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REFLECTIONS.
AS I SIT WITH THOUGHTS I CAN’T ERASE,
MY MIND GOES BACK TO EARLIER DAYS
WHEN WE WERE YOUNG AND KNEW NO FEAR
AND NEVER THOUGHT TO SHED A TEAR.
WE KNEW LITTLE THEN OF PAIN AND SORROW
NO THOUGHT FOR PRESENT OR TOMORROW.
THE CAREFREE LIFE TOO QUICK DID FLY
THEN ALL TOO SOON WE LEARNED TO CRY.
THE GROWING UP, THE RETRIBUTION
PROBLEMS TO WHICH WE’D NO SOLUTION.
TIMES WHEN WE WOULD STAND AND STARE
AND WONDER DID WE REALLY CARE.
THE WARS,THE PESTILENCE AND PLAGUE,
OUR POLITICIANS LOOKING VAGUE.
NO ANSWER TO OUR TALES OF WOE
JUST BLOCK IT OUT, JUST LET IT GO
THE POOR, THE HOMELESS, DESTITUTE
DO WE REALLY GIVE A HOOT
DO WE CARE WHO LIVES, WHO DIES
DEAF EARS TURNED TO PLEADING CRIES.
PEOPLE DWELL IN ABJECT SQUALOR.
“HEY MISTER CAN YOU SPARE A DOLLAR”
WITH QUICKENED PACE WE WALK ON BY
WE DON’T SEE THE TEARS IN A CHILDS EYE.
WE SEE THAT CHILD IN ABJECT PAIN
AND WONDER WILL IT EAT AGAIN.
NO ONE LOOKS, NO ONE CARES.
MORE INTERESTED IN STOCKS AND SHARES
WHILE TALKING LOUD OF LIVING FREE
WE DON’T SHARE LIFE’S EQUALITY
WE ARE TOO CONCERNED WITH WHO WE ARE
WHO GIVES A DAMN ABOUT MYANMAR

A PLAGUE TO RAVAGE EAST AND WEST.
A PLAGUE FROM WHICH THERE’ll BE NO REST.
AND NOW THE WORLD WILL RISE AS ONE
TO VANQUISH AND TO OVERCOME
THE WORLD ORDER NOW COMPLETELY CHANGED
OUR WAY OF LIFE IS REARRANGED.
THERE’S NOTHING ‘TWEEN THE RICH AND POOR
THE PLAGUE WILL KNOCK ON ANY DOOR.
DOCTORS, NURSES GIVE THEIR ALL
BRAVE MEN AND WOMEN RISE AND FALL.
HEROES WHO LEAD. DON’t WILD OR BEND
AND PRAYERS ARE SAID IT SOON WILL END.
FROM FEAR WE HOPE WE SOON ARE FREE
AND OUR WORLD RETURNED TO NORMALITY.
WE GRIEVE FOR ALL THE DEAD AND DYING
AND PRAY THE WORLD WILL SOON STOP CRYING.
HOPE THAT BROKEN HEARTS CAN MEND
AND HOPE THAT WE WILT SHORTLY SEND
A MESSAGE FULL OF LOVE AND CHEER
AROUND THE WORLD FOR ALL TO HEAR.
BUT MIGHT I SAY JUST IN CONCLUSION
THAT THIS OLD WORLD IN IT’S CONFUSION
SHOULD ALL STAND AND CHEER AS ONE
AND LAUD THE DEEDS THAT MAN HAS DONE.
EXTEND A HAND TO ONE ANOTHER
AND TREAT EACH OTHER AS A BROTHER.
IT’S BEEN SAID BEFORE, BUT THIS I KNOW
IT’S ABOUT GIVING RESPECT AND LOVE A GO.
Roger Cracknell May 2020

BUT THEN ONE DAY WE WAKE TO FIND
CHAOS OF A DIFFERENT KIND
A PLAGUE ABOUT TO SWEEP THE WORLD
IN HORRIFIC MAJESTY UNFURLED.
A PLAGUE TO RAVAGE EAST AND WEST.

This Bully Tin has been printed with the generous assistance of the office of KATE DOUST MLC
and posted with the generous assistance of BEN WYATT, MLA - Member for Victoria Park.
Thanks to Greg Roberts for doing our printing.

