The

June 2014

Next Muster :June 6th, 7pm, Rowethorpe, Plantation Drive, Bentley Park
MC: Jem Shorland shorland@iinet.net.au 6143 0127 or 0423 797 487

AGM:July 4th
May Migration
“Mate, we love our lifestyles”, said Bill, face
creased with smiles.
Each day at five the wives produce the nibbles.
Then grouped together, all us blokes, tell
endless dreadful jokes,
And whack a bib on Syd in case he dribbles.
We talk about the scenic views, and tune in
to the local news,
While dreaming up some travel conversations.
But very soon we lose restraint, and fall
back on the old complaint.
The road, the pot-holes, and the corrugations.
Ted then said his next door neighbour,
bought himself a Winnebago,
Parked it, near his home, in Claremont chic.
Sometime later, in the night, he’d had himself a nasty fright.
A man lay stricken – heaving - very sick.
He’d tried to steal my neighbour’s fuel, but
proved he’d not done well at school,
And should have realised when the petrol
stank.
The petrol that he’d tried to syphon,
through a hose his mouth was tight on,
Came from deep within the sewerage tank.

AGM
Our AGM will be held on July 4th, 6.30pm. It
will be held immediately before the July
muster. Membership will be due by that
date. All committee positions become vacant and there will be several key vacancies to be filled. New blood is always
needed and welcome .

MEMBERSHIPS
Just a gentle reminder that all memberships are due on the 1st July. However,
Alan will be set up to receive them at
the June muster. As Alan lives in Bunbury he is not always able to attend the
musters. If you could pay on this
night ,it would be appreciated.
May Migration
Back in the nineteen sixties we were kids at boarding school,
We felt the cane quite often, each time we broke a rule;
We looked forward to the holidays, to when we caught the train
For the trip across the mountains, toward the western plain.
The highlight of all the holidays was the twenty fourth of May,
The night we had a bonfire for our great Commonwealth Day.
The shops all stocked with fireworks as we headed for the station
And we loaded up with ammunition, to celebrate the nation.
Passengers on the platform each town the train would stop
Found bungers all around them; we made those oldies hop.
With jumping jacks and throw downs all adding to the fray,
Catherine wheels and roman candles made for a grand display.
A threepenny bunger in a tunnel seemed a really deadly plan,
The fuse burns down, then toss it out, right by the train guard’s
van.
The echo in the confined space truly was a masterpiece
A miracle it was we didn’t have to answer to the police.
…..
Looking back I wonder why we never got locked up;
The guard must have been thinking of his mischief as a pup.
I don’t know what it is that’s wrong with kids around today,
Why can’t they be just like we were, perfect in every way.

By Jem Shorland 05/14
Bill Gordon 28.4.2014
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President’s Preamble June 2014
Several of our members were treated to a wonderful evening of music at the home of Terry
Bennetts on Anzac Day. Terry was launching
his new CD, ‘Mateship’, and was accompanied
by his ‘Band of Mates’, Evan Platschinda and
Ginger Cox, along with a great line up of country music artists. Music runs deep in the Bennetts household, and several of Terry’s children
also performed on the night. Keith Lethbridge
and Brian Langley have co-written songs with
Terry, and these feature on the CD. Keith, Brian, and yours truly were given the opportunity
to recite as well.
We were treated to more of Terry at the last
muster as he was invited as guest performer.
His music capped off what was a great night’s
entertainment. What looked like being a short
list of poets suddenly grew until there was time
for each poet to do only one poem. See the
muster report at the back of this Bully Tin.
Meg and I had a very interesting day at Toodyay for the Moondyne festival. The organizers
had me performing at the old Newcastle Jail.
Some said that was appropriate, especially as I
was sporting a very black eye (courtesy of a
farming mishap). The poetry was not an outstanding success as the venue was too far from
the rest of the activities in town. But our efforts
were not in vain and there was a great deal of
interest in our State Championships in November. We made some very useful contacts and
found locals who wanted to be involved. I even
scored an invitation to the primary school later
this term.
John Hayes, Rob Gunn, and yours truly are
heading back to Toodyay for the inaugural
Toodyay Fibre Festival on Saturday 31st May.
This will feature an international Back to Back
Wool Challenge.
This is a Guinness book of records attempt by a
team of eight, consisting of one shearer and
seven others to spin, ply, and knit the wool into
a jumper following a specific pattern. Basically
from the sheep’s back to the shearer’s back.
This festival will be held at the Toodyay Racecourse from 8.30 to 5 or 6pm, and will feature
all things fibre. We are invited as part of the
entertainment for the day.
Toodyay certainly is a place that makes things
happen!
Don’t let those who say it can’t be done get in
the road of those who are doing it.

