THE CAMELS ARE COMMING

I stared at the empty trailer.  “Where are they?”  I asked.  I had visions of frenzied camels galloping up and down the highway (well that was a nicer thought than the other obvious alternative).

“When we finally got Raj on the trailer, Patsy was distraught.  They wouldn’t both fit on the trailer” Zoe moaned despairingly – this was attempt number three to move Zoe’s camels from a Canberra farm to a more tranquil rural setting.  

“Really?”  I gazed again at the empty car trailer.  It was huge – and they wouldn’t fit? – they must be a lot bigger than I had thought.

She continued “After loading Raj, we tried driving down the road but Patsy chased us bellowing and we didn’t know what she’d do when we left” Patsy obviously had no intention of being lucky last at the Canberra Camelot   “So we unloaded Raj and we’ll have to find another way” Zoe sounded defeated.  “Anyhow we promised to take Llama Pepper back into Canberra for Jane.”  I was astounded at her kindness to drive 30 km to pick up a llama for my friend – I had only asked her to do this because Zoe was to unload the camels here and then had to return to Canberra empty (which I thought would be a shame).

After a couple of cups of tea and pizza, Zoe’s spirits seemed marginally higher, so we loaded Pepper – I gazed again at the vacant space – enough for at least another 5 – perhaps 7 - llamas I thought – and 2 camels wouldn’t fit?

Some months earlier, a mutual friend had told me that Zoe was the successful purchaser of the camels that had been recently offered for sale in the Canberra Times, and suggested I phone her.  Although I too had been interested in owning camels, I knew nothing about them and was uncertain about buying them.  Zoe on the other hand having been a cameleer in NT snapped them up.  

“Hello, yes this is Zoe speaking”, an eloquent and genteel  “new age” young woman answered - the voice on the phone didn’t fit; it seemed a curious combination – camelier and new age serenity.   We talked of camels, llamas, alpacas and other livestock.  I asked her if she would like to agist her camels here – but she had arranged agistment in Canberra.  Now, some months later she phoned me to say the agistment in Canberra wasn’t really suitable and could she agist at “Alpaca Magic”? 

Then I met sister Anna – equally as eloquent – who had the look of a cross between a cheeky child and a cat watching a mouse (I was the mouse).  Her voice was full of enthusiasm and anticipation.   Her conversation echoed her effervescent personality.  Everything was exciting, everything was fun!  Drinking a glass of water was fun!  Life was fun, and if you with her, she would have fun and you would be part of it– she would make sure of that!  She was full of playfulness and teasing – instantly we understood each other.  Anna was a horse rider and a devotee of the Pat Parelli method of horsemanship– she was sure this would work on camels (I agreed).

The first plan to load the camels via a cattle ramp failed - they were too tall to fit under the supporting bar at the end.  I suggested the car trailer with a cage, knowing that it would be low enough to use without a ramp.  Then there was even talk of maybe Zoe walking them to “Alpaca Magic!”  What about a dirt bank or better still a dirt loading ramp?  Zoe scouted the neighbourhood and found one. 

My ever gentle partner took me aside “Glynda, you know how much trouble Zoe has had with loading the camels.  You have to help her.  If you go to the paddock the camels will get on the truck as if by magic.”  I was honoured, but dubious of the accuracy of his faith in my camel handling abilities.

The day came; the vet was booked for a sedative back up.  I arrived to find one camel almost aboard.  “Hold Patsy ” Anna sternly ordered.  I was handed a heavy-duty rope with 500 kg of camel attached to it.  “What ever you do, don’t let go!”  That advice seemed fairly logical to me, and suddenly I realised that perhaps this comment was intended to mean that I was about to go water-skiing around a paddock with the aid of camel power – fortunately that was just my vivid imagination and Camel Patsy just stood there cudding and sniffing at me.  As I didn’t yet speak camel – I just sniffed gently back – this seemed to meet with her approval.
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Unloading the camels was pretty easy and as Zoe and Anna walked them from the yards into their new paddock every llama and alpaca ran to the furthest corner of their paddock, shouting “Predator!  Predator!” ………….Well every llama and alpaca except one desperate grey male alpaca.  He ran up and down on the opposite side of the fence.

“Hi Patsy, I’m Adonis, cush down here and I’ll show you how to Boogie!”  (Talk about high hopes!)  He persisted for the next 6 weeks – all day every day.

Anxious to investigate, but needing the security of numbers, the “rent a crowd” cattle, wandered up and down the closest fence in a tight mob for the next week, fascinated with eyes fixed on these weird creatures.  The donkeys indicated their interest but watched from a safe distance.  The standard size llamas don’t eat donkeys, but who knows what these oversized llamas eat?  Gradually the llamas’, alpacas’ and donkeys’ stomachs got the better of them and they all grazed closer to the camels.

I learned a lot from Zoe and from watching her camels.  I loved watching these majestic creature sail (I now understand why they’re called ships of the desert) around the paddock.

After many months here , Zoe commented that the camels were very contented her, but she yearned for  the bush and that she was moving back to NT and the camels were to be sold to a man named Graham.

“Hi this is Graham, do you remember I bought Rarj and Patsi?

“Yes, I remember” (most of all I remember standing out in the middle of the paddock, looking at the camels in torrential rain – Graham arrived early and Zoe was late, but unfortunately I was at home, so down the paddock we went).  I wondered why he had phoned.

“I bought a couple more bullocks (gelded camels) and a miniature cow (female) came with them. She’s only 5 foot at the shoulder – I reckon about 250 kg.  At the time I was delighted – I thought she’d make a great tourist attraction – but the bigger guys are pushing her around.”  

“So?” Does he want me to discipline the bullock, protect the cow, agist her or what?????

“I thought she’d go well with llamas or alpacas.  Maybe she could cross breed with an alpaca….?”

I burst out laughing … this was just too much!  Realising he was serious, I recomposed myself, “I thought you might like to buy her…? “ he continued.

“I don’t know anything about camels really,” I said, “my forte was gazing at them strolling around their paddock.”

“Oh, there’s nothing to it”, he replied in a tone of a slick used-camel salesman “she’s a bit nervous, but on the whole fairly quiet”

What would my partner say, I wondered?  

“Why not?” he said.  (I was stunned) “You really liked having the camels before – what a shame alpaca Adonis has gone, he could have had (or could have tried to have)  a new romance with this girl” (I was even more stunned!)

“Tell me more”, I said to Graham.

 “She’s sort of dark grey and mottled, and has really soft fleece.  (Oh that silver tongued devil – he had me).  Her name’s Alice”  

Alice?   I thought, no way, her name is Cameele… I guess I just bought myself a camel.  

