The

November 2006

Next Muster - Nov 3rd 2006, 7.30pm 
Mt Pleasant Bowling Club, Bedford Rd, Ardross
November is:

Melbourne Cup,

Remembrance Day

As this month contains two events that “Stopped
the Nation” I have picked “Events” as the poetic
theme for this month’s Bully Tin.

Of these, the First Melbourne Cup preceded the original Remembrance Day by 47 years.
This first Melbourne Cup was held in 1861 with a total
stake of 930 sovereigns. The favourite at this inaugural
race was Mormon, which started at 3 to 1. The race
was marred by a 3 horse fall near the front of the field in
the closing stages of the race. Some of the following
horses managed to evade the fall, and it was one of
these, “Archer” that went on to win. . “Archer” had started at 100 to 8.
The following year Archer started as favourite at 2 to 1
and in the largest field seen in any horse race to that
date went on to beat the previous year’s favourite, Mormon by 10 lengths despite carrying an extra stone of
weight, in a time five seconds less than in the previous
year..
What is now referred to in Australia as “Remembrance
Day” is the anniversary of the signing of the Armistice at
the end of “The Great War” ( World War 1). Great jubilation was held across the world as this “War to end all
Wars” was finally over. November 11th is a day of remembrance in many countries around the world.
The tenacity of the Australian forces was a major factor
in the eventual defeat of the German army. The “final
phase” of which started on April 25th 1918 with the recapture by the Australians of the French town of VillersBretonneux. From here, the Australians along with forces from Canada launched the offensive in August which
broke the enemy’s line. The final major battle of the war
being around St Quentin where, on October 5th, the
10km deep line of German defenses known as the Hindenberg Line was finally breached.
Villers-Bretonneux, rebuilt after the war is a continuing
memory to those heroes. Every school in the town has a
plaque reading “N’oublions jamais l’Australie” (Never
forget Australia) and every Anzac Day the people of the
town march down the Rue de Melbourne singing Waltzing Matilda (In English) on their way to lay wreaths at
the nearby Australian National War Cemetery

Remembrance Day
(An inquisitive child’s view)
Why are they selling poppies, Mummy?
Selling poppies in town today.
The poppies, child, are flowers of love,
For the men who marched away.
But why have they chosen a poppy, Mummy?
Why not a beautiful rose?
Because, my child, men fought and died,
In the fields where the poppy grows.
But why are the poppies so red, Mummy?
Why are the poppies so red?
Red is the colour of blood, my child.
The blood that our soldiers shed.
The heart of the poppy is black, Mummy.
Why does it have to be black?
Black, my child is the symbol of grief,
For the men who never came back
But Mummy, why are you crying so?
Your tears are giving you pain.
My tears are fears for you, my child.
For the world is forgetting again
Author unknown

Don’t Forget our website, it’s
www.wabushpoets.com
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Droppings from
“The Boss Cocky”
The port and poetry night was again a big success, due in no small part to Energetic
Edna and her small band of helpers. I trust that those able to attend enjoyed our hospitality. Apart from the excellent entertainment, the P&P is one way to reward our regular
supporters. On behalf of the Association ' Thank you Edna & Co.'
With the warmer weather arriving [wot, no rain] the patient performers are stirring. November 3rd, the muster at
the Mount [not the sermon], Saturday the 4th. a small band head off to the Darkan Centenary celebration.
SUNDAY the 5th. we are the first of the summer programme of the City of Melville Limestone Concerts. Put it
in your diary, tell your friends and be there, for an enjoyable evening with Banjo, Henry and friends. The town
of Jurien Bay is celebrating its 50th. on November 12. any poets in a radius of 100km. are welcome. They wish
to organise a Poet's Breakfast- any takers?
City of Melville Mayor, Catherine Jackson, will be at the Limestone Concert to hand over a grant cheque of
$2,000 to be used in our next attempt to get the city's school children writing and reciting Australian Rhyming
Verse. Wouldn't it be great to see some enthusiastic younguns not only writing but standing up reciting?. I
could rest happily in the knowledge that the last epoch was bearing fruit in the form of young people involved
in Bush Poetry - a bloke can dream, can't he ?
It is said that 'time is the art of the Swiss'. It is also the aim of our hosts at the Pleasant Mount. Judging by last
month's muster, most of our supporters arrived before 7.30, (but many only just) for the show to start on time.
Not only does this give the staff a chance to clean up but it makes more TIME for the patient performers who
have been working on whatever they intend to present for the audience's enjoyment.
While on TIME, here is a good place to remind our Muster performers that we work on a maximum of 6
minutes per slot. If you think you’ll go over this time please check with the MC as lengthy presentations can
deny another person the opportunity to do their thing. We don't want to go down the track of having a timekeeper as in competition. I know most us have been guilty of being a bit wordy at times, but we’ve all got to
discipline ourselves and come prepared to do a 5-6 minute [at a time] set.
Good to know our mate 'Cobber' is back in suburbia, he hasn't been wasting his time up north, tells me he has
enough material for another book of verse, will keep you posted, let's hope he turns up on the 3rd. could be the
icing on an enjoyable cake. Don't forget to tell - better still, bring -your mates, don't deny them the fun and experience. Anything to buy, sell or exchange? put it in the Bully Tin bargain basement [on page 7 if there’s anything submitted ] see you all soon.
Rusty C. aka The Boss Cocky.