President’s Preamble

June 2020

In the last month Meg and I have been Zooming around the country, even if not with the new Isuzu
and caravan. Apart from the Goldfields Bush Poets we have linked in with Poets in the Park
(Brisbane) and Wombat Bush Poets (Young, NSW). I am now a honorary wombat, although I missed
their last meeting as it clashed with a fishing/camping* trip with my eldest grandson. (*that is a
fishing trip when you don’t catch any fish, but that’s another story). I won’t bore you with the details, but did you hear about the one that got away?
Our committee Zoomed in for a meeting on the regular muster night and that proved well worth
while. So much so that we decided to hold a “Zoom muster” in June. Meg will soon be sending an
email to all members who have an email address listed on our membership list. This will give clear
instructions how to download Zoom, and then how to link in to the meeting. This meeting is scheduled for our muster night, Friday 5th June at 7pm. To come in to the muster simply use the link Meg
sends you. If you do not hear from Meg within the week and would like to join the muster send her
an email on meggordon4@bigpond.com Please do not email me as I am still having major problems
and my emails are quite unreliable.
We now have significant lifting of travel restrictions brought on by Covid 19. However it might be
quite a while before regulations ease in regard to retirement villages. So we are able to meet again
at Bentley Park any time soon. With our AGM due in July, we are planning to hold that before the
July Muster, again via Zoom. More about that next month, but we are hoping for a good attendance
on Zoom in June, and we can reassess after that.
I get the feeling now that when people ask “How are you?” they really mean it. So keep healthy,
keep safe, and keep your chin up.
Bill Gordon, President

I COULDN’T HELP BUT LAUGH
I couldn’t help but laugh when the yanks with all their wisdom
Elected Donald Trump as their President with vision.
He’s set the bar so low that the limbo’s now the craze,
With his “Donald” style philosophy – well spare me bloomin’ days.
He thinks his great America surpasses all the rest,
No need to fear Corona, no need for them to test.
Well the virus has them cornered, it’s now got the upper hand
Covid’s proved much smarter and poor Donald’s not so grand.
Bill Gordon 18.5.2020

New editor required.
Dear Members,
I am stepping down from the
Bully Tin for a while. We do
need someone to take over so
please contact Meg or myself ,should you be keen to take
over the reins.
Thanks to everyone for their support, poems and advice.
Please stay safe in these unusual
times
Christine

Shirt Logos
If you would like to have your shirt printed this is where to go.
Just take in what you would like embroidered and ask for your colour. Try
not to have too busy a pattern or the embroidery doesn’t always show
up. Ring and check the price. You may have both the front or back embroidered or a single logo.
It is cheaper if you have more than one item printed.

MUSTER VIA ZOOM!!

My debt grows
It’s hard to hold my head up when life is upside down
For I am quite uncertain to show a smile or frown
When looking in the mirror a strange face stares at me
With hair a mess, no makeup on, pallid dial I see.
This time of home confinement has come with no clear
maps

Technology is booming and in an endeavour to keep
pace and stay connected, the WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners will be conducting a zoom muster on 5th
June, which is our normal muster date.

Everyone is invited to attend. To do so you will
need to download zoom onto your computer which is
very simple.

As to how to fill long hours; my energies collapse.
I’ve done all my spring cleaning though it’s still Autumn
here;
The garage and the garden, of rubbish both are clear.

Just go to zoom.us/download. Wait for download
to finish and then it should appear somewhere on
your desk top. If not type zoom into your search bar.

Some puzzles I have finished; assembled piece by piece.
I’ve sung along to countless songs till I’ve been asked to
cease.
Sketch pictures held by magnets now set upon fridge door

Please be aware not to go to zoom.com as you
will be inundated with so called free sites but they
are not free and going down the path they require
will leave you frustrated and weary.

With remnants of my crafting dreams scattered ‘cross the
floor.

