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

MC : Peter Nettleton 0407 770 053

stinger@iinet.net.au

Inaugural winner of the Rusty Christensen
Yarnspinning trophy Peg Vickers, r/u Peter
Blyth and third Keith Lethbridge in a WA
clean sweep. Presenting the trophy is Stan
Eastwood representing sponsor Toodyay
Miniature Railway and Bill Gordon.

Congratulations to
Cobber Lethbridge and Sue Pearce winners
of the 2017 Australian Bush Poetry Association. Championship at Toodyay,

Merry Christmas –December Muster

Please bring a small plate of
Christmas fare to share and a present( $5-$10). Bring a present to
receive a present. We are providing sherry and mince pies. Ho Ho
Ho

Male Champion Keith Lethbridge (WA), r/u
Ken Tough (NSW), 3rd Peter Blyth (WA)
with Toodyay Shire President Brian Rayner
and Bill Gordon

This Bully Tin has been printed with the generous assistance of the office of
1 MLC
KATE Page
DOUST
and posted with the generous assistance of Ben Wyatt, MLA - Member for Victoria Park.

President’s Preamble - December 2017
President’s Preamble, December 2017
Congratulations Cobber on winning the
Australian Championships at Toodyay. Up
against some very talented poets from the
east, Keith’s poetic skills prevailed in what
was an extremely high class competition.
Congratulations also to Peter Blyth on his
third place overall, and to John Hayes for
winning the Traditional section with his
great recitation of “Gypsy Violets”. John is
a true master of C J Dennis’ poetry. And
what can I say about Peg Vickers winning
the Yarnspinning? A true genius at exploring the ridiculous aspects of modern living.
Well done Peg, we salute you.
It is almost two years since we gained
ABPA sanction to host the Australian
Championships. Now that it is over the
committee can heave a huge sigh of relief
and reflect on a job well done. Everyone
willingly did whatever was asked of them,
came up with some brilliant ideas, and
made it all happen. It is a privilege to lead
such a team. My personal thanks to all
who helped in any way, especially to the
members of the Toodyay sub-committee
who have been working tirelessly for
months.
We are sorry to hear that Dave is back on
the sick list. We hope the treatment goes
well and he is able to make it back to
share in our gatherings. There were many
compliments on the trophies at Toodyay,
most of which were made by Dave, including the magnificent Rusty Christensen Trophy for Yarnspinning. Thanks old mate.
Nariel Folk Festival beckons, and Christine
is heading off on another trip. We wish her
a safe and happy journey. Meg and I look
forward to catching up with her in Tamworth. While Christine is away Meg is resuming responsibility for the Bully Tin, so
please keep the poems and stories coming
to her.
A cordial welcome is extended to all our
members for the Christmas Muster of
“Port, Pies and Poetry” with Peter Nettleton as MC. To those who can’t make it we
wish you all a safe and happy Christmas
and all the best for the New Year.
Thought for the month (very appropriately), “There is no “I” in team.
Bill Gordon,

President

Overall Winners at the Toodyay
Festival
Nation- National
West Australia
al Male Female
1st