.”

Hi Christine
Sending this in case you are interested in it for the
Bully Tin
I recently attended the Writers of the Coral Coast
group in Geraldton.
Each fortnight, they set homework to do and bring
back the following meeting.
Their challenge for the fortnight was to write a single
sentence paragraph of 100 or more words.
You could use any punctuation, but no sentence
enders – fullstops, exclamation marks or question
marks.
The aim was to capture a moment in time; a snapshot
of an event, scene or action.
This was my attempt to do that exercise – with 114
words. J
Thanks
Irene
A Moment in Time
14.04.14 © Irene Conner
With silent stealth the darkness calls to wrap me in its
cloak
while nature paints her magic scene my senses to
invoke
with subtle scent of lemon gum – my heart, it opens
wide –
as I absorb a beauty one can only find outside
beneath the blood red sunset streaked with vibrant
orange hue ,
across from pastel bands of pink and gentle shades of
blue
that silhouette the darkened scrub and tall, majestic
trees;
that serenades my weary soul with sounds upon the
breeze
which drift from nearby ocean and from cheeky
nightbirds song
and takes me to a special place where I know I belong.

G'day,
I don't know if it's of interest or not, but I had an unusual opportunity recently. I went to the Balingup small
farm field day the weekend before last. While there I
noticed they had a Bush Poet on the program, to perform at 3pm in the Fashion tent. I thought I'd go
along and have a listen but managed about half an
hour of old favourites. The crowd, which had doubled
in size by the end seemed quite happy. A stage to myself for half an hour and an appreciative audience,
what more could a bush poet ask for.
Greg Joass

Bill Gordon
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GUIDELINES FOR MUSTER MCs
Reprinted by popular request.
Collect performance names, it’s a really good
idea to ask at the muster prior to the one
where you are MCing. Pre event notifications
- determine if "reading", if so allocate 4 only
until all other poets are catered for, then if
slots available put other "readings" in. Do not
"wait to see" if 'someone' is coming. Please
have the first half organized with available
people. We want to welcome people but it’s
best to slot late comers into second half.
If there are any problems with program or
late comers ask a committee member for assistance.
When arranging the performance schedule allow 6 minutes per performance unless otherwise pre-arranged with poet. People often
do quite short poems so check with the poets, if you can, as it might mean you can fit
more performers in on the night.
Try and give a range of performers - split
traditional/contemporary, men / women,
new / experienced etc if you can.
Do not announce the performer’s poem let
them introduce it themselves.
Make sure you have a “reader from the classics”. This generally begins the second half of
the evening and is allotted about 8minutes.
Check to see who is doing the write up for
the Bully Tin and remind the performers to
bring a brief synopsis or a copy of their poem. This make the job of writing up the
muster much easier.
Thank you for doing this essential job. We
hope you enjoy the experience and will volunteer again. Remember to ask one of the
committee if you are unsure about any aspect of this job.
Performers, remember to ring the MC in advance if you know you would like to perform.
Thank you.

UPCOMING MUSTERS:
Dear Members,
Thank you to all the volunteers who put their
names down to MC and read from the classics.
June
MC :Jem Shorland shorland@iinet.net.au
0423 797 487
Reader from the classics: Jack Matthews
July
MC:Bob Brackenbury oddjobbob@bigpond.com
0418 918 884
Reader from the classics: Rob Aslin
August
MC :Rob Gunn gun.hink@hotmail.com
0417 099 676
Reader from the classics: Rhonda Hink
September
MC :Peter Nettleton stinger@iinet.net.au
0407 770 053
Reader from the classics: Dave Smith
October
MC :Nancy Coe 9472 5303
Reader from the classics: Catherine MacAllan
November
MC : Terry Piggott terrence.piggott@bigpond.com
9458 8887
Reader from the classics: Is this you?
December
MC :Grace Williamson grace.wil@bigpond.com

Muster performers
A reminder to all those who perform at our musters…
Please remember to bring a short synopsis of your
poem so we can include a description of the poem
in our muster write up. This is to be given to the
person writing up the muster notes.
Thank you.

