DEAR LORD HOW WRONG WAS I?
I began my career as a police officer and moved from the city to the country for a change. I needed some fresh air.  I met my husband, a grazier, who lived west of Bourke on a remote cattle and sheep station.  We fell in love and married, and lived happily ever after.  Okay it didn’t quite work like that.  After we married, we lived apart for two years so I could continue working in a job I loved.  My independence was important to me and we needed the money.  Once our first child was born I made the move to live permanently on our property. Great! We could finally be a ‘normal’ family.  My friends said, “Are you nervous about moving out there?” Not a chance, after working for the past 13 years I looked forward to a rest.
I was quiet excited about the move and was looking forward to a quiet peaceful life.    Life on the land was going to be so simple, ‘The simple life’. After all, I had dealt with murders, rapists and violent people; this was going to be a breeze.  
DEAR LORD HOW WRONG WAS I?

Very quickly I learnt that life on the land was and is very busy and demanding.  Hang on, where’s my rest?  I suddenly became a book keeper (which required a new language including words such as BAS and PAYG) Oh, so where do I send that form?  I learnt how to be a nurse, to talk Stock and Station agent lingo and even how to measure the fuel tank for the fuel man.  I learnt terms such as marking, weaning, back grounding and come up the wing.  I learnt you had to drive 20 kilometres to drop off the mail, only to return the next day to collect it and you had to drive a four hour round trip just to get the groceries. Dam it; I forgot to get the loo paper! 
I learnt if you wanted to lose weight you could and would at shearing time. Shearing time means cooking for many men with a child on your hip, pressing wool and penning up before lamb marking at the end of the day (all still with the child on your hip). I average a loss of 1 kilogram per day…. who needs weight watches.  Kids, get out of the sheep pen, sit on the floor and do your school work, we are behind. I thought this was supposed to be like McLeod’s daughters.
DEAR LORD HOW WRONG WAS I?
Some how I got through each day and our family grew.  Three children.  The last one was to help the Aussie population.  We were now entering the school phase.  Our children would have to do Distance Education.   Well this would be okay.  I had managed to learn all the other tasks on farm life, a little bit more juggling and we would breeze through this.  I am an organised person…I’ll get one child started and the other two can play in the toy room. No hang on you’re supposed to be doing school, and you’re supposed to be in the play room??  
All of you in the school room together then.  Yes, you pull apart the craft box because your sister MUST get through her spelling.  No the craft box, not your brothers maths book…  Adjective, Noun, Verb.  What do those words mean again?  Think back to school days, think back.  Oh shit, your brother is on the shed roof. 

Later your in the school room getting into a PDHPE assignment with one child.  The other two come in and say, “Mum, we made lunch.”  You walk into the kitchen and wonder why you mopped the floor at 10.20pm the night before. Is that blood?  No… just the food dye. Hang on, this is not working.  My neighbours seem to manage.  I wish I still had the handcuffs. 

Light bulb moment! Oh, so this is what they mean when they said, “Once your kids start school, life gets hard”.  It is already isn’t it?  

DEAR LORD HOW WRONG WAS I?
I decided, okay I need a new tactic.  Rise at 5.30am and do the bookwork, get to the school room by nine, finish by 3.00pm, do some house work and other jobs that need doing around here, get dinner, bath the kids.  After they are in bed I will work on my TAFE assignment (I should be entitled to have some time to keep my mother brain active.)  Okay, I can manage this.  “No! I can’t help you in the paddock tomorrow.  I have told you I have school to teach now…Yes I know, your work pays the bills.
DEAR LORD HOW WRONG WAS I?
I thought I might enroll in a Teachers Aide Course through TAFE hoping to learn a lot more about how to teach my children. I sent off the $750 dollars and my books arrived.  I have since discovered that I am doing far more than a teacher’s aide does in my classroom. I hope I can get recognition for what I am doing and get a certificate.  That way I won’t have to spend every possible spare moment completing assignments on things I already do and know.
DEAR LORD HOW WRONG WAS I?
My son was not settling into school, he was becoming harder to handle.  I took him the Flying Doctor; to see what he had to say.  What?? See a paediatrician?  Now where? A psychiatrist in Dubbo.  Yes, that does mean we will miss four days of school.  Don’t get excited we will have to make up at nights and weekends, we can’t afford to get behind.”  So off to Dubbo we went.  Five and a half hours later What !!!! Aspergers.  Autism Spectrum Disorder, ADHD. I though my son was just going through a phase.

DEAR LORD HOW WRONG WAS I?
The Doctor says he must have a full time teacher’s aide and social interaction, OT therapy, speech, regular contact with a psychiatrist and children. I have two other children to teach, and I live 160 km’s from the nearest school. We just do not have the same resources as a general public school. So I figure there must be some kind of assistance I can get? A paid aide to come to my home or something?
DEAR LORD HOW WRONG WAS I?
You quickly dry your hair after that brief shower.  There is a drought on you know.  Like I have forgotten that.  I have had six years to remember the drought...  You quickly dry you hair and suddenly see a face looking at you.  It looks tired.  There are black rings under the bloodshot eyes.  The skin just looks dry and the wrinkles seem to be slowly overtaking it.  That’s not me I laugh to myself.  I don’t look like that.

DEAR LORD HOW WRONG WAS I?
I get a phone call from a friend who lives away, she said, ‘You are so lucky, you don’t have to take your kids to school. They only have to do a little bit of school each week and no homework. You don’t have to make kids lunches or do after school sports. You get to sit at home all day and relax while we go off to work for a small wage!!’
DEAR LORD HOW WRONG IS SHE?
Kylie Fisher

Brindingabba Station
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