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 Next Muster - April 4th, 2008 7.30pm 
Mt Pleasant Bowling Club, Bedford Rd, Ardross
MC for April,

April is
Return to “Real Time”
April
Fool’s Day School Holidays
ANZAC Day
And so we come to the end of the prize winners with
three that have not yet found their way into these
pages, the remaining Open one, the FIRST PLACE,
which was to have its debut, by its author at the
“Festival of Writers” muster.
Unfortunately this did not occur as Val was unable to
attend—You’ll find this on page
.
As well as that one, we have two Junior poems remaining , here is one:
Hanna Th’ng (11) achieved second place in the Under
13 section with her historic poem, “The Prime Ministers of Australia”.
I think most of us could learn a bit by reading it.

The Prime Ministers of Australia
Before the Federation of this land,
The colonies were under its own command
In 1901, Australia became
One nation with rights and laws the same.
The first to serve in this nation,
Was Barton who stopped immigration
In 1903 he resigned
Another man did they find
It was Deakin who won the election,
And strove for our country’s perfection.
John Watson was next to serve,
A fair man did many observe.
Reid served a little while,
None liked his aggressive style
Fisher, Cook and Hughes,
Many soldiers did they lose.
The three served during World War One
Being Prime Minister was no fun!
After the war, Bruce helped us grow,
And set up the CSIRO

Trish Yensch

This Bully Tin is

Super Sized
to catch up on submitted poetry
and poems from the “Writers” Muster

Scullin in the great Depression
Led Australia in recession.
After him came Lyons and Page
Then Menzies came onto the stage.
The longest one who led this land
A wartime leader did he stand.
Fadden was next, Curtin as well
The greatest man as many tell.
Ford and Chifley and Harold Holt
Made many people soon revolt.
Holt supported the Vietnam War
That made them angry all the more.
McEwen took Harold Holt’s place
But wished not to stay in the race.
Gorton, McMahon and Whitlam who
Was sacked by Kerr as troubles grew.
Amid the protest, Fraser led,
He bought in human rights instead
Hawke came in but had a fight
With Keating, they were full of spite.
Because of that, Hawke met his fall
The leadership then went to Paul.
He lost his seat to John Howard
Who certainly was no coward
John bought in Goods Services Tax
And soon enforced gun control acts.
These are his two greatest gains
Despite all terrorist strains
Now a new Prime Minister stands
And our country is in new hands
Mr. Kevin Rudd is his name,
Helping our country is his aim.
Kevin Rudd is our thirty first,
We all hope he is not the worst
Let us thank all our leaders
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I wrote this to tell the readers.

Scratchings

Well, here I am, writing this at our beach house at Guilderton.
With all the other “have to do’s” like checking out the early
morning fishing (mixed results), the crayfishing (not so great)
and the swimming conditions (generally good) as well as
some major renovations, I have found just a little time to put