Anthology

Your committee is seeking submissions of original short poems, 10 of which will be selected by an independent
panel for inclusion in a limited edition “Presentation Anthology” of members poems, printed on handmade, recycled paper, registered with an ISBN number, National & State Library submissions etc. It will be published
through Leslie Westerlund and his Murdoch University Environmental Technology Paper Making Project
The anthology, when published will be used by your association as a gift to visiting dignitaries, poets etc
Each contributor will retain their copyright but will need to give authority for this one-off use.
Each selected contributor will receive one free copy of the anthology.
Submitted poem(s) should be 32 lines or less and need to be submitted to secretary, Joyce before Nov 15.

Melville Spring Concert

Oops– I got the street name wrong last month Remember - Melville City Council’s “Limestone Concert” featuring
poets from the WABP&YS on the evening of Sunday, Nov. 5. at The Limestone Amphi-Theatre, located behind
the Civic Square Library, Davis St (off Marmion St) in Booragoon. from 5.30 to 7.00pm, The carpark is accessed
from Davis St and is indicated by a yellow “Library” sign. Bring along your friends for an enjoyable evening.
Don’t forget a cushion and maybe a blanket

Australia Day

Poets wishing to perform at the Australia Day, afternoon Wireless Hill “Bush Poetry Showcase” , please
make your availability known to Vice Pres Tom ASAP so that we can at least make a start drawing up a
program before the “silly season” is upon us once again. With Melville council not having their marquee
available, it will again revert to an open air event, BYO chairs etc, commencing at 2pm.
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Walking Different Tracks
While most of us have seen and heard Peter (Stinger) Nettleton perform both bush poetry and
entertain us with Australian Country music, there is another entertainment facit to his busy life, for
he is also an actor and now, director in the theatre game. Here is a report from him on just what
he is currently up to.
My recent first outing as a non-performing director ('The Last Dance of the Plum Sisters' for Phoenix Theatre,
Hamilton Hill WA) met with moderate success.. We were also nominated for best costumes in the WA State Drama Festival in Bunbury. Pity there was no award for special effects!
We are now into the last stages of rehearsals for 'Cosi' with Grads. I play a mad lawyer who gets dragged into a Mozart opera. Somehow, I feel strangely comfortable in
the role. (For those who are unaware, in real life, Peter is a lawyer - Ed.) It is a very
experienced and talented cast and crew, so I am hoping a bit of that rubs off on me.
The season at the Dolphin Theatre UWA runs from 27/10/06 to 11/11/06. I will of
course be buying at the bar after the show.
Cheers, Pete N

Welcome Home John & Anne
Local Poet John Hayes, along with his wife Anne have just returned from a culture shock trip to Croatia to attend
to some family matters. I’m sure we all look forward to hearing the stories of village life, of trying to arrange travel
when you can’t speak the language along with all the other trials and tribulations of living in a foreign country; either as travelers tales (and he wont even have to stretch the truth) or as yet to be written poems.

