Girls/ Boys Poem: 9 vyears

“Sale Time”, by Rex Ingamells

There’s dust and loud cracking whips
On the hot dry plain:
The stockmen are droving the cattle in

To the sales again.

The children will hurry from school,
When their lessons are done,
To clamber about on the stockyard rails

In the glaring sun.

They love to be watching the sight

Of the auctioning



Of bullocks and heifers and calves, and hear

All the bellowing.

They’ll be dreaming all during the week,

When the sales are over,

Though teacher be speaking of spelling and sums,
Of the bullock-drover.



