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There will be no April muster.  

Toilet paper verses are abounding and Pete Dennehy had a song on 

Macca.   Sammy J has a wonderful one called the Ballad of the Toilet 

Roll (https://www.facebook.com/sammyjcomedian/

videos/246459353190119/).  God bless the ABC...Send in yours .. 

Boyup Brook...how lucky were we to attend this 

festival now so many have been cancelled.   The 

list grows daily.   

Our thoughts go to the organisers, volunteers and 

musicians who will be affected by the loss of 

these special events . 



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 em-

broidered or a single logo.   

It is cheaper if you have more than one item printed. 

President’s Preamble April 2020 

Since time immemorial we have been told that two things we cannot avoid are death and taxes. We 

are now reminded of a third unavoidable and that is change. Last week we were planning trips to 

Bridgetown for Downunder Country Music Festival and then to Fairbridge Folk Festival. Those two 

events have now succumbed to Covid 19. 

Following the devastating bushfires the Corryong community rallied together to rebuild the infrastruc-

ture so that the Man from Snowy River Festival could be held in early April as scheduled. Along with 

countless festivals throughout the country, that is not going ahead as planned although organisers 

are hoping to reschedule to September. The people of Corryong desperately need this to give them a 

focus away from their personal grief and loss. I am proud that WA Bush Poets have contributed to 

the rebuilding of Banjo’s stage for the poetry at Corryong. Thank you Christine for your lead in the 

fundraising. Jan Lewis and the Corryong poets are most appreciative. The support means more than 

the money. 

Overseas travel is now off the agenda as well, although Jem and Bev have ventured across the wa-

ter. Well, as far as Tasmania anyhow. As we bunker down at home, they have the next four weeks to 

enjoy the sights and experiences of our island state. So much of Australia’s history and natural beau-

ty is preserved in Tassie it deserves to be on everyone’s Bucket List. I hope the Corona disruption 

encourages more people to check out what Australia has to offer. 

In view of the rapidly changing situation with the virus and restrictions on public meetings, your com-

mittee considers that the only responsible thing we can do is to cancel the April muster. We regret 

having to make this decision but prefer to err on the side of caution. You will be notified about future 

musters and events such as Port Bouvard Poetry Day and Moondyne Festival at Toodyay in the May 

edition of the Bully Tin. In these changing times we need to adopt a new policy…..RIGID FLEXABILITY 

Bill Gordon.      President 

 

Bill and Meg’s new luxury rig                                                                             More night time fun an Boyup Brook 



I Came Across a Shearing Shed 

I’d been out chasing nuggets out from Menzies on the way 

to ground out near Yunndaga that I thought might be OK. 

My searching found no treasure ‘til I stopped to have a 

look, 

I’d come across a shearing shed, a shed we used to book. 

I stood there sort of startled, as old memories came fast 

of shearing days at Woolgar in my fading distant past. 

 

My memory sees dust rise from a thousand frantic ewes, 

a squatter counting tallies and the sheep dogs he’d abuse, 

as rousies get the sheep in and then push ‘em up by hand 

to pack ‘em tight in catching pens behind each shearing 

stand. 

I hear the chugging engine as it spins the shearing gear, 

the buzzing of the cutters as the shearers start to shear. 

 

I see the fresh cut, creamy wool and love its oily smell, 

the swagger of a shearer when he knows he’s shorn one 

well. 

I hear a shearer cursing as a sharp comb digs in deep, 

the rousy’s frantic panic as the shed boss yells, “More 

sheep!” 

I hear the shed hands chattering as they pick up the wool, 

the clicking, clacking, ratchet as they press the bales up 

full. 

 

I still recall the smoko’s where we sat with backs in pain, 

or stretched out on an old wool pack to ease the back 

again. 

I loved the break at lunch time, for the cold meat, peas 

and stuff 

you followed up with trifle, if you hadn’t had enough. 