Awards for local writers
Val Read was having a Senior Moment when she told
me about the awards mentioned last month. Seems she
gave me the wrong Competition
So - Correction:
She did not get 1st and 3rd in the Stumpy Award but
actually in the MURRINDINDI 2006 Dusty Swag
Awards..
Val also took out 1st place in the Koorda Ag. Show Poetry Comp, plus awards in Competitions in Toowoomba
and Ipswich in Qld.
Congratulations, Val
Congratulations also to Keith (Cobber) Lethbridge. It
seems he’s been hiding his latest awards from us. A
little bird tells me that he took out both 2nd and 3rd in
the 2006 Prestigious Winton Bronze Swagman award

Training
So far there’s been very little response for any training - This is surprising as at the past 2 AGMs, it was
considered by those in the audience to be something
they really wanted - Perhaps people just haven't had
time to drop us a note. If the response continues to
be small, we’ll just have to forget the idea and let the
couple of interested people find an alternative.
If you are interested, either as a “want to learn” or as
a “I can help” , could you please phone or drop a note
to the secretary (Joyce) indicating which of the following training topics you would be interested in attending :
Stagecraft / Performance
Using Sound Equipment
Writing Bush Poetry
Self Publishing
Any Other Topics

Practice your public speaking skills Volunteer as a Muster MC. or for “Readings from
the Classics”
We need people for both roles from January 07
Guidelines for both will be provided if needed
See Vice Pres, Tom Conway for M.C.ing or
Brian Langley for The “Readings”

HAVE YOU CHANGED YOUR ADDRESS?
We’ve had several Bully Tins returned tagged “They
don’t live here” . Please tell us ASAP if you have
changed your address so that we can make sure
your BULLY TIN gets to you on time

Have YOU been anywhere?
If you’ve been off tripping around, and in your travels
happened upon things Bush Poetry, then why not drop a
line to the Editor, telling us about it.
Or
Perhaps you’ve been involved in organising some local
BP or allied event. I’m sure most of our readers would
love to see a wrap-up of what went on
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An event we hope we wont encounter November officially starts the cyclone
season which extends through into the
following April The author of this poem, Reg Beck from
Prosperine in Qld. would be no stranger
to them.
This poem is taken from his book “The
Stockman’s Hall of Fame and other verses” (pub Reg Beck, 1991
ISBN

0 646 04706 X)

THE CYCLONE
It is the cyclone season,
here's news for all who care,
If we're going to survive,
we must all prepare.
It's too late once it's on you,
we all must be prepared,
For even the most fearless
will certainly be scared.
It really is a whirlwind
of terrifying force,
If you've ever been in one,
you'll understand of course.
The T.V. and the radio
are anxious to inform,
At first there is so little wind the lull before the storm.
Check your doors and windows,
be sure your roof is fast,

If you lose a sheet of iron,
the rest just cannot last.
There's logic in that statement
for if you should reflect,
A disappearing sheet will cause
a domino effect.
Make sure your garden furniture
is safely stored away.
Monitor the changing scene
right throughout the day.
Fill your bath with water
with provisions there in store
You do not know how long ‘twill be
before you can get more.
The gusting wind increases
with terrifying speed,
The house begins to creak and groan,
it's frightening indeed.
A sheet of iron flies past the door
and clangs on down the street,
Then the carport, from next door,
with walls and all complete.

But very shortly after,
to their complete dismay,
The wind has come with equal force
from the other way.
They mistakenly had thought
the wind had passed them by,
In fact they'd had some respite
in the cyclone's eye.
So when the wind susided,
they were in the clear,
Leaving the survivors
with a legacy of fear.
And as they think about it
you can safely bet,
They've had an experience,
they're not likely to forget.

The wind continues through the day
and half way through the night,
Leaving much destruction,
a real heartbreaking sight.
The wind has stopped and so has
come a very eerie calm,
The uninitiated think
that there'll be no more harm.

Not quite the Melbourne Cup, but you never know.
This poem of a bush race was written by George Dasey
and is from “Australian Bush Verse” - Selections from the
Bronze Swagman Book of Bush Verse, Pub. Ure Smith,
Sydney 1976

How Banjo Won the Cup
Old Billy the stockman had gone to his rest
And he gave to me the thing he loved best.
He said, "Take my horse, Banjo's his name.
He may bring you fortune, he may bring you fame."

"He'll go any distance," old Billy had said,
"He hails from the Snowy, he's pure mountain bred.
He's not much to look at, and neither am I,
But he's got a heart as big as the sky."
I met a horse trainer on the race course,
I said, "Will you train him, this game little horse?"
The trainer, a tall bloke, looked up with a frown,
And replied, "If I did I'd be run out of town."
I told him the words that old Billy said,
I told him that Banjo was pure mountain bred,
A mountain or racecourse meant nothing to him,
He'd run till he dropped, with the courage to win.
So Banjo was set for the Sweetwater Cup,
And we took a punt he could win it first up.
The horses he'd meet were the best ever foaled,
The prize was a big one, the cup solid gold.

