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Next Muster Friday 7th June 7pm - Bentley Park Auditorium, Bentley Park

MC : Rob Gunn

RECENT EVENTS FOR WA BUSH POETS
Moondyne Festival, Toodyay
Poets including Greg Joass (right)
performed at the Annual Moodyne
Festival in Toodyay, where the townsfolk dress in period costume and re
enact the capturing of Moondyne Joe,
the Bushranger. Country/folk music
was provided by Kevin Bennett (left).
Rob Gunn, Stinger Nettleton and Bill
Gordon were also part of the show.

Port Bouvard Poetry Festival, Mandurah
Left—
Alan Aitken, Bunbury

Right— crowd enjoying
poetry, reading and
performing at Port
Bouvard Recreation Club

WINNERS
L to r—Rob Gunn MC, 1st Geoff Maughan
(Performance) 1st Roger Palmer (Original
read), 2nd Glen Kennedy ( Original read)
3rd Bart Mavrick (Original read) 2nd
Charleigh Zele (Performance ), Bill Gordon
WA President.

Thanks to Anne Chalmers and the
Falcon Lions Club for a great breakfast
and local sponsors for winners’ prizes
and raffle. Also Rob Gunn for bringing
the program together.
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.

President’s Preamble June 2019

As I have done in recent years, this is my report for the AGM and summary of the past year’s activities of our
association.
Monthly musters at Bentley Park are well attended and it is pleasing to regularly see new faces and new performers
attending. There are also quite a few members returning after several years absence from our ranks.
Our Bush Poetry Festival and State Championships at Toodyay in November was again a great success with a new
State Champion emerging. Michael Darby is new to our ranks although not new to Bush Poetry. He has a commanding presence on the stage and is a worthy champion. Congratulations to Michael, and congratulations to Terry
Piggott for winning the Silver Quill for written poetry at Toodyay. Terry is among the great writers in Australia today
and his poems, as well as being technically perfect, all command the interest of the reader. Many performers
include Terry’s poetry in their repertoire.
A new and exciting event for us this year was “Bush Poetry on the Swan”. We were invited to perform at the World
Fringe Festival Perth on a floating function centre “Crystal Swan”. The Swan River was a very different setting to the
bush scenes to which we are accustomed. We were very well received at the two shows to near capacity audiences,
and had a great review on the Fringe Festival website. This event is set for bigger and better things next year.
The Australia Day Showcase at Wireless Hill has been running for 24 years, and it continues to be well supported by
poets and audiences alike, as do our Bush Poetry Breakfasts at festivals such as Boyup Brook, Downunder at Bridgetown, and Nambung, and shows at Albany and Esperance. It is worth noting that the Bush Poetry audience is a far
greater percentage of the total crowd attending these festivals than at any event on the east coast.
Last December we lost one of our closest friends among the Bush Poets. Dave Smith lost his battle with the big C, but
he did so with the style and dignity we have come to know and respect. Dave was passionate about his poetry, never
missing an opportunity to share his talents whenever possible. But it was as a Yarnspinner that Dave shone. In 2011
and again in 2016 Dave was WA Champion yarnspinner. He loved telling us stories about the antics of his great
grandchildren as much as the yarns that had his audiences enthralled. Dave was a valued and willing committee
member of WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners who took it upon himself to make the trophies for our State Championships held every November in Toodyay. This year he made two extra trophies for our written competition. He knew
he would not be around for the job next year. When I collected the plaques for this year, the manager of Elite
Graphics was full of praise for the quality and design of our Trophies. Thank you Dave for a job well done.
In closing, I wish to thank each and every member of the committee for all their efforts and support throughout the
Year. I am encouraged to keep putting in the effort as president knowing I have the backing of our committee
(especially in my absence) and membership. As a team we are taking WA Bush Poets from strength to strength.
I particularly want to acknowledge the efforts of Meg as editor of the Bullytin and secretary of the Australian Bush
Poets Association.
Bill Gordon. President
News of Goldfields Bush Poetry Group from Paul Browning.
We’ve had two gatherings and feel we are building momentum. We were delighted that Rob Gunn was able to
attend our first meeting in February (with Rhonda) and issue a standing invitation to all poets from Perth or elsewhere to also attend. The Prospector train is a very pleasant journey and arrives in Kal at around 2.30 pm most
days.
Following the February launch which was attended by 11 people, Ken Ball’s wife, Sherril, suggested the addition of
music, such that we had some music and some poetry, and offered the Kalgoorlie Community Show Band (aka
KBand), of which she is a member.
Poems performed included 3 or 4 by Banjo Paterson, a couple each by Henry Lawson and John O’Brien as well as
others by Murray Hartin, and that old favourite, Anonymous. Vic Dale also read several of his wonderful works.
Unfortunately they weren’t able to perform at the next event in March but we did get a great local country guitarist
and singer in Ken Needham to perform between our poetry sets and the 8 or 10 people in attendance all seemed to
greatly enjoy themselves. Highlight of the evening was probably Ken Ball’s excellent recitals of Turbulence by
Murray Hartin and Entrapment by Bill Kearns
For the April gathering we will have the KBand, which is great as, if nothing else, it provides us with an audience of
an extra 15 or 20 people!
We’ve had 3 or 4 poets perform each time, so it’s been a pretty good outing for them.