The boys would laze round chatting, as they had a final fag 

and cleaned their precious ‘bog iron’ with a bit of oily rag. 

 

Then when the day was over and the bell rang, ‘Time to 

stop!’ 

a beer around the campfire and the yarns that we’d all 

swap, 

about the sheds we’d shorn in and those mongrel sheep 

out West, 

the Cyclone wire stretchers in the shed that gave no rest. 

We’d tell tall tales of shearers and of ringers who were 

great, 

of squatters, cooks and rousies, all those legends we called 

‘mate.’ 

 

It’s sad those times are over, the old shed is nearly gone 

but thoughts of those old shearing days and mates still lin-

ger on. 

Then startled from my dreaming by a spooky, creaking 

clank, 

a windmill, grinding slowly on an empty, rusting tank 

and I must leave and sadly, head back down the old bush 

track 

despite my wistful memories I know I won’t be back. 

 

‘Bog iron,’…….the WA shearer’s nick name for the shearing 

handpiece, sometimes  boggeye or boggii in the East. 

 

By Peter O’Shaunessy 

Equal 3rd place at the Boyup Brook written competitions, 

2020.  Congratulations Pete. 

Poet’s brawl at Boyup Brook.  

Line by Joe Lynch.   

First place to Roger Cracknell 

Said the hippie to the bishop 

Said the hippie to the bishop 

The whole world’s gone to pot 

Said the bishop to the  hippie 

Do you smoke that stuff a lot 

You know it will corrupt you 

It will damn your soul to hell 

Said the hippie to the bishop 

Your sermons do that very well 

And while I’m on the subject 

What about your altar wine 

A couple of swigs of that crap  

And you’ll never walk the line 

So bishop tell me what the difference 

is 

Drink your wine or smoke my grass 

‘cause whatever choice you care to 

make 

You’ll end up on your arse 

So the bishop had the final say 

And said if that’s what you think 

Let’s go and have a reefer 

And something good to drink 

In days of old when knights were bold, 

Before toilet paper was invented, 

They wiped their arse on a tuft of grass 

And went their way contented. 

Bill Gordon 



 

eMuse: Independent Bush Po-

ets Newsletter. 1300 plus subscrib-

ers (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, 

COMPETITIONS AROUND  

AUSTRALIA 

For more details and entry forms please go to the 

ABPA website  www.abpa.org.au  

  and Writing WA 

. 

APRIL  

9 April - Closing Date - Laura Literary 

Awards, Laura SA. 

10 April - Closing Date - Gulgong Henry Law-

son Literary Awards, Gulgong NSW. 

 

2-5 April - Oracles of the Bush Festival, per-

formance and written sections, Tenterfield 

NSW. 

See 14 March closing date for entry forms. 

JUNE 

26 June - Closing Date - Adelaide Plains 
Poetry Competition, Redbanks SA. 

JULY 2020 

30 July - Closing Date - Nandewar Poetry 

Competition, Narrabri NSW. 

Do you want to be part of the National 

Scene  —  Then you might consider join-

ing 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 web-

site, winning poems, a writing forum, 

tips for writing and reciting , competi-

tion dates…. 

 

 

Bush Poetry on The Swan 
   

“Colin and me, and Barry makes three, and we’re here for an hour of 
bush poet…ry.” 
So begins Bush Poetry on the Swan: a raucous evening of charming 
bush fun, cruising in syncopation on the sunset Swan River. 
Presented by the WA Bush Poets and Yarnspinners—a community 
group of local poets and performers, fiercely committed to entertain-
ment—Bush Poetry is a gorgeous, charming, utterly enjoyable evening 

of true-blue Aussie lyric storytelling. 
From Banjo Patterson to Barry Humphries to original work from the 
performing poets themselves, the works read as The Crystal Swan 
cruiser sailed down the Swan River were charming, upbeat, and enter-

taining. 
We heard an ode to the lamington, a sober imagining of life at Gallipo-

li, a wry missive about the GST, and a couple of crudely funny ditties 
about fornication and defecation (“Mine’s a bit rubbishy, but people 
like laughing at rubbish”, announced poet Rob before starting a short 
poem about a sheep—that may have tended sexual). 
With that brief warning, I’d unhesitatingly recommend you go, and to 
take your mother: it’s not an inappropriate evening by any means, 
and the touching, resonant reflections on Australian life last century 

had one septuagenarian in the front row in tears. 
These are stories for folk who have been around a lot longer than 
most of have. 