Keith
Lethbridge

Sue
Pearce

2nd

Ken
Tough

Rhonda
Peter Blyth
Tallnash

3rd

Peter
Blyth

Carmel
Bill Gordon
Wooding

Keith Lethbridge

Novice Original
1st
2nd
3rd

Chris Taylor
Ray Parks
David Morrell

Novice 'Other'
1st
2nd

Peter Marshall
Anne Hayes

Yarnspinning
1st
2nd
3rd

Peg Vickers
Peter Blyth
Keith Lethbridge

Do you want to be part of the National Scene —
Then you might consider joining the Australian Bush
Poets Assn
www.abpa.org.au
Stay up to date with events and competitions right
across Australia
Lots of great information on their website, winning
poems, a writing forum, tips for writing and reciting ,
competition dates….
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TOODYAY BUSH POETRY FESTIVAL REPORT
Two new Australian Bush Poetry Champions emerged from the Act Belong Commit Bush Poetry Festival held
at Toodyay, WA over the weekend 3-5 November. Keith “Cobber” Lethbridge from Armadale, WA, won the
male title from Ken Tough from Pretty Beach, NSW and Peter Blyth, Elleker, WA. Sue Pearce (Tumut, NSW)
had a narrow victory in the female competition over Rhonda Tallnash (Violet Town, Vic) and Carmel Wooding
(Warwick, Qld). Keith also won the WA crown from Peter Blyth and Bill Gordon.
The festival got off to a great start with a “Meet and Greet” in the beer garden of the Freemasons Hotel on
the Thursday night. Friday morning started with a workshop conducted by Noel Stallard who was one of the
judges along with Carol Heuchan and Jack Drake. A lunchtime visit to the Toodyay Miniature Railway where
several poems were recited on a railway theme, was followed by a ride on the train. Competition on the Friday afternoon in the junior and novice sections was followed by Yarnspinning. This resulted in a clean sweep
to WA with Peg Vickers prevailing over Peter Blyth and Keith Lethbridge.
Pat Drummond proved very popular with his concert on the Friday night. Pat is well known in bush poetry
circles, having been a member of the “Naked Poets”. Pat is descended from one of Toodyay’s founders, Sir
James Drummond, and was in Toodyay to check out his ancestral roots.
The Memorial Hall was packed for two days of competition for the Australian Bush Poetry championships,
with 25 – 29 poets competing in each section for the titles and trophies which were made by Dave Smith,
one of our best Yarnspinners and last year’s winner of that event. Saturday competition was in the traditional and modern poetry categories. MC for the whole weekend was Eric Biddle. Eric kept proceedings rolling
with his anecdotes between poets, and ensured the audience was thoroughly entertained throughout.
Those who still had energy on Saturday night enjoyed a Bush Dance put on by the highly acclaimed Perth
band “Loaded Dog”. An early start on Sunday morning for the Lions Club Bush Poets Breakfast followed by
the poet’s brawl. This popular event was won by Peg Vickers from Albany, WA. Peg is a regular winner of
brawls in the west, not surprising to any who have heard her or read her books on Grandpa’s Farm and his
many escapades.
Competition resumed with poets performing poems they had written themselves, both serious and humorous. Winner of both these sections was a poet competing for the first time. James Fitzpatrick is a paediatrician from Perth. James has made a name for himself with work he has done improving health outcomes
among the indigenous community in the Kimberly region of WA. He has just made a name for himself as a
poet of the highest calibre and we have great pleasure welcoming him to our ranks.

The festival would not have been possible without the generous support of the
Toodyay Shire, Bendigo Bank Toodyay, Toodyay Community Op-shop, Makit
Hardware, Toodyay Riverside Caravan Park and Toodyay Miniature Railway.
State Government support came from our major sponsors Healthway and Lotterywest. Full results of the competitions can be found on the website at
www.abpa.org.au/events/results.
Bill Gordon, President
WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners Assn. Inc.

THANK YOU
Jem’s Gems..A note from our esteemed
treasurer.
Please include a request for subs to be paid.
“If you are not sure if you have paid your subs, your
probably haven’t!
If you do pay twice, you will be covered until July
2019, so what is wrong with that?
You will beat any possible price rise this way too!
So please put a smile on my face, and keep us liquid.”
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The WA Bush Poets and Yarnspinners
would like to sincerely thank all of the
sponsors, participants , organisers and
audience associated with the Toodyay
Bush Poetry Festival and Australian
Bush Poetry Champtionships,2017
Congratulations to all participants..you/we raised our bar.

Santa Claus in the Bush
by Paterson
From book: Saltbush Bill, J.P. and Other Verses
It chanced out back at the Christmas time,
When the wheat was ripe and tall,
A stranger rode to the farmer's gate —
A sturdy man and a small.
“Rin doon, rin doon, my little son Jack,
And bid the stranger stay;
And we'll hae a crack for Auld Lang Syne,
For the morn is Christmas Day.”
“Nay now, nay now,” said the dour good-wife,
“But ye should let him be;
He's maybe only a drover chap
Frae the land o' the Darling Pea.
“Wi' a drover's tales, and a drover's thirst
To swiggle the hail nicht through;
Or he's maybe a life assurance carle
To talk ye black and blue.”
“Guid wife, he's never a drover chap,
For their swags are neat and thin;
And he's never a life assurance carle,
Wi' the brick-dust burnt in his skin.
“Guid wife, guid wife, be nae sae dour,
For the wheat stands ripe and tall,
And we shore a seven-pound fleece this year,
Ewes and weaners and all.
“There is grass tae spare, and the stock are fat
Where they whiles are gaunt and thin,
And we owe a tithe to the travelling poor,
So we maun ask him in.
“Ye can set him a chair tae the table side,
And gi' him a bite tae eat;
An omelette made of a new-laid egg,
Or a tasty bit of meat.”
“But the native cats hae taen the fowls,
They havena left a leg;
And he'll get nae omelette here at a'
Till the emu lays an egg!”
“Rin doon, rin doon, my little son Jack,
To whaur the emus bide,
Ye shall find the auld hen on the nest,
While the auld cock sits beside.