Once you have done that forward your email to me
at: meggordon4@bigpond.com.au and I will schedule
the time of the meeting and send you a link. Simply
But it’s tough to hold one’s head up; powerless with fear.
open zoom from your desk top or search bar and
There is so little I can do but hold tight; wait this out.
click on the link in your email and you will come
to a page with a prompt JOIN MEETING which you
My hope is that with patience, good end will come about.
can click on and immediately join the meeting.
These feelings and emotions are mixed and stirred by pain; (Note: this will not happen if you haven’t downloaded
zoom and opened it first!)
I am asked to sit and wait while others bear the strain.
I know it sounds like whinging and you’d be right to jeer

They face down this invasion with hearts as strong as lions.
So many hands reach ‘cross our land: A new strength in
these times.
My debt will keep on growing till this pandemic spread
Is put into proportion by those who stand at head.

Please have your computer microphone on maximum audio and if you don’t want to be seen or your
connection is weak, please turn OFF your video. This
icon is on the bottom of your screen along with the
mute button (make sure this icon is unmuted as well
or we won’t be able to hear you)

I’m thankful for their service; their outward looking view.
We all owe our existence to those who work on through.
As ANZAC day draws closer, we honour those who served,
Remember ALL defenders; give thanks so well deserved.
© DM-InVerse (Deb McQuire) 23rd April 2020

I Couldn’t Help But Laugh
When I first saw the mouse I squealed,
The dog came barking at my heels.
I couldn’t help but laugh you see
Because the dog was chasing
me.
Dashing and barking all around the room,
Running me into the ground, I swooned!

It is very simple and I hope you will join us, particularly if you want to perform a new poem. Just being
able to say hello or listen is great too.

This is going to be a trial run and if successful we will
be conducting our AGM in July in this way as it is not
likely that we can go back to Bentley for some time
yet.

If anyone is having difficulty with this technology
please give me a ring (0404075108) and I can talk
you through the process, believe me you will be
pleased to be a part of this new muster! There will be
no rugging up to go out and brave the elements.

Also the Committee is pressing on with plans for
Toodyay in the hope that we can still have a festival
or gathering in November. However it will have to be
local involvement only.

On coming to, the mouse had gone
And I put the dog out so he’d do no harm.
Nancy Coe

Meg Gordon

COMPETITIONS AROUND
AUSTRALIA
For more details and entry forms please go to the
ABPA website www.abpa.org.au
and Writing WA
JUNE
26 June - Closing Date - Adelaide Plains
Poetry Competition, Redbanks SA.

‘sno way, Joe.
Joe sat down onto the snow he was a hardy chap
and poured hot soup into a bowl he’d balanced on his lap.
Alas, the bowl tipped over and the scolding was quite cruel
so rapidly he downed his daks to cool the family jewels.
To watch it was amazing for he put on quite a show
packing all the burned parts, with handfuls of snow.
When I asked if it was painful, he said; “not bloody half!”
and that brought tears to my eyes, I couldn’t help but
laugh!
Pete. Stratford. 2.5.20
WORKING FROM HOME

JULY 2020
1st July Dusty Swag.
30 July - Closing Date - Nandewar Poetry
Competition, Narrabri NSW.
17th July, Closing date, Drover’s Camp, Camooweal Bronze Spur competition,
AUGUST
31 August - Closing Date - Betty Olle Poetry Award, Kyabram Victoria

eMuse: Independent Bush Poets Newsletter. 1300 plus subscribers (on-line free!) Australia-Wide!
Through his free distribution of this
most informative,
20 page eMuse, (An
Independent Bush
poetry newsletter)
Editor: Wally “The
Bear” Finch. P. O.
Box 68, Morayfield,

Do you want to be part of the National
Scene — Then you might consider joining the Australian Bush Poets Assn
www.abpa.org.au

Stay up to date with events
and competitions right across
Australia
Lots of great information on their website, winning poems, a writing forum,
tips for writing and reciting , competition dates….

