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	You never heard tell of the story?


.     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .



	10



	CLANCY OF THE OVERFLOW
	



	
	I had written him a letter which I had, for want of better,
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	On Western plains, where shade is not,
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	Now this is the law of the Overland that all in the West obey,
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	I bought a run a while ago,
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	There came a stranger to Walgett town
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	The widow sought the lawyer's room with children three in tow
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	It was the man from Ironbark who struck the Sydney town,
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	I had ridden over hurdles up the country once or twice,
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	Him going to ride for us! Him—with the pants and the eyeglass and all
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	The roving breezes come and go
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	Scene: On Monaro.
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	It was shearing-time at the Myall Lake,
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	'Only a pound,' said the auctioneer,
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	'He ought to be home,' said the old man, without there's something amiss.
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	Out in the grey cheerless chill of the morning light,
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	Let us cease our idle chatter,
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	A VOICE FROM THE TOWN
	



	
	I thought, in the days of the droving,
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	A BUNCH OF ROSES
	



	
	Roses ruddy and roses white,
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	BLACK SWANS
	



	
	As I lie at rest on a patch of clover
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	THE ALL RIGHT 'UN
	



	
	He came from 'further out,'
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	THE BOSS OF THE ADMIRAL LYNCH
	



	
	Did you ever hear tell of Chili? I was readin' the other day
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	A BUSHMAN'S SONG
	



	
	I'm travelling down the Castlereagh, and I'm a station hand,
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	HOW GILBERT DIED
	



	
	There's never a stone at the sleeper's head,
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	THE FLYING GANG
	



	
	I served my time, in the days gone by,
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	SHEARING AT CASTLEREACH
	



	
	The bell is set a-ringing, and the engine gives a toot,
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	THE WIND'S MESSAGE
	



	
	There came a whisper down the Bland between the dawn and dark,
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	JOHNSON'S ANTIDOTE
	



	
	Down along the Snakebite River, where the overlanders camp,
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	AMBITION AND ART
	



	
	I am the maid of the lustrous eyes


.     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .



	149



	THE DAYLIGHT IS DYING
	



	
	The daylight is dying


.     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .



	153



	IN DEFENCE OF THE BUSH
	



	
	So you're back from up the country, Mister Townsman, where you went,
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	LAST WEEK
	



	
	Oh, the new-chum went to the back block run,
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	THOSE NAMES
	



	
	The shearers sat in the firelight, hearty and hale and strong,
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	A BUSH CHRISTENING
	



	
	On the outer Barcoo where the churches are few
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	HOW THE FAVOURITE BEAT US
	



	
	'Aye,' said the boozer, 'I tell you it's true, sir,
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	THE GREAT CALAMITY
	



	
	MacFierce'un came to Whiskeyhurst
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	COME-BY-CHANCE
	



	
	As I pondered very weary o'er a volume long and dreary—
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	UNDER THE SHADOW OF KILEY'S HILL
	



	
	The boys had come back from the races
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	JIM CAREW
	



	
	The boys had come back from the races
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	THE SWAGMEN'S REST
	



	
	We buried old Bob where the bloodwoods wave
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