“A waste o' food,” said the dour good-wife,
As she took the egg, with a frown,
“But he gets nae meat, unless ye rin
A paddy-melon down.”
“Gae oot, gae oot, my little son Jack,
Wi' your twa-three doggies sma';
Gin ye come nae back wi' a paddy-melon,
Then come nae back at a'.”
So little son Jack he raced and he ran,
And he was bare o' the feet,
And soon he captured a paddy-melon,
Was gorged with the stolen wheat.
“Sit doon, sit doon, my bonny wee man,
To the best that the hoose can do —
An omelette made of the emu egg
And a paddy-melon stew.”
“'Tis well, 'tis well,” said the bonny wee man;
“I have eaten the wide world's meat,
And the food that is given with right good will
Is the sweetest food to eat.
“But the night draws on to the Christmas Day
And I must rise and go,
For I have a mighty way to ride
To the land of the Esquimaux.
“And it's there I must load my sledges up,
With reindeers four-in-hand,
That go to the North, South, East, and West,
To every Christian land.”
“Tae the Esquimaux,” said the dour good-wife,
“Ye suit my husband well!
For when he gets up on his journey horse
He's a bit of a liar himsel'.”
Then out with a laugh went the bonny wee man
To his old horse grazing nigh,
And away like a meteor flash they went
Far off to the Northern sky.
*****
When the children woke on the Christmas morn
They chattered with might and main —
For a sword and gun had little son Jack,
And a braw new doll had Jane,
And a packet o' nails had the twa emus;
But the dour good-wife got nane.

“But speak them fair, and speak them saft,
Lest they kick ye a fearsome jolt.
Ye can gi' them a feed of thae half-inch nails
Or a rusty carriage bolt.”
So little son Jack ran blithely down,
With the rusty nails in hand,
Till he came where the emus fluffed and scratched
By their nest in the open sand.
And there he has gathered the new-laid egg,
'Twould feed three men or four,
And the emus came for the half-inch nails
Right up to the settler's door.
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BOXING DAY SALES
‘twas the day after Christmas and all
the big stores
had masses of shoppers surge in
through their doors,
for Boxing Day sales had come once
again
and thousands had rushed in, some
bargains to gain.
This one day when Scrooges of business
repent,
to offer their goodies less sixty per cent,
for up ‘til last week they were all over
priced,
so on this day at least, they now try to
be nice
by flogging off stock that would sit on
their shelves,
hence their kindness to us, is as much
to themselves!
Meanwhile down the aisles shoppers
load up their trolley
all pushing and shoving, they forget being jolly!
Then the race to the checkout is like life
or death
keeping cashiers busy, they’ve scarce
time for breath.
On out to the car park they load up
their cars,
content with the best deals that they’ve
had by far.
They’re so proud of the bargains they’d
not had before,
and saving so much, yet buying items
galore.
For the rest of the year they shop better
behaved,
but will brag about how much last Boxing Day saved.

A JUST CAUSE
You’ll agree it’s a crime to be killed in one’s prime,
having gone off to war to have fun.
To pass through that portal and discover you’re mortal
when enemy troops failed to run.
The foe, just like us, they don't make a fuss
when enlisting to go fight a war
of other men’s choosing, “That we’ve no chance of losing!”.
How often we’ve heard that before.
The coward, he hides while the brave he derides
for choosing to answer the call.
He’ll not volunteer or go anywhere near
where bombs and grenades chance to fall.
To uphold their rights our leaders pick fights
with others who are of like mind
to settle old scores. So we fight their wars –
the blind ever leading the blind.
Conflicting opinions of opposing religions
have caused the most conflicts on earth,
and no-one has won any war thus begun.
That should be great reason for mirth,
But no death is funny or right on the money.
For the dead it’s the end of the line.
It’s downright uncouth to send our fine youth
to a “Glorious End” down the mine.
I could understand if we fought over land,
or a beautiful bride for a man.
A wrong that needs righting is a reason for fighting,
but let’s try for peace, if we can.
So don’t just say “Cheers” as we down our cold beers
and toast those who died in our wars.
Let us all recall how our best lost it all,
when giving their lives for, “Just Cause”.
Jem Shorland
02/13