this newsletter together.
Last month saw what will be hopefully an annual event, in that we had our first “Festival of Writers” Muster, in which all
of the poems presented were read. From the audience response, this did not appear to detract at all from the overall
enjoyment of a slightly larger than normal crowd. I took this opportunity to present work from poets which the majority
of the audience would not previously have heard. Some are experienced writers, some are performers as well, but
these all live in the country (7 of the 14 poets came from distant parts) and have had almost no exposure to our Muster
audience. Included in the line up were several “emerging poets”, some of whom seem to have emerged with an extremely high standard, (some of their poetry, which was presented at the muster is printed in this Bully Tin)
My sincere thanks to the poets and to those people who read their work with enthusiasm and feeling. I would like to
give special thanks to those who trod the boards for the first time and those who filled in at the last moment due to an
unexpected program change. A couple had only an hour or two to become familiar with their poems.
From comments received, it was a huge success.
A few new faces including member poet Irene Conner, down from Jurien.
The lighting issue on the Bowling Club veranda has been partially addressed, but it was discovered that there is still a
problem, albeit not total darkness as previously.
We continue to attract poets to our membership, some are totally new to us, whilst others have been absent from our
membership list for some time. A big Welcome to all. If you know of any others, please bring them along, or otherwise
get them thinking about joining. We are always on the lookout for new talent, in particular, people who perform the
“Classics” and Yarnspinners, both of which we have a considerable shortage of.
There are promotional benefits for those who have poetic products for sale as well as those who hire themselves out
as entertainers. As an organisation, we do not supply performers to private functions, however we do direct enquiries to
those of our members who are listed on our web-page. It is then up to the enquirer to contact individual poets as to their
availability, style, cost etc. We do of course get involved in various festivals, many being organised by our regional
members. In such cases, it is usual for the organiser to try and find performers who are both suitable and available.
.
Time is approaching for our AGM (in July) and I would just like to take this opportunity to ask you all to think about
nominating to become one of the major bones in our organisation, I refer to the “Backbone” as opposed to some other
bones that we all too often see in organisations everywhere, the Lazy Bone and the Funny Bone. I believe there will be
some vacancies due to people currently on the committee heading off in different directions. More later!
Brian Langley, President.

What’s on in the Bush?
The Moondyne Joe Festival will be held at Toodyay on Sunday, May 4th. As we will not be
having a Poets Brekky” but will be part of the main stream entertainment, along with all of the
other performances, we will not have enough time for more than just a few poems, consequently,
unless you will be there anyway, we are pretty well covered. If you will be there and want to
tread the boards, please contact President Brian ASAP .
Waddi Festival Wrap-up
This festival of music and other performing arts and rural miscellanea, now in its second year
attracted a small but appreciative audience, many of whom camped overnight under the trees in
the picturesque small camping ground at Waddi Farm Resort, near Badgingarra.
There were two poetry events, a short “ice breaker” on the late Saturday afternoon. This featured the poetic organiser,
Corin Linch, from Jurien along with “The City Poet”, Brian Langley. The following morning had the overnighters
(recovering from an evening of country and folk music that went on until close to midnight) bleary eyed at breakfast
where they were entertained by Corin, Brian and Wayne Pantall. In addition, Jurien emerging poet Irene Conner read
a couple of her very though provoking masterpieces. We also had one audience member who had come prepared to
tread the boards and present some of his work. All in all, two hours of a mixture of humorous and serious poetry,
greatly appreciated by the morning audience. It is likely that WABP&YS will get a few new members as a result of the
performance.
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Walking Different Tracks
The blanket body for the literary arts in WA, Writers WA now has a dedicated website containing all
sorts of information which may be of interest to members. It includes competitions, awards, seminars, events, and many other topics. There are also e-mailed newsletters of various aspects of the
written word that you might like to join. Go to www.writingwa.org and have a wander through the
various pages
Are you involved in anything that may be of interest to the members. Perhaps you have an interest or activity
that you may wish to share with others. If so, let the editor know and we’ll try and include your “something differ-

Don’t forget our website
www.wabushpoets.com

Upcoming Musters

WWC Check
I noticed on TV recently, something that I alluded to
a few months back. I refer to the “Working with Children’s Check”. It is essential that anybody working
with children has this check (or has applied for it).
It is now illegal to work with children without it.
Volunteers can get a reduced fee ($10) for the
check, and most organizations will reimburse their
volunteers if they are the prime reason for applying.
HOWEVER in such cases, the application MUST be
signed by the organisation’s representative for
whom you are a volunteer prior to submission.
As far as WABP&YS are concerned, no work involving children will be given to those not having applied
for such a check.
If you are a holder of a WWC check, and you want
to be involved in any such activities, please inform
President Brian by e-mail, quoting your “Notice
Number” and Expiry date, This information will be
included with your other membership details.
Oops
More apologies to Val Read - it seems that there
are some errors in her Highly Commended poem
“Grievances of a Babbling Brook” , published last
month. Whilst it is not an excuse, I scanned the
poem from a printed copy, but scanners and Optical Character Recognition (OCR) software are, like
editors, imperfect, particularly when the work in
question contains a considerable number of
“unreal words”. It seems Val has been plagued
with similar glitches for some considerable time.
It is difficult, as an editor to ensure no errors, it
would reduce the workload considerably if poets
submitting any work could send it in as an electronic version, preferably as a Word document or
as part of the text of an e-mail. It still remains an
editorial essential, that the format and font of any
such submissions be open to change from the
original. While a typical poem on a page might
occupy only about 5% of the actual page space,
this luxury is not available to editors who have to
utilise typically 40%
Another Oops ..... apologies also for last month for
not indicating the Title of Celine McDonald’s 3rd
place poem which was “Cyclone Leslie”