We all thought that Banjo could take out the prize.
We trained him just right, this game little nag,
And if he came home we'd all win a swag.
Young Ginger the jockey came down from the bush
And he'd hold his own with the smart city push.
He had his instructions, our plans were well laid,
And Ginger on Banjo came out on parade.
The bookies were laughing with tears in their eyes,
"It's any price Banjo!" and to their surprise
We gladly took their five hundred to one.
The crowd yelled, "They're off'!" The big race had begun.
Clancy led early, for he had the pace,
And then Pardon's Son, who was well in the race,
And next came Matilda, who had a good show,
And then Jolly Swagman, but where was Banjo?
We picked out his colours out there in the ruck,
He was caught in a pocket, and we cursed our luck;
He was blocked out in front, he blocked from the rear,
And we thought that Banjo would never get clear.
But Ginger the jockey had good riding sense,
He slowly eased Banjo away from the fence,
He found a small gap, was through in a stride,
And the boy from the bush showed them all how to ride.
And people will tell how Banjo got through,
He came down the straight like a bolt from the blue,
He just beat the favourite right there at the post
He won by a whisker from ... Paterson's Ghost!

And though he may look like a goat in disguise,
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A more local event, held earlier this year

The Darkan Centenary Ball
The couples came from miles around, to deck the Darkan Hall.
The reason for their efforts, was the Grand Centenary Ball.
They worked for days to dress it up, with banners gold and blue.
Vacola jars with coloured sand, were lit with tea lights too.
Then came the great occasion, when they lined up at the door.
Prepared to dance the night away, upon the boarded floor.
The women came with shining eyes, the men with shiny shoes.
The scent of moth balls filled the air, the band played Moody Blues.
The ladies gowns were colourful and happy was the mood
But some were more than happy, just to line up for the food.
The occasion was successful, and country balls are rare,
But country people help themselves, we’re happy to declare.
© 2006 John Putland (Member WABP&YS)

At the end of the shearing
season, its time to kick up
your heels and celebrate well!, maybe for some

Shearer's Song
The season is over, the shearing is done;
The wages are paid and the sprees have begun.
But never a shanty gets sight of my cheques;
For far down the Murray, my Annie expects
A heart that is faithful, a head that is clear,
And sufficient provisions, to last for a year
Henry Lawson

Poet’s Profile

This month, we are featuring our most awarded performance poet. Keith
(Cobber) Lethbridge is currently WA State Champion, he has also won many previous awards, both for performance and written verse.—here’s his story:
“Good evening folks, fellas and females. Our Bullytin Editor has asked me to submit a personal profile, so let’s give it a go:

What can I say ? The truth is, I’m a humble battler with plenty to be humble
about. No trade, not much education, never rose to the top ranks of any company
or bureaucracy, left most jobs on the end of somebody’s boot and have seen the
inside of police lock-ups in Perth, Hedland and Kununurra. This was due to being
mule-headed, bone idle, with a shocking attitude, possible psychiatric disturbance
and homicidal tendencies.
Started work at the Kimberley Research Station as a farm-hand, early in 1963
and have now clocked up a total of 10 years in the East Kimberley plus many
more in the Pilbara, Murchison, Gascoyne, Ashburton and Central Desert. A
bloke will always be able to find a job in the bush, until such time as someone
invents a cure for stupidity. Now, at age 60 and approaching my prime, it’s time
to return to my beautiful, patient, loving wife and family before they wake up and
put new locks on the doors.

I’ve never found it greatly attractive to work for a living. Sometimes it’s a necessary evil, but usually I sign on to a job because I want to see some special part of
the country or to experience something interesting, such as crocodile hunting, truck driving, cattle mustering,
camp cooking or cray fishing. When really short of cash, you have to work for the government. The pay’s better
and it takes them a long time to wake up that you’re not actually doing anything.
Since I don’t work a lot, hobbies fill the gap. Walking is enjoyable, and cheap. I’ve walked the Bibbulmun Track,
pushed a wheelbarrow from one end of the East Kimberley to the other, plodded from Armadale to Geraldton and
completed various other interesting journeys. Thongs are my foot-wear. Another hobby is music. I play a lot of
instruments, quite badly. Then there’s square dance calling and of course, bush poetry. If you’ve got the bad
habit of speaking when you should be listening, may as well put it all down on paper.
Look out for my latest book (number six) “A Dog Without Fleas.” This will be my last effort unless I reach 80, in
which case I plan to do one more, squinting at life from an old fella’s point of view. Good luck to all of you readers, writers and spruikers. See you soon in the Big Smoke “!