(THE COVID 19 DILEMMA)
Len Banks
Two weeks in isolation should not be very hard.
There’s lots of jobs to do in the house and round the yard.
Because I am retired, I don’t have too far to roam.
I can keep myself in doors; I can easily work from home.
I can watch the television. I can listen to the wireless.
But all that’s on the news is about Corona Virus.
Maybe I need a job, so I honestly could quote
that I’m gainfully employed, and my work is done ‘remote’.
I’ll go right through the list of jobs for retirees
to find one that will suit my aging expertise.
I could be an uber driver taking rich kids off to school.
But I’d need a bigger car for the social distance rule.
And I’d need remote control to attract the highest rate,
‘cause if I had to work from home, I couldn’t leave the gate.
I could be a cleaner. I’ve got the expertise
to clean windows, shelves and floors; just not down on my
knees.
I’d get paid an hourly rate. Things would glisten where I’ve
been.
But if I had to work from home, it is my house that I’d clean.
I could be a tour guide for those on holiday.
So long as they are well and don’t want to go away.
I could show them things exotic, and for an extra fee
I could do my work from home using virtual reality.
I could sign up for the army as a journo doing writing,
‘cause with drones and long-range missiles there’s no close
encounter fighting.
I could read reports online, but the army’s real frustration
is that the enemy’s not there. They’re in personal isolation.
I could be an undertaker. My black suit’s right to wear.
But I wonder if the graves must be four metres square.
I could organise a funeral. (Just the wailing could be hard).
And if I had to work from home, I’d have holes in my back
yard.
Now there is one job for me. Lots of money I’d be makin’.
The only trouble is, I think all the spots are taken.
It may be a bit boring and it may destroy my soul.
But I could easily work from home by going on the dole .

A VIEW FROM A FARM
Old Dave scratched his head and he looked up at the sky
“The county’s looking pretty crook, not just because it’s dry
They’ve now got this nasty virus that’s been mowing people down
So for once I feel real lucky living so far out of town
For the people in the cities are now doing it quite tough
With all these new restrictions they’re finding life quite rough
But I only ever went to town once a week to shop
Though with all this panic buying they’ve been running low on
stock
It’s just as well I guess, I kept a few reserves on hand
I’ve been cut off once or twice before when floods ravaged the
land
And I can always live on rabbits, that’s a well that
won’t run dry
Though after eating bunnies for a month you’ll give
anything a try”
He gazed across the paddocks to a distant mountain
peak
“This self isolation is a pain, to hear the way they
speak
I guess I must be lucky to be living way out here
Though I’m isolated every day throughout much of the year
In a way I work from home, though I’m seldom in the house
Still I’m glad the kids have grown up and I get on with my spouse
But they really seem to struggle with finding things to do
With the bars and cafés closed and concerts cancelled too
But filling in the time is not a chore for me” he said
“I just work from sun up to sun down, then stagger off to bed
Still to some it feels like prison, just without the bars and guard
And a slightly better view when exercising in the yard
But people are inventive and I’ve lost count of the ways
That some folk have come up with, to brighten up their days
They do it out the window, in the driveway and on-line
And with such a spirit in the land, well I reckon we’ll be fine
Cause nothing lasts forever, except income tax and death
And they’ll even try to tax you once you’ve drawn your final breath
Still I reckon I should lend a hand to all those city folk
Who are stuck in isolation and slowly going broke
I’m a farmer, so I’m used to it, for them it’s something new
And we’re all in this together, so I’ll see what I can do
And I guess it’s what you’re used to, that dictates the way you feel
There’s people think they’re hungry when they’ve missed a single
meal”
Then a smile broke on his rugged face as another thought sunk in
“It’s not all bad news” he said and he couldn’t hide the grin
“There’s the in-laws and freeloaders who often come on holiday
So let’s hope those regional travel bans are really here to stay”
Greg Joass 11/05/2020
G'day Christine,
I have filled in some of my very limited spare time with a bit of
writing.
I have attached another poem for the next Bully Tin. Writing about
the virus is worse than writing about politics. Things are changing
so quickly the poems have a shorter shelf life than a roll of loo paper in a supermarket (or is that out of date now too?). Anyway,
hopefully people will still remember and enjoy it, such as it is.

Until We Meet Again!
Goodbye my love, it’s later than you
think,
I’ll dream of you when I’m fast asleep.
Thinking, dreaming, walking with you
each day,
Even though you have gone far away.

How I miss you my own dear love,
Thinking of you when the stars shine
above.
Feeling the need of your help each
day,
Wishing you had not gone so far
away.

But health reasons mean that we must
“keep it clean”,
And living together would be very
mean.
With so many people isolated right
now,
Yes! The Covid 19 virus is still on the
prowl.

