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Grace in the Bush

The travelling parson took his seat.
The free selector and his wife

Drove off the flies, took fork and knife
And silently cut up their meat.

The parson, looking at his plate,

A flickering smile athwart his face,
Asked if they ever said a Grace
Before they settled down and ate?

The bushman stroked his beard. "It's true,
We don't go much on prayer, though

If you would like to pray, you know

We should be very pleased, so do."

The parson smiled again. "I may.

But God would like it better still

If your own son, your eldest, Bill,
A benediction cared to say."

The old man nodded to his lad,
Who awkwardly got up and stood
Still like a figure carved in wood.

"For this here food we thank you, Dad.
You raised the cow, you built the pen,
You killed the calf and dressed the veal.
And Mum, we thank you for this meal
You cooked for us today. Amen."

David Martin