Cobber
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October Muster Wrap-up

Hi Everyone!. Was it the thought of some Port that bought out some Poets that we only see
occasionally? Anyway welcome to you all because we had a depth of talent to choose from
and if any Poets didn’t get to “strut their stuff” for perhaps their second time at the mike we
apologise as there where so many takers we could have gone on till Midnight.
It would be appreciated if the poets could seek out the “MC for the night” and give them
your poetry information as quickly as possible. It would also help if everyone were ready to
go promptly at 7.30pm Why not come just a wee bit earlier so we can start on time.
Beryl Silvester was our MC for the night. She wished Brian Langley Happy Birthday then told everyone that
while he reckons he is only 46 years old, you’ll have to add 20 to that.
First up was Rod Lee with a poem by Colleen McLoughin called “Redundant” A short one that perhaps wanders
away from its context but it was about loss of knowledge and reassurance and then the past becomes a reality
and they are useful once again.
We then welcomed the farmer from Wickepin, Tim Heffernan who did Marco Gliori’s “Mr Whippy Van”. which tells
the tale of missing change, jumping to conclusions , misguided revenge and then retribution by the local parking
inspector (who turned out to be the ex Mr Whippy Man!)
Rusty Christensen followed with a tribute to Billy Hayes (who was a raconteur extraordinaire) with one of his favourite Banjo Paterson poems “In the Droving Days”. Most of us are familiar with this poem which tells of the old
Grey horse being auctioned off. When the old horse was knocked down to him for ‘only a pound’ it was extremely
good value, for he only needed to look at the horse to take his memories back to the droving days.
Bill McAtee, after a stint as a voluntary warden at Broome’s famous Bird Sanctuary was inspired to write the following three poems, which he presented, “Rose Crown Fruit Dove” that are notorious for being dumb. “Brolga”
which told of a scientific chap recording bird noises, the biggest of which was when the bird landed on the roof
after mistaking it for a lake. The last of the three, “Emu” explains rumours that they have bits of gold nuggets in
their gullets. Identifying the right bird however somehow got confused (or is it me who got confused), however it
did involve paint filled condoms.
Kerry Lee gave us some good advice not to practice your poem while trying to listen to other poets as you tend to
loose verses. Well we didn’t notice any lost verses with her “Lanterns” by Richard McGoffin as he evoked a bygone era with the soft yellow mellow lighting casting cracked and dusty shadows on the wall, .

