he flounders in trance.
That's sportsmanship, true sportsmanship as it appears to me;
Tho', as I have remarked before, some folk may disagree.
They would set a leg trap for him and attack him out of hand!
But that's a trick that you and I could never understand.

Example two: When bowling you have got a batsman out

But the umpire has not seen it, and the issue is in doubt;

The batsman gets the benefit and profits by the same.

And you? Why you regard it as the fortune of the game.

But, should you lose your temper and show plainly you are peeved,
Well, I and who thnk like me would be just a little grieved,

A little bit ashamed, you know, or so it seems to me,

Tho' remember clearly, children, other folk may disgaree.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Farewell Cable Tram

Now a sad farewell to the cable-tram,
Staunch friend of the quieter days,

That glided down thro' a leisured town
Ere the urge for speed was a craze.
We'd time to spare and we took the air
On a sociable seat outside

Calm charioteers of those peaceful years
When 'the trams' were a city's pride.

Clash! Clang! The twin bells rang,

And the grip went smoothly in.

Then we floated along to a muted song
And a dearth of hustle and din.

Untouched by the need for racketting speed
That frazzles the moderns' nerves,

Scarce heeding at all the warning call:

'Sit tight! Hold on at the curve!'
Unhurried, serene, we viewed the scene,
Or chatted with Charlie or Sam.

Oh, in spite of the rage of a jazz-mad age,
I'm still for the cable-tram, I am,

The jolly old cable-tram.

But they're rooting them out, the cable-trams,
Like all earth's pleasanter things;

To oblivion brought by a Juggernaut

That needs no leading strings

And they'll serve when dead, for a shelter shed
By some shrill suburban road.

Or a garden 'nook,' unbelievably crook,

At a philistine's abode.

Clash! Clang! . .. How the breezes sang
On a sunny Sabbath Day.

And away we go with Fanny or Flo

For a tram trip down the Bay.

'What O! There's class!" Proud ponies pass
With their shining jinkers there,

And joy's complete, we've a front-row seat,
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And the sea-wind's in our hair.

And never a car snorts by to mar

That peace with its swank and sham.

You may keep your noise and your clattering toys!
I'm for the cable-tram, I am!

Idyllic old cable-tram.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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'Fathercraft'

Well (said the small, meek man) we look for change
In this sad world, for these are stirring days;

And men pin hopes to methods new and strange
And see lost happiness thro' altered ways.

And I, who many a bitter cup have quaffed,

Hailed with delight this cult of Fathercraft.

But (said the small, meek man) I've scanned the rules
And studied well all that this author says,

Oh, I have pinned such faith to modern schools,
Hoping one day to see a great light blaze.

And now, it seems, I'm rather at a loss;

For all I glean is that the wife should be boss.

If (said the small, meek man) yielding one's pay,
Yielding one's will, seems new to Fathercraft,

And letting woman have her own sweet way;

Then (said the small, meek man) the author's daft!
I had such hopes! But, far as I can see,

Things go on in the same old way. Ah, me!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Fiduciary Friendship

'E 'ad spragged me before for the loan of a quid.
But I told 'im straight out I was broke.

Still 'e would 'ang around me, wotever I did.
'E's a regiler obstinit bloke.

'E'd tapped me for dollars an' bit me for bobs;

An' I ain't too finanshil meself.

Wot with times like they are an' not too many jobs;
So a bloke 'as to 'ang to 'is pelf.

But this Mister Theodore give me a lead
'E's a genius all on 'is own

'E put me wise yestidy - jist wot I need,
When a bloke comes along for a loan.

I rekin this Theodore's out on 'is pat

As a shrewd an' a far-seein' bloke,

Wot can 'and out the patter an' deal with a flat,
'Fore 'e's time to make up to the joke.

So today, when this cove puts the 'ard word on me,
I tells 'im straight out I'm 'is friend,

An' I'm goin' to 'elp 'im from sheer sympathy

With a few quid I'm goin' to lend.