9361 4265

Reader from the classics: Is this you?
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and they called him; “Blister.”

Our Daughter’s Getting Married
by John Hayes
Our daughter’s getting married she’s
the last girl of our clan
to Julian her heart throb a quiet and thoughtful man
His Mum and Dad have travelled far from their home in Asia
to see their son duly wed to a daughter of Australia.
If we greet them with courtesy I’m sure they will agree
upon this happy union of our growing family tree
My Annabelle has stated that as the father of the bride
I should be groomed for the occasion to look more dignified
So a bag of fruit was ordered to fit my athletic frame
They said they couldn’t fix my face and wasn’t that a shame
Then she bought a charming dress to fit her alluring curves
but when I saw the price tag, struth it shattered all my
nerves.
Cripes! She could have shopped St.Vincents and from their
extensive range
bought a dress for twenty bucks and come home with some
change
So I had a drink or two, or three, to calm my reeling senses
Then had to flog my Holden ute to pay unforseen expenses
Such as the accessories like the bracelet and the pearls.
Two hundred bucks was just enough to put her hair in curls
A facial was essential with all that powder and the paint
To change a woman’s features into someone who she ain’t
The chauffeur driven Bentley, that photographic fellow,
the string quartet magnificent of violins and the cello
The breakfast was a banquet for a flock of famished peasants
The parents got the stack of bills, the kids got all the presents
The grog they drank a months supply for the Carlton brewery
To settle up we had to flog the family heirloom jewellery
Starve the crows! My pension’s been mortgaged now till
Xmas time.
We’ll have to live on bread and water, not caviar and wine.
Then mother of the bride to be said,” don’t be such a
scrooge”
If we give away our daughter then surely we can’t lose.
You’ll have another fishing mate and every Sunday morn,
we’ll invite him for a cup of tea, so he can mow the lawn.”
You may think I’m being flippant with the jingling of this
rhyme.
For wedding vows are sacred and they have stood the test
of time,
So we wish them health and happiness and by the stars
above,
May they cherish one another with God’s great gift, called
love.

SAD NEWS
It is with sadness that we have heard of
Stan Maughan passing away in Bunbury.
Stan was 84 and was living at a nursing
home. We send our thoughts to his family
and friends. Vale Stan.

Many clubs hold working bees
to tidy or maintain
their premises and grounds
or maybe sports domains.
These usually are fun affairs
with all hands to the fray
culminating with a barbeque
to finish off their working day.
They toil together through the day
in heat and dust and dirt
mostly unaccustomed
they know they’ll ache and hurt,
but love the camaraderie
with banter, jokes and quips,
bonding with there cobbers
as from each brow sweat drips.
Yet often there’s an odd one
who seems a little slack
who doesn’t get there at the start
then takes the easy track.
There was a chap in one group
called “Blister” by his mates,
who’d come to every working bee
but always got there very late.
Though when the Esky opened
and the sausages were browned
was always quick to grab a can
to help the snags go down.
That’s why they called him Blister,
and only half in fun
because he only showed up
after all the work was done.
©