April Muster is a Normal One—
Once again we will have a “Short Poem” competition—
16 lines maximum, (and to keep it short, 13 syllables
max per line) with topic being “Autumn” - So get your
poetic rhyming thinking caps on and pen a verse or two.
You DON’T have to remember them, There will be a
small prize for the best poem.
Country or non attending Poets— e-mail your poem to
any of the listed committee members.
The MC will be Trish Yensch, Tel 9444 0702 e-mail
piyensch@westnet.com.au
Please inform her BEFORE the muster if you intend
performing.
May Muster—We have a guest Artist for you. Peter
Harries, of TV and Nightclub fame will be our guest for
the evening. Peter will entertain us with stories from his
many exploits, along with some of his poetry. We still
have room for performers to do their stuff as well, so if
you want to present your work (or that of someone
else) , please inform our MC for the night, Lorelie Tacoma Tel 9310 1500 e-mail tacoma@tpg.com.au
June Muster— This is currently listed as another
“Experienced Performer” night. So all you performers
we don’t see all that often, how about coming along to
share your talents. We are still seeking both an MC and
a “Classics Reader” for that night.
Free membership - New Members signing up for the first time— Sign
up now to get up to 3 months free membership If you sign up now,
for your annual membership fee you will be financial until the end of
June 2009, so if you’ve been sitting on the fence wondering whether to
join, there’s no better time than NOW

Country Poets
Coming to the City? - City lights are fine, but 1st Fridays could see you
shine at our Muster. If you are coming to the big smoke on a muster night
why not come along and be part of our get together. Give us a bit of notice and you might even find yourself being star act (but only if you want
to be). This applies also to Bush Poets from other places and those past
member poets whose lives have now gone in different directions.

Do you want to be part of the National Scene — Then you might
consider joining the Australian Bush Poets Assn
www.abpa.org.au Annual membership $30 payable to Treasurer
Margaret
coffsmixture@hot.net.au (02) 6652 3716
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Poet’s Profile - Having had a few months looking at poets from the past, we return again
to current poets, this time heading down Albany way to see what Peg Vickers has to
say about herself. - (You’ll find a couple of Peg’s poems elsewhere in this Bully Tin)
.......oooo......
I was born in W.A.1932— My Grandmother wanted me to be named after her, my Dad
wanted a son and my mother wanted a more reliable form of contraception.
I grew up on an apple orchard near Mt. Barker, where we helped pick and pack the fruit,
milked cows and soon learned if we didn’t want to be landed with extra chores, we had to
get as far away from the house as possible, in so doing, I got to know the bush with all its
wildflowers and birds. At times we ‘entertained’ neighbours with ‘concerts’ performed on the
veranda.
Poetry, drawing, birds and bush flowers were my greatest loves but as time went by I became aware these things
would not sustain me and I had to go out and get a job. As becoming a brain surgeon was out of the question, I
picked apples, worked in hospitals, colleges, cafes, shops and guest houses, cooking, cleaning and being a general dogsbody.
I married in 1957 and moved to Albany, gradually increasing the population by six. We bought a small property a
few miles from the town.
As the children grew older I joined a writers’ group. This is a great incentive to keep writing and every couple of
years we all contribute and have a little book printed. I now also attend a “Bush Poets” meeting once a month at
the home of Peter & Jill Blyth, here we discuss the how and why of bush poetry. Make it rhythm, make it rhyme,
make it short and make ‘em laugh.
It was great being asked to perform at the “Bush Poets Breakfast” at thye Albany Show and it’s the best feeling
when you can make your audience laugh.
I am now retired but still on the farm, with some of my family close by and others scattered around the state. I enjoy painting, drawing and writing more than ever and there is no better feeling than creating something new.

