
February 2019 

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. 

  

Next Muster Friday 1st February 7pm - Bentley Park Auditorium, Bentley Park  

MC :  Jem Shorland 0487 764 897 shorland@iinet.net.au 

Please give your synopsis to Meg Gordon 

 

The 

 



President’s Preamble February 20189 

 

Noel Stallard and Marion Fitzgerald came to Tamworth  
to promote books and CD’s written by renowned Poet 
and former outback drover Bruce Simpson.                    
The audience was entertained with stories in verse of the 
droving days in the top end of Australia.                      
Bruce is in retirement at Woodford Qld but is keen for 
the history of those pioneer days not be lost. 

Copies of Bruce Simpson’s  books can be purchased from 

Noel Stallard at:      noel@noelstallard.com 

 

Meg Gordon, Trisha Anderson, Bruce Simpson and Bill Gordon 

during a visit to Brisbane to meet this exceptional poet in         

November 2016 

Returning to Tamworth is like a family reunion, catching up with so many Bush Poets who have     
become friends over the years. 
The ABPA Annual General Meeting , the Tamworth Golden Damper competition (won in 2014 by WA 
poet, Brian Langley and last year by our own Cobber Lethbridge, who won both sections) and the 
Frank Daniels Walk up Award (also won by Cobber in 2018) are held each year in Tamworth so I 
guess it is to ABPA what Toodyay is to us. No other club has nominated to hold the Australian    
Championships so Cobber is still the reigning Australian Champion. 
This year  at the AGM, I resigned to focus on WA Bush Poets  & Yarnspinners and on my own poetry. 
Meg is staying on as Secretary and Irene will continue as WA Rep. 
Our members who attended Boyup Brook  last year will remember Ray Essery. Ray is undoubtedly 
the most sought after poet in Tamworth with his yarns and poems. He conducted a workshop on 
Yarnspinning and had the crowd entertained for an hour and a half  explaining his craft. I am hoping 
to get him back to the west soon. 
We have had to delay our return across the Nullabor due to a family tragedy (yes, we did make the 
mistake of driving across in 40 degree heat and now have to face it again with a head wind) but will 
be back for the second “Crystal Swan” show and for Boyup Brook.. 
The Man with Many Hats, Gregory North (who is also in Tamworth) will be our guest poet this year. 
Meg and I look forward to hosting our regulars plus a few new faces at Boyup Brook 15th—17th Feb-
ruary. 
 
Bill Gordon—President 
 



ENTRY FORM and CONDITIONS at www.wabushpoets.asn.au 

BOYUP BROOK WRITTEN 

POETRY COMPETITION  

40 Line Limit 

  

Contact  Norm Flynn  0438 638 050 or Alan Aitken  0400 249243 

The Crystal Swan will be open for boarding from 

6.30pm and the performances are scheduled to run 

from 7pm to 8pm.  

First event:  Thursday 31st January—Poets     

featured are  Peter Nettleton,  Cobber Leth-

bridge, James Fitzpatrick and John Hayes. 

  

Second Event:  Thursday 7th February—Poets 

featured are: Bill Gordon, Roger Cracknell, Barry 

Higgins, Rob Gunn . 

  

Tickets are only available through 

www.fringeworld.com.au 

  

"Bush Poetry & Yarn  Spinning on the Swan" during the 2019 FRINGE WORLD  FESTIVAL 

  



DAVE 
 
 

I met him first some years ago while at a poet’s show 

and sensed a kindred spirit then – a bloke I’d like to 
know. 
We had a lot in common; having lived outback before 

and Dave like me no doubt would dream, of heading 
back once more. 
 
 

Although we’d never met out there, a bond now seemed to grow, 
for red dust still flowed through our veins, from all those years ago. 

So then began a friendship that continued to this day; 

we bush blokes tend to gravitate – I guess it’s fair to say. 
 
 

His family came first with Dave, you saw that from the start, 
his children, and their children too, were kept close to his heart. 
Wife Elaine was his greatest love as everybody knew, 

she thought the world of Dave as well, and we all loved him too. 

 
 

His other love was poetry and spinning yarns as well. 

you’d see that twinkle in his eye - he loved it, you could tell 
I see him still with mike in hand to entertain the crew, 

then watch him weave his magic there, as only Dave could do. 
 