Pete. Stratford. 19.12.13

HEALTHY AGEING RESEARCH PROJECT:
HARP@UWA
Researchers from the University of Western Australia are seeking volunteers over the age of 40 for
a study investigating a process called
‘remembering to remember’ or prospective
memory. Often, during the day, we make plans
that we have to remember to carry out later on.
For example, you need to remember to pick up a
litre of milk on the way home. First, you would
need to store this in your memory. Then, on the
way home, you would need to notice when you go
past the shops and remember that you had to pick
up the milk. Researchers are seeking volunteers to
help in this new and exciting project. Participants
will be asked to attend a three-hour session at
UWA where they will undertake assessments in
memory and other thinking skills. For more information about this study please contact Amanda Ng
via email: 21267858@student.uwa.edu.au, or Erica Hodgson via email: erica.hodgson@research.uwa.edu.au, or leave a
message on 6488 1303.
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Murphy’s Ride
A cheeky breeze blew out one day
From West of the Speewah run.
It was chilly, and quite feisty but not
Big enough to block the sun.
It headed North to look for
Somewhere nice and warm to stay
Looking out for any mayhem
It could find along the way.
The further North the small breeze came
The stronger that it blew;
‘Til at last into a summer storm
That little breeze had grew.
Now Murphy had gone out this day
To visit a Camping shop.
He needed a chair to rest his bones
So his aches and pains would stop.
Then, with his tent put up, and his brand new
chair
He set up his comfy camp
With a big log fire burning all day long
To help fight the cold and the damp.
And Murphy sat in his brand new chair,
‘Twas a mighty sight to behold.
A heater kept his old bum warm,
And a fridge kept his stubbys cold.
“Ironman” was the name on his chair,
And it matched him to a Tee.
For he was tough as nails in the old bush way,
And a mighty man was he.
The stormy wind blew in through the tent,
And then blew out through the back.
It stirred up the sea to a dreadful state
And blew it to ruin and wrack.
The feisty storm blew him round, and round,
And it then blew him forward and back
But it was never as tough as the winds that blew
Out west of the Barcoo track.
With a death-like grip he held the arms
And his face was a terrible white
When his feet left the ground he let go a scream,
And bloody near died of fright.
So, this bastard wind blew ould Murphy East
And then blew him North by West
His Akubra clamped down tight on his head
And his heart thumping hard in his chest.
Like a sad lost soul, Murphy sailed through the
air,
And his tears left a soggy trail.
And the campers looked up into the
sky
To follow the lost soul’s wail.

And the wind blew high, and the wind blew low,
And it blew for nigh on a week.
With no bite to eat, and the beer running out,
He was starting to feel quite weak.
Well, Murphy leaned to the right and the left,
And he found he could steer the chair.
But when he leaned too far, and did a loop-deloop
It gave him a nasty scare.
Well, this mongrel wind saw his new found skill
And quickly changed direction.
But Murphy overcame this trick
With a notion called convection.
So, he soared right up to the Stratosphere,
Where the stars were a wonderful sight.
With the Southern Cross on his left hand side
And Heaven was there on his right.
Ould Murphy steered back North by West
And he found his old camping site.
The fire was out, but the tent was there
And everything else was right.
So he sailed right in, through the tent’s back
door
And stopped in his favourite spot.
And he called to the wind as it sailed on home,
“Is that the best that you’ve got?”
Ed Mahon 8.9.13

WE’VE SEEN IT ALL BEFORE
Well here we are again
To respect our nation’s debt,
To express our love and pain
For those we’ll not forget
We’ve seen it all before of course
With lowered heads at break of day
Honouring the ANZACS with deep remorse
Those fallen heroes we shall not betray.
But let us not forgo the chance
To learn the lessons plain to see
Of tragic loss in the fields of France
And the bloodied beach of Gallipolli.
So remember next the story told
Of triumphant feats- the glory of war
Victory parades – new legends unfold
And remember too – We’ve seen it all before.
There is of course another way,
To live in peace instead of war,
Just take a stand, have your say,
Be done with wasted life – blood and gore.
HEP POWELL
Sent in by Barbara Powell
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Apologies for this being tricky to decipher
The closing date for entries is Monday 30 June and the shortlisted, commended and winning poems will be announced in August 2013.
Enquiries to: aculiterature@acu.edu.au
Page 6

Dear WA Bush Poets and Yarnspinners Association
The National Safety Awards of Excellence, now in their 22nd year, are Australia’s premier safety
awards program celebrating the heroes that contribute to the health, safety and wellbeing of employees and the continuous improvement of safety in their business.
We are now calling for entries to this year’s awards and would appreciate your support in encouraging your members and supporters to enter. There is no cost to enter and recognition in Australia’s most prestigious National Safety Awards has delivered a surge in employee morale, showcased
safety talent, had a positive effect on workers and improved productivity, according to recipients of
last year’s awards.
Whether the safety program is big or small, if its making a positive difference to workplace safety
and culture then we want to hear about it!
Please forward the email below to your members, visit the website or click here for more information including flyers, press release and tile ad.
We appreciate your support in promoting the National Safety Awards of Excellence to your members. If you require any further information please contact Vanessa Piazza, NSCA Awards Coordinator on 02 9213 6212 or email awards@nsca.org.au.

http://www.nationalsafetyawards.com.au/
A special thank you to Brian Langley for letting us know about these competitions.