Nambung Country Music Muster
A great time was had by all. Mainly walk up musicians
© Pete. Stratford. 26.12.11
and poets on Thursday and Friday but great quality and
variety. The Sunday poet’s breakfast was well attended
Notes from the editor
and well received: they had sold out of breakfasts by FriDear Folks,
day lunchtime. Around a thousand people attended and
I’m off travelling again for a short time but this time
there is talk of restricting numbers so that the venue can
won’t take the job of Bully Tin Editor with me. Meg
adequately cope. However, showers and toilets were
has agreed to do this in my absence. However,
well maintained. There was food available onsite and it
would anyone else like to take on this role? Ideally
was great to see the St John’s Ambulance and CWA takwe would like the new editor to be in Perth (we have ing the opportunity to raise funds.
had a kind offer from Derby, thanks Robyn).
We had a strong showing of WA Poets with Roger CrackI would like to thank all the wonderful poets who
nell, Jem and Bev Shorland, Dave and Elaine Smith, Irenever fail to make my job easier by sending in their
ne Connor, Barry Higgins, Bill and Meg Gordon, Peter
poems. I would also like to thank you all for being
Nettleton, Tony and Sue Hill and Christine Boult ( I hope I
patient with my mistakes and for your constant enhave included everyone). There was a couple of poetry
couragement.
walk ups, most notably a penny farthing bike maker from
The WA Bush Poets is such
Dowerin.
a wonderful group.
Mark this event in your calendars. Thanks
Have a great festive season,
to Terry and the Band of Mates, the WA
Christine
Country Music Assn. Morley and our hosts
Brian and Gloria.
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Les Chance - Changi and the Burma Rail
Changi Feb 1942 (Burma Rail Apr 1943 to Nov 1943) Sep
1945
'You were unlucky!' I said to Les. 'Not me!', his reply.
'I survived 'cos I was blessed. Not my time to die.'
For fifty years he had no voice to tell of memories old.
For fifty years he made the choice to keep his pain on hold.
The man in charge at Singapore, Arthur Percival,
had never led in peace or war - untrained General.
He'd never formed a battle plan, ever fought before,
a staffer, he was not the man to oversee war.
Percival's apology overdue, when all is said and done.
That nitwit did not have a clue on how defence to run.
Les, on duty at the front line fight, our forces holding stout,
was told,”Pack your bags, yer right? On the last boat out!”
Les said, “Pick another one, too much flack around.
My job here is not quite done! I'll stay on the ground!”
The last boat soon was out at sea, traps the Nips had set.
Their freedom, fated not to be. Women shot, men, bayonet.
Percival surrendered Singapore, Les now Changi bound
where he would spend the most of war, til he trod home
ground.
Then Forces 'F' and 'G' began, leaving Singapore,
to play a part in Jap game plan - help them win the war.
Fourteen thousand on parade, half 'F's, the rest, 'G's.
Les and Tom both made the grade, each offer hand to
squeeze.
Best friends shake hands, time to murmur, “Catch up when we
can!”
Les with 'F' Force off to Burma, Tom to Sandakan!
Seven thousand then were sent by train, bound for Kanburi,
in steel box cars, should carry grain. No facility.
'F' Force stats were not too flash - 9 in 20 survive.
When 'G' Force did their dash for cash - only six alive.
Kanburi, two days, feeding right, fourteen days en route,
marching on through moon-less nights, no made roads to suit.
Finally reach their destination, fourteen days from River.
The scene of long term deprivation. No food was delivered.
The railway needed ballast rocks. Where Les left his mark,
sledgehammers on the quarry's stocks, tiredness after dark.
His place of work meant he'd not die within the quarry's rim.
While working there his legs stayed dry. No ulcers bothered
him.
Lack of food the 'F' Force lot, on starvation diet.
The Nips up there had lost the plot. Hunger kept them quiet.
For fifty years he'd made a choice, keep his pain on hold.
For fifty years he had no voice to tell of memories old.
With captors also under fed, Jap allies, the Koreans.
These men themselves, not well led. Treated them like peons.
Koreans acted rough and tough. For prisoners - mayhem.
Les Chance had quickly had enough working under them.
They suffered beri-beri, pellagra, smallpox, malaria,
spinal meningitis, cholera, typhus, diphtheria,
daily beatings, starvation, ulcers, pleurisy,
jaundice, extreme emaciation. Most died through dysentery.
For six months plus Les laboured there, working for these
chaps,
and he was finally favoured there. Job change for the Japs.
The last six weeks his job description – gather wood around
to use for funeral pyres. Proscription? Create hallowed ground.
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His task? Les had to burn dead mates, each day around a
score.
This world's worst job he operates. End game of the war.
Placing corpses on funeral pyres, mates their final shrine,
with Les in charge of cleansing fires. Death Rail - end of
line.
The first man burnt was all lit up, fire consumed his
corpse,
but sinews react and bodies sit up, burning body warps.
“He's alive!” was Les's first reaction, no help was there
around,
from then to counteract such action - bodies burned face
down.
Sited alongside Cholera Hill, where empty grave sites be,
their remains removed but close by still, in nearby cemetery.
For fifty years he'd had no voice to tell of memories old.
For fifty years he made the choice to keep his pain on
hold.
The Nips had planned their final moves, their fortunes
changed in war.
The evidence they left all proves what fate they had in
store
for survivors of the Burma rail. When atom bombs were
dropped,
planned executions were derailed as war was quickly
stopped.
Their dirty deeds would not be found if hidden well away
with all the bodies underground. Trenches still display
to tell the world of heinous crimes, and their plans for
more,
but US troops had read the signs - foreshortened the war.
Les was then en-trained to Changi, but first, Kanburi,
in hospital for beri-beri, as well, dysentery,
malaria, four months reviving, joining the remnants
of Eighth Division there surviving, once more Changi tenants.
POSTCRIPT
In Changi, Les was not confined, he often went to town
to buy for mates the goods he'd find and take back, share
around.
Once back in OZ, officials unkind, rulings now approved.
From Changi, AWOL, three days fined. Three days pay
removed.
And Les had not returned his tools when Singapore fell.
One pair of pliers. Clerks abide by rules. Reimburse as
well.
Mislaying them, act of recklessness. Their value? Eighteen
pence.
For his willful act of fecklessness - Les fined fifteen cents!
Jem Shorland