 

For poetry became a passion filling now a void 

and through it came new friendships, and a lifestyle he enjoyed. 

With Elaine always by his side they made an ideal team, 

performing everywhere they went while living now their dream. 

 

Dave had his share of setbacks, that could take some time to mend                                                          

and sometimes had to struggle, but he’d beat it in the end.                                                                                             

He wasn’t one to whinge at all - just got on with his life,                                                                                          
he’d rather spend time with his mates, or better still his wife. 

 

For he was keen to keep on going, right up to the end, 

just doing what he loved, and knowing, each of us a friend. 

Well “Cobber,” he confided once, it all comes down to fate, 
Dave always called me Cobber – I was proud to call him mate. 

 

 Terry Piggott 
 

  



 "HEARTBREAK HARRY" FROM HUMPTYDOO . 
 
We'll call him heartbreak Harry though his name 
is really Pete. 
A rugged, handsome fellow and his nature really 
sweet. 
 
Now people think this yarns a stretch but  others 
say its true 
That Harry loved a shiela who lived out in 
Humpydoo.  
 
But Harry was not lucky, Shiela liked to play the 
field. 
He lost his heart to Shiela and poor Harry's fate 
was sealed. 
 
He bought her all the trinkets, all the rings and 
bracelets too, 
she gave him all the stories and he thought each 
one was true. 
 
Till one day out in Humpty Harry met a bloke he 
knew 
who told him that his Shiela was in love with, 
quite a few! 
 
Deflated, harry pondered what on earth he ought 
to do 
out there where he was living, he was feeling 
Humpty blue! 
 
An honest decent fellow, Harry told it to her 
straight. 
He called her for a liar and he marched her out 
the gate 
 
But Shiela, what schemer, through her lawyer got 
his house. 
She thought she'd done a swifty and her deal she 
thought was grouse. 
 
Dejected, sad, reflected Harry left with just one 
buck 
and bought a lotto ticket, he could use a bit of 
luck. 
 
Two million dollar winner! how his life would 
change that day. 
Tomented, now demented, Sheila's house began 
to sway. 
 
While Harry lived the high life, no more Sheila in 
hot pants. 
The house she stole?  infested by two million ter-
mite ants.  
 
                             Mick Martin  15/9/17 

THE WISHING WELL 

 

An old man sits in solitude beside that wishing well, 

Remembers dreams of years gone by, those dreams he 

knows so well 

With wrinkles that line his face, those scars of life's 

short fall 

The good times and yes, the hard times to remenisce 

them all. 

  

With years long spent in battle fields when youth is at 

its peak 

Army life, was it out future? shows the strong from the 

weak. 

Adventure, was it his call in Life? A way to make us 

smart 

Education, was it vital could you tell us apart? 

  

But we knew it was essential to learn to read and write 

And able to learn of mateship and know just when to 

fight 

Or time to start a family, a wife and kids what's more 

Securing ours and their future who could predict a war? 

  

To hear of death or witness such, it did destroy a mind 

To bleed the soul bled the body is vinegar not wine. 

Without a sun without a moon, what worth then is the 

sky? 

Without a soul in times of need a mind will wilt and die. 

  

A wishing well cannot respond or give us good advice 

To answer to laughter loud, or reward a sacrifice. 

But still we hope beyond all hope to be so satisfied 

And not look back at those mistakes or tears that we 

have cried. 

  

That wishing well, it may decay but wishes still remain 

The hopes and dreams of every child, a life without the 

pain. 

And carry on through thick and thin that helped a mate-

ship last 

Enhance what makes a wish come true and don't dwell 

on the past 

  

                               Paddy O’Brien 

  



The Ballad of Billy Sing 
His name is forgotten in journals 
His name is etched in black 
He fought in the war of wars 
Saw Hell and then came back 
He came back to his home, Claremont 
Swapped his gun for nuggets of gold 
Swapped his past for a shovel 
To labour in dust and cold. 
 