Guilderton Camp Fire Poets at Easter
Easter was an impromptu camping trip to Moore River and what a delightful time we four ladies
had. All members of the WA Bush Poets of which two slept in their cars (Nancy and Marion), while
Christine Boult and myself enjoyed the comfort of our motor homes. We camped very closely, with
the others, a short distance from Guilderton.
On Good Friday night Nancy and Christine entertained us with songs and music from Christine’s
concertina and Nancy’s piano accordion. What a wonderful, warm evening.
On Saturday morning we drove into Guilderton, sightseeing, until we came across a very busy art
show. There were also lots of home-made goodies.
But best of all was the Bush Poets (Brian Langley, Dot Langley, Christine Boult and a few walk ups)
performing in a beautiful bush park setting, under a huge tree. Greg Hastings was also there to
perform and at 7pm the spot lights were directed onto the performing poet and the base of the
tree. It truly set the scene for camp fire damper and billy tea, plus well-appointed wood, camp
fires. What a perfect night with good poets, Greg and the wonderful MC of the evening, Peter Fry.
I wish to congratulate the organisers; the dampers were cooked to perfection. Well done, Guilderton.
Maxine Richter
Ed’s notes.
Brian and Dot ,of course, spend half their time at Guilderton. So this was a great opportunity for
the community to see Brian as a poet and performer.
We have invited Peter Fry to perform at our musters. He gave a fantastic rendition of “Clancy of
the Overflow”.
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WA BUSH POETS & YARNSPINNERS ASSOC.
ANNUAL/NEW MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION
First Name/s _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
Surname _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
Address _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
_______________________

P/Code _ _ _ _ _ _

Suburb _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
State _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
Phone _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
Mobile _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
E Mail _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
Signature _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
Date _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _

5
5
5

Please tick appropriate boxes below and fill in total owing
Return this form with your subscription fee

Family
$20.00
Single
$15.00
Postage for Bully Tin $ 3.00
(Snail Mail)
TOTAL Owing $_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _

To a committee member at the muster or post to
The Treasurer
WA BUSH POETS & YARNSPINNERS ASSOC.
P.O. Box 364
BENTLEY,
6982
Or by Direct Bank Transfer (see Column 3)
If you have not received your membership card and receipt within 4
weeks please contact the Treasurer on 0400 249 243

WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners
Assoc. Inc

Aims of the Association:
To Conserve Traditional Australian Bush Poetry
To keep Australian People in touch with their heritage
To maintain the Australian Idiom
To Promote Bush Poetry and Yarnspinning writing and performance in the wider community
Public meetings / Performances (Musters)
Are held Monthly on the 1st Friday
7.00 – 9.30pm at:

Auditorium
Bentley Park Retirement Village
26 Plantation Dve.
Bentley 6102

Enquiries
Bill 0428 651 098 or
Brian 9361 3770

wabushpoets.com

Come along and be a part of a great night of Performance and entertainment.
New members Welcome
Internet

WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners
Assoc. Inc.

You should receive your personal copy of the Monthly
Newsletter “The Bully Tin” a few days prior to the first Friday.

Dated

/

/ 201

Muster entry prices:
Members $6, Public $8
Supper $1

by

___________________________

I applied for Membership, and paid my dues to the above
Assoc.

I paid $

- NOTE Membership fees can be paid by direct
to NAB
Bank Transfer

BSB 086 455 A/C # 824284595
Name - WA Bush Poets

Please
Email notification of payment to treasurer@wabushpoets.asn.au

Or post to

The Treasurer
WA BUSH POETS & YARNSPINNERS ASSOC.
P.O. Box 364
BENTLEY, 6982
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SHOW AND TELL
Back country schools are more laid back, most kids there
quite at ease,
they’ll play pranks on all new teachers, in a flash, believe
you, me!
At one such school a sweet young Miss, straight from uni
education,
seemed just the type to be set up by these lads from outback stations.
She was so well groomed, polite, demure, a “princess” from
the city,
they couldn’t let this chance go by, if missed ‘twould be a
pity.
And so it was this quiet boy, whom no-one might suspect,
began his “show and tell” one day, which all will recollect.
He held a carton in his arms, carried in with tender care,
and said his pet was fast asleep, but he’d wake it so they’d
share,
though he warned it may be cranky and just a mite upset,
‘cos it really was nocturnal, yet was still his favourite pet.
Then he tipped it out on teachers desk, and she let out a
scream
at a carpet snake, some meters long, mottled black and
white and cream.
She leaped onto her chair and pulled her dress above her
knees
unaware that all the class were staring at her brief panties!
She screamed and yelled, put on an act not seen in class
before,
while the snake had taken refuge ‘round her chair legs on
the floor.
The poor lad gently caught his pet then held it for the class
to view,
though all had seen them many times, a snake was nothing
new.
All eyes were on their teacher, who’d completely lost the
plot,
oblivious to her display… and she’d sure displayed a lot!
All innocence and fake remorse, he coiled his pet back in its
box,
and feigned surprise their teacher had been given such a
shock.
His little act was thought a legend, his morning talk supreme
and they voted it the very best, “show and tell” they’d ever
seen!
©