ANZAC DAY AT CANNINGTON RSL CLUB
WA Poets John Hayes (left) and Stinger
Nettleton (right) performed some
traditional and fitting ANZAC tributes at
Cannington RSL Club recently. Nancy Coe
(centre) provided a musical contribution
during breaks.

THE LAST RIDE
I was born in the eastern hills,
The western valleys, no longer mine to roam.
Far from the southern land,
The dusty desert my home.
I was there at Beersheba, needing water for my thirst.
I was there at Damascus, we were the very first.
But then the chase was ended, no longer riding hard.
We rested all together, our duty now to guard.
I was born in the eastern hills,
The western valleys, no longer mine to roam.
Far from the southern land,
The picket lines now my home.
We trusted each the other, like mother to her child.
We braved the cruel desert, hard, uncertain, wild.
My soldier mate came early, his eyes were shining damp.
With 303 held steady, he led me far from camp.

Now the desert wind blows softly.
I am but drifting sand.
He hurt to save me suffering,
From the cruelty of this land.
©N R Palmer

VALE - MICAILE PETULENGRO

MICAILE
He was driving on the loco at the Toodyay Mini-rail
A railway man for all his years, said his name was Micaile
His little mate rode with him, a big smile on his face
A terrier named Benny sat behind in pride of place.

With diesel running through his veins and coal dust in his hair
His love for all things railway would take him everywhere.
A life lived on the train tracks from the Rockies to the plains,
And then out to Australia, and those Pilbara iron ore trains.

Micaile was born to wander, a Romany of old

Proud of his gypsy heritage with all the tales he told
The places he had been and seen, the people he and met,
There always was a train close by, on that you’re safe to bet.

His home is now in Toodyay, beside the railway line,
He knows each train as it goes by, and if it is on time,
The Avonlink to Midland with its city businessman,
Students to the big smoke, and a tourist now and then.

The famous Indian Pacific that spans the Nullarbor,
CBH’s fleet of grain trains taking harvest to the shore.
Every time a train goes by a smile comes to his face,
And here beside the line will be his final resting place.
© Bill Gordon 3.11.2017

TOGETHERNESS
The once shapely legs are not so steady
And in the mornings it takes a little longer
To arouse and be ready.
That hour glass figure, Oh the sand has moved,
Though in a matronly way still in the groove.
But sadly the memory is no longer there
And the annoying frustrations make life seem unfair
Like not remembering names and places we’ve
seen,
Or looking for things where they should have been.
But despite being dealt fate’s fickle hand
It is united and together we stand
My bride takes on the world with a smile and great
wit
So she was always and still is my best friend
And I love her to bits.
Colin Tyler
This was Colin’s poem that he presented at last month’s
challenge He/She/It was always my best friend. It was
his tribute to his wife, Wendy