I’d incorrectly assumed an evening of bush poetry and yarning to fo-
cus on Indigenous voices, perhaps contemporary poets; tonight, our 
bush poets established themselves firmly in the turn-of-the-century 
drovers-and-shearers of Henry Lawson’s and Banjo Patterson’s sun-

scorched stories. 
The beating heart of Australian bush stories pulses beneath the even-
ing, making the riverside setting all the more special—the sparkling 
water turning into view as the cubic Crystal Swan shifted out of its 
pen offered a deeply significant and special backing to poems ground-
ed in the roughness and resilience of Australian bush life. 

Poets will change for the next Bush Poetry outing: expect Kalgoorlie’s 
Paul Browning, poetry champion Christine Boult, and the 101-year-old 

local legend, Arthur Leggett. 
Charming, delightful and utterly entertaining, Bush Poetry on the 
Swan is a wonderful evening out. 
By Sophie Raynor 
Bush Poetry on The Swan 

Not just entertained, but enthralled and delighted.  Didn’t expect t his.  
Really only went along because a mate had an extra ticket.  But it was 
just great. Three completely different people performing. It started 
with a woman (Christine??), who identified as an ex teacher, doing 
Henry Lawson and Banjo Paterson then some of her own poems. One 
of them was about her husband always complaining about her hand-

bag, but finding out what it was like when she didn’t have it. Hilarious! 

Then an old guy with a walking stick, Arthur someone, who it turned 
out was a REALLY old guy, aged 101 (I’m not kidding) who was just 
fantastic. Did great renditions of some great Banjo Paterson poems 
including the Man from Snowy River, which, fair dinkum goes forever! 
Finished up with a few poems he’d written himself. Makes me wonder 
whether getting old isn’t something to actually look forward to. 

The last guy was from Kalgoorlie who brought such colour and action 
to his poems. Started with the Geebung Polo Club and you really 
thought you were right there, in that crazy polo game or later, watch-
ing the ghosts of the polo players and riding like a terrified madman to 
the pub to get away from them. He also did the most touching poem 

by a catholic priest about a soldier’s horse which was never ridden 
again after he was killed in the war. It takes a bit to get me teared up, 

but he managed it.  And he finished with this awesome poem written 
in Coolgardie 100-odd years ago, about a woman with a great past 
and a great thirst. 
To borrow a phrase from Mollie Meldrum, do yourselves a favour.  It’s 
on again next week with different poets. And the following weeks too, 
I think.  I’ll see you there. 
Jack Walsh 

http://www.flickr.com/photos/jackr/4499518501/


 The Phoenix. 

Up where the mountain riders ride and poets meet their muse. 

At Corryong’s own mountainside there was some awful news. 

Where poetry of old is read and music makes its mark, 

A terrifyin’ fire had spread and burnt down half the park! 

 

The storage sheds and lots of gear could not withstand the rage. 

The festival was lookin’ drear and fire’d claimed the stage. 

With only weeks and days to go the people set their jaws, 

‘Cause poet folk are tough, you know, they’d rally to the cause! 

 

While Jan and all her minions kept the festival on track, 

Christine was raising “millions” with her western poet pack. 

She raised a bit of funding when they passed around the hat 

To help with all the spending and to build a stage, and that. 

 

She’d met him in Benalla just a year or so ago. 

