

































































My Loyal Friend

Apart from my much loved four legged furry companions this friend is one who is very dear and very much a part of
my family history — she’s been around now for about 26 years and attended most of our important family gatherings. She
turns up in the odd photo here and there. Some great shots of her at Gladstone - mind you she was a lot younger then and
sprightlier but she looks the same really, hasn’t changed all that much over the years.
There are a lot of photos of her out on the property. She loves animals. There were always dogs and lambs around her.
She still likes the dogs although doesn’t get out with them as much these days, and there is a bit of a shortage of lambs at
Ipswich. We are all slowing down. | always remember though with a smile the way the sheep would come running up to her
whenever she went into the paddock and then follow her, jostling and pushing to get close to her - she just had a way about
her.

She is not one of these young lightweight girls with the sparkly nail polish, short skirts and high heels. You know the
types | mean - they are ‘fast and common and cheap’Red seems to be a favoured colour, although | have seen some wearing
flashy purple and that pink shade. Modern colours for modern girls. How times change.

| suppose my friend is a bit frumpy and plain - but looks aren’t everything are they? She’s a stayer not a player. Our
friendship of over 25 years has outlasted two ‘romantic’ relationships and despite some major surgery over the years has been
financially a lot cheaper as well. | can say in all honesty she has never once let me down. That'’s a rare thing in itself. She has her
moments (don't we all?) She is a slow starter — never easy to get her moving first thing in the morning but once she’s up she's a
goer and will happily poke along all day doing whatever needs doing.

If | was asked to give a brief sentence describing her | think | would have to say that she is ....
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| have a friend a dear friend who holds a place in my heart
my one constant companion since my love life fell apart
We've travelled miles together across this sunny land
and she has never let me down or failed to give a hand.
When times are tough as oft’ they are she’s always at my side
and never once said ‘that’s enough‘ This old girl has some pride.
She’s helped me carry heavy loads, helped me move once or twice

and though she now is aged and frail - her help is beyond price.

Her age is showing sadly, with her skin pitted and worn
her heart is failing slowly, her best dress now sadly torn.
Each day she struggles valiantly to make her way to work
despite a hacking cough at time that nearly makes her choke.

A new heart is what’s needed but they say that she’s too old.
Don'’t they have friends who have been true? How can they be so cold?
| think by major surgery the old girl will soon be fraught
and | will have to wait and pray . Recall words | was taught.

Right now our tough economy means little cash to spare
a few dollars though shared around will show her that | care.
| won't give up on her for | still need her every day
how devastated would | be if she should pass away?

In years gone by she’s faced her share of major operations
and each has given her new life far beyond expectations .
She had a transplant years ago which sadly didn't last
another valve has failed they say — and she is slipping fast.

Her poor old legs got tired and worn. | bought her special shoes
and when her eyesight failed and dimmed, new lenses | did choose.
But one day - well her battery failed and she just could not go
Lucky a mate who owned a truck was her able to tow.

She’s old and she is weary in her life she’s travelled far
she hates cold Ipswich mornings and hill climbing now is barred.
Her pace is somewhat slower, but my friend is really beaut.
| love her with a passion - my Nissan Navara Ute.
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