AUSTRALIA
When the shearing sheds are silent and the stock camps fallen quiet
When the gidgee coals no longer glow across the outback night
And the bush is forced to hang a sign, ‘gone broke and won’t be back’
And spirits fear to find a way beyond the beaten track.
When harvesters stand derelict upon the winds swept plains
And brave hearts pin their hopes no more on chance of loving rains
When a hundred outback settlements are ghost towns overnight
When we’ve lost the drive and heart we had, to once more see us right.
When ‘Pioneer’ means a stereo and ‘Digger’ some backhoe
And ‘Outback’ is behind the house. There’s nowhere else to go
And ‘ANZAC’ is a biscuit brand and probably foreign owned
And education really means brainwashed and neatly cloned.
When you have to bake a loaf of bread to make a decent crust
And our heritage once enshrined in gold is crumbling to dust
And old folks pay their camping fees on land for which they fought
And fishing is a great escape; that is until you’re caught.
When you see our kids with Yankee caps and resentment in their eyes
And the soaring crime and hopeless hearts is no longer a surprise
When the name of RM Williams is a yuppie clothing brand
Not a product of our heritage that grew off the land.
When offering a hand makes people think you’ll amputate
And two dogs meeting in the street is what you call a ‘Mate’
When ‘Political Correctness’ has replaced all common sense
When you’re forced to see it their way, there’s no sitting on the fence.
Yes one day you might find yourself an outcast in this land
Perhaps your heart will tell you then, ‘I should have made a stand’
Just go and ask the farmers, that should remove all doubt
Then join the swelling ranks who say, ‘DON’T SELL AUSTRALIA OUT’.
Chris Long
Chris Long has been writing poetry for a number of years. More recently one of his poems gained fame and spread
throughout the country and further afield having gone viral on the internet. The poem entitled, ‘Don’t Sell Australia
Out’, appears on countless websites and blogs. Sadly it mostly appears as author unknown or courtesy of someone
else and often appears under a different title. However Chris maintains that he is still elated that the poem has
reached so many of his countrymen. Now Chris is releasing his revised edition of ‘Top Rail Politician’, to include that
poem and a few others that have gained a reputation.
It would be a big job to list the accolades and awards Chris has received for his writing. They do include several
prestigious poetry awards but to Chris his greatest achievement is easily the happiness his words bought to the heart
of an elderly war widow as she lay on her death bed, his mate Tom Mauloni had just recited ‘ The Last Reveille’. As
Tom recounted she reached across and held his hand and smiled saying, “tell that boy I said thank you for letting me
die a happy woman”. To Chris, that is more than enough.
In conclusion it is fair to say his words may bring a tear to your eye or smile to your face although Chris never wrote
his poetry to please an audience or gain fame. There is no showmanship or image about this poet. His poems are just
a collection of observations and beliefs and are often described as the plain truth. They are the words of a true
Australian and someone who respects his history and wants those stories to survive. They are the words of a man who
has lived his life to the fullest. See his website: www.chrislongbushpoetry.com

The Rhyming Romeo - Dave Brown
The women came from everywhere, from every country town
They'd travel in from homesteads to lay their blankets down
To sit and listen to him speak, to hear the things he wrote
And each would feel a teary eye, a breath caught in their throat
For it's true, he was their lover, at least in all their dreams
He walked with each one hand in hand beside the woodland streams
And whispered in their shell-like ears such words of sweet romance
As he guided them around the floor embraced in courtly dance
The rhyming romeo would raise an eyebrow now and then
Or tip a wink to right or left, for pause, and start again
Knowing well that every word, that each well-chosen phrase
Brought back a memory to the girls of treasured halcyon days
Reminded them of stolen looks, or more daringly a kiss
Oh yes, his words relit their fires, and fanned the flames of bliss
What would they give to have this man all to their very selves?
To lead them into forest glades where pixies and sweet elves

Prepared for them a leafy dell, a floral-laced boudoir
Fit only for a princess in a sylvan palace. Far
From Cinderella's chores, the drudge, the daily grind
The Poet Prince would take them, if only in their mind