It 'urts me, I tells 'im, to ark at 'im moan,
An'I 'aven't the 'eart to refuse.

So I gives the poor coot a fidoosary loan
In the shape of some nice 1.0.U.'s.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Fire Bugs

Look 'ere. TI'll bet a 'arf-a-crown

To anythink you like to name (said Bushy Bill),

If country fellers went to town,

An' burnt a few big buildin's down,

An' quids an' quids went up in flame (said Bushy Bill),
Do you suppose, by any chance,

You'd put it down to ignorance.

An' let 'em go their dilly way

To do the trick some other day? (Said Bushy Bill).
No fear. You'd take that crim'nal lot

An' likely lynch 'em on the spot.

Fine sense of property you got (said Bushy Bill).

Yet city coves come up this way,

Shootin' or goin' campin' out (said Bushy Bill).

But are they careful blokes? Not they.

An' when their camp fire gets away

They wonder what it's all about (said Bushy Bill).
They sling their matches round the place,

An' carry on a fair disgrace

Wise coots they are, all in the know,

Who reckons country coves is slow (said Bushy Bill).
But when two hundred thousand quid

Goes up, they dunno wot they did.

They can't think 'ow that green scrub caught

They never knoo. They never thought.

Look 'ere. IT'S TIME YOUS BLOKES WAS TAUGHT (said Bushy Bill).

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Fitzmickle Unbends

Mr Fitzmickle, the martinet,

Still with an iron hand

Rules house and home. Like a peevish gnome
He barks each curt command.

And he packs the family off to bed

Since a wireless 'fan' he's grown

And each obeys, while Papa stays

And harks to the Test alone.

Mr Fitzmickle, the martinet,

Sat, last Saturday night,

Glowing with pride as Australia's side

Rose to the loftiest height.

Then, just as the fun grew furious

And the batsmen forged ahead,

Came a horrible shriek, a click and a squeak;
And the speaker went stone dead!

Mr Fitzmickle, the martinet,

Fiddled, with urgent thumb,

At many a screw, in a terrible stew;

But ever the set stayed dumb.

So up the stairs in his stocking feet,

He stole to his small son there,

Whose expert hand now took command;
And the Test was again on the air.

Mr Fitzmickle, the martinet,

Frowned at his small, meek heir.

'You'll wait,' said he, 'lest the thing won't gee.
Quiet, sir! Sit over there!"

And his small son; hugging himself in glee

As the game went merrily on

Sat listening in with a rapturous grin

To the triumphs of 'Billy' and 'Don.'

Mr Fitzmickle, the martinet,

Seized with a strange wild joy,
As the centuries came, with his eye aflame,
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Clutched at the startled boy . . ..

And Mrs Fitzmickle, roused from sleep,
Saw a sight to wonder at;

Fitzmickle and son, at half-past one,
Dancing a jig on the mat.

Mr Fitzmickle, the martinet,

Said with a sheepish grin,

'Why, Mother's here! Sit down, my dear,

Sit down and listen in!"' . . .

And the small son whispered - when all was o'er,
And the winter dawn began

In his mother's ear: 'Ma, ain't it queer.

Pappas's just like a man!'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Flames

It's human nature for a bashful bloke

To bottle up, an' hesitate, an' doubt

Till grinnin' Fate plays him some low-down joke;
Then, in excitement, he goes blurtin' out

The tale his sane mind never would impart,

So all the near-by world knows it by heart.

Good luck for me, the near-by world that day,
When I ran sobbin' thro' the scorchin' fern,
Held few to hear the foolish things I say;

No one was there my secret thought to learn,
As I went shoutin' down the mountain spur,
Only the scared birds, an' the trees, an' Her.

In fancy, many men have been thro' Hell,
Tortured by fear, when hope has amost died;
But few have gone thro' that, an' fire as well
To come on Heaven on the other side

With just one angel in it, safe an' well -

A cool, calm angel by the name of Nell.

