Chapter 1- Memories

This story takes place during the last stages of Fel’s “Subjugation” – in mid January, 2009. The Trillanes have been kicked off of Earth, and a new power is in charge, Duke Jason Karrine. Imperial Marines are replacing the Trillane house troops, and it is a time of change. People are happy to see the Trillanes leave, but concerned over what the future holds. For some, the legacy of the Trillanes is bitterness and anger….

-X-

“Toast!

Here’s to the best bloody mate a bloke could have ever had! Cheers! 

Here’s to a person who was true blue through thick and thin! Cheers! 

Here’s a toast to a guy who was a True Australian, A True Queenslander! 

May the lord have mercy on his departed soul. Cheers!”

The voices subsided and the small pub in Southern Queensland returned to its usual quiet state. The well-worn and a bit dilapidated looking building, with its peeling paint and sun bleached sign, was a welcome respite from the brutal heat for all the locals. Known officially as “The Linville Hotel,” but to the locals as “Keith’s Hole” it was more a home away from home and watering hole for the small population of about three hundred souls. The massive panel flickered in the background, showed a cricket match between New South Wales and the local team, who were losing to their interstate rivals.

Sitting in a corner of the beer garden outside, protected from the blistering sun by a huge sun bleached green umbrella, bearing the faded logo of a beer company, sat a man alone. He was in his late twenties, but had a wiry and sun-beaten look, gained from hard work under the blazing Australian sun which made it difficult to judge his age precisely under normal circumstances. His black hair was mostly hidden under his Barmah Sundowner hat, which was Australian made out of kangaroo leather. He was ignoring heat that sent many a lesser man scurrying for the A\C cooled interior. The lone figure sat still as a statue staring into space, a dreadful, haunted expression on his face making him look twice his actual age. His hands clutched an undrunk pint of XXXX bitter (or Four X as it is known to the locals).

Time passed and the sorrowing figure never stirred or moved. Morning turned into afternoon and afternoon turned towards evening and evening into night, still the haggard figure sat his lonely vigil. Not moving and almost not breathing. At his feet lay his dog, a black and tan kelpie, which normally was a bundle of nervous energy. The animal felt its master’s depressed mood, and so lay there, occasionally raising its head to nuzzle its master with a quiet whine, trying to get some reaction.

Inside the building, the mood was also sombre. An unnatural quietness permeated the entire establishment, as if they too joined in the aching, sorrowing grief of one of their very own.

After almost an age, the lone figure, stirred and straightened himself, and made his way into the still tap room. Almost as one, the entire room turned and faced the lone figure. His face griped by a strange look and unreadable expression in eyes. Viewing the long faces and bent expressions, he couldn’t help himself but say “Fair dinkum, folks. You look like its 2005, and we lost the bloody ashes to England. Me mate Trevor wouldn’t have wanted these long faces, and neither do I. Personally I’m as dry as a Dead dingo’s donger, so if any of you lads wants to shout me, then I’ll be happy to oblige.”

Keith, the local publican shouted out from the bar top. “Mate, for you, tonight it’s on the House.” Keith had known Matty since he was an ankle-biter, and knew that he needed this release. He drew a fresh pint of Four X and passed it over.

“Then I guess this will be a night to hit the turps!” He shouted out to the crowd, which seemed to cheer the locals, breaking the sombre silence with the renewed voices of mirth and laughter.

Sitting in a place of honour by the bar top, with beer in hand, the townsfolk gathered slowly around. 

“Matty, have to tell you that your mate Trevor had no bloody luck. Who would have thought, right after we push those Trillane Cassowaries off Earth, we finally get a human up there, the poor bludger finally gets us a half decent fair go, what does your mate do? Gets up and carcks it in a bloody farming accident!” said Steve with a sigh. Steve was using a local, rather unflattering, nickname for the Faey, since the cassowary was a man sized Australian bird which had blue skin.

“Bloody oath! Though you really know who to blame, don’t ya? It’s those dunny rat cassowaries! Not only do they come to our bloody planet, rape our minds, rape our bloody lands, they leaves us high and bloody dry as well! Do you think Trevor would have even thought of being a jackaroo? Nah, that’s bull dust. I know for sure, all he wanted to do was computers. He had grand plans he did, open up his own place and all. He did a course about these new panels, too. Just a week before getting out of that bloody slave labour camp, and what happens? It makes me so damn angry, just to think about it. Life was a no bowl of cherrios working for those sheepshaggers, let me tell you. They bloody worked us from dawn till dusk and I don’t wanna even think to what they did to those poor sods who had the balls to give them some strife. Put them down like a rabid dog, they did. Bloody wankers, if I don’t see another bloody blue skin ever it will not be too damn soon.” Matty ran down, but soon took another breath to start again.

“Matty,” said Justin interrupting quietly. “There’s no reason to go berko mate, but it’ll be good if you just calm down. This talking ain’t going to help anything. Just be grateful that there’s no cassowaries within a hundred miles of this place. This is one of the last places any of them would want to come.”