A Bit of Poetic History
With the Boyup Brook Poetry events attracting record crowds, it is an opportune time to look back on the history of
the event. This summary was written by the originator of the Poetry part of the festival, WABP&YS member, Brian
Gale from Margaret River.
1989 and even the Boyup brook Country Music Festival was in its infancy. It was then held annually at Harvey
Dickson’s property on the outskirts of the town.
There was an afternoon of “open mic’ and many singers were showing their talent. I’d written and learnt a nfew
poems by then, so did a stint on a makeshift stage under some trees to an audience of perhaps 35 people.
Next morning, myself and a couple of others from the audience put on our first POETS BREAKFAST.
I organised it with the BBCMC to try and make it annual event. This was agreed on, so for nine years, myself and
whoever would agree to help me , slowly built up larger audiences. There was no monies changed hands then,
but we did get a free weekend pass.
Not a lot of incentive, but I always managed to procure enough poets of good quality to slowly build up an interest,
so that the Poets Breakfast was fast becoming a popular attraction.
We applied to be paid in 1998 and for a while were given $200 to share among us. Each was given an equal
share, regardless.
It was a bit of work for me of course, making arrangements and until recently also supplying the sound system.
I have always set a limit of 10 poets, first in was accepted and so on. Rarely we had that many. It became more
popular of course as we now and the quality oif poems and poets improved.
I was honoured to be the instigator of this event, seen it grow in strength, quality and numbers.
Up until 2004, CMC were still only allowing $400 for our event. This was the year that Ron Evans took over the
reins from me while I had six month cycle touring in North America, roughly 5000km up and down mountains
Bill Gordon, now in control of the event is a local and a proficient poet himself which should be of great benefit.
I take this opportunity to thank all those who have helped me along the way, to make this event what it is today.
Kind Regards

Brian Gale.
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And here’s a wrap-up of this year’s event

2008 BOYUP BROOK FESTIVAL
Bush Poetry maintains incredible growth in popularity at Boyup Brook.
This year 1800 people voted the Sunday morning Bush Poetry the best part of the Country Music Festival.
The variety of poets and poems was a feature of the breakfast show, and the standard was excellent. From the
outrageously hilarious Marco Gliori (of Naked Poets fame) to the humorous escapades of Victoria Brown and her
family, the audience was totally captivated for three hours.
Tears flowed freely as Corin Linch recited Murray Hartin’s “Rain From Nowhere”. An extremely emotional poem,
which was very capably presented by Corin.
Peter Capp was there in his inimitable manner as always. Peter and Marco combined in a most entertaining manner as M C’s for Friday night’s music program.
Other poets were Brian Gale, Ron Evans, Tim Heffernan, Peter Blyth, Leigh Matthews and yours truly. Bob Fraser
was sadly missed this year. Bob intended to come, but has been struggling with his health for some time, and had
to pull out at the last minute.
Les Cheetham again showed that age is no barrier, and at 92, gave his best yet!
Find of the weekend was Vic Dale from Coolgardie. Vic is a talented writer, often quite philosophical, and has a
special ability to connect with the audience.
My personal thanks to all the poets who performed at the three events we held during the festival. It has been
very satisfying to coordinate the Bush Poets for such a large weekend. Special thanks to Marco for coming across
from Queensland, and to Victoria, who summed it all up very well in her poem which you will find below .
Bill Gordon

Boyup Brook

As indicated above, Victoria Brown from Esperance was at the Boyup Brook
Festival. While I wasn’t there, I am sure that Victoria performed her ‘signature’
poem, “The Local Elders Man”. Victoria allowed us to use this poem at the
March Writers Muster (See Dot’s Wrap-up) as she also did for this poem which
is her summary of the Weekend.