A CALL FOR WAR POEMS
Hello Christine,

Thelma broke through the barrier and jumped on the
running board. Les put his arms around her. The
police were trying to pull her off the running board as
she slipped her phone number into his top pocket.
They were married three months later!
Thelma died in June this year at the age of 97.

I briefly spoke with you at Toodyay on Sunday afternoon. I am writing a book on the sculptures of
Rayner Hoff in the Sydney Anzac Memorial…who
depicted the adverse effects of war on individuals
and families. I think a poem on the Anzacs could
provide the readers with a sense of pain that war
caused to people.
If members could help me they could contact me
via email john.stace@westnet.com.au
regards,
John
A big thank you to Jem for his prompt reply, I have
included his poems in this month’s edition. ED

"A Just Cause" was written for a bloke by name of
Richard Neild who accompanied my wife and I with
his wife on a trip to Vietnam about five years ago. It
was the first time Richard has returned to Vietnam.
When Richard's marble came out, he asked to serve
in a tank corps, because they were not being sent to
Vietnam. He then commanded the first tank selected
to make the trip! A lovely bloke, he survived the anti
tank mine which destroyed his tank, and he then returned home to his farm near Boyup Brook.
Best of luck with your endeavours,
Jem Shorland

Dear John,
Please find attached two of my serious poems. I
seldom write serious stuff.
You may find them useful.

Cervantes Written Poetry Results 2017

The one about Les Chance, my father-in-law, I
wrote because I felt the world should be aware of
the fickle fingers of fate. Les returned from Changi
and said nothing about his time in Singapore/
Burma until he was about 84, and then he spoke
about it ad infinitum. My wife and I retraced his
foot-steps about eight years ago. Very emotional!
We were not allowed into Burma, but were shown
around extensively by Rod Beattie who created and
runs the Death Museum in Kanchanabri (Thailand).
He is also the curator of both war cemeteries there.
The remains of every Australian who died on the
rail are now reburied there. The Japanese kept excellent records! Very emotional. Les sold his business when he was 48, because he did not think he
would reach 55. He died in Horsham (Vic) in 2011,
at the age of 94. He was a tough old coot!
Thelma Devereux was Les's sweetheart before Les
went to Singapore. He was a Sergeant in the Army
Reserve. He wanted to serve overseas. The only
way he could make the trip was if he he resigned
his commission in the Army Reserve and served as
a private. Upon his return he was paid out as a private. An RSL mate suggested he enquire about his
rank with the army. Unbeknown to him he had several promotions back to the rank of Sergeant. He
went back to the pay office, and they then basically
doubled his severance pay!
Thelma Devereux was his "sweetheart" in his then
home town of Sale, Victoria, and heard not a word
about Les for over three years. Thelma
reading "The Sun News Pictorial" saw his name in
the long list of returning ex prisoners of the Japanese who were being sent by train from Sydney,
and
would be in a cavalcade of cars down Collins Street.
Thelma worked in Collins Street, so she was standing on an office paper bin when they came through.
About 100 cars. Les was in the last car.