“Too right,” said Matty, “too bloody right! Though you know what pisses me off the most?” asked Matty starting to get red in the face. “Is the fact that they have made a terrible balls up of everything, since the moment they bloody got here. I mean who in their right mind, wants to turn the Gibber into a bloody hydroponics farm? It’s called a bloody desert for a reason you know. You know it’s meant to be sandy, full of roos and stuff, not green like me old aunt Nellie’s underdaks! Also what drongo had the idea to turn every Joe Bloggs on the entire bloody planet into a Jackaroo or Jillaroo? Like they know anything about farming or livestock. Only someone who’s a sausage short of the barbecue could come up with an insane plan like that. The place has gone to the dogs, let me tell you.” 

His dog, who had been lapping up a drink from a bowl put down for him by Keith decided to bark his agreement with these sentiments. He them moved so that his head was under his master's hand, which started to stroke him absently.

“We haven’t even started to talk about that bunch of heathens they imported from the back of beyond, to work the bloody fields. I mean how’s an honest grazier meant to keep his place in good nick when ya have wogs who can’t even speak the Queens English? Blimey, forget that, they don’t even know who the Queen is! And they don’t even play cricket! The others, let em go to where they belong. I understand that it wasn’t their fault, but now this new Grand old Duke of York or whatever has taken over, why doesn’t he come and send them back? Or is he too busy rooting those cassowaries of his to care?”

“FAIR CRACK OF THE WHIP! Enough is bloody Enough. Pull your head in mate. You’re being as noisy as a dunny door in a storm!” interrupted Justin angrily. He knew that when Matty was wound up like this he could keep going for hours. “This crap has to stop now. I reckon that being outside all day has made you as narky as a bloody bull in a china store. We all miss Trev, mate, we really do. But whinging is about as handy as tits on a bull, and it isn’t going to change anything. We're stuck with these bastards now.” He took a sip of his beer to clear his throat. “You know me old great granddad was a Digger, one of the original Anzacs, and yeah, he fought at Gallipoli.” 

An awed silence took over the hall, for all Australians have a profound respect for their fighting men, especially the almost mythical Anzacs. Those brave souls who gave their blood, sweat and even lives for their mates. In many ways, the Anzacs forged a disparate commonwealth of states into the Australian nation, and the ideal of Aussie mate-ship was born on those bloody fields.

“Me old man told me that one thing that his Papa always told him was that the true Anzac spirit means endurance, good humour, and mateship. So I reckon, that’s what we need over here. We can’t fight the buggers, they have superior weapons and telepathy and that shit, but one thing we can do is to hold on to our mates and show those blue bitches that we will not be bowed or cowered. We survived the Poms, we survived the Turks at Gallipoli, we survived the Germans at Fromelles, Tobruk and El Alamain and the Japs all over the Pacific. And we will survive these bastards as well. We are dinki-di Aussies after all.” Justin stood and raised his glass of beer. “Gentlemen, raise your mugs in a toast. God bless the Queen, the People and Commonwealth of Australia and to hell with those Cassowaries! Cheers!” 

The bar exploded into raucous cheers and whistles, showing that Justin had struck a nerve.

“Matty, what time’s the Funeral mate?” asked someone.

“Sometime the day after tomorrow in the afternoon, bout three I reckon,” was the reply.

“Where’s Trev’s Ball and chain?”

“She’s upstate, visiting with the folks in Rockhampton, should be back tomorrow. Breaking the news to her was as much fun as a shag on a rock.”

“Doesn’t have any nippers does he?”

“Nah, thank goodness.” 

With that, people started to tell tales of their experiences with Trevor, remembering their mate, and getting down to some serious drinking.

-- x --

With the sound of the alarm clock ringing from his personal panel in his ears, Matty wearily woke to face the light streaming in through his window. Looking around he saw his room strewn with empty tinnies, a rugby ball or two, some nuddie mags and a cricket bat and pads in the corner. His eyes fell upon the neatly framed picture of Sir Donald Bradman, signed by the great man himself. In the eyes of many, he was the greatest Australian ever. A Ghandi, Babe Ruth and George Washington all rolled into one. For while the Anzacs had unified a nation, it was Sir Donald who had given it pride in itself, by repeatedly beating the English at cricket.

“Sir Donald what would yous have done?” mused Matty to himself. “ How would you have found the strength to go and slay the Goliath? How would you have stood up to them? Then again you would have probably done to them the same thing you did when you flayed the Poms. No quarter asked or given, It might have been as easy as pushing shit uphill with a toothpick, but you would have gone down swinging but by hell you wouldn’t have given in. Well Sir Donald, if that’s what you woulda done, what can we lesser mortals do but follow?”

With that thought in mind, he arose from his bed. He checked the time on the panel.

“Shit it’s late! Still gotta pay homage to the white porcelain, have me brekkie and then be off!”

Glancing at the clock in the hall as he raced into the small but surprisingly tidy kitchen. He reached for the fridge, searching the shelves in hope of finding there something that at least looked faintly appetising.