He was a large-ish fella and she rang and said, ‘Hello.’ 

She asked him if he’s able and/or willing to give aid. 

She’d heard about the fable of the trophies he had made… 

He quietly accepted, thought it quite a simple task, 

 

When so many were affected it was not that big an ask. 

He kinda had a trailer and a few tricks up his sleeve. 

He’d collect donated timber and on Monday he would leave. 

His uncle had a workshop on a farm out in the sticks. 

 

There’d been no rain to work crop so he helped for next to nix. 

Heroes come in any size and they’re not born, they’re melded. 

So quick it burns your eyes if you’d seen how this man welded! 

When times are tough, then poetry, will show who people are. 

We’re all one big community, no matter near or far. 

And phoenixes cannot be born when times are dull and tame. 

When we’re all down and out, forlorn, it rises from the flame! 

 

Now, Maurie made a Banjo’s hat, the stage’s finished touch. 

So, now, I guess that that is that, it didn’t take too much. 

The MFSR festival begins on April 2. 

They’ve put the ‘do’ in do-able, now all they need is YOU! 

Jai Thoolen 9/3/20 

Well Folks  

it’s happened, the stage is built with funds raised in WA by the 

WA West Australian Bush Poets and Yarn Spinners and the WA 

Folk Federation…over $2000 was raised in total. 

Jai had a trailer of his own that he was able to donate.  He also 

sourced steel at cost through an anonymous company; the 

wood and corrugated iron were also donated.  Jai’s Uncle Henry 

in New South Wales let Jai build the stage in his workshop. Un-

cle Henry also assisted Jai with his welding and design skills, 

encouraged by many Facebook supporters. 

What a team effort…Jan Lewis and her team at Corryong are 

chuffed and feel supported by our efforts.  There has been 

enough money to replace signage that was burnt and a further 

WA donation has bought poetry books for the Upper Murray 

Schools and library. 

It is wonderful to be a part of groups who reach out to help our 

fellow partners in poetry and song. 

Pats on the back to all… 

Pictures to the right are of the stage and Jail Thoolen...A special 

thank you to Jai. 

 



 I’M SICK OF HYPOCHONDRIA 

(Dedicated to all sesquipedaliomaniacs and indeed any 

hippopotomonstrosesquipedaliomaniacs out there, from 

a confirmed metromaniac) 

 

Never say “How are you?” to a hypochondriac 

Once the words are uttered you can never take them 

back 

You may regret saying “Take a seat” to a kleptomaniac 

And it’s cruel saying “Take a hike” to an agrophobiac 

As bad as saying “Come in side” to a claustrophobiac  

But don’t ever say “How are you?” to a hypochondriac  

 

It’s pointless saying “Come to bed” to a tired insomniac 

Unless they also happen to be a nymphomaniac 

Though before you’re done you’ll wish you’d had an 

aphrodisiac 

But don’t ever say “How are you?” to a hypochondriac  

 

It’s thoughtless saying “Bloody Hell” to a hemophilliac 

And regrettable saying “Have a drink” to a dipsomaniac 

It’s just as bad to say it to a hydrophobiac 

But don’t ever say “How are you?” to a hypochondriac 

 

It’s useless saying “You’re wrong” to an egomaniac 

And tricky asking “What are the choices?” of a mono-

maniac 

It’s tacky admitting your aunt just died, to a necrophil-

liac 

But don’t ever say “How are you?” to a hypochondriac 

It’s inflammatory saying “strike a light” to a pyromani-

ac 

And fruitless saying “Be honest now” to a mythomaniac 

It’s risky saying “What a loser” to a megalomaniac 

But nothing’s worse than saying “How are you?” to a 

hypochondriac 

 

Why?....Because he’ll tell you! 