Ist – ‘The Old Brush Hut’ – Terry Piggott Lynwood
W.A.
Very Highly Commended – ‘ Stolen’ - ‘?’
Highly Commended – ‘The Legacy of C. Y. Oconnor –
Shelley Hanson Marybrough Qld.
Highly Commended – ‘Secrets of The Desert’ – Brenda
Joy Pritchard Charters Towers Qld.
Commended – ‘ When you and I were boys old Friend
– Terry Piggott Lynwood W.A.
Commended – ‘Remember It – Caroline Touhy – Darlington point NSW.
Commended – ‘The Lady Of The Lakes’ – Terry Piggott
Lynwood W.A.
Commended – ‘The Convict Dream’ – Tony Hammill
Cairndale Qld.
COMPETITIONS
23-27 January - Golden Damper Awards for
Performance Bush Poetry, Tamworth NSW.
7 February - Banjo Paterson Australian Poetry
Competition, Orange NSW. See 7 February closing
date.
8 February - Closing Date - Milton Show Poetry Competition, Junior and senior performance
and a written section. Milton NSW.
3 March - Milton Show Poetry Competition,
Milton NSW. See 8 February closing date.
1-4 March - Dunedoo Bush Poetry
Festival, Dunedoo NSW.
30 April - Closing Date - Bronze
Swagman Award for Bush Poetry,
Winton Qld.
For more information and entry forms
check out the Australian Bush Poets
Assn website
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Judges Report.
Thank you to the Cervantes Cultural Committee for choosing me to judge your Poetry
Competition and have the chance to read some wonderful poems by some very talented
writers.
In all, 50 entries were received, the vast majority having attempted to comply with the competition requirements of having good rhyme and metre. Like all competitions that attract top class
writers, I had considerable difficulty sorting out which of many poems should get my accolades.
The 8 poems in my winners list were all of the very highest class, with faultless rhyme and metre,
a strong story line without any discontinuities or ambiguities, and excellent use of language.. Their final groupings were due to the complexities of the rhyming patterns used. The top
two were neck and neck and it was purely a subjective choice which produced my winner.
Congratulations to the authors of those poems.
The following ten poems also deserve accolades, for they too had very good story lines with just
one or two very small blemishes, "hiccups" in metre, an "almost rhyme", forced rhyme or line out
of context, a small discontinuity in storyline, typos, etc
"Tom and the Captain", "Verses for Nurses", When Irish Eyes are Smiling". "The Ruins", "The
Ghost of Johnny Mack", "Our Once Unique Vernacular", "Marching On", "Deja Vu", "As Shadows
Fall", "The Wild One",
Of the remainder, I will make the following comments:
A good poem MUST "Stand up by itself", that is a person should be able to read the poem and
know what it is about without having to have any prior knowledge. There were several entries
where this did not apply
The poem should have universal appeal and not be confined to some local interest
fered from this also

several suf-

Where factual events or people are involved, the poem should not totally deny or disregard recorded history without adequate explanation or argument. Highly emotive terms like "a sadistic
drunken cur" for an official carrying out his duties in a manner normal for his times does little for
the argument.
The poem should have a beginning in which the main thrust of the poem is introduced (not two
thirds of the way through) a middle which progresses sequentially in logical steps, avoiding procrastination, ambiguities and discontinuities, and an end fitting to the style of poem. A person
should be able to read the poem, get the whole story from start to finish without having thought
"there's something wrong here." These issues too made their appearance in the poems, as did
Poetic Tools - use of various language skills add "colour" to the poem. However, they must be
done carefully and not overused
One poem used enjambment (running a sentence across lines with the rhyming word not at the
end of the sentence eg
I had written him a letter, which I had for want of better
knowledge sent to where I met him, down the Lachlan, years ago.
several times during the poem, but it was not well done ( sentences ended a single word into the
next line) This made reading the poem very difficult. You should READ YOUR POEMS OUT LOUD
to someone else
Poor metre. This is by far the most difficult concept for some people to grasp. Metre involves
consistency in the underlying pattern of stressed and unstressed syllables. It is expected that metre will be constant throughout and that verses will all have the same structure of both rhyming
pattern and metre. Continued on Page 11
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WHERE THE RED CORN POPPIES DANCE
SUE PEARCE
(c) 2014
"Would you like to buy a poppy?” came the kindly,
gentle voice
of an old Australian Digger-who then offered me a
choice
from a tray of pins and badges held by tender, gentle hands
as I wondered of our soldiers buried deep on foreign lands.

Arthur Leggett entertaining a packed
Memorial Hall at Toodyay.

So I asked the old time digger who seemed taken
by surprise
for he stopped a while..then pondered.. and as
moisture filled his eyes
he recalled the loss and bloodshed on the battle
fields of France
in a Province known as Flanders-where the red corn
poppies dance.
He recalled our gallant heroes as they gathered by
the quay
cherished loved ones thoughts embedded as they
boarded ships to sea
far away across the ocean to a land on foreign
shores
where they joined the bloody battle in a war to end
all wars.
Men for weeks instilled in trenches where the air
was filled with dread
men who fought the battle bravely-there beside the
dying-dead.
men we welcomed home as heroes from that
wretched battle ground
men who told of fallen comrades-many who remain,
unfound.
He recalled a mother’s heartache when a telegram
arrived
and a faith that ceased on hearing that her only son
had died
and his grave among the thousands represented by
a cross
row on row they stand-reminders of the carnage
and the loss.
Then his thoughts turned to the poppy and the
symbolism there
and I felt the pride and mate-ship of a soldier left to
bear
as he gestured to the emblem that he wore in his
lapel
a symbol of the fallen and a league named RSL
As the big hand strikes eleven on a mild November
day
I'm reminded of the digger and the words he had to
say
and my mind begins to wander to a field in Northern France
to a Province known as Flanders-where the red corn
poppies dance.