“Nah, nothing here but cold meat pies and chips and what looks like a half eaten hamburger as well,” thought poor Matty to himself.

“Guess Vegemite sandwich it is,” he said out loud. Reaching for that famous little glass jar with yellow markings. “Guess I’m going to be the ‘Happy Little Vegemite’ today,” thought the master chef as he quoted the famous advertising slogan, while he so carefully put together that most traditional of Australian offerings. Vegemite was a salty yeast extract which had gained an almost mythical reputation in Australia, with many people liking it because it was Australian, rather than for its taste. “Better make some more for me tea as well.”

He also grabbed a meat pie and the half-eaten hamburger, putting them in a bag.

Picking up the keys to his Ute from the table, He thought angrily to himself “I just hope that bastard refilled it last night at the servo, cause if he didn’t I’m really going to skin that poofter, I really am. You would think that after twenty three bloody years of life, he still wouldn’t still be such a lazy bludger.”

With sandwich in one hand, and keys in the other, Matty quietly closed the back door that led from the kitchen into the small garden and driveway at the back of the house. That small garden and driveway held many a fond memory for him. Entire summers had been spent, out bowling and out batting his brother along that driveway, and countless tip-footy matches along with more than one head high tackle in that small garden. Such innocent times those had been, when the only thing you had to worry about was your mum not bagging you staying up the entire night listening to the Boys playing England in England on your portable radio (and ear piece). Staying up with Dad to watch the FA cup had been a blast as well.

Whistling out loud, Matty waited for his partner. “Come on you lazy sheep-shagger, get a move on,” shouted Matty out loud. “We’re going to be late, and we have heaps of work to do.”

At that moment came trotting around from the other side of the shed a black and tan kelpie, known to all and sundry as the Governor General, for his lordly manner and mucktey-muck attitude. That said, The GG was as hard working, agile and loyal as any other sheep dog, running tirelessly to help round up and keep herding any flock or sheep that might go astray. It was nothing to see The GG, or any kelpie, for that matter, run across the backs of sheep that were squished together, if needs be.

The kelpies are dogs descended from collies, brought to Australia for stock work in the 1800’s, but developed further by cross-breeding with the local dingos. This resulted in a very intelligent breed, with very strong herding instincts. In fact, those instincts are so strong, that they have been known to herd other dogs, horses, ducks, cattle and even children, whether they wanted to be herded or not. They are “eye dogs,” with a penetrating stare, which seems to hypnotise animals, and are not above giving a quick nip with recalcitrant animals. They tended to be very loyal to a single person, but also remained very independent.

“So boy, you ate your brekkie as well? Cause I left it out there for you last night you drongo. I promised to help Justin today with a little sheep work. Even though honestly I’m not really in the biz anymore. Not, at least, after me pleasure stay at Hotel Trillane. Though he needs the help, and he’s a mate. So get off your lazy ass and get in the back of the Ute. Here’s a snack to keep you going.” With that he tossed the hamburger to the dog, who snapped it out of the air. 

With that the kelpie jumped in to the back of the Ute, while Matty was walking around to the other side of the Ute, proud that it was a real UTE, based on the original Australian design. It was a passenger sedan, with a seamless body-moulded tray, made and produced in Australia by Holden, not some fancy Clayton’s from Japan. Bloody impostors! It had been modified by being sprayed with a tough and impervious resin, which had been developed by the Faey. The resin had powerful antibacterial properties making it suitable for moving food without contaminating it, and reduced the need to constantly wash it in the drought-ridden outback. There was what looked like a sunroof, but was actually a viewing and shooting space, and a number of powerful spotlights. The back had been modified so that a frame could be erected.

He checked the back of the cab to make sure he had plenty of water, and that his rifle and knives were stowed in their foam lined case. The GG jumped in through the door, and quickly established himself on the passenger seat, where he could stick his head out the window.

Turning on the engine, Matty slowly backed the vehicle out of the driveway, and proceeded down the street until he reached the intersection. Turning right, he proceeded to follow the road that would lead him out of town. Once out of town he followed the Linville Road, as it led out towards Justin’s farm.

“Mmm, should be about another twenty five or so minutes from here, should be there in no time.”

With the window open and the wind blowing in his face, Matty turned on the radio to hear the local news, views and usual bull dust. 

“This is Triple M, and you’re listing to the Cage. That’s right, that’s us, Marto, Sully and Skip. Here to help you make sense of illogical. What’s the latest news from the US, or more specifically, our Duke, Marto?”

“Well Skip, it seems from what reports we have gotten in, that the transfer of power to House Karrine and the Survalles now running the global farming industry has been quite a success. Whilst there have been some hiccups, on the whole it has seen as being a good move. The public mood is buoyant and there has been a upswing in the market as well. The Imperial Marines, or ‘Sheilas in Black’ are still moving to cover security in all locations.”

“Yeah, fat lot of fucking good that does for Trev,” thought Matty bitterly.