But his mind went back to Gallipoli 
By his post at a lone pine tree 
His mate, the man and the donkey 
And death by deep blue sea 
He had a mate called Idriess 
Who'd spot from a place nearby 
And Billy would touch the trigger 
And a brave young Turk would die. 
 
When the Western Front was calling 
For a man with a steady eye 
The sights again were lowered 
And a brave young soldier would lie 
Two hundred soldiers saw Heaven 
To hear those angels sing 
Leaving a country they loved 
At the hands of Billy Sing. 
 
Billy Sing, the man from Claremont 
With a body so strong and sound 
Neglected at first by his country 
Because his skin was brown. 
But Fate played his hand for Billy 
Like so many he answered the call 
Keen eye and steel nerves of a shooter 
The greatest sniper of all. 
 
And when the war of wars ended 
With a million crosses in white 
Billy came home to Claremont 
To start a personal fight 
A fight with a broken body 
With visions of Hell that he saw 
To die in Brisbane a pauper 
Rejected, alone and poor. 
 
But time is mending those memories 
So we'll raise our glasses and sing 
To the greatest sniper of all 
And his name was Billy Sing. 
           Ray Essery 

 
Balladeer Jeff Brown recorded this poem as a 

song on his album  “Wanderin’ Man” 

No One Is Perfect 

Been there, done it for twenty years          
The stage is almost my home                       

And although I am claustrophobic                     
On the stage I am all alone 

No One Is Perfect 
 

Been there, done it for twenty years 
The stage is almost my home 

And although I am claustrophobic 
On the stage I am all alone 

 
The usual nerves come calling 
Butterflies swirl 'round my gut 

I can't have a smoke 'cause I gave up 
So I'm going half off of my nut 

 
But I know I'll be right when I walk up 

When the words all come flowing back 
And I see those old friendly faces 

Barney and Mavis and Jack 
 

And the mob that I saw up in Charters 
And the Tamworth and Gympie crowds too 

And a handful of folks from Mildura 
And a couple from old Dunedoo 

 
So now I'm settled, relaxing 

Comfortable, ready to rhyme 
Then complacency opens my cake-hole 

And bugger, I've lost the first line!! 
 

Neil McArthur ©2014 

Some of the poets who gathered in Poet’s Corner at City Lights Carvan 
Park, Tamworth. 
Jack Drake (Stanthorpe QLD), Bill Gordon, Ray Essery(Brunswick Heads 
NSW) and Paddy Obrien (Murwillumbah NSW) 
Others at City Lights but not in picture, Noel Bull(Vic), Mick Martin 
(Qld), Bob “Pa Kettle” (Qld), Bill Kearns (NSW) 



THE FATAL BITE 

A small bloke walked into a pub and looked around in fear                    
At a group of burly tattooed men who stood ‘round drinking beer.          
He gave a nervous little cough and looked down at the floor,                    
He said, “ Excuse me, who owns the Rotteiiller that’s tied up at the 
door?” 

 

A biggish bloke, eighteen stone, not one ounce of fat                    
Walked up to him and said, “He’s mine, you got a problem with that?” 
“No problem,” said the little bloke and quickly shook his head,                                           
“It’s just that my dog killed it, your Rottweiller is dead.” 

 

“What sort of dog have you got?” asked the big bloke at a loss,                                            
And the little bloke replied, “My dog’s a Chihuahua/silkie cross.”         
“Ridiculous!” the big bloke said, “I know that can’t be right,                                   
There’s no way a little dog like that could beat mine in a fight!” 

 

“Oh, he didn’t fight him,”  said the little bloke,                                                    
“There’s no way he could beat him,                                                                 
He got stuck in his throat and choked him                                                      
When your dog tried to eat him.” 

Winners in Frank Daniels Walk up Awards. 
Caroline Maxfield (Taree NSW)2nd, Bob “Pa” Kettle (Goodna Qld) Winner, Greg 

Dunn (Winston Hills NSW) 3rd 

MC for the Walk Up Sessions 
Tim Sheed (Vic) 

 
Also on stage to entertain during breaks 

was  his wife, harpist Christine Middleton 

An old joke shamelessly re-cycled 
into a poem) 

Bill Kearns 



Muster Writeup Friday 4th January 2019 
 

MC for the evening was Lorraine Broun and poetry started at 7pm with a Happy New Year to everyone. 
Bill Gordon - “How McDougall Topped the Score” (Thomas E Spencer) 
Janice May - “The Geebung Polo Club” (Banjo Paterson) 
 
Poetry Challenge for the Muster – Procrastination 
 
        Nancy Coe – What to do, what not to do, where to go, where not to go – too much to make one's 
mind up about. 
       Barry Robinson – 1. Being accused 
                                       2. “The Missus” Jobs to be done or left so the wife would have something to do. 
       Jem Shorland – Didn't get it finished! 
 