Attributed to Mary Gilbert
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MUSTER WRITE UP - FRIDAY 10TH NOVEMBER 2017 by Meg Gordon
MC for the evening was Bill Gordon and he spoke of the success of the National Championships and that the
excitement has slowed down but it will no doubt be remembered for a long time!
Grace Williamson - "Since Then" (Henry Lawson). A tale of two men who had spent many years together in
the outback, and some 10 years later, met, but found they no longer had anything in common.
Rob Asplin - "I'm Up". Home detention saga.
Lorraine Broun - Lorraine is just back from Tanzania and penned her thoughts in two poems, "Taxi Ride in
Tanzania" where your life is in the hands of a manic driver! and "Caribu to Tanzania", a message for incoming
volunteers that the visit will not be a picnic!
Lesley McAlpine - "The Womens Land Army" (Sgnt. S. Clarke). Thoughts on the life of these women.
Bill Gordon - "Tilly" With several poems focusing on Remembrance Day Bill recited “Remember the Waltzing” by Jim Haynes. Tilly was an old lady who lived her life alone after the love of her life did not return from
Kokoda. He was unable to fulfil his promise to take her to the first dance after the war. She could never
bring herself to go into the town hall again.
Barry Higgins - "Laughter and Tears" (Syd Hopkinson) and "Dipso Dan Sees Double down at Doughy's
Den" (Jim Haynes)
Meg Gordon - "Grandpa and The Tourists" (Peg Vickers) The tourists got more than they bargained for when
visiting Grandpa's farm.
Jack Matthews - "Senior Cits Meat Raffle" (Bill Kearns) Chaos errupts when raffle tickets were drawn and
revealed two winners for each prize.
Bev Shorland - "Poetic Justice" (Peg Vickers) Who would want to land in jail with a poet who knew EVERY
word?
Christine Boult - "A Dog's Mistake" Banjo Paterson. Don't bury your bone in the garden! Also her own poem, "Michaels Treasure - The Op Shop Romance" You never know where you will find your mate. Christine
also invited people to visit Hesperian Press in Carlisle, the range of hard to find books is extensive.
Bill Gordon - "Weary Will" (Banjo Paterson) A favourite poem of children when Bill visits schools and it tells
of the tenacity of wombats in there quest to move around their territory. Bill also recited another Banjo classic - "Clancy of The Overflow".
After Supper Bob Brackenbury presented a very intersting story about Patrick Joseph Hartigan (John O'Brien) in a Reading from The Classics. He was born in Yass NSW in 1878 to Irish parents. He became an Inspector of Schools and a Parish Priest but wrote under the name of John O'Brien so he could write without offending anyone, especially the Church. His writings reflect his love of Australia, particularly the bush and the wildlife. Bob read short poems to illustrate this. A legacy of great poems was left when he died in 1962.
Grace Williamson - "Grandma's Laundry" (Archie Gibb) In this poem it says 'you must be getting old if you
have used a washboard or a wringer in your laundry'. Grace said she remembers all these things being in her
mother's laundry (wash house) and relates to everthing in the poem. She also gave us "It's A Bugger Getting
Old"
Rob Asplin - "The Massage Voucher" Sometimes gifts are not well received!
Ray Jackson - "Why Do You Cry" Remembering those who did not come back with a different perspective;
through the eyes of the dead.
Lorraine Broun - More thoughts about Tanzania. "Deapest Dilema in the Dark Continent" and "The Continuing Saga of Muenbilly". The troubles teaching in remote areas especially when pupils don't show for class.
David Ellis - "Guy Fawkes" His own poem about how this day became a celebration.
Lesley McAlpine - "Grandma and The Family Tree" (Anon) When an obsession takes over your life and
leaves no room for housework or friends.
Bob Brackenbury - "Singapore" (Dame Mary Gilmore) Remembering the sacrifices as Remeberance Day is
near.
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Barry Higgins - "The Lodger" (Cobber Lethbridge) What a man will do to obtain a wife!
Meg Gordon - "The Survey" (Peg Vickers) Women are continually being told their job on the farm and in the
house is not important, this is one woman's reply.
Bev Shorland - "Grandpa and The Snake" (Peg Vickers) Another of Peg's tales about Grandpa's life on the
farm.
Christine Boult - "Six Brown Boxer Hats" (John O'Brien) .A mother buys hats instead of cricket bats. Her
children suffer greatly for her choice.
Bill Gordon - "How McDougall Topped The Score" (Thomas E Spencer). Bill thanked everyone for coming
and reminded us that the December Muster is Port, Pies and Poetry and a bring -and- receive a Christmas gift to the value of $5-$10.
Evening concluded at 9.32pm.