“So Sully, what does that entail for us in Australia and what does that mean for the now large immigrant work force that was put forcefully here?”

“I dunno mate, but there are still a lot of issues to nut out over here. The first being what exactly the role of our government is, and how that relates to the UN. How free exactly are we going to remain, and what exactly is the world going to demand from us? Part of that might be forcibly accepting immigrants whether we want them or not. What of our economy and our markets and resources are they going to be Globalise as well?”

“Marto, will there be anything left of Australia after this?”

“Who’s to say Skip? But I know one thing, it has to better than the Trillanes, at least here we have a chance.”

“Yeah Buckly’s chance, mate!” Screamed Matty out loud at the radio.

On the right side of the road, he soon passed by what was known to the locals as Stalag 13. A collection of large buildings used to house the imported workforce, who were forced to farm the flatter land near the river. Known formally as ‘Housing Unit 112, Southern Oceania,’ it consisted of huge pre-fab building, put up in the minimum of time to house and feed the local work force. Surprisingly, the units were clean though somewhat cramped, and the food and amenities OK. 

“Guess even Trillanes had to keep the peons somewhat happy,” thought Matty. There had been a local garrison of guards to keep them under control, but now with all the latest goings on, it was impossible to tell what was happening there. 

After another twenty minutes or so, the now dusty Ute pulled into the small farm, watched by the owner dressed in hat and boots ready for a hard day’s work. Things weren’t particularly easy for Justin trying as he was to hold onto his independence as a Grazier in the face of increasing Faey globalisation. The demands and strains of trying to ensure that his small farm remained viable had taken its toll on his health and finances, ageing the affable, good looking man well beyond his forty odd years. Yet for all that, not one word of complaint or rebuke had ever passed his lips. In the manner of his famous forebears, he gritted his teeth and set himself to the task at hand, defying the odds almost as if spitting fate in the face. Hell would freeze over before Justin Langer sold or gave up his farm, and in the true manner of a typical Aussie battler, he fought on despite the odds. JL was a true man amongst lesser men and was held in esteem by one and all.

“You finally got here, did you, ya lazy git,” he said with a smile.

“Sorry mate, late start. You know how it is, was pissed as a possum, and all that,” replied Matty a little abashedly, because no one, but no one, gave any lip to JL.

“No worries, son. I have heaps of work for you today, and believe me, you’re going to be as busy as a one armed bill poster in a gale!”

“Yeah, go on. Just remember mate, we have to be back early cause we gotta be at the parish tomorrow for Trev’s do. Ain’t nice to keep the amen snorter waiting,” interrupted Matty.

“Too right. Anyway’s here’s the problem. As you know only too well, that I have my monthly quota of meat that I have to bloody come up with, for those desk jockeys stuck up there in Brissie (Brisbane). Problem is, I may be a bit short of this month’s quota. I hate to be a cadger, but I’m end up a gum tree over here. If I don’t have it, they’ll give me all type of hassles. Maybe even try to repossess my homestead. Who the hell knows what these Hoons are capable of? So mate, if you wouldn’t mind, tonight can you go up there and bag us a few roos. The Trillanes didn’t care what meat I shipped for them, as long as it was edible and met the quota, so I don’t think the good Duke would care either. Just radio in when you’re finished, with your location and I’ll have the boys pick up the roos. I know you still have your licences and tags.” 

Justin was referring to the licences issued by the Queensland Macropod and Wild Game Harvesters Association, which controlled the shooting of wild animals for commercial gain. It ensured that the animals were killed humanely, and that the meat would be fit for consumption. The Faey had insisted that the food hygiene standards used before Subjugation had to be maintained, and in some cases, improved. People had quickly found out that lying was impossible to the telepathic Faey, so several hunters who bent the rules occasionally had ended up working the farms. The disruption caused by the Subjugation had stopped many new licenses being issued, and many hunting areas had been made into protected preserves, so people like Matty were in high demand, even though he was no longer shooting commercially.

“Where abouts do you think they’re going to be?” asked Matty.

“Mmmm, probably about twenty minutes up north of here, stealing me jumpback’s grass as usual. After we round up the sheep, you can have a nap in the bunkhouse and head out in the evening. If you’re quick about it, you can nip back here, have a wash up, and we can go to the Service together.”

“No worries.. wait mate, who are those blokes over there by the barn?”

Standing by the large barn on the other side of the large courtyard, stood two individuals who couldn’t have been more different. One was a tall lanky Caucasian, with carrot red hair and fair complexion, showing lots of freckles, where as the other was a much smaller dusky man with a pronounced, typically Subcontinent appearance. Both were wearing Akubras, of all things. The Akubra is the wide brimmed felt hat used by Australians for protection from sun and weather. Made from rabbit felt, it is as much a symbol of Australia as the Sydney Opera house or the kangaroo.

JL gave Matty a sly smile and said “Come with me, these are two blokes you are really going to want to meet.” Intrigued, Matty followed JL across the courtyard to greet the two newcomers. 