The day the fire came sweepin' down the hill,
Lickin' the forest up like some mad beast,

We had our work cut out to save the mill;

An', when the wind swung round into the East,
An' blew the roarin' flames along the spur,
Straight for 'The Height,' I gets quick fear for Her.

Flat out I was fightin' all day long

(We saved the mill-shed, but the huts were done)

When some bloke, weak with sprintin' comes along
Comic, it seemed, to me the way he run)

Shoutin' that someone's missin' from 'The Height,'
An' all the forest at the back's alight.

I don't what he thought, an' never cared,
When I grabs at his coat an' starts to yell.
I only know that I was dreadful scared. . . .
In half a minute more, I guessed 'twas Nell.
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He tell me when an' where they thought she went,
An' of the useless searchers they had sent.

I never waits for more; but turned an' ran
Straight for the spur, along the scorchin' track.
Behind me, as I went, I hear some man

I think it's Pike - bawlin', '"You fool! Come back!"
What plan was in my mind I cannot tell;

I only know I want to find my Nell.

Next thing I mind, I've left the track, an' turned
Into the blackened scrub - my eyes feel bad -
Above my head the messmate trees still burned.
An' Lord, them awful fancies that I had!

I seen her lyin' there - her face - her hair. . . .
Why, even now, them thoughts give me a scare.

I stumble on. Against a red-hot butt

I burn my hand, but never even swear;

But keep on sayin', 'Make the splitter's hut,
The splitter's hut! Get to the clearin' there.
She's at the splitter's hut; an' if she ain't. . .'
My heart turns over, an' I feel dead faint.

An' as I plug along, I hear some fool

Repeatin' words till they sound like a spell.

''m goin' mad,' I thinks. 'Keep cool! Keep cool!'
But still the voice goes on' 'My Nell! My Nell!'

I whips round quick to see who he can be,

This yappin' fool - then realize it's me.

They say I must have gone thro' blazin' ferns.
Perhaps I did; but I don't recollect.

My mind was blank, but, judgin' by my burns,
There's something got to me that took effect.

But once, I know, I saw a flamin' tree

Fall just behind me; but that don't trouble me.

I don't know how the reached the splitter's hut,

I only saw the ragin' fire - an' Nell.

My clothes were torn, my face an' hands were cut,
An' half a dozen times, at least, I fell.
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I burst into the clearin' . . . an'I look. . ..
She's sittin' on a log there - with a book!

I seem to cross that clearin' in a stride,

Still sobbin' like a kid: 'My Nell! My nell!

I was clean mad. But, as I reach her side,

I sort of wake, an' give that song a spell.
But, by her eyes, for all she seemed so cool,
I know she must have heard, an' feel a fool.

'Why, Mister Jim? You do look hot,' says she.
(But still her eyes says oceans more than that).
'Did you come all the way up here for me?'
Coolness? 1 tell you straight, it knocked me flat.
By rights, she should fall sobbin' in my arms;
But no; there weren't no shrieks an' no alarms.

I pulls myself together with a jerk.

'Oh, just a stroll,' I says. 'Don't mention it.

The mill's half burnt, an' I am out of work;

They missed you so I looked around a bit.'

'Now, that was good of you,' says she, reel bright.
'Wasn't the bush-fire such a splendid sight?'

She looks me up and down. 'Why, Mister Jim,'
She says to me, 'you do look hot, indeed.

If you go strollin' that way for a whim

Whatever would you do in case of need?"

That's what she said. But with her eyes she sent
More than her thanks; an' I was quite content.

I seen her home; or, rather, she seen me,

For I was weak, an' fumbled in my stride.

But, when we reached 'The Height,' I seen that she
Was just in breakin'; an' she went inside. . . .

I stumbles home. 'Well, Jim, lad, anyway,'

I tells myself, 'you've had a fine, full day.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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For A Canberra Tablet

Once on this historic site

Wild men of a dusky shade,

In defiance of all right,

Broke the laws that good men made.

