An Amazing Discovery


‘Thanks for the lift mate, I’ll see you around.’ I said as I slid down from the front seat of the mail truck.


‘You sure will! Once you’ve crossed the Warrego you’ll cross it again and again.’ Jacky croaked in his western drawl. He drove off and left me to choke in a cloud of dust. So this was Dyvenor Downs, one million acres and one thousand kilometres west of Brisbane in the outback. 

I’d had enough of city life and wanted to go bush. I needed to experience the rugged, harsh climate and watch the artesian bore water spew out of the ground into drains then snake its way through paddocks to water the stock. There were flies, millions of them. Every step needed the Australian wave to swish them away from my eyes and face with either hand all in one motion.

What was it about the bush that had beckoned me, I later wondered. Was it the isolation, distance from anywhere, no shops or entertainment, only the local pub? Or could it be the bush characters who were charming, easy to talk to and courteous? They seemed to not to have a care in the world with their laid-back country drawls. 

Perhaps it was the pristine huge grey gum trees scattered across the open plains that reached for the sky, giant red kangaroos that cleared a boundary fence in one bound and sprinting emus with their long spindly legs thrown out in front of them when they tried to outrun one another. 

There was Dyvenor Lake. It’s banks stretched ten kilometres in one direction and half that distance in the other, in the middle of nowhere. Swans, pelicans and other bird life of all variety used the salt-water lake as their playground. Our earlier pioneers believed there was an inland sea when millions of years ago Australia was split in half.  


After a while I was offered a job as a Station Mechanic. I asked the officer, ‘How many mechanics would they have on a property of that size?’ 

‘I don’t know! I’d imagine there would be about six.’ 


Later the Manager’s wife introduced herself, ‘Hello. I’m Mrs Greig. You must be the mechanic?’ 


‘Yes, I’m Bundy Quicksilver. Pleased to met you.’ I muttered not quite sure whether to kiss her on the cheek or shake her hand. I did neither.


‘Come with me,’ she commanded. I following her like a sheep dog when called, ‘to get behind’ as we entered the main homestead.

‘How many other mechanics have you working here?’ I asked nervously when served with a mug of tea and a piece of cake. 

‘You’re it. We could never get anyone to come this far west,’ she said. Blood drain from my face. A faint feeling came over me and I felt sick. I was on my own! I wasn’t a mechanic at all. I’d lied to the officer in Brisbane to get the job.


‘Are you alright?’ She looked concerned.


‘Yeah! Yeah, it must be the heat. I’m not quite used to it yet.’ I hoped the subject would be closed until I could work out a way to stop this charade. If I told them the truth I’d be on the next mail truck back to town. What if the boss wanted me to fix a truck, I wondered? I wouldn’t even know what to look for. I’ve tinkered with old bomb cars in my time of course, but to actually be paid a wage as a mechanic? That’s a different proposition. I hadn’t even brought any tools with me. 


They say, ‘you can fool some of the people some of the time but you can’t fool all of the people all of the time’ and it had to happen sooner or later. Shearing was now in full swing and somehow I’d managed to cheat my way through repairs, in a rough fashion, of trucks and other machinery. This time it was a different.


Shearing had started early that morning and exactly two minutes to ten o’clock when the shearers were to stop for morning smoko, the motor stopped. ‘You’ve got ten minutes to get it started, or else!’ ordered the Manager. 

‘Or else, alright!’ I thought. I desperately hoped for a miracle while sweat formed on the palms of my hands and my heart almost pushed itself almost out of my chest. Five minutes left and I’d checked all the small things, like fuel, water and spark plugs. All these were clear.

Two minutes! I prayed for the Lord to grant me one last wish to have this motor working before the Shearers finished their morning smoko or hell would break lose. 

I pulled the cord on the motor to give it one last try. Suddenly it fired into action. I was saved with no idea how it had happened. The Manager thought I was his hero.

It seemed likely my luck would soon run out so I tendered my resignation and returned home. The memories remain and an amazing discovery I made in the great Australian outback. I can do anything if I try.  
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