Noticing the boss approaching the two snapped to attention with such sharpness, they would have made any drill Sergeant major proud.

“At ease, Boys,” said JL disarmingly. “This place might be bad, but it ain’t Kapooka. We ain’t putting you through no basic training and shit.”

“Matty, this big lanky looking lad is Raleigh Charles Joseph Chichester-Constable, or Charlie for short. He’s originally from Marlow, in Buckinghamshire in the Old Dart. This other larakin is Sanjay Pandey or Sunny and he comes from Kanpur, Uttar Pradesh in India. Boys, this is Matty, a jackeroo who’s a mate and helps out sometimes. Over there is the Governor General, or GG.” He pointed to the kelpie, who was looking out from the truck’s window. “Don’t try to stroke him, he’s not a pet, but a worker.” 

Matty nodded his head politely in greeting and they two responded like wise.

“Now due to the wisdom of the Faey bureaucracy, these poor bludgers ended amongst over a thousand others working the hydroponics farms down the coast. With the turn over of power, these poor blokes, amongst others, were left in a quandary wondering just the hell what to do now. A mate of mine that these two geezers had previously worked for, and knowing I'm always in need for good help, gave us a ring to see if I would take them on. He also mentioned in passing, that our boy here Charlie is a right-arm fast bowler having played county cricket for Yorkshire and Sunny is a slow right hand spinner having played more than few games with Railroads in the Indian Ranji Trophy Domestic Competition.”

“Seems kind of coincidence, that our local cricket club is kind of missing a good fast bowler. No offence Matty, and spinner ain’t it. Seems also quite coincidental we’re playing our arch rivals Maroochydore Cricket Club next week as well ain’t it. Amazing how these things work out.”

“Welcome on board, boys. Looking forward to see ya at practice, tomorrow arvo after work,” said Matty with a huge grin on his face.

“Pleasure to be helping you, Sir,” replied Sunny in his strong Indian accent. “If I can get a game of cricket as well, then it is only a plus, for what true Indian would turn down a chance to play a game?”

“Who would have though, I’d be turning out to play for you Aussies? I always had my hopes pinned on one day being to able play for England. My father would have burst with pride, if he would have lived to see me awarded my English Cap. With all this shit going on, who knows if that’s ever is going to come to pass?” said Charlie in his broad accent with a sad smile.

Matty patted him on the back knowingly. “Yeah mate, you ain’t the only one they fucked up, just ask my poor mate Trev.”

“Mr Langer,” asked Sunny politely.

“Just call me JL son, everyone else does,” replied Justin.

“JL,” said Sunny with a smile, “I am wondering, Sir, why is it that I am not seeing no Faey in this area? When Charlie and I were working down the coast, we were most accustomed to seeing Faey be they Trillane soldiers, workers, or even those Faey in the black Armour.”

“Imperial marines,” interrupted Charlie. 

“Yes, Marines,” continued Sunny calmly. “But here you are lacking, and let me add, blessedly, any Faey at all. Don’t they come here at all, Sir?”

“As long as they are getting their quotas and things are quiet, no needs for them to come around. Is there now?” answered JL quickly, cutting off Matty, who looked like he wished to give a much more expressive answer.

“But, Sir,” continued Sunny, glancing at Matty who was struggling to remain respectfully quiet in front of the old man himself.

“JL, I told you the name’s JL,” said JL with a smile. “I haven’t been knighted by her Majesty, so JL will do fine.”

“JL,” said Sunny with a sheepish smile. “Don’t you have a local police force, surely they would have been taken over by the Faey? They certainly did it in the cities like Brisbane or Sydney and of course Melbourne. They are full of Marines parading all about in their black Armour. In some places one can hear Faey spoken as much as English.”

“Guess up in the big smoke its different from us Bush folks. Over here, we have only a local walloper or constable and he’s a good bloke, but honestly he couldn’t give away cheese at a rats’ picnic. We don’t need any more. I know he’s in their system but I’m not really clued up to how it all works. Like I said it’s a quiet area and we make sure to keep it that way. Of course, with the Trillanes it was different at first, they had a small detachment here, but they were driven off by the bogong.”

“Bogong?” asked Charlie in confusion, as he knew that Aussies liked to pull visitors’ legs.

“Yeah, the bogong are local moths, which migrate every spring. The blueskins had just finished building Stalag 13 near the highway, and the guards had moved in to get settled. That was when the migration started, and the moths were drawn at night to the lights they had all around the place. Tens of thousands of the buggers swarmed the place, and one of the guards panicked. The dipstick started shooting, then all the other dills were shooting, like in a war. They jumped out of their barracks, thinking they were under attack, mostly without their armour, and ducked into any place where there was cover. Trouble was, the bogong are tasty, so the bities had come out for a nosh, and the bigger buggers had come to eat them! Result was one death – from a brown snake, and another couple who were bitten, one by a redback, and another by another snake. And another one lost her hand to ‘friendly fire,’ so they decided to bugger off and just patrol here from a nice, safe, base in Rockhampton.” This revelation made them all grin, but Charlie and Sunny started to look worried at the thought of the poisonous creatures which could be around.