Time goes on - It will not pause
Bringing changes in its wake;
Now 'tis wild men make the laws

For good men, like us, to break.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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For The Defence

'This Cen-TEEN-ary,' sez 'e

Sez I, 'You'll pardon me.'

(Perlite, like that, first off, and 'arf in laughter).
'You'll pardon me, I'm sure,’

I sez: 'but, speakin' pure,

Cen-TEN-ary, I think's, the word you're after.’

'Cen-TEEN-ary!' sez 'e;

An' looks fair, bang at me

All sort of snakey-eyed an' irritated.

Sez I, 'Don't be absurd,

For the dictionary word

Is Cen-TEN-ary. It's much more edjacated.’

'Cen-TEEN-ary!!"' sez 'e.

Some'ow, 'e seemed to be

The sorta bloke wot gits me back up proper.
'Aw, brush yer brains!' sez I,

Gettin' 'ot. (I dunno why.)

'Cen-TEN-ary!' I sez. 'You darn clod-'opper!'

'Cen-TEEN-ary!!!" sez 'e,

As snarky as could be.

You know the sorta bloke I mean - pig-'eaded).
'Cen-TEN-ary, you fool!

Ain't you never been to school?'

Sez I. An' then things 'appened - like I dreaded.

'Cen-TEEN-ary!!!" sez 'e.

An' 'e swings a left at me

That would 'a' knocked me cold, if it 'ad landed.
'Ho! A gentleman!'I sneers;

'Full of nice, perlite idears.'

Then I ups an' tears right into 'im, two-'anded.

'Cen-TEEN-ary,' squeaks 'e.

(Still obstinit, yeh see).

Well, it weren't no time for bein' tender-'arted,
So I spreads 'im on the floor,
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An''e never sez no more ....
So, please yer Worship, that was 'ow it started.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Forbidden Fruit

Eight days to beer! A sigh sweeps thro' the nation
Sweeps like a gale from 'Frisco to New York.
('Say! But it's tough, this long anticipation.

Oh boy! I'm rarin' to get at that cork!")

Six days to beer! Was ever waiting bleaker?

And how the dull days drag their slow length by!
('Aw, say! Just let me at a foamin' beaker!

But, nothin' doin'. I'm a legal guy.")

Four days to beer! How slowly Time is creeping,
Turning the pages with a laggard hand.

('Say, honey, dope me so that I stay sleeping

Until the glorious Sixth dawns o'er the land.")

Two days to beer! (‘Shucks, I can't wait much longer!")
One day to beer! To luscious, legal beer!

('‘Ah, hold me, honey! help me to be stronger....

Now, attaboy! The glorious Sixth is here!!..")

'Here's how! ... Say! What's the stunt? This stuff is phoney!
It aint got no kick! It palls! It disappoints!

It's just the stuff that guys like Al Capone

An' such tough eggs sell in speakeasy joints!

Here's me, been lookin' for a time right regal,

Lickin' me lips an' rarin' to begin...

Sure, this is beer, all right; but now it's legal.

It don't taste half so good... Say, pass the gin'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Frank And His Little Bank

When he was quite a small boy, Frank
Was fond of useful playthings;

So he was given a toy bank

That he might learn the way things

Were done in the financial world;

So, on the playroom floor he curled,

Tho' short of pence, and had great dreams
Of wonderful financial schemes.

No lack of pennies grieved small Frank,
He simply took some paper

And posted slips into his bank

A cunning childish caper.

And soon he found that, with due care,
He could become a millionaire.

A happy child. And all day

He sang himself this little song:

'If papers I have not enough

Each standing for a penny

I take it out and tear the stuff,
And then I've twice as many.

And if my bank's not full, why then
I tear them all tn two again.

So all day long I tear and sing

And grow as rich as anything.'

In course of time Frank learned to walk
And his perambulations

Led to strange fields; he learned to talk
And made some fine orations.

