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Introduction

This book contains sixteen chapters selected from the original thirty articles in Bush Days by Amy
Eleanor Mack. These pieces first appeared in the Sydney Morning Herald in 1911, where Mack wrote
about the birds, flowers, seasons, and bushland she loved. Most of her writing describes places in
eastern Australia, especially around Sydney and the Blue Mountains, though she also records a
memorable train journey to Adelaide. The scenes she describes—wattle in spring, summer rain, rock
pools, gullies, and gum trees—remain typical Australian experiences that students can still enjoy
today.

In her original foreword, Amy Mack wrote with sadness about how quickly the bush around Sydney
was disappearing as the city expanded. She hoped her articles would preserve “some greenwood spot,
a fragrance of some bushland flower,” and inspire others to notice and value Australia’s natural

beauty.

The chapters chosen for Year 6 are delightful examples of Australian nature writing that children can
connect with. As you read them, you will discover lively birds, changing seasons, quiet bush tracks,
seaside adventures, and the joys of exploring outdoors. Because there are only a few illustrations
throughout, you may like to look up some of the plants and animals mentioned so you can better
imagine their colours, shapes, and habitats.

Read one chapter each week for the semester. After each reading, choose one activity:
e Write a one-paragraph narration of the passage.

e Write a creative story inspired by what you read.

e Add an entry to your Nature Journal, with optional illustrations.

Through these readings you will develop careful observation, descriptive writing, and a deeper
appreciation of the Australian bush, just as Amy Mack hoped her readers would more than a century
ago.



1. Where Time Stands Still

I know a place where the hands of time have almost stopped. All round and about progress marches
with axe and hammer, and civilisation sweeps beauty out of sight; but the invading army has missed
my quiet corner, and left it undisturbed. Why, it is impossible to say, for there is everything to tempt
the barbarian’s hand; there are lovely aged trees, green undergrowth, and all the beauties that civilised
man loves to banish. Nor is it too far away for him to reach; indeed, it is within sight and sound of
the city clock, and a bird could wing the distance in a few short minutes.

I must not tell you where my beautiful haunt is, for if I did you would all rush off to the boat which
carries one there yes, it is as close as that to the beaten track and my place of peace would soon
become as unrestful and disturbed as all the other places. But if you are tired of “improved” pleasure
spots, and long so much for a quiet haven, that you will take the trouble to find out for yourselves
where my secret garden is, I tell you that your trouble will be more than repaid.

From the moment you step off the slow and half-empty boat on to the
little wharf, you will realise that you have entered into a different world.
The clear, green water round the weedy piles, the clean, brown rocks at
the water’s edge, the group of silver gulls on the tiny beach will all tell
you that here is at least one place unspoiled by improvement
committees and holiday trippers. And as you climb up the rocky path
and brush beneath green pittosporums and grey wattles, past blossom-
laden tea trees and drooping sheoaks, you will wonder what special
providence it was that saved this happy corner from the hands of the
iconoclast.

But you will not wonder long, for it is a place for idle dreaming, not for

_ perplexing problems. You will cease to question “why,” and will be
el / content that it is so. The sight of that hillside will fill your heart with
\ ; peace and thanksgiving; and, if you are the sort of person that I think
‘ Grey Wattle you must be, to have come so far, you will stretch yourself out on the
! long, green grass that clothes the hillside, and, half-closing your eyes,
will watch with lazy joy the queer shadows of the red gums as they sprawl across the grass, and the
shimmer of the sunshine as it turns the bracken silver. Spread out before you will lie the waters of the
bay, where idle colliers rest darkly, and further off the white sails of racing yachts will skim the sunny
harbour. The outline of the city will come to you, broken by the leaning branches, and will but add to
your feeling of isolation and content. The “hoot” of a distant ferryboat will come like a pleasant
dream sound to your ears, which are filled with the sounds close about you. You will hear a whole
chorus of bird notes, sweet and soft, shrill and loud, whistling and warbling, calling all together
thrushes, thickheads, silvereyes, and peewees, all mixed up with honeyeaters, cuckoos, and a dozen
others. And if you lie very still, you will presently hear a running lilt come closer and closer, and a
little brown fantail will perch on the branch above your head, and spread her tail coquettishly while
she watches to be sure you are admiring her. And if you do not move, she will come still closer, and
dart daringly right past your face, before she flies back to her branch and her flirting. You will want
to lose your whole heart to this wee flirt, but I warn you not to fall too ready a victim to her charms,
for she will soon desert you, and fly off, with her ripple of joyful song, to inspect some new wonder.



7. A Bush Breakfast

Have you ever taken your breakfast into the bush? If you have not, you have missed much of the joy
of life. Lunch and tea we have all eaten in the open many and many a time, and have all enjoyed to
the utmost; but the morning meal eaten under the gum boughs, while the day is yet young, is unlike
any other meal known on this prosaic earth.

Breakfast is proverbially the unsociable meal of the day, and the most contemptuous thing that has
been said about people is that they are “brilliant at breakfast”. According to all traditions the correct
way to begin the day is with a silent meal, attention divided between the bacon and the newspaper,
not a smile for anyone, and not a word beyond a “pass the butter, please,” or similar phrase. And as
for the visitor who arrives for breakfast, there are no words to describe him, so unheard of and
unwelcome would he be if he dared to come.

But when you take your breakfast into the bush it is quite different. You leave the silent and
unsociable self behind, and only your friendliest, happiest you goes out. The horror of morning
guests, which is customary at home, leaves you, and you look forward with delight to the visitors
who, you know, will be the best part of your meal.

Quite early this morning, while the dew still spangled the grass and leaf tips, we took our bag and
billy, and set out for our bush dining room. Such a lovely room it is, with its blue ceiling overhead, its
soft grey walls, and a carpet of the freshest, greenest velvet that out-rivals the finest Axminster
carpet. On one side the walls are draped with a curtain of royal purple, where the hardenbergia hangs
in loops and clusters; here and there great golden masses of dillwynia stand in nooks and corners,
while right where our table is laid tall blue orchids wave fairy flowers upon their slender stems. The
rugged boughs of the red gum overhead stretch a bold design against the blue of the ceiling, and
throw cool, quaint shadows over the velvet carpet; and the brown, crusty loaf, the pot of yellow
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