“Don’t worry, mates,” reassured JL “The bities here leave you alone as long as you don’t jump on them half-naked.”

“How do you deliver your quota to the authorities?” piped in Charlie “Do you deliver it, or do they pick it up?”

“What are ya! Like those bastards would make anything fucking easy,” JL snapped. “Nah, mate.

I have to run it up to the Brisbane local collection centre every last Thursday of the month. They weigh it, and that’s when the eagle shits.”

“Excuse me?” asked Sunny totally confused. 

“Pay-day, Sunny my friend, pay-day,” explained Charlie knowingly.

“Ahhhh,” nodded Sunny quickly, catching on.

“From there its shipped off world I think. Honestly don’t care. As far as I’m concerned, they can go dip their fucking eyes in bloody hot cocky cack!”

“What’s that you got in your hand Charlie?” asked Matty, looking down at the small item held loosely in his hand.

“Oh this, its an IMP they gave us at the last place we worked,” answered Charlie, showing Matty the small blue wrapped bar with Faey writing all over it.

“IMP?”

“Instant Meal Package, or IMP for short. It's made of algae to keep you going for hours but honestly it tastes quite awful” replied Charles with a grimace.

“Must be new, cause we didn’t have them, when I had my complimentary free visit to hotel Trillane. Don’t worry mate, JL will feed you proper tucker over here. No flogging the slaves on this spread.”

“Too oath! No jackaroo of mine gets fed shit. Dogs eyes and dead horse at the very least!” said JL with a sly smile.

Noticing Sunny and Charles’ worried expressions, he burst out laughing 

“That’s meat pies and sauce you dills!” To which they all broke out laughing.

“I am sorry, but my religion forbids me to eat pork or beef,” explained Sunny.

“You OK with Chook?” asked JL.

“Chicken,” hissed Charles out of the side of his mouth.

“Yes, fine, thank you very much” replied Sunny with a grin.

“OK Matty, the bike’s in the back of the barn. Radio’s recharged, so enough chinwagging, you young larrikin and get to work.”

With a wave goodbye, Matty transversed the courtyard and entered the large, well laid out, barn. On the far side of the building stood the beat up, well used, motorcycle. Opening the small boot on the end of the bike, Matty placed the walkie-talkie and sandwiches, along with a full water bottle inside. Putting on the helmet, Matty turned towards the door and gave a loud whistle. Silence reigned. Matty then gave a louder whistle and was unanswered. A third time giving an even louder whistle, he was rewarded to see the Governor General himself slowly and quite lordly making his way towards his master’s bike.

“I’ll show him,” said Matty to himself with a smile.

Turning on the bike and revving the engine, Matty making as if to move off. He was rewarded by the sight out of the corner of his eye, of a tan and black missile that tore across the courtyard and bounded up to the seat behind him, crouching low with it’s body pressed against his.

“So nice of you to make it, Guv,” grinned Matty with a smile upon his face. “OK, lets choof off out of here already.”

With his bike he headed north over the rough terrain, the sound of the engine resounding loudly through the sparse trees and scrub so typical in this part of the Country. For generations, this proud part of Queensland had been known as the Darling Downs, with many of it local sons revelling in the traditions of their region, being named after such a great man. However, with arrival of the Faey, the regions were redefined and renamed, without a so much as a word of explanation for the locals, cutting off that proud sense of tradition that dated back more than a century. With the ascent of House Karrine to power, a vestige of the old ways returned, with the State being once again called Queensland and the state capital along with the elected officialdom being returned to Brisbane. Locally, however, the area was now called the Somerset Regional Council, with Graeme Lehmann in the small town of Esk, the current mayor of the region.

Matty hunched over the handle-bars, revving the engine and sending the bike speeding through the tall grass. In truth, Matty was a true Jackaroo at heart. His life’s goal since he had been a little nipper had been to one day have his own homestead and raise sheep and some cattle. The call of the traditional Cockatoo or farmer was strong in his veins and it was to this goal he had worked hard for all his short life. The fact that he and his kelpie were almost inseparable attested to his great love and passion. He thought back over the past few years.

He had been working on a mixed station as an assistant manager, hoping to get the manager’s job when he retired, when the Faey arrived. The station had been seized like all the agricultural land, but the “Inspector” the Faey had sent decided that the land would be more productive growing pineapples than ranching sheep and cattle. What was worst was that the Inspector had been a human, a pencil pusher from Brisbane. The old boy had been mad as a cut snake about that and had tried to hit the bludger, but the damn blueskin sheilas had done that mind trick they had on him, and forced him to kiss their feet. At least the cursed Inspector had the grace to be embarrassed by it.

The poor bloke had never recovered. He sat around for a few days looking real crook, then had taken his shotgun and blown his own head off. Matty had stayed at the station, and seen the massive shed that had been erected, and the “workforce” which had been shipped in. The Faey had brought in 1200 people from Vietnam, mostly young workers, but even a lot of sprogs with their families. It was more people than the station needed, but in the beginning there had been a lot of work, with preparing and planting the land. The new people mostly didn’t speak English, except for a few who had lived in cities and worked with tourists.