He left his school, and went to work;

He sought the vote, and stood for Bourke
And, being voluble, was sent

For years and years to Parliament.
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But, tho' he grew in many ways
And wondrously developed

His childish money complex stayed
Until it had enveloped

His whole attention. So that, when
Acute depression comes to men,
And things financial all go wrong,
He sings again his little song:

'When lack of money troubles brew
For any stricken nation

You simply tear your notes in two
By process of inflation.

And of this does not serve, why then

You just divide them up again
Until, with new financial health,

The whole land overflows with wealth.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Frank The Jester

There's joy in legislative halls
When Frank's in opposition;

But gloom upon the Chamber falls
When Frank holds high position.
His merry japes no longer flit
About the House to mellow it,

For cares of office dull his wit

And mar his life's great mission.

Frank's mission - and a high one, too,
Amongst the chiefest rating

Is to infuse come joy anew

Into the dull debating.

When speakers drone and lose their grip,
And every member has the pip,

Up rises Frank with merry quip

And humor scintillating.

But as a Minister, alack,

His ready wit grows clouded.

For higher roles he takes the sack;
For in a House enshrouded

By weariness, when members sup

Of dreariness the prosy cup,

And word goes round that Frank is up,
The benches soon are crowded.

I feel I earn a nation's thanks

If I, with due humility,

Suggest for such a wit as Frank's
A new and fit nobility.

If I'd my way, I'd have him sent
Our happier moods to represent
As 'Minister for Merriment
Without Responsibiiity.'

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Frankenstein

We roam about the countryside

And view the farmlands rolling wide

A picture surely this of peace, of planty.

We mark within these sylvan scenes

The whirr and clatter of machines

That help one man to do the work of twenty.

We mark the orchards fruited deep,
The flocks of well-contented sheep,
The drowsing kine all corpulent and sated.
We gaze with gladness undisguised,
And thank our stars we're civilised;
Yet long for life a shade less complicated.

For birds, now vocal in the trees,

And beasts, with grass about their knees,

Accept in simple wise the gifts abounding,

But, of all creatures, man alone,

The brainiest being ever known,

Must scratch his head and fall to self-confounding.

Alas, that man's own cleverness

Should land him in this pretty mess

Where man blames man and nation charges nation.
Tho' wise blokes con it o'er and o'er

The sum of all their labored lore

Seems but to complicate the complication.

To pluck an apple form a tree

And feed upon it seems to be

A simple act where none could be mistaken.
Alas, our world has grown so big

That, tho' one man may raise a pig,

It needs a score to sell the breakfast bacon.

From earth alone man wins his bread;

By earth alone are all things fed;

A fact we'll recognise when we grow calmer.
Justice for all may then prevail,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 379



For farmers first, then down the scale
To the man who farms the man who farms the farmer.

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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Fred

Do you know Fred? Now there's a man to know
These days when politics are in the air,

An' argument is bargin' to an' fro

Without a feller gittin' anywhere.

Fred never argues; he's too shrewd for that.
He's wise. He knows the game from A to Z.

All politics is talkin' thro' the hat;

An' everyone is wrong - exceptin' Fred.

Fred says there ain't no sense in politics;

Says he can't waste his time on all that rot.
Trust him. He's up to all their little tricks,

You'd be surprised the cunnin' schemes he's got.
Fred says compulsory voting is a cow.

He has to vote, or else he would be fined,

But he just spoils his paper anyhow,

An' laughs at' em with his superior mind.

But when a law comes in that hits Fred's purse,
You ought to hear him then. Say, he does rouse;
Kicks up an awful row an' hurls his curse

On every bloomin' member in the House.

He gives 'em nothin'; says they all are crook,

All waitin' for a chance to turn their coats;

Says they are traitors; proves it by the book.

An' can you wonder that he never votes?

Aw, say, you must know Fred. You'll hear his skite
Upon street corners all about the place.

An' if you up an' say it serves him right,

He answers that it only proves his case:

Them politicians wouldn't tax him so

Unless they were all crooked, like he said,

Where is the sense in votin' when they go

An' rob a man like that. Hurray for Fred!

Clarence Michael James Stanislaus Dennis
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French Leave

No longer wilful woman