The Boyup Brook Poem
I went to Boyup this weekend, their festival was on
I’d been asked to do my poems there, so said yes, and went along
Packed some coldies in the Engel, my akubra and my swag,
With my RM Williams moleskins and spare undies in a bag.
They said “You’ll be performing with a Naked Poet bloke
Called Gliori, he’s from Queensland and ‘hell’ popular with folk”
The naked poet angle seemed a dodgy bit of stuff
I hoped they didn’t think I’d do my poems in the buff!
You’d be amazed what people think since I wrote “The Elders Man”
They presume I get my gear off when I can to get a tan
And parade around the farmhouse garden, always in the nude,
Hoping to get caught again by another ‘stockie’ dude.
However, you’ll be glad to hear my worries were unfounded
As Marco and the others had their privates neatly bounded
In pants and jeans to hold their fruit in while they were reciting
Which was very proper, if somewhat a little unexciting…..
A great weekend, I recommend, with good food, wine & beer
For the hottest country gig around, make sure you’re there next year!
Victoria Brown Esperance 2008

Hearing Your Own
At the March “Writers” Muster, Geoff
Bebb bought up an interesting thought.
As a writer/performer, he, like many others of us rarely, if ever, gets to hear his
poems presented by someone else.
While most of we writers think that we are
the only ones who can properly deliver
our poems to an audience, it would be
good to sometimes see how others interpret our efforts. Perhaps from time to
time, we should get another person to
present our words, you never know,
maybe someone else's version will give
us a different outlook on our work.
And a little April Fill-in
THE FROG
One day in early April
he leapt toward the brook.
I watched him in the sunshine
and saw the leaps he took.
This little Frog however
had rather dreadful luck,
for he went and landed
inside a greedy duck.
Yes, flop inside her tummy
a trembling little heap,
so frogs you see, like people,
should look before they leap.

Anon.
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A new member who has only just started writing, Terry
Piggott has been in the gold prospecting game for much
of his life. This poem of his, written earlier this year was
presented at the March Muster.
The Prospectors Daughter
I suppose I’ve had a good life, the ailing old fellow said
as he propped up on an elbow, in his rickety old bed
I have known my share of troubles, but wont bother you with that
I’d rather talk of the good times, if you have the time to chat
I’d dropped in for a quick hello, after hearing he’d been crook
and was told at Yunda station, I should call and take a look
He seemed anxious to talk to me, even though he wasn’t well
and I was happy to listen, to the stories he might tell
He’d had a go at many things, and had knocked about a lot
and had known some freezing winters, and spent summers where
it’s hot
Then he paused for just a moment, and a smile lit up his eyes
as he recalled life in the bush, out with all those bloody flies
I spent a bit of time in Kal, when I worked down in a mine
and had a go out in the bush, working on the timber line
Then was bitten by the gold bug, and was afflicted for life
it’s been a grand experience, though it’s had its share of strife
I’d often do some Station work, when the tucker-bag got low
Usually just for a few months, then I’d head back to my show
In those days, Stations ran a shop, where I could stock up
once more
Before heading out full of hope, just like all those times before
Mind you, I found some good patches, but prices were pretty low
and money didn’t matter much, to a bloke that’s on the go
Just happy to have my freedom, away from the noisy towns
even though the prospecting life, is so full of ups and downs
I’d hit town once or twice a year and would top up on supplies
and perhaps have a few cold beers, to escape those bloody flies
I’d splash out on new clothes and boots, if I had money to spare
then spend a few days in the pubs, so that they could get
their share
On one trip I met a barmaid, I wont bother with her name
she was a lovely little thing and unto my dying shame
I must have left her in the lurch, but knew nothing at the time
I don’t use that as an excuse and accept the fault was mine
I headed back out bush again, the same as I always did
and there’s no truth in the rumours, that I rushed away and hid
It was going on twenty years, before all the truth was had
when a girl wrote me a letter and she claimed I was her dad
Well I met her shortly after and was nervous at the time
I worried what she’d think of me, but everything turned out fine
She didn’t hold any grudges, couldn’t blame her if she did
spec’ly if she’d heard the stories, that I run away and hid
She said before her mother died, she told her all about me
and where I likely could be found, if she cared to look and see
She’d said I wasn’t a bad bloke, but would never settle down
so she had quietly slipped away, to another country town
She really is a pretty girl, with a lovely nature too
hard to believe she could be mine, if the things she said were true
But I was hoping she was right and she really was my girl
For my heart was all a flutter and my head began to whirl