Pete. Stratford. 3.1.12

Dame Mary and Bob.
I had an interesting request from Bob
Brackenbury through the week. He was
searching for the poem to go with these lines
from Dame Mary Gilmore:
They are not dead; not even broken.
Only their dust has gone back home to earth;
For they, the essential they, shall have rebirth
Whenever a word of them is spoken.’
Eventually, on the internet, we tracked down
the poem the lines were from. “These Fellowing Men” ,from her book “The Passionate
Heart”. Finally, we found a copy in the State
Library. Just goes to show that you can’t rely
on finding everything on the internet.
The poem is often written on soldier’s memorials. Bob and Steff are off on a trip to Canberra and the War Memorial so they will have
some stories to tell on their return. We can
also look forward to Bob’s reading from the
classics in July as he is now a full bottle on
Dame Mary Gilmore.

HER LIPS ARE PALE
Her lips are pale, poor soul, poor soul!
Life marked her with unloving eye,
Touched her with fingers thin and cold,
Then stepped aside and passed her by.
Love, singing, came adown the way,
Glanced at her face and stood aghast,
Dropped at her feet a broken shaft,
Laughed, half dismayed, and hurried past.
And, so, no child plays at her knee,
No man looks longing in her eyes,
No heart leaps throbbing as she comes;
Alone she lives, alone she dies.
Dame Mary Gilmore

Dear Members,
This is a great newsletter with competitions and
useful articles about writing bush poetry. Many
thanks to Jan for sending us the link. Ed.
G'day all,
Colin Carrington reminded me about Wally’s emuse newsletter. The MFSR/Vic Championships
article is in there too. Subscribing to the newsletter is free.
Wally’s email to get on his emailling list
is ddropbears@bigpond.com
Regards

AND IT’S WHISTLE, WHISTLE, WHISTLE

And it’s whistle, whistle, whistle,
You can hear the old man come,
’Way up among the gullies
When the teams are comin’ home.
You can hear the harness rattle,
And the cracking of the whips;
And the jingle of the trace chain,
When the off-side leader slips—
All the younger men come singing,
Over sand, and ridge, and loam;
But the old man always whistles
When the teams are comin’ home.
Dame Mary Gilmore