Brian Langley then presented to Rusty a perpetual Trophy suitably inscribed with past winners of the State Written Competition. Brian felt that this Trophy was needed as it recorded our own very talented writers. Rusty then
presented the trophy back to Brian to hold until the next competition as he is the current winner.
Brian then gave his own short political poem “Bring our Soldiers Back” which is addressed to “Little Johnny” and is
about sending our soldiers off to war at the instigation of the ‘Yanks’.
His second “Poet-ry”, written in response to his gig at the September Poetry Festival “Poet-trees Alive” was a reminder to other poets that a lot of the stuff that emerges from their souls is just prose and not what the dictionary
defines poetry as….. “thoughts and expressions in rhythmical form”.
Looking dressed for the part, Grace Williamson’s poem “The Stockman’s Rest” by Anon where the mood for the
story was set around the campfire with the stockmen telling tales about their past. On being asked why he didn’t
drink the stockman told the tale of how the demon drink tempted and turned his non drinking brother into a madman riding to his doom.
Hadley Provis with his own poem “Urban Petty Theft” which had him in is PJs and dressing gown, after loosing
his newspaper again, confronting his next door neighbour about the theft. Although when the door was opened
by the wife, a lady of ample charms, and, totally naked, invited him in for a chat and …..????? his imagination
went off into a dream world. Then when the man of the house came in Hadley retreated in disarray still looking for
his paper.
Margaret Taylor then presented her own as yet un-named tale of reminders of her honeymoon in central NSW.
After telling us of the Bellbirds calling which she loved (almost as much as her Bill), her poem was about the large
imposing majestic gray Mercedes that that they owned which refused to go any further and stopped at the top of
the hill. With quietness it was pushed and rolled down the hill to finish up on the car ramps at the garage at the
bottom of the hill. A most incredible sight.
Dot Note Why not call the poem “The Majestic Gray Mercedes”.
Beryl eventually got the pronunciation of Peter (Stinger) Nettleton’s poem Tanmalangaloo right. This poem by
PJ Hartigan (Fr. John O’Brien) relates the story of a city priest who sought to impose his greater knowledge on the
country ‘hick’ children and was caught out properly when his question “What is important about Christmas Day?”,
was answered by a big strapping slightly vacant lad who had a ready answer,
that’s “ the day before the races”.
At the break we all adjourned to have some port and cheese.
Our reading from the classics was by Beryl herself showing us her other talents as she told us some details of
Henry Lawson’s life; of his childhood and coping with chronic deafness, later becoming an introspective and lonely young man with his mother off being a highly respected Socialist. The poem she chose was Lawson’s
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“Waratah and Wattle” which is a very patriotic poem with its Aussie blue sky and the heart of gold wattle. It was
beautifully presented.
A story from Rod Lee had a combination of different themes and partly related to the fact that Kerry and he have
bought a small bus to add to their business. With some reference to tales from some other local story tellers, he
told us of his plans for marketing free range wheat. The recipe for this is to use the blower vac to seed the clouds
with the wheat therefore getting it to where the rain is and as the clouds drift across he hopes to harvest Wheat
Bix from New Zealand. One use for the bus is taking Japanese tourists out into the bush where he tells them how
difficult it is harvesting postholes for sale to his unsuspecting visitors. He concluded with a hope that Snow White
and the 7 dwarves will come and help him get the Styrofoam mine up and running.
Beverley Dean at her first time with us told of her day at the office when she was in a remote Aboriginal community. With the constant coming and going of people accompanied by their children and a dog whilst they tried to
sort out the communities needs and wants. When the city administrators came to visit they wondered why everything takes so much longer and fail to understand the lack of facilities and the unavailability of much needed supplies. Money of course could solve some of these problems.
A longish story about a never-ending problem. Who knows the answers?

Rosa Celenza’s own poem “A to Zee of my health status” as an answer to her friends asking ‘how are you?’ It
was a very clever listing of ailments from head to toe, going down through the alphabet and finally arriving at “ I
don’t know how I’d last the day if I wasn’t so healthy!” Made me think of quite a few more that you could add to
the list Rosa.
At the request of some audience members Arthur Leggett started with his own thoughts of “Spring” but they
eluded him. Then memories of “Willoughby’s Pub” became just a memory as the barmaid’s charms made him
forget his next lines. Then why not go to the “Kimberleys” but that was given away as it got too complicated. With
some encouragement from Rusty he gave us the sad little ditty about the grasshopper that fell in the pool but was
squashed after being rescued. It sure is tough when a busy week plays havoc with your memory.
Tim Heffernan returned to the microphone to sing a little ditty, “One night while trying to sleep” that he is hoping
could turn into reality without the consequence of being arrested for indecent exposure, but sadly it is probably
only in your dreams, Tim, that a very nude and willing lady will again make her appearance.
Barry Higgins, in Perth for a short break from Carnarvon, followed with one of Syd Hopkinson’s poems, “Dennis
the Menace”. Maybe the threat that the delinquent Dennis would be thrown in the Gascoyne River would keep the
lad under some control. But to no avail as when the floods came he managed to struggle out of the hessian bag
and swim to safety.
The evening finished with Billy Kearn’s “The Thrasher Gram” being presented by Kerry Lee. A story of what happens when instructions for catering get mixed up with a call for a lady of the night and the house numbers are reversed. The catering lady arrived with her strawberries and cream at number 65 to fulfill a person’s greatest fantasy only he ended up with his nose broken and his teeth knocked out when he fancied his chances. Whilst the
leather dressed, riding crop wielding “other” lady arrived at number 56, nearly fulfilling that man’s fantasy but the
arrival of a fainting wife then ruined his chances.
Dot Note A big thank you to Beryl for coping with the dual role of being MC and also a reading from the classics.

Members - Do you have a
book or two, CD’s or other
poetic products for sale?
If so let the editor know and
we’ll include you in this list in
future Bully Tins

Poetic Products

John Hayes
CDs
Brian Langley
book &
laminated poems
Rod & Kerry Lee CDs
Arthur Leggett
biography
Keith Lethbridge books
Val Read
books
New this month:
Tim Heffernan
book
Rusty Christensen CDs

Ruminations from Dot - On Getting Older
When the going gets rough, you are obviously in the wrong place.