She told me she was still at Uni and doing a part time job
and was living with an Aunty, to save a couple of bob
I asked if I could help her out, she got cross with me for that
said she didn’t want my money, just wanted to have a chat
Well we’ve kept in touch since that day and catch up now and again
and the past is well behind us and knowing has eased the pain
She’s never called me dad of course, and I don’t blame her for that
and believe me I’m just thankful, that she takes the time to chat
I tell everyone about her, being proud of her of course
and don’t talk about her mother, so most think it was divorce
She doesn’t know that I’ve been crook, and it’s best she doesn’t know
she has her own family now and could do without this blow
I hadn’t the heart to tell him, he could put that wish on hold
for young Jim at Yunda station, felt his daughter should be told
And had rung about his illness and said things were looking bad
so she’s on her way to get him, after all, he is her dad
He chatted on about the past, though his voice was sounding weak
I could see that he was tiring, but he continued to speak
Until a car in the distance, quietly turned onto his track
and we were sitting in silence, as it now approached the shack
The car drew up outside the shack and a woman stepped inside
surprise lit up the old mans face, as he strove to keep his pride
But tears flowed freely down his cheeks, in a scene that was so sad
as she put her arms around him, “I have come to get you dad”
I quickly slipped out through the door, to hide a threatening tear
I said I’d sort some things outside, while they did the inside gear
As they made ready for their trip, I promised I’d mind his shack
but everyone knew that this time, he wouldn’t be coming back
Terry Piggott. 30-1- 2008
And from Albany, Donna Blyth (an emerging poet) wrote
this ditty, again presented at the March muster.
I WISH
I wish my hubby was handsome
And he stood tall and proud like a tree
But he’s small and kind of ugly
With a belly that hangs to his knee
I wish he was brave and daring
And would fight tooth and nail for the house
But he calls me to his rescue
When he’s cornered by snakes or a mouse
I’d love if he was romantic
Bought me chocolates and flowers or wine
But the most he’s ever offered
Was a tin full of sardines in brine
If only he had big muscles
And could swim several laps of the pools
I watch him sleep by the telly
As he snores and he farts and he drools
I look at me in the mirror
And I know that I’m not such a catch
Perhaps my wish is one-sided
‘Cause I’m probably, actually his match
Donna Blyth 2007 ©
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Another Emerging Poet of very high standard is member Irene Conner,
down from Jurien to read this poem of hers at the March Muster.

And from the keyboard of this months
“Poet’s profile Person comes

From Yours Hands into Mine

WHO WILL I BE THIS TIME

They lie within my trembling palms, so frail and worn and thin.
The wrinkled skin’s transparent now, displaying veins within.
Misshapen fingers show the pain arthritis cast on you,
but Grandma, over many years, these hands have helped you through.