His words would captivate each heart and make of it his own
While pulses raced and girls, red-faced, emitted with a moan
Their murmured sighs of lust and love, their happiness in capture
Oh, would this moment never end, this all-pervading rapture
But all good things must end, they say, and all too soon the poet
Closed his eyes and took a bow, to finish off the show. It
Was the sweetest moment, for he held each lady there
And everyone, for just a second, whispered up a prayer
Of thanks, for giving of his time to share his mind and soul
His magic words that gave them joy, and made them all feel whole
A blessing on this Romeo, with his cunning lingual skills
For giving tongue to thoughts, that brought a paradise of thrills

As each one left at end of day, fulfilled in that fine hour
They took with them the echo of his words, with all the power
To keep them oh so happy and their hearts and minds aglow
And all with treasured memories of the rhyming romeo.

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

The Fabric Queen

by FD Heffernan

Martha is the fabric-queen because she owns the biggest stash;
It could be worth a mighty fortune for someone with the cash.
She buys extra when she needs it and she buys it when it’s cheap;
The scraps she does not use today goes in her pile to keep.
She has filled the bedrooms up till she cannot close the door.
She’s filled up her sewing room from the ceiling to the floor;
There is fabric in big boxes and every box is full;
With lengths of silk and cotton, plus synthetics, lace and wool.
The ladies of the sewing club stand ‘round her place in awe,
They gasp in sheer amazement when she dares to bring home more.
When they ask her what she needs it for the answer she will say;
‘It could be handy for a project I hope to do one day.”
She has cloth for making trousers, plus singlets, bags and shirts,
There is cloth for ladies dresses, riding britches, tops and skirts.
More bits for making nighties, or pyjamas pants and shorts;
Useful stuff for business suits, or some casual wear for sports.
There are cotton reels and ribbons placed neatly in long rows;
Boxful’s of beads and buttons, press studs, zips and tiny bows.
There are piles of paper patterns and pin cushions full of pins,
Drawers for keeping scissors in and some oddments kept in tins.
She has skeins of wool for knitting in many shades and ply,
All the colours of a rainbow; to mix and match and try.
Her stash is equal to a shop though she buys with good intent,
While the checkout chicks in ‘Spotlight’ love the dollars she has spent.
Her house is being buried and it’s bursting at the seams;
She is living in a fairyland full of fabric lover’s dreams.
In her dreams she’d have a craft room or a special purpose shed,
Or even steal the car garage for her surplus stash instead.
But when sewing is her passion does it matter in the end?
While her darling husband calls her; his best and dearest friend.
She’s a lady with a passion who just loves to sit and sew,
And when her machine is singing, it’s her time to go, sew, go!

When Frank Heffernan recited his poem The Fabric Queen at our
May Muster, members who remember Carol Reffold (pictured
right) coming to Toodyay for the Nationals in Nov 2017, immediately
thought of her. Though her particular passion was quilts all sewers
are very dedicated and now she is ever in our thoughts as she does
battle with the dreaded cancer. We all wish her well and those who
want to send loving thoughts can do so through Jan Lewis’ (Victoria)
facebook page.