 

He may start off with the problems in his knees and 

lower back  

Then escalate to the pain he gets in his sacroiliac 

If you suggest a medication he will tell you for a fact 

There is no adverse reaction, or side effect he lacks 

They may lead to palpitations and fibrillations cardiac 

Which he deduces must be building to a fatal heart at-

tack 

But when he starts on all the ailments in his digestive 

tract 

A catalogue of graphic details, which you wish you 

could redact 

You’ll be feeling suicidal from sustained verbal attack 

And driven slightly mental for there is no going back  

So it’s time to drown some brain cells with those dipso-

maniacs 

As you try to join the ranks of the profound amnesiacs 

 

So unless you charge by the hour, like a well paid psy-

choquack 

Don’t ever say “How are you?” to a hypochondriac 

 

Greg Joass 19/04/2014 

Booze. By Dryblower Murphy 1926 

(The barque Gwydyr Castle brought spirits and 

beer equalling 3000 barrels and thirty casks of 

ginger ale.) 

 

Think of it, pals who parch 

Under a thirsty sky, 

Think of it, mates who march 

Out where the skeletons lie; 

Out where the old bones bleach 

Like ship-ribs smooth and grey, 

That litter the span of beach 

Where the wreck-reef claims its prey 

Think of it, ye who lose 

Your thirst in a teamster’s pail — 

Three thousand barrels of booze 

And thirty of ginger ale! 

 

Picture that barque-rigged pub 

Loaded to plimsoll mark, 

Leaving the world’s great hub, 

Ramming the waters dark. 

Picture the gladsome sprees 

Locked in her groaning hold, 

Picture the great green seas 

That over the grog-ship rolled. 

Think of that thirsty cruise, 

And a bulk-head, thin and frail — 

Three thousand barrels of booze, 

And thirty of ginger ale! 

 

Think of the headaches vast, 

Down where the bilge-rats squeak, 

Where the bole of the straining mast 

Springs out of the gloom and reek. 

Think of the dead-men’s eyes 

Staring from depths below, 

As the liquor that millions prize 

Lurched over the heave and throw. 

Staring from wreck-strewn ooze 

At the beer-barge under sail — 

Three thousand barrels of booze, 

And thirty of ginger ale! 

 

Three thousand barrels of beer — 

Beer and whisky and wine, 

Hiccup and toast and cheer — 

Women whose arms entwine. 

Malt from the London vats, 

Burgundy red from France, 

To christen a few wild-cats 

Or liven a country dance. 

For the felon who fears the noose, 

Or the young bride shy and pale — 

Three thousand barrels of booze, 

And thirty of ginger ale! 



Out Back. 

A Message to the Mulga.  

“Dryblower” Murphy, 1926 

We have toasted ourselves in the 
city 
’Til only the sober remained; 
With speeches both courtly and 

witty, 
A health to the ladies we’ve 
drained. 
But while the decanters are rat-
tling, 

To speed the New Year on its track, 
Here’s luck to the boys who are 

battling 
Out back. 
 
From the Cross to Kurnalpi we’ve 
lifted 
The dirt where the penny-weight 
gleams; 

From Dunne’s up to Darlot we’ve 
drifted, 

Bluey-up or alone with the teams; 
With you have I twisted the dishes, 
With you has my shammie grown 
slack, 

So I send you a pioneer’s wishes 
Out back. 
 

 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Some there are who my message 
will read not, 
The Silence has swallowed them 
up, 
The swift-rolling years they will 

head not 
Nor drain the convivial cup. 
The womenfolk did all the weeping, 
We seemed to’ve forgotten the 
knack, 
God’s rest to the boys who are 
sleeping 

Out back. 

 

The Doctor’s Story. Dryblower” Murphy, 1926 

“It happened,” said the doctor, “in a hospital out back, 
He’d been brought to us delirious, found along the Menzies track; 
Yet he looked, when placed among the convalescent and the sick, 
The remnants of as fine a man as ever swung a pick. 
In addition to a sunstroke, he had typhoid at its worst, 
So I don’t mind here confessing he seemed hopeless from the first; 

But he lingered like a limpet clinging to its native spot, 
And a month went by and still no screen was drawn around his cot. 
 