So while you’re away I’ll think of you
night and day
With the joy and the youth which is
ours.
And until we meet again I’ll think of
you and then
The world will become one of ours.
Nancy Coe

ISOLATING – I wish

Our Dog Jim.

The Border Gates are closed to keep the eastern feral’s out,
I’ll have the place all to myself - it’s time that came
about!
It looks like waters now the go; enough to make you
weep,
I need a touch of something strong to try and get to
sleep.
I’m stuck out in the bush these days afraid to go to
town,
for Covids likely waiting there to try and take me
down.
I stopped my weekly rations too, and live now of the
land
and luckily bush tucker here is always near at hand.
But what about essentials then, to keep the chill at
bay,
a drop of rum can do no harm despite what wowsers
say.
It’s six dog nights out here right now, Brass Monkey’s
some would say,
a bottle comes in handy too, for snake bite by the
way.

by W. T. (William Thomas) Goodge
We own a dog, his name is Jim,
And nobody gets the best of him.
One day when walking down the town,
The dog was kicked by Jenkins Brown.
Jim made no fuss, but he was riled,
Although he merely looked and smiled.
Now when the policeman came around
Our Jim was nowhere to be found.
“Had we a dog, and pay the cost?”
We said our dog was lately lost.
And so the policeman went away
And called on Jenkins Brown next day.
“Had he a dog?” He swore he'd not
When Jim appeared upon the spot
And jumped around and licked his hand
To let the policeman understand.
When Jim saw Brown had paid the fine
He came back home with us to dine.
That's how we saved our half-a-crown

I’d bake some scones now If the shops weren’t all
stripped bare
some city mongrels hit the town and weren’t prepared
to share
Perhaps it’s for the better, best to stay away from
there
though if you’re passing by, I hope you have a drop to
spare.
©T.E. Piggott

Orange Championships
The Australian Bush Poets Association has been approached by Rotary Club of Orange NSW asking for
help to run a National Performance Poetry Championship. After a couple of meetings with Rotary Club representative, Len Banks, the competition format has been decided and agreed to by both parties.
The competition will be held during the Banjo Paterson Festival in February 2021 and be part of the week
long program to celebrate the birthday of one of Australia’s favourite poets, AB Paterson.
Let’s hope travel plans can be made by then and anyone who would like join our present Male (Cobber Lethbridge) and Female (Sue Pearce) Champions of Bush Poetry for this prestigious title, please mark your diaries
for 13th – 21st February 2021.
This event unfortunately clashes with Boyup Brook Country Music Festival but a National Championship doesn’t
happen every year so poets are encouraged to take this opportunity.
Categories for the competition will be Traditional, Modern, Original Serious and Original Humorous and
prize money will be awarded in each category with Overall Male and Female Winner decided using aggregate
points.
Other attractions during the week include – birthday celebration dinner on 17th February, winery evening, Yarnspinning, Poet’s Brawl, ample walkup opportunities, unveiling of statue of Banjo at Yeoval (where he spent his
early years), market stalls to showcase local products – making it a wonderful reason to make the journey.
Being held a couple of weeks after Tamworth where ABPA will hold its usual events of Golden Damper, Frank
Daniel Award, AGM, this is a good chance to participate in both events, which doesn’t happen often.

Meg Gordon Secretary ABPA

Conditions of Entry for Silver Quill
1. Entry fee per poem: Adults: $10.00; Juniors: Free; No refunds if disqualified. If a detailed
tique from the judge is required, please add an extra $5 per poem.