Tales from the Speewah

We’re inundated on our media with tales of Wild West American heroes, but they
pale into insignificance when compared to the men of Australia's (mythical) station “The Speewah”. It’s here we find such names as Crooked Mick who used
Ayers Rock to stone the crows and Slab Faced Joe, the bullocky who drove a
team so long that he had a telephone line between the leaders and the polers.
When he wanted to stop, he phoned the lad he paid to ride the lead bullock and
told him to stop. Half an hour later, Slab Face would finally stop the wagon as it
had caught up with the lead bullocks. He recalls that one day he got a wrong
number and he wasted a whole day trying to ring “Complaints”.
The Speewah, too had its problems, at one stage the rabbits were so thick that
you had to pull them out of the burrows in order for the trapper to put the ferrets
in. - More tales in later editions.
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Committee Members—WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners 2006—2007
Rusty Christensen
Tom Conway
Joyce Harris
June Bond
Edna Westall
Brian Langley
Rosemary Sharland

President
V. President
Secretary
Treasurer
Amenities
[Webmaster &
[Bully Tin Editor
Committee

9364 4491
9339 2802
9331 1648
9354 5804
9339 3028
9361 3770

rustnjude@bigpond.com
jayfeh@hotmail.com
jlbond@tpg.com.au
ewestall1@bigpond.com
briandot@tpg.com.au

9271 2059

wrd@iinet.net.au

We still have a vacancy on our committee — intersted? Contact any committee member
Member.
Members please note— Please contact any of the above committee members if you have
any queries or issues you feel require attention




Upcoming Events



Please let the editor know if you are aware of any event which might be of interest to the general membership
Oct 31

Coastal Writers Written Comp
Open Topic

Mandurah WA

Nov 3

WABP&YS Monthly Muster

Mt Pleasant Bowling Club 7.30pm

Nov 4th

Darkan 100yr Anniversary—Bush
Poets, Mucky Duck Bush Band

Darkan WA

Nov 5

Melville Limestone Concert

Limestone Theatre, Melville 5.30 – 7pm Featuring WABP&YS members BYO cushions / blanket

Nov 7 (Tues)

Melborne Cup Lunch

Diggers Camp, Oakford 10.30a —3pm

With Rod, Kerry & Rusty—bookings essential 9397 0409

Nov 12

Walla Walla Written Comp

Nth Albury NSW

Erica 02 6040 5337 den53@austarnet.com.au

Nov 30

Blackened Billy Written Comp
closing Date

Tamworth NSW

Janmorris@northnet.com.au
PO Box 3001 W Tamworth 2340

Dec 1

WABP&YS Monthly Muster

Mt Pleasant Bowling Club 7.30pm

Christmas Special

Dec 3 (Sun)

Welcome back “Cobber”

Diggers Camp, Oakford 1—3.30pm

Featuring Keith “Cobber” Lethbridge 9397 0409

Dec 3-4

Written & Performance Comp

Young, NSW

Greg 02 6382 2506

Jan 5 2007

WABP&YS Monthly Muster

Mt Pleasant Bowling Club 7.30pm

Jan 22 - 30

Tamworth Country Music Festival
inc many Bush Poetry events

Tamworth NSW
inc ABP AGM

www.users.tpg.com.au/thegrey

Jan 26

City of Melville Australia Day
Breakfast & Citizenship Awards

John Creaney Reserve, Bull Creek

Time TBA

Jan 26

Bush Poets on Parade

Wireless Hill, Melville, 2pm

BYO chairs & refreshments

Feb 2

WABP&YS Monthly Muster

Mt Pleasant Bowling Club 7.30pm

Feb 28

Midlands Lit. Written Comp

Ballarat Vic

SSAE PO Box 1563 Ballarat Vic 3354

Mar 1-4

Australian Championships

Dunedoo NSW

SSAE PO Box 1 Dunedoo NSW 2844

Mar 10

Henry Kendall Written Comp

Gosford NSW

PO Box 276 Gosford NSW 2230

Address correspondence for the Bully Tin to:

The Editor
“Bully Tin”
86 Hillview Tce,
St. James 6102

SSAE 13 Rockford St Mandurah 6210
rosieq@westnet.com.au

All other correspondence should be addressed
to
The Secretary
WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners
Unit 4, 37 Bawdan St
Willagee, 6156
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