Meg Gordon - “The Love of A Drover's Cook” (Peg Vickers) An educated daughter decides to go up 
north and work on an outback station. 
Jack Matthews – Drover's yarn about days at Camooweal and other stations in the top end. Then he 
gave us “Droving in the Forties” (unknown) 
Lorraine Broun - “Ratatacktack” Her own poem about eradicating a rat. 
Terry Piggott - “The Funeral – One Size Fits All” Sometimes the hole is not big enough for the coffin. 
Bev Shorland - “Mulga Jill from Marmion” (Jem Shorland) A parody on Mulga Bill's Bicyle. 
Meg Gordon - “The Cruise” (Peg Vickers) Don't look for a husband on a cruise! 
Bill Gordon - “Clancy of The Overflow” (Banjo Paterson) 
“Lament From The Scrub” (Bruce Simpson) 
 
Supper 
 
Reading from The Classics was given by Lorraine Broun and she reminded us of AB(Banjo) Paterson's 
important contribution to Australian Bush Poetry. She then gave us “Mulga Bill's Bicycle” 
 
Nancy Coe - “Touring Around The Bush” Descriptions of her travels. She also read Frank Heffernan's 
poem “The Old Beach House” 
Heather Denholme - “Dust To Dust” Reminiscences after conducting a funeral. 
Barry Robinson - “Boy Named Sue” (Shel Silverstein) The poem put to music by Johnny Cash. 
Jack Matthews - “Sonia Snell” It is not wise to sit on a painted seat. 
Terry Piggott - “True Mates” Bonds of friendship built in the harsh outback. 
Meg Gordon - “A Pound A Mile” (Louisa Lawson) Louisa had a great love and appreciation of the hard-
ships women faced in the pioneering days. 
Bill Gordon - “Turbulence” (Murray Hartin) 
Jem Shorland – A yarn about cleaning up after the cat and the loo as well. 
Tony Hill - “The Old Tin Shed” (Archie Bigg) Every man needs a shed. 
Lorraine Broun - “The Saga of Sandra Siggy and Sarawak” On the war path of a rat. 
 
President Bill Gordon closed the evening with a tribute to Dave Smith, mentioning that 17 poets trav-
elled to Collie for his funeral. He also thanked Lorraine for being MC and wished her well with her com-
ing surgery. Events coming up include The Crystal Swan gig on the Swan River, Australia Day at Wire-
less Hill and Country Music Festival at Boyup Brook. 
 
MC next month is Jem Shorland and Reader from The Classics is Stinger Nettleton. 
 
Evening closed at 9.30pm 



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

Members’ Poetic Products 
 
Victoria Brown  CD 
Peter Blyth    CDs, books 
John Hayes    CDs  books 
Tim Heffernan book 
Brian Langley    CD’s books 
 

Arthur Leggett             Book 
Keith Lethbridge books 
Corin Linch  books 
Val Read books 
Peg Vickers books & CD 
Terry Bennetts Music CDs 

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, Shelley Johnson: shelleyturk@gmail.com 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 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 

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 

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          

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      gun.hink@hotmail.com 

Shelley Johnson             Webmaster                         0438339896      shelleyturk@gmail.com  

Robert Gunn                   Sound gear set up                         0417099676     gun.hink@hotmail.com 

Rodger Kohn                  Bully Tin Mail  Out    93320876   0419666168     rodgershirley@bigpond.com      

  

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.  

Kalgoorlie Bush Poetry Group:     Third Wednesday of the month. Contact Paul Browning 0416 171 809                                      

Kalgoorlie Country Club, 108 Egan St. Kalgoorlie 6.30pm 