Muster Writeup May 3rd 2019
MC for the evening was Michael Darby and he chose an International Bush Poetry theme this month. He was
introduced by President Bill Gordon who also reminded members of the AGM next month.
Anne Hayes – “Bringing Home the Cows” (Henry Lawson)
Bill Gordon – “Reincarnation” Wally McRae
Nancy Coe – “The Sands of The Desert” (Arabia 1880), “Roses of Picardy” ( France 1917)
“Jan and Katrinca” ( Holland 1940) “My Love Is Like A Red Red Rose” (Robert Burns)
Cobber Lethbridge – “Cobber’s Dad” A story of getting wisdom from the older generation. Cobber gets
guidance from his Dad.
Lorelie Rose – “ANZAC 1956” Written by her father (Herbert Sydney Kilpatrick) Another story about Gallipoli
Saachi (Lorelie Rose’s granddaughter) – “Roses are Red” (Joseph Parry) Make new friends but keep the old.
Baz Blakey – “The City Musterer” An incident in Qld involving horses resulted in a love of looking at horses
rather than riding them. Baz also read “The Holding of The Line” (Tom Skeyhill, a signaller in the 8th
Battalion). This was written about being in the firing line.
Lesley McAlpine – “Stepping Stones” (Joan Strange)
Rob Gunn – “The Man in The Mirror” (Anon) Written by a man on Death Row but he didn’t put his name to
it. Your final reward will be heartache and tears if you cheated the man in the glass. Also “Jock From Bruce
Rock” (Keith Lethbridge) A story about a shearer who was very careful with his money but ended up being
‘fleeced’.
Lorelie Tarcoma – “Barney Embraces Technology” (Dr Peter Burke) When a farmer is brought into the 21st
century all is not well with tractors that drive themselves or drones that go berserk.
Frank Heffernan – “The Fabric Queen” Frank wrote about a lady who has a passion for sewing but she buys
so much material that it would take her three lifetimes to use it all. The house is overflowing but at least she
is happy.
John Hayes – “The ANZAC Cottage”. ANZAC Cottage 38 Kalgoorlie Street, Mt Hawthorn was built as the first
practical monument in the first World War for the first wounded ANZAC who returned to Mt Hawthorn. The
project was promoted by progress society and the very ordinary citizens of Mt Hawthorn and not by the
Government. The house was built in one day.
Supper
Tess Ernshaw – “The New Barmaid” A young, naive girl who has never been inside a hotel, begins work as a
barmaid. She is subjected to teasing and bullying but rises above it. After becoming expert at her job she
finally leaves to marry a customer, a lawyer and becomes a respected wife and mother. Also “Married
1916” Tells of a hasty country wedding where the friends and family all contribute to make it an
unforgettable time before the lad must depart for Fremantle and overseas. He never returns and never
meets the son she bore.
Stinger Nettleton – “My Old Man’s A Dustman” (Lonnie Donegan)
Heather Denham – Reading from the Classics. Lancastrian writer and poet Marriott Edgar, was born in
Kirkcudbright, Scotland, in 1880 and was most noted for the monologues he wrote for comic actor Stanley
Holloway. His name was originally Edgar Marriott but he swapped them around when he went to work on
the stage, something that his father had done for his acting career. Marriott’s half brother was Edgar
Wallace the script writer. He appeared in a film with Stanley Holloway and wrote the Albert series for him,
plus many more over time. His most famous poem is The Lion And Albert.
Heather then recited “The Lion And Albert”. A trip to the beach and the zoo when a young boy goes missing
in the worst way possible.
Also “Little Aggi” (Marriott Edgar) 15 Elephants are involved in a train disaster. At a level crossing.
Lorraine Broun – “A Weighty Problem” Two young girls have an awkward experience on a boat. Also
“Courting Disaster” A night packed with incidents.
Barry Higgins – “The Unlikely Bedmates” (Betsy Chape) Travelling mates – A Jew, an Indian and a Politician.
Anne Hayes – “Jim’s Whip” (Barcroft Boake) A ringer’s last muster.
Nancy Coe – “Freedom Symbol”, “Vitai Lamparda”, “Procrastination”.
John Hayes – “Mother” A poem written by John’s daughter about her mother, Anne when she helped in a
time of need. Also “Song For Mother MachCree ( Rida Johnston Young) About a poor Irish immigrant in
America.

Muster contd.
Cobber Lethbridge – “The Wombat” Daughters can be a worry when they reach a certain age. It’s a father’s
duty to protect them from folks like the Wombat. Things don’t always go smoothly, as this poem describes.
Tess Ernshaw – “The Flight Drill”
Rob Gunn – “The Short Arm of The Law” (Bob Magor) A humorous story about an old farmer who gets
pulled over by a policeman. The copper throws the book at him who then tells the copper to give the ticket
to his boss who happens to be the farmer’s son.
Frank Heffernan – “A Day At The Speedway” When a young man tries to share his love of motor sport with
his girl he is amazed when she suddenly flares up and even threatens to make him spend a whole day with
her shopping for dresses as revenge. He still goes to the races but now he takes his mother!
Michael Darby – “The Shooting of Dan McGrew” (Robert Service) A gunfight between two lovers of the
same girl results in the girl absconding with all their money.
After thanking Michael for conducting a very entertaining evening, President Bill Gordon reminded members of our coming events – Moondyne Festival, Toodyay and Port Bouvard Poetry Festival, Mandurah.

