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READERS STORIES 

“Two Matches and One Egg” 
A whimsical reflection by Herbert Simpfendorfer 

 
It was in Melbourne, or was it Sydney?  Anyway it was one of these places where people build 
houses very close together for miles and miles and miles.  It was certainly in a city.  Do you know 
that "city" rhymes with "gritty"?  I was in a black Austin 1800, and it was definitely in a city.  I am 
pretty sure it was Sydney.  I had been to an Austin  rally in the centre of the city, and was coming 
home alone to Walla Walla.  But it was so slow! 
 
Looking ahead, I saw a red light.  So I had to slow down and stop.  Cars and trucks whizzed by in 
front of the bonnet of my car.  At long last the light turned to green.  Slow take off, through a few 
gears, then there was another red light.  Stop, wait, start off, travel a bit to another red light.  And 
then another, and another, and another.  It went on and on and on.   The engine temperature gauge 
needle was starting an upwards move.  Not good.   It was a very hot day. It was agony. 
 
Many red lights later, and miles from the end of the agony for both me and my car, I started to drift 
off a bit and I was thinking of matches and eggs.  Yes, that was a very nice thought. It was a bit like 
Banjo Paterson wrote in his poem Clancy of the Overflow.  You would remember it. Here is an 
excerpt: 
 

I am sitting in my dingy little office, where a stingy 
  Ray of sunlight struggles feebly down between the houses tall, 
And the foetid air and gritty of the dusty, dirty city   
 Through the open window floating, spreads its foulness over all. 
 
And the hurrying people daunt me, and their pallid faces haunt me 
 As they shoulder one another in their rush and nervous haste, 
With their eager eyes and greedy, and their stunted forms and weedy, 
 For townsfolk have no time to grow, they have no time to waste. 
 
In my wild erratic fancy, visions came to me of Clancy  
 Gone a-droving "down the Cooper"  where the western drovers go 
As the stock are slowly stringing, Clancy rides behind them singing, 
 For the drover's life has pleasures that the townsfolk never know. 
 
And the bush hath friends to meet him, and their kindly voices greet him 
 In the murmur of the breezes and the river on its bars, 
And he sees the vision splendid of the sunlit plains extended, 
 And at night the wondrous glory of the everlasting stars. 

 



I was trying to get to Clancy country, and away from the dusty, dirty city.  I was a man from the 
bush, going home.  Yes, it was coming more clear now.  Two matches and one egg.  That would 
make things so much better.  So I kept looking ahead for the end of the misery I was in.  Two 
matches and one egg.  Around a corner, and still no joy. Another corner, and another, and another.  
Then eventually, about one hour later, a long way ahead, there it was - two matches and one egg.  
What a joy to see that.  The gritty place was coming to an end.  Maybe another minute, two at most.  
A few more red lights, then off we went, past the sign that we folk from the bush like so much.  Foot 
down on the accelerator, listen to the continuous hum from the engine and the low whistle of the air 
going past outside. 
 
The city had come to an end.  The bush had started.    
____________________________________________________________________ 