cri-

2. No Limit to entries
3. Entries must be the original work of the entrant
4. Entries must have very good rhyme and rhythm and be an original story with an Australian
theme
5. A poem which has previously won any written competition cannot be entered
6. Poems, which in the opinion of the judge contain offensive material to an individual or group, will
be disqualified
7. Poems must be typed (or electronically printed) on white A4 size paper, with black printing in a
plain font, size 10-12
8. Poems can be sent electronically or three copies of each poem must be provided if posted.
9. The entrant's name or any identifying information MUST NOT appear on the poem/s –
ONLY on this entry form
10. The poem's name must appear on the top of the page. If more than one page, the poem's name
must appear at the top of each page, and pages must be numbered and stapled
11. The competition is conducted in accordance with ABPA guideline recommendations
(refer to www.abpa.org.au/competitions)
12. Judging will be by a judge approved by the ABPA using Written Bush Poetry Competition Assessment Sheet (www.abpa.org.au/competitions)
13. The judge's decision is final and no correspondence will be entered into
14. Entries may be displayed at the WA State Championships at Toodyay (Friday 30th October –
Sunday 1st November 2020 and may be published in the WA Bush Poets monthly newsletter “The
Bully Tin” and I hereby give my permission for such display and/or publication
(Note: to assist in facilitating such publication, entrants are requested to email their poem/s to
Rodger Kohn at the following address: rodgershirley@bigpond.com
Prizes
Monetary prizes will be awarded for the best poem in each of the 6 categories
Each winner as well as those judged 'Highly Commended' or 'Commended' will receive a Certificate.

Hi Christine
I'm attaching the poem. It's by a long-time high school
friend of mine - Steve Rogers.
Cheers Rodger
When Dreams Come Unstuck
He retired and bought a caravan, a bloody big one too
enough to take the pair of them up north
He spent six months equipping it but he didn't have a
clue
and then he and the missus sallied forth
He'd been to caravanning shows and expos about travel
about places you could camp beside a creek
and he absorbed the information before he hit the gravel
and became an armchair expert so to speak.

Onlookers ran for cover as the rivets started popping
it was like the Kelly siege at old Glenrowan
Ricocheting rivets had the fearful neighbours dropping
all this before they even had got going
Then things really did unravel, not a good start to
their travel
as the wheel nuts on the van began to strip
they fell like bits of shrapnel as they scattered on the
gravel
and before he knew the clutch began to slip
The A frame on the van then changed into a different
letter
and the tow ball now had given up its chrome
the entire superstructure wasn't faring any better
then the wheels decided they'd leave on their own.

he went to campers meetings and took in all their
knowledge
until he talked in caravaners' code
with his outdoor lexicon - like he'd been to camping college
even though he'd never even been off road.

They passed him on the drivers side as they headed
for the hills
searching for another postal zone
and this lack of earthly contact further added to his ills
The van just couldn't stand up on its own

Next he went to campers stores - and with a head of
steam
made purchases he might need down the track
He was a retailers dream and he bought up all he'd
seen
and some that hadn't even been unpacked.

When the Y frame pulled away and the panels deconstructed
the engine it had nothing left to do
so the power of the Cruiser which no longer was obstructed
shot off like a scalded kangaroo

he bought awnings and compressors and new hydraulic
winches
and stuff for which the use is never clear
whatever stuff's suggested he buys and never flinches
as he filled his trolly up with useless gear

If the neighbours pride and joy hadn't been parked
out on the street
the escaping rig could have finished who knows where
but his new Mercedes Benz, with sales contract just
complete
stopped the runaway fair and squarely there

at home he starts filling up his new van for the trip
he is stuffing it with gadgets by the tonne
with all the junk he's cramming in there's a danger it
will tip.
but by nightfall all the loading's done
They will get an early night for a sparrows start next
morning
and get to where they're going the next day
the tension on the springs should have been some sort
of warning
that things might not be going all their way
In the dawn light the next morning when they hooked
the Cruiser on
their excitement they could barely just contain
and they waved to jealous neighbours and tooted on
the horn
then the A-frame started taking up the strain
He selected four wheel drive and as far as he could
judge
first gear would be the one to start them off
but when he revved the engine the outfit wouldn't
budge
in fact the engine only made a cough
Their caravan just stayed there as he rode the clutch in
vain
He couldn't get the car to pull the load
welds they cracked in anger as they couldn't stand the
strain
and bits and pieces rained down on the road