There’ll be a play at the shire hall
We do one every year
About the outlaws from the past
Who filled the land with fear.
Sometimes I take on several roles,
I do it quite a lot;
They say I’m rather versatile
And good at getting shot.
I’ve been in Frankie Gardiner’s gang
Who led a life of crime
I helped gun “Mad Dog Morgan” down,
Who will I be this time?
I could be Captain Thunderbolt,
Now he was brave and bold Indeed the perfect gentleman
Or so I have been told
I’d handle “Bold Jack Donohue”
His triumph and his trauma
But it seems they’d rather cast me
As a sad police informer.
I am hungry for a challenge
Though nothing too sublime,
I have talents yet unnoticed
Who will I be this time?
I have played Ned Kelly’s brother
And the back end of a horse
They chose that Cecil Wilberforce
To be in front of course.
I’d played my part extremely well
That’s what the people said Till Ben Hall stuck his spurs in me
When I was lying dead.
But if I get a proper part
To Hollywood I’d climb
But now I’ll have to wait and see
Who will I be this time?

They show the marks of where you’ve been, in good times and through strife,
reflect your pain and happiness, the richness of your life;
been red and swollen, hard and soft, been broken, scraped and raw;
have wiped away a million tears when Grandpa went to war.
They braced your falls when, as a child, you crashed upon the floor,
and placed the food into your mouth when you were young and poor.
They dried your little kiddies’ tears, and soothed an injured knee,
caressed the lover in your life – these hands that I now see.
They gently held your newborn child, and trembled when he died;
they cooked your grandkids special treats, and held us when we cried;
replied to letters from the war, from friends, and kids away.
They cleaned and mopped and mended clothes, and still had time to play.
They spread your love to all around, with just a tender touch
with nothing asked for in return – you never needed much.
But you have left a legacy I’ll carry in my heart
to guide me through the lonely years when we will be apart.
These hands I love are fading now, but mem’ries never die,
and Grandma, all my memories will hold me when I cry.
I hear your voice that whispers soft, ‘My child, now don’t you pine’,
and feel your strength and courage flow from your hands into mine.
© Irene Conner

03/12/07

This little poem came to me with a whole lot
more (which we will be seeing from time to
time), from its author John McMicking, who
spent most of his life as a cattleman in the
Kimberley's. John (who writes under the
name “Johnny Mac”) has been writing Bush
poetry since the 1950s. He is now retired and
living in Perth.

Peg Vickers

HOLLY'S FAREWELL
Don't mourn for me, old friends of mine
There is no time for tears
For I have lived and worked with you
For several happy years.
And now those years have ended
And my time has come to go
If you'll remember all the good times
There will be no time for woe.
There always was a time to leave
And will be for evermore
So live in the hope we'll meet again
Upon that distant shore.
But while life goes on the Club needs cash
And customers rich and jolly
So charge your glasses and drink me a toast
A toast to your old mate, Holly.
Johnny Mac.

The Bronze Swagman Awards
This prestigious Bush Poetry Event is held
each year at Winton, in outback Queensland. Winton has special
significance in Australian Culture, for it was at Dagworth Station,
near Winton where Banjo Paterson penned the words which was
to become “Waltzing matildas”, considered by many to be our
“True Blue Aussie Song”
In 1970, The Winton Tourist Promotion Assn. seeking funds, published Matilda—Matilda, a whole swagful of Local Verse. This
small booklet became very popular, both in Australia and overseas.
And so the idea of a Poetry Competition, with a publication of poems from the competition was born, the first Competition being in
19972 which attracted 172 entries. In just five years, 760 entries
were received but in recent years numbers remain a few hundred.
The first prize winner receives a bronze statuette of the Waltzing
Matilda Swaggie by Australian Sculptress Daphne Mayo plus a
Winton Opal. The best entries each year are published in The
Bronze Swagman Book of Bush Verse
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John Millar is another newcomer to the WABP&YS scene, having recently found his way to us via the internet. John has not been writing
all that long, but already is producing poetry of an exceptionally high
standard.

Being as it is the month of ANZAC, I have included this poem which was sent in toe some
time ago.