Jan Lewis(Corryong)
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May Muster Writeup - Meg Gordon
MC Bill Gordon welcomed all in attendance especially Terry Bennetts who wil be part of
tonight's entertainment.
First poet was Brian Langley who reminded us of Mothers Day that is coming up. His
poem was simply called "Mother" which he wrote in tribute to his mother as she faded
away with dementia.
Jim Shorland gave us a couple of his poems "Mitch" - sometimes looking after a mate's
pet isn't easy. "Down the Aisle" - We make the trek down various aisles during a lifetime.
Rob Gunn, after giving a report on the Bunbury Festival which saw him taking most of
the show with 13 poems, presented "The Silent Shearer" (AB Paterson). A quiet sort of
bloke who didn't say too much unless he was asked. The shearers were a little upset
with this and they baited him but naturally it back-fired on them.
Grace Williamson - "One by One" (John O'Brien) Being one of nine children, O'Brien
reminisces in this poem about the life of his Mother and although there was no question
of their love for her, wonders whether he and his siblings could have done more for her.
Jack Matthews - "The Senior Citizen's Meat Raffle" (Bill Kearns). The mayhem that is
created when raffle books are duplicated.
Dot Langley - "Stitchin' Seams" (Capel Boake) Many seams were stitched for men
serving in the war, many by loved ones to erase the sorrow of lost family and friends.
Peter Nettleton - "Piddling Pete" (Anon) A visiting dog left his mark all over town.
Cobber Lethbridge opened his segment with "Danny Boy" on the mouthorgan. His own
poem "Old Wongoondy Hall" is about Cobber taking a comfort stop at the Old Wongoondy Hall, on the Mingenew-Mullewa Road. His interest stirred, he goes inside and finds a
broken down piano. Striking up a rough tune, he suddenly finds himself part of a ghostly
orchestra with ghosts dancing along. When Cobber stops playing, the scene reverts to a
dusty old hall. He can't get the ghosts back, but feels proud to have played his part.
Before introducing Terry Bennetts, Bill Gordon recited "Mates" (Duncan Butler). Duncan
was a POW in Changi during WW2. He wrote a very moving poem about how mates can
keep a person going when everything is against them. In the face of extreme adversity
as prisoners of the Japanese, the mutual support of their mates was all that sustained
them when there seemed to be no hope. The ultimate goal was to tell St Peter "I've
come to join my mates".
Terry had a very successful launch of a new cd at his home on Anzac Day called
"Mateship". He then presented some of the numbers on the album "Fitzroy River" (written by Terry and Cobber Lethbridge), "Still only 15" (a tribute to his late wife,
Jenny), "The Good News and The Bad" (a poem about where poets go after their earthly
days are done).
Nancy Coe reminded everyone that annual membership fees are soon due and can be
brought in next month to ease pressure on our Treasurer.
A reading from the classics was presented by Meg Gordon. We all know that Henry
Lawson was born at Grenfell in NSW in June 1867. His mother had a big influence on his
career as a poet. He died at Abbotsford, Sydney in Sept 1922.
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This poem was found in a collection put together by Frank Johnson in 1944 and edited by a Will
Lawson who was a New Zealander and no relation to Henry. While reading through the poem, "The
Bard of Furthest Out", one wonders what the story was all about. Was Lawson giving advice to a
young poet wanting to start out, was he recollecting the starting out of a fellow poet or indeed reflecting on how he started out on the road of life with experiences to write about. Contact with the
Lawsonian Society in Bunbury gave no clues to this question but the complete works of Lawson
1901-1922 (A Fantasy of Man) indicated that the poem was written in 1906 when Lawson was 39
years of age. The 1906 section of poems were mostly about the Bards of the time. Prominent
among the names was one, Victor Daley. Was he the one Lawson wrote about? Google the name
Victor Daley and another bard, Albert Dorrington is listed as a contemporary. However Victor Daley
died in 1905, the year before the poem was written at the age of 47. He is also buried at Waverly
Cemetry like Lawson and Dorrington. They all obviously knew each other and it appears that Lawson was indeed in awe of Daley, mentioning that he was the best when it came to musical verse,
probably because of his Irish background. He also laments that Daley probably wouldn't get the
recognition he was due. Not much of his poetry and stories were written down and a google search
also failed to find any of his works. So the question was never answered, maybe this information
will come to light one day. "The Bard of Furthest Out" tells of the many experiences and inspirations to write about that can be found out in the "back blocks" of Australia. One has to respect and
learn from those who live and work there.
MC Bill introduced the participants in the challenge to write a poem about May Migration. Many
different angles came to the minds of the poets - Brian Langley (the annual migration north of
the grey nomads), Christine Boult (a wish to stop a migrating waistline), Rob Gunn (43 word
poem with 17 words that rhyme with migration), Jem Shorland (the trials of the easy life while
on holidays), Bill Gordon (going home from school for May holidays).
Christine Boult - "My Country" (Dorothea Mackellar). A favourite with everyone.
Rusty Christensen - "Sweeny" (Henry Lawson). Still able to do a great performance.
Barry Higgins - "GST" (Syd Hopkinson). A painful experience for a busker.
Cobber Lethbridge - Introduced his contribution with a rendition of "Witchita Linesman" on the
mouth organ. Then he gave us his poem "Show Day". It's a fact that Mother McQ is no oil painting
but she enters the beauty contest at the show. She reckons the money would come in handy. One
of the other contestants thinks it's a joke, but Mother McQ is deadly serious. A fight breaks out and
the winner is....McQ.
Terry Bennetts wound up our evening with more of his songs - "The Soldier with His Banjo", "His
Boots There by the Door", "Red Dog", Are You Catching Any Mate" (adapted from poem by Brian
Langley) and "Traveller's Prayer"(Robert Boucher).
MC Bill thanked all who participated and those present in the audience.

