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The Wedding 
 

By Fleur McDonald 
 

“Zoom”, the plane flies just above the River Red Gum tree tops, homestead 

and marquee.  It’s only three days since we arrived and I can’t believe that 

we have reached this stage already.  You can see my little sister Susan 

dressed in her wedding dress (the only time she has been seen in a dress) 

waving out of the window, and the bridesmaids although slightly green, 

waving bravely! 

 

Above the noise of the plane and the rumble of voices, my oldest is crying 

bitterly “Coz Aunty Suz left me behind!” and my youngest is trying to get his 

bow tie & vest off.  Ahh the joy of page boys & flower girls, especially when 

the kids are yours. 

 

Only a few mere days ago, my two mostly beautiful children were so excited 

about going on a big plane “with a red tail”, and I was thinking how easy it 

would be.  “Oh yes, the kids will sleep on the plane”.  “They have travelled so 

much, they’ll be fine”.  Little did I know? 

 

To be fair, leaving for Perth from Esperance at 8:30pm with a 1.5hr flight in 

front of us wasn’t the greatest way to start the trip, and perhaps leaving for 

the second part of the journey at 4am wasn’t that desirable, but the clincher 

was the 4 hour drive north from Adelaide, all the same day.  Did I mention 

my kids are 3 and 4?  And that Dad stayed home because stud heifers are 

calving? 

 

Over excited children, harassed mother, stressed Papa and jobs to do for a 

station wedding isn’t the best mix, but finally we were on our way.  We hadn’t 

hit Hungry Jacks on Main North Road before 2 things happened.  1,  the 

phone rings and the first of “Can you please get for us on the way up…..?” 

calls started, and 2, my youngest fell asleep and I was pretty much sure he 

wasn’t going to sleep for four hours – hence there was sure to be a grumpy 

boy somewhere on the trip home. 

 

However we did make it and once we were there we were over welhelmed 

with the hive of activity, the beautiful gardens and the welcome that long lost 

daughters and grandchildren receive.   
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As “The Day” grew closer, more people arrived and the frantic hum of activity 

grew to organised chaos.  A select few doing the jobs, that everyone hands 

out  

 

But the Friday night, before the wedding, my dearest sister who is passionate 

about her business organises a business meeting.  Not sure what possessed 

her, but there you go.  So we here we are, only hours before the wedding 

hurtling towards town in the Ute, me thinking of my soon-to-be motherless 

children and Susan thinking of nothing but getting home to be with her soon-

to-be-husband.  (Or not-to-be, unless we make it back.) 

 

When we pull into town I can see Susan is fairly unhinged as most of the 

things that she has organised to bring for the meeting, she has forgotten.  

Most unlike her.  A little way into the meeting, it comes out that she is getting 

married tomorrow and her clients are horrified that she is meeting with them, 

and promptly send her home again. So soon we are hurtling towards home, 

singing together (as only sisters can) to Slim Dustys’ “My Dad was a 

Roadtrain Man”!! 

 

I guess it wouldn’t be a country wedding with out a trip to the pub, and a bit 

of circle work.  (Circle work for those who don’t know, involves a Ute, lots of 

high revs and shifting of gravel with the Ute’ wheels.)   The thing about the 

circle work was that the groom and his mates had had a few at the pub and 

being the ever thoughtful gentlemen they are decided that if they were away 

from the house and shearers quarters they wouldn’t disturb anyone..  

However, alcohol does do funny things to your mind and thinking they were 

quite a way away proceeded to work their V8 Ute pretty well until they saw 

the lights of the house go on and a furious Bride-to-be storming out of the 

house, after being woken from her beauty sleep, to give them an ear full.  It 

was then they realised they had only made it to the house dam, not more 

than 50 metres away from the house. (Quite close still!) 

 

So the day is here.  Susan walking down the isle with her “Road train Dad” 

looking towards the “rest of her life man”.  I feel so emotional that my baby 

sister is getting married – I’m not sure if anyone has told her she is still only 

six.  My little girl is walking down the isle clutching the hand of a bridesmaid, 

my brother is feeling “abandoned” now he is the last single one, and Mum 

and Dad?  Well I think they will just be pleased to have a rest when it is all 

over.   

 

As for thinking about the trip home, not yet, that’s tomorrow’s job. 
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