Competitions Around The Land
Written 5 July - Closing Date - Adelaide Plains Poets Inc 'Location' Poetry Competition,
Redbanks SA.
Written 30 July - Closing Date - Nandewar Poetry Competition, Narrabri NSW.
Written 2 August—Closing Date—Ipswich (Qld) Poetry Feast
Written 31 August—Closing Date—The Betty Olle Poetry Award Kyabram Vic

Performance 6-8 September 2019 - Queensland Bush Poetry Championships, Beenleigh
Queensland (just south of Brisbane). All Welcome. Entry forms wwwabpa.org.au. Written and
Performance. Ring Jim 0403 871 325 or Gerry 0499 942 922.

Written 4 Oct —Closing Date—Cervantes Written Bush Poetry Competition Entry Forms
at www.abpa.org.au Competitions page

Written 5th October 2019 — Closing Date — Silver Quill Bush Verse— WA Bush Poets &
Yarnspinners Assoc. Entry forms at: www.abpa.org.au/competitions and
www.wabushpoets.asn.au

Performance 1—3 November 2019 — WA State Championships at Toodyay Entry Forms
and conditions next issue of Bully Tin

Vale—Joan Macneall
Joan Macneall passed away on Sunday 21st April, aged 79. While many of you may remember her as a
former member of the WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners Association, to me, Joan was simply my Grandma.
While Grandma has been present at every stage of my life, it was probably my teenage years that she
featured most. Through her connection to the Bush Poets and Yarnspinners – and her poetry in general
– we participated together in a number of performances, most memorably the Bush Poet’s Breakfast at
the Boyup Brook Country Music Festival. It was somewhat liberating as a teenager to get away from my
parents and go down south with Grandma, get paid $50 to read some poems, handed an artist’s pass
and jump into the throng to see some of Australia’s biggest country music bands with pretty much zero
supervision. Knocking about with other performers from the Bush Poets was always a laugh, and despite
being all of 13 or 14, I was welcomed into the fold as an equal, not a minor.
Grandma was an incredible woman who led a varied, fulfilling and interesting life. She travelled right
across Australia in her campervan (and bus at one point!), made friends with strangers at the dog park
and generally brought a smile to people’s faces with her quick wit and charm. As a kid I found her
terrifying, but as an adult I appreciated the kindness that drove her throughout her life. She will be
dearly missed, but never forgotten.
Alan Gill

Committee Members—WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners 2018—2019
Bill Gordon

President

0428651098 northlands@wn.com.au

Peter “Stinger”Nettleton

Vice President

0407770053 stinger@iinet.net.au

Rodger Kohn

Secretary

0419666168 rodgershirley@bigpond.com

Sue Hill

Treasurer

93320876

0418941016 suzi.tonyhill@bigpond.com

Committee
Irene Conner State Rep APBA

0429652155

iconner21@wn.com.au

0404075108 meggordon4@bigpond.com.au

Meg Gordon Toodyay Festival Secretary, ABPA committee
Bev Shorland /Jem Shorland

61430127 0487 764 897 shorland@iinet.net.au

Bob Brackenbury

6250 0861 0418918884 brack123@gmail.com

Not on the committee, but taking on the following tasks:
Tony Hill

Supper BT Mail out

0418929493

Rhonda Hinkley

Librarian

0417099676

Fleur Mead

Webmistress

Robert Gunn

Sound gear set up

Rodger Kohn

Bully Tin Mail Out 93320876 0419666168

0417099676

gun.hink@hotmail.com
gun.hink@hotmail.com
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: Third 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 meggordon4@bigpond.com.au
Address correspondence for the Secretary to: WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners Assoc, PO Box 364 Bentley 6982
Ccorrespondence re monetary payments for Treasurer to: WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners Assoc, PO Bos 364 Bentley 6982
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
Book, CDs
Book, CD
CD

Arthur Leggett
Keith Lethbridge
Val Read
Peg Vickers
Terry Bennetts

Book
books
books
books & CD
Music CDs