Matty had been the supervisor, even though he knew little about growing things. In fact, some of the newbies had been farmers and knew more about planting and taking care of plants than he did. At least he knew about the local wildlife and had been able to prevent most dangerous encounters.

He remembered, with a snort, that he had been explaining to the newcomers about the danger of snakes, and had gestured with two hooked fingers, the act of a striking snake and mimed death. “Like cobra,” he said as he showed them a brown snake he had found hiding in some leaves by the side of the station house. That evening he had been surprised and shocked, when they had presented him with the still beating heart of the snake on his plate at supper. 

“Is good for Yang,” said one of the English speaking ones.

“My Yang is fine!” yelled Matty, “you have it!”

“Thank you,” he replied, and took it and swallowed it whole.

In spite of shocks like that, the Vietnamese had been good workers, working hard, and doing things he would not have thought of. One of the first was to clear a large area near the buildings for a vegetable patch. That meant that after a few weeks, they always had fresh vegetables to supplement their diet, which had always been a rarity on a meat station. Matty had been brought up a carnivore – for him, vegetables had been the chips on his plate next to the steak. Unfortunately for him, meat was now a rarity, unless he hunted it himself. Due to his licence, which he had gained to provide a supplemental income originally, he was able to bring in a steady supply of meat to the farm, as well as reduce the number of animals damaging their crops. Over time he had grown heartily sick of killing roos, wallabies and rabbits, but that had been the only meat available.

Soon after their arrival, one of the ankle biters had been bitten, probably by a red-back spider. Her screams had brought people running, and Matty had called for an ambulance using the station panel, which had been installed by the Faey. One of the Trillane guards had used some of their medicine to stop the pain, but that did nothing to stop the spread of redness, swelling and crying. The guard eventually zapped her with her mind to stop her squirming. Matty had returned from the Station with an ice-pack to see the guard surrounded by several of the workers on their backs, because they had attacked, thinking that the child had been murdered.

When the ambulance had arrived, one of the snazzy new air-cars which the blueskins had introduced, it had a human and a Faey doctor on it. The human examined the girl, obviously such mundane tasks were beneath the Faey. It turned out that they did not have any anti-venom, as such earth medicine was too primitive for the Faey to carry, so the child had to suffer for several more hours until they manufactured a tailored antidote. The human doctor had explained that they had had a massive increase in bites and stings, with many immigrants brought in who were working outdoors and not experienced with the more dangerous local creatures. The place that had supplied the anti-venom had also been closed, because it was a “non-food producing agricultural centre” which was no longer acceptable to the new masters.

This just showed the level of contempt that the Faey seemed to have for their new slaves.

Things had settled down after that. One of the Vietnamese had suggested planting ginger between the pineapple plants, and so the farm had flourished, easily meeting the quota that had been set. After a year, the Faey had finally reduced headcount by a third. Matty had been complaining that they had too many people and not enough room. At the time he had not thought much of it, but it was all the 20 – 35 year olds without family who had gone, along with some who had nippers, who had been left with relatives at the farm. He had not thought that significant at the time, but when Jason Fox’s declaration of rebellion had started, he had begun to wonder.

He had tried to surreptitiously find out what had happened to them, but had run into a block on that information. One of the Faey had caught him at it. Fortunately, it was a younger one who seemed to actually care for the workers. She had told him to drop it, or else he would have his mind changed for him. That one warning had been enough to badly frighten Matty, in a way that the most dangerous creatures of the outback did not. He had felt frightened and helpless, and angry with himself for not being able to do anything. He began to have nightmares of ordering people away to become mindless zombies, or to be butchered for meat on an alien planet, in order to save himself. The worst ones were when, in spite of that, he ran out of other people, and had to go himself.

Finally, the Subjugation was over and Matty was free, but he would go to his grave feeling responsible for the people who had been taken from his farm because of his complaints about more room. The nightmares still bothered him some nights.

He still wanted his own spread, however, this great passion had been tempered by the abuse and ill use of himself and others by the Faey on the farms. The proud traditions and pride of working the land had been replaced by the menial degradation and back-breaking slavery of an indebted worker lost and alone among a multitude of thousands. For the first time in his life, Matty suddenly wasn’t sure of where he was going or even what he really wanted from life anymore, or if his dream was even really his dream anymore.

“Used to be a time when you wanted sheep for their wool,” though Matty bitterly with a deep frown on his face. “Used to be a time, when the world wanted our famous Merino for their wool. Without a doubt it’s the finest and softest wool of any sheep. Time was, when you would only slaughter a Merino if the price of wool was so low that you had no other choice, not this fucking bullshit of slaughtering the most perfect jumbuck in creation just to fill a fucking meat quota. No need for wool when you’ve got all those fucking bloody off world synthetics, either.”