“Expecting that the breath of Death each day would quench his spark, 
‘Name unknown,’ we’d marked his entry, ‘six-foot high, complexion dark.’ 
Till one night old Dan, the wardsman, who’d been sitting up on watch, 

Heard him rambling in a dialect which Dan assumed was Scotch. 

Next day delirium left him, in another he could speak, 
Though his general break-up told me he’d a limit of a week. 
And one sultry summer evening when the western sky was red, 
He backward turned life’s pages as I sat beside his bed. 
 
“He was Scottish, as I’ve mentioned, he proclaimed the fact with pride, 
He’d a mother living lonely far beyond the busy Clyde; 

He himself had been a soldier and had spilt his rich young blood, 
Where the rifles buzz and splutter and the bullets scream and thud. 
He’d been in the gallant Gordons and from Cairo to the Cape 

Had fought his country’s enemies of every hue and shape. 
Fought and won, and fought and blundered, now below and now on top, 
From the siege of Alexandria to the rout of Spion Kop. 

 
“And now he lay a-dying and the red sun sinking low 
Illumed his ashen features with its soft and rosy glow. 
There was one thing that he longed for ere he turned to crumbling clay, 
He’d a last and longing wish to hear the well-loved bagpipes play, 
He had heard the stirring pibrochs speed the Gordons in their fights, 
It had borne them through the fire zone as they swung up Dargai’s 

heights, 
Its plaintive lamentations caused a nation’s tears to well 

Where full five hundred gallant Scots and warrior Wauchope fell. 
 
“That night the goldfields warden, who a set of pipes possessed, 
Came to cheer the heart that feebly beat within that weary breast, 
While the silent campship listened as the piper’s chant and croon 

Changed from Burns’s Song to Mary and the Banks of Bonnie Doon. 
The sick man’s face lit up with joy as loud the pibroch rose, 
As it rose when Bruce of Bannockburn had triumphed o’er his foes. 
While again he saw the trenches where the Boer and British bled, 
As the hidden piper softly wailed the dirges for the dead.” 
 

The doctor finished speaking, and his audience sitting round, 

Preserved a silence sorrowful in sympathy profound. 
“And did his soul,” one listener asked, “its Maker seek again 
As the piper’s music died away in dolorous refrain?” 
“Not exactly,” said the doctor, “for he’s well and strong to-day, 
And has gone to cheer his mother in the Highlands far away. 
But no more, if I can help it, will that music cure be tried, 

For, although HE stood the bagpipes, ALL THE OTHER PATIENTS DIED!” 

   

 



 

MUSTER WRITEUP – FRIDAY 6TH MARCH 2020 by Meg Gordon 

President Bill Gordon welcomed visitors and in particular the group form RAAFA village in Bull Creek. He 
then introduced MC for the evening, Lorelie Tarcoma, a foundation member of WABP&YS Assoc. Two 
other foundation members were also present, Stinger Nettleton and Barry Higgins. 

Stinger Nettleton – “Hard Tack” Anon. A shearer takes a casual job in a wine cellar. The sheep were all 
shorn but the shearer ended up the worse for wear. “The Brazilian” (Bernard Da Silva). A married man 
misunderstands his spouse’s announcement of her intention to have a pubic wax job.  

Jack Matthews – “Banjo” (Edward Harrington). Written after the death of Banjo Paterson. The story 
points out that Banjo will never be dead as long as long as his poetry is heard. 

Barrie Blakeway – “The Legend: Bob McKellar of Blackall” (Barrie Blakeway) A story of a legend remem-
bered by Barrie. He waited a long time to marry his childhood sweetheart. 

Tess Earnshaw – “My Favourite Things” Her own poem depicting that her favourite things were usually 
fattening and how healthy food was not very interesting but it achieved its end. 