The Merc took a fearful beating from the Cruiser's bull
-bar beam
the carnage was too awful to assess
the neighbour still has nightmares and wakes up with
a scream
as dreadful dreams remind him of the mess
And the caravaner's future which had once been all
consuming
was scattered on the ground for all to see
he will need another hobby for retirement is looming
for the only trips he'll take are on TV.
The morals of the story, and I think that there are
many
include do not overload your van
check with another traveller before you spend a penny
and miss your neighbours new Merc if you can.
If you should see an advert in a Facebook ad or tweet
for a caravan to suit a handy man
make sure it is complete, and not laid out on the
street
to be put back together from a plan.
Buy one strong and rugged that can carry all your
gear
with an A frame that won't turn into an Y
only load it with essentials - like fuel and food and
beer
and you may live the dream when you retire.
© The Rhymer - Steve Rogers 2019

Committee Members—WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners 2018—2019
Bill Gordon
Peter “Stinger”Nettleton
Rodger Kohn
Sue Hill

President
Vice President
Secretary 93320876
Treasurer

0428651098
northlands@wn.com.au
0407770053 stinger@iinet.net.au
0419666168 rodgershirley@bigpond.com
0418941016 suzi.tonyhill@bigpond.com

Committee
Irene Conner
State Rep APBA
0429652155 iconner21@wn.com.au
Meg Gordon Toodyay Festival Secretary, ABPA committee
0404075108
meggordon4@bigpond.com.au
Bob Brackenbury
6250 0861 0418918884 brack123@gmail.com
Robert Gunn
Sound gear set up
0417099676 gun.hink@hotmail.com
Rhonda Hinkley
Librarian
0417099676 gun.hink@hotmail.com
Bev Shorland /Jem Shorland
61430127 0487 764 897 shorland@iinet.net.au
Not on the committee, but taking on the following tasks:
Christine Boult
Bully Tin editor
0893648784
christineboult7@bigpond.com
Tony Hill
Supper BT Mail out
0418929493
Fleur Mead
Webmistress
Robert Gunn
Sound gear set up
0417099676 gun.hink@hotmail.com
Rodger Kohn
Bully Tin Mail Out
93320876 0419666168 rodgershirley@bigpond.com
Regular Events

WA Bush Poets
Albany Bush Poetry group:

1st Friday of each month

Bentley Park Auditorium

4th Tuesday of each month

Bunbury Bush Poets:
First Monday of every second month
Rose Hotel cnr Wellington & Victoria Sts Bunbury

Peter 9844 6606
Alan Aitken 0400249243

Ian Farrell 0408212636

Geraldton Bush Poets: Second Tuesday of the month. Contacts: Roger & Jan Cracknell 0427 625 181
or Irene Conner 0429 652 155.
6pm at Recreation room, Belair caravan park, Geraldton. Bring and share snacks for tea.
Goldfields Bush Poetry Group: First Wednesday of the month. Contact Paul Browning 0416 171 809
Kalgoorlie Country Club, 108 Egan St. Kalgoorlie 6.30pm
If you would like to be part of a forum—post your poetry, see what other contemporary bush poets are writing, keep up to
date with poetry events throughout Australia—visit www.abpa.org.au or www.bushverse.com
Address correspondence for the “Bully Tin” to: Bully Tin Editor, PO Box 364, Bentley 6982 or christineboult7@bigpond.com
Address correspondence for the Secretary to: WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners Assoc, PO Box 364 Bentley 6982
Correspondence re monetary payments for Treasurer to: WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners Assoc, PO Box 364 Bentley 6982
Bank Transfer: Bendigo Bank BSB 633 000 A/C#158764837 Please notify treasurer of payment : treasurer@wabushpoets.asn.au

Members—Do you have poetic products for sale? If so please let the editor know so you can be added to this list
Members can contact the poets via the Assn. Secretary or visit website -Go to the “Performance Poets” page

Don’t forget our website www.wabushpoets.asn.au
Please contact the Webmaster, if you would like to see your poems featured in the Members Poetry section.
Members’ Poetic Products
Terry Piggott
Books
Peter Blyth
CDs, books
John Hayes
CDs books
Tim Heffernan
book
Brian Langley CD’s books

Frank Heffernan
Christine Boult
Pete Stratford
Roger Cracknell
Bill Gordon

Book
Book, CD
Books
Book, CD
CD

Arthur Leggett
Keith Lethbridge
Val Read
Peg Vickers
Terry Bennetts
Jach Bock

Book
books
books
books & CD
Music CDs
book