May Migration
A moment on the hips, a lifetime on the hips and so begins
my tale
For what goes up must come down, its migration doesn’t fail
And so the pounds pour downwards, my buttocks to enhance
I can do the hula hula and the belly dancing prance.

And is the effort truly worth it, is starvation really fun
I’m missing treats and goodies , but the battle I have won
I’m shimmying around, a siren, inviting lecherous looks my
way
I’ve stopped that May migration, now it’s my turn to go
astray.

So I’ve decided to take a handle on my tubby plight
With Easter looming in April, I wouldn’t take a bite
Of chocolate. I’d stop the May migration in its tracks
I’d foil that downwards spiral before the winter tracky daks

By Christine Boult, April 2014

AGM
Our AGM will be held on July 4th, 6.30pm.
It will be held immediately before the July
So I’ve joined those dreadful places, Weightwatchers and Jenmuster. Membership will be due by that
ny Craig
date. All committee positions become vaI’m having meals delivered, Lite and Easy microwaved
I’m on the 2 and 5, getting healthier every day
cant and there will be several key vacanI’m making sure the May migration bloody well stays away
cies to be filled. New blood is always
needed and welcome .
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Committee Members—WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners 2013—14
Bill Gordon
Brian Langley
Irene Conner

President
Vice President
Webmaster
Secretary

97651098 0428651098
northlands@wn.com.au
9361 3770
briandot@tpg.com.au

0429652155
iconner21@wn.com.au
State Rep ABPA
Alan Aitken
Treasurer
0400 249 243 aaitken@live.com.au
Maxine Richter Bully Tin Distributor
042 9339 002
maxine.richter@bigpond.com
Terry Piggott
94588887
terrence.piggott@bigpond.com
Dave Smith
0438341256
daveandelainesmith1@bigpond.com
Nancy Coe
Muster Meet/greet
94725303
Not on the committee, but taking on the following tasks:
Robert Gunn
Sound gear set up 0417099676
gun.hink@hotmail.com
Colin Tyler
Tea and biscuits
Christine Boult
Bully Tin Editor 9364 8784
christineboult7@bigpond.com
Rhonda Hink
Librarian
0417099676
gun.hink@hotmail.com
Membership fees may be paid by direct debit:
Bank Transfer to NAB BSB 086455 A/C#824284595
Name…..WA Bush Poets.
Please email notification of payment to: treasurer@wabushpoets.asn.au

Upcoming Events
Next Muster :June 6th, 7pm, Rowethorpe, Plantation Drive, Bentley Park
MC: Jem Shorland shorland@iinet.net.au 6143 0127 or 0423 797 487

Bunbury Bush Poets TUESDAY 3rd June. The Parade Hotel, Austral Parade, Bunbury.
For more information contact Alan Aitken.0400 249 243

aaitken@live.com.au

Regular events
Albany Bush Poetry group

4th Tuesday of each month

Peter 9844 6606

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

Don’t forget our website

www.wabushpoets.asn.au or www.wabushpoets.com
Please contact the Webmaster, Brian Langley on 93613770 if you would like to
see your poems featured in the Members Poetry section.
Country Poets -Is there anything poetic going on in your neck of the woods.
If so, why not drop us a line and tell us about it
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 our website www.wabushpoets.com
Go to the “Performance Poets” page

Address correspondence for the
Bully Tin to:
The “Bully Tin” Editor
Box 364,
Bentley WA 6982
e-mail christineboult7@bigpond.com

Members’ Poetic Products
Victoria Brown
CD
Peter Blyth
CDs, books
Rusty Christensen CDs
Brian Gale
CD & books
John Hayes
CDs & books
Tim Heffernan
book
Brian Langley
books, CD
Arthur Leggett
books,
inc autobiography
Keith Lethbridge
books

Corin Linch
books
Val Read
books
Caroline Sambridge book
Peg Vickers
books & CD
“Terry & Jenny”
Music CDs
Terry Piggott
Book
Frank Heffernan
Book
Christine Boullt
Book, CD
Pete Stratford
CD
Roger Cracknell
CDs, Book

Address all other correspondence to: Address Monetary payments to:
The Secretary
WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners
Box 364,
Bentley WA 6982
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The Treasurer
WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners Assn
Box 364, Bentley. WA 6982