Cervantes Judge’s report continued from Page 8.
The words of the poem must be chosen to fit the metre rather than some vain hope that
somehow the metre will fit with the words you write
Rhyme - For the couple of entries of "free verse" I would suggest that in future you read the conditions of entry and abide by them. You are simply wasting your money, free verse entries are often some form of protest at the restrictions placed on structure, they will never get a placing. Would you enter a cake in a jam competition - they are both cooking!
For those who made some attempts, "almost rhyming" is not considered good enough. Rhyming
words are those that completely rhyme WHEN SPOKEN, Songwriters can get away with words that
sound similar, but poets cannot.
Please note - I try and do my judging based on the conditions of entry and consequently I pay little heed to capitaliSation, 'Punctu-ation", Gramma etc. These I feel are simply part of the poet's
artistic choices. I do however expect to find some indication where pauses belong, particularly in
mid-line, as this helps in reading the poem. I also expect consistency in language for any particular character in the poem Should it come down to having two or more poems which I am unable
to split on story, rhyme, metre and structure, only then will I resort to picking nits.
For those who believe that they could improve their poetic skills, there are many aids available:
Rhyming dictionaries are a good start (but avoid those printed by American companies) also the
many free ones on the internet (again beware American rhymes lass and grass do not rhyme) You can find several good references to writing "Bush Poetry" (this, by definition has very good
rhyme and metre) on the Australian Bush Poets website www.abpa.org.au
Reading poems by "the masters" and also many great modern writers will hopefully steer you in
the right direction (Look for "Bush Verse, ballads, etc in Section 821A in your local council library)
Consider joining a "creative writing" or Bush poetry group - some of these have internet forums
where you can discuss the merits of your poems
You can also get in contact with poets who have penned the top poems, most writers are only to
happy to pass on their knowledge and experience.
Some poets (including myself) run workshops for groups wishing to improve their skills
In conclusion, Congratulations to those who have rated highly in this competition, for the remainder - keep trying, consider the options I have listed for improving your skills
Regards
Brian Langley

briandot@tpg.com.au

www.brianlangley.id.au
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Accredited ABPA judge

Committee Members—WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners 2015—2016
Bill Gordon
President
97651098 0428651098 northlands@wn.com.au
Peter “Stinger”Nettleton Vice President
0407770053 stinger@iinet.net.au
Rodger Kohn
Secretary
93320876 0419666168 rodgershirley@bigpond.com
Jem Shorland
Treasurer
61430127
0487 764 897 shorland@iinet.net.au
Committee
Irene Conner
State Rep APBA
0429652155
Iconner21@wn.com.au
Meg Gordon Toodyay Festival Secretary, ABPA committee 0404075108 meggordon4@bigpond.com.au
Sue Hill
9291 7087 0418 929 493 suzi.tonyhill@bigpond.com
Bev Shorland
61430127 0487 764 897 shorland@iinet.net.au
Dave Smith
0438341256
daveandelainesmith1@bigpond.com
Bob Brackenbury

6250 0861 0418918884

brack123@gmail.com

Not on the committee, but taking on the following tasks:
Colin Tyler
Supper
Rhonda Hinkley
Librarian
0417099676
Nancy Coe
Muster Meet/greet 94725303
Brian Langley
Webmaster
93613770 93613770
Robert Gunn
Sound gear set up
0417099676
Regular
Christine Boult
Bully Tin Editor
9364
8784 Events
WA Bush Poets

1st Friday of each month

Albany Bush Poetry group
Bunbury Bush Poe ts

gun.hink@hotmail.com
briandot@tpg.com.au
gun.hink@hotmail.com
christineboult7@bigpond.com

Bentley Park Auditorium

4th Tuesday of each month
First Monday of every second month
Rose Hotel cnr Wellington & Victoria Sts.

Peter 9844 6606
Alan Aitken 0400249243
Ian Farrell 0408212636

Geraldon Bush Poets

Second Tuesday of the month. Contacts: Roger & Jan Cracknell
0427 625 181, or Irene Conner 0429652155.
6pm at Recreation room, Belair caravan park, Geraldton. Bring and share snacks for tea.
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

Don’t forget our website

www.wabushpoets.asn.au
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.asn.au
Go to the “Performance Poets” page

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

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

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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Val Read
books
Caroline Sambridge book
Peg Vickers
books & CD
Terry Bennets
Music CDs
Terry Piggott
Book
Frank Heffernan
Book
Christine Boult
Book, CD
Pete Stratford
Book, CDs
Roger Cracknell
Book, CD
Bill Gordon
CD

The Treasurer
WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners Assn
Box 364, Bentley. WA 6982