Michael Darby – “The Fullerton Fire”. Michael tells of the aftermath of bush fires, a very topical subject. 
“Said Hanrahan” (John O’Brien) A popular poem about the vagaries of the weather – we either have too 
much or not enough! 

Deb McQuire – “And the Sentence for Social Madness is – Everyone Loses”. It is not necessary to panic 
buy and empty grocery shelves. “It’s Coming” The terrifying experience of an approaching bush fire with 
no where to go but the farm dam and then the aftermath which brings relief but new issues of how to 
rebuild. 

Meg Gordon – “The Cruise” (Peg Vickers) If you are looking for a husband don’t trust a man on a cruise. 

Terry Piggott - Launched his book “Chasing Rainbows” A journey from a teenager looking for opals at 
Coober Pedy to married life in the goldfields of WA. Written in Terry’s very descriptive and heartfelt 
style, it is a book of history to treasure. He presented a poem from the book “The Long Dusty Road” A 
story of an old bush worker down on his luck and broke; he’s been looking for work as he wanders from 
town to town. A top hand in his day, but now just an odd job man – he’ll give anything a try. He’s been 
far too proud to put his hand out for the dole, but work for old blokes is hard to find. 

After Supper Bill Gordon presented Reading From The Classics – C.J. Dennis. The author of The Senti-
mental Bloke noted for its distinctive language of the back streets of Melbourne. But not much is known 
of the 4000 poems, prose and other works he wrote during his career as a journalist. Four of his books 
were published as trench pocket editions for soldiers during WWl. At the time he eclipsed both Pater-
son and Lawson in popularity. Bill recited one of his works “A Post Cup Tale” which tells of a hapless 
punter who backed the wrong horse in 1928 Melbourne Cup. 

Stinger Nettleton – “O’Hara JP” (Henry Lawson) The local JP was caught out while checking an establish-
ment that was the subject of a court case he was hearing. 

Nancy Co – “Like a Beaten Favourite” Her story of a show bird that didn’t win. 

Meg Gordon – “The Survey” (Peg Vickers) Don’t ask a woman from the land whether she works or not! 

Lesley McAlpine – “The Circle of Life” (Terry Piggott) A mother looks after her daughter then a daughter 
looks after her mother. 

Heather Denham –  

Tess Earnshaw – “The Ostrich and The Dove” Her poem on an analogy of a mismatched marriage. 

Barry Higgins – “The Bush Poet” (Syd Hopkinson) 

Bill Gordon – Bill thanked Lorelie for her contribution as MC. He also congratulated Terry on his book 
and then recited “The Call of The Outback”. This poem expresses Terry’s love of the bush and compares 
bush life with the bustle and rush of the city. 
 



Arthur Leggett             Book 
Keith Lethbridge books 
Val Read books 
Peg Vickers books & CD 
Terry Bennetts Music CDs 
Jach Bock                      book 

  
Frank Heffernan Book 
Christine Boult           Book, CD 
Pete Stratford             Books 
Roger Cracknell           Book, CD 
Bill Gordon                   CD 
  

Members’ Poetic Products 
Terry Piggott              Books 
Peter Blyth    CDs, books 
John Hayes    CDs  books 
Tim Heffernan book 
Brian Langley    CD’s books 

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. 

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 

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 

 Regular Events  

WA Bush Poets     1st Friday of each month  Bentley Park Auditorium 

Albany Bush Poetry group:   4th Tuesday of each month         Peter 9844 6606 

Bunbury Bush Poets:        First Monday of every second month            Alan Aitken 0400249243               Ian Farrell 0408212636                                                

Rose Hotel cnr Wellington & Victoria Sts  Bunbury        

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 

                                                   

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 93320876          0419666168  rodgershirley@bigpond.com   
Sue Hill                 Treasurer                             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      

mailto:brack123@gmail.com