“Governor General, me lad, we is a dying breed. Cause before you know it, there will be no sheep left nowhere. None for you to muster or drover, which is a damn shame, and none for me to raise either,” said Matty sadly to his friend.

Mustering, or gathering in the sheep, on the station was done using dirt-bikes or quad-bikes and dogs. In the past, horses were used, and indeed, some stations still used some, especially where there were steep slopes that were not suitable for bikes. Some of the larger stations in the outback even used helicopters. But in most cases humans might as well give up without the dogs. The kelpie was ideally suited to deal with Australian sheep and terrain. The sheep were a much tougher breed than most, and were used to fighting off foxes, dingoes and the odd feral dog to protect their lambs. The more mild mannered sheepdogs of England would be ignored, or even attacked. 

The station was divided into large paddocks, with the wire fence separating each one. Matty knew that Sunny and Charlie would be getting intimately involved with that fence, for checking it, and fixing holes was a monotonous, constant labour, which was never finished. The sheep would be kept in a paddock for a time, ranging from a few days to several months, depending on the number of sheep and amount of food available. JL tended to rotate the sheep every week, to prevent overgrazing and give the land a chance to recover. It also kept the sheep used to people – with some stations that moved sheep less frequently, there were overgrazed dust patches, and the sheep fought being mustered.

The landscape on the station was hilly, with many gullies, and covered with scrubby vegetation, with grass underneath. It was dry, because they were in the second year of a drought. The Faey had also extracted more water from the rivers for their farms, because plants were much thirstier than the animals.

Matty stopped by the gate, and pulled it open. GG had jumped off the bike as soon as they had arrived, eager to start work. The gate was roped open, so that the sheep could easily get through. Matty climbed back onto the bike, but GG decided to run alongside. He knew there were sheep near and he would have a chance to do some mustering. They followed the fence line, checking for holes, with some sheep moving out of their way towards the centre of the paddock, until they reached a corner. Matty dismounted, and looked at his dog, who was already staring at him, but stealing glances at the sheep in the distance.

“Get away!” called out Matty, followed by a long whistle. The dog streaked away, keeping low, and following the fence line to get around the other side of the sheep. Meanwhile, Matty rode the bike back down to the gate. GG knew what to do and was soon running back and forth, not needing any more commands, driving the sheep towards Matty. When one stood its ground as the dog approached, the dog approached, staring at the ewe, crawling closer and closer, but maintaining eye contact, until the sheep broke and ran. Another tried to butt him, but a quick nip at her flank soon showed her their relative places on the food chain.

Once they had been gathered together, the sheep moved as a mass, like a giant drop of white, smelly water. The ones at the front would go several paces, and would be followed by the mass behind, which would encourage the ones at the front to trot forward again. GG stayed low, hiding most of the time, but rising up whenever a sheep tried to stop, or break away from the flock. He knew the sheep, and knew which ones were likely to cause trouble, so he kept a close watch on them. After a while, the lead sheep approached the gate, and after staring suspiciously at Matty, were forced through by the press from behind. Eager to get away, they streamed through, bleating down towards the station. Matty knew that there would be some stragglers which had hidden in gullies, or under bushes, but gathering the whole flock would require more dogs and people, and would only usually be done for stocktaking, dipping, or when they needed them all in for medical dosing. This round-up was for culling, so missing a few was not a problem. Once the last of the sheep had come through, followed by a panting, but still energetic GG, Matty closed the gate. 

GG knew that he had to keep the sheep moving, or else they would stop and start spreading out, so he followed them, keeping them between himself and the fence, as they moved to the next gate. Matty picked up his radio, and called ahead. “Hey, JL, get someone to the paddock gate sharpish, they’re on their way.”

“Ace, Matty!” came the reply.

Matty followed the sheep, stopping to close each gate behind him. GG was experienced enough to do the work on his own, but until they bred a kelpie with hands, opening and closing gates would still need to be done by people. Soon enough, they were approaching the stock paddock. Here the sheep would be kept until the ones for slaughter were sorted out.

Once the sheep were in the paddock, Matty called out “That’ll do!” to his dog, the command that the job was done. GG was dusty, hot and panting, but he turned and looked at his master with a hint of betrayal. He was clearly doing what he loved, and didn’t want the fun to end. “Come over here, ya walking fleabag,” shouted the drover. He opened the boot of the bike and took out the water bottle. He knew that there was fresh cold water available a short distance away, in the station house, but also knew that drinking it would cause stomach cramps. He poured some into his cupped hand and held it low so that his dog could drink. GG trotted over and eagerly lapped it up, as well as a second and third handful. He then took advantage of his master’s lowered stance to lick Matty from chin to ear.

“Hey, no tongue, you drongo!” shouted Matty, falling over on his rump, much to the amusement of Charlie and JL, who were watching him from the gate.

“Once you’ve finished your pash with the Governor,” called out JL, “and put away the bike, we can stop for lunch.”

“Right, mate” came the reply as Matty got up, and started towards the barn with the bike. s the barn with the bike. 