Here is John’s introduction and poem “A New Hat” which was presented at the March Muster.
I recently visited the WW1 Vaulx Australian ambulance field cemetery
in France to pay respects to My great uncle Sebastian Tatte. It was
the first of any family members visits to the grave and it was an
amazing experience, My Father placed an Australian slouch hat
(complete with badge ,puggaree and chinstrap) a poppy and an Australian flag at the grave site and what struck me the most was the
Quiet and solitude within a farming countryside that was once a raging war zone. Also the rest of the fallen soldiers on marked and unmarked graves that were there made me wonder if there were graves
that had never been visited by relations and friends (I'm sure there
are) therapeutic for the visitor indeed.
Anyway I was inspired to write this poem as I saw it from the dead
soldiers perspective in real time in the first person (Deceased). Best
regards John Miller

A NEW HAT
Peace and quiet consume me, as I spend my well earned rest
Dwelling on my life that was, I know I passed the test
My fallen mates beside me, they’re hero’s one and all
For paying life’s eternal price in answering the call.
Suddenly a strange sensation, wakes me from my sleep
Muffled voices trickle down, beneath the earth so deep
The sound of footsteps gathered close- it makes me wonder why?
For ninety years the strolling echo’s, simply wandered by.
Could it be that someone close remembers where I lay?
Is my memory still endeared from long gone yesterday?
A nameless face within a frame on every mantle piece
Is what becomes of all of us when distant memories cease--.
The muffled thud of closing doors awaken me again
The whining sound of motors in the distance start to wane
My spirit reaches upwards – ever slowly through the ground
To view the tell-tale poppy, of friends so newly found.
A Poppy? yes and flag as well! I feel a sense of pride
Knowing they remember well the reason that I died
But what is this? There’s something else, been left beside my stone
A brand new hat with badge and strap like one I used to own.
I wish I had a chance to meet my visitors today
To find out what connected us, and what would make them stray
To a plot of land within a field, in a foreign country side
To lay a flag, new hat and flower, where soldiers ghosts reside.
The nightly shadow slowly, sets its veil over all
And as I sleep my thoughts and dreams, do vividly recall
Of home, of friends, of family- the essence of our lives
Amidst the flags the hats and flowers— our memory survives.

The ANZACS
Were you there in the Flanders fields
As the battle raged around?
And were you ever in Tobruk
In a foxhole underground?
Did you see the warplanes overhead
Watch the bombs come raining down?
And did you head for cover
As the shrapnel flies around?
Were you there upon the beaches
With the battle at its height?
Did you hear them dying round you
Crying softly in the night?
Did you charge them with the bayonet
As you fought them hand to hand;
And gave it everything you had
As you strove to save our land?
Did you sail from your homeland
To the sound of pipes and drums?
And did you not return again
When the battle hymns were sung.
Or are you just a picture
Of a young man in his prime
To be remembered as he was
Until the end of time?
Yes, you fought them in the jungle
Then you fought them on the plain,
If you could live your life once more
Would you do it all again?
Now the Spirit of the ANZAC
Is still a memory
As when he wrote his name in blood
For all the world to see.
Yes, we’ll always be indebted
To those gallant men of yore
May they always be remembered
May we never lock the door
Brian Gale Margaret River.

Drawings from
“The ANZAC Book”

John Millar
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And finally, leaving the best till last, we bring you the poem that
achieved first place in our 2007 Written Championships.

A Tribute to Jillie
I was only six years old when Jillie came to me,
she was a border collie and was gentle as can be.
She'd spent her life on Warraween; was known from near and far,
the best with sheep they'd ever seen, they said she had no par.
She'd never known a loving hand; the warmth of homestead life,
for she was chained with other dogs to keep her out of strife.
For it was known that station dogs, if left unchained at night,
would go on forays killing sheep; a truly awful sight.
Her kennel was a petrol drum lined with a hessian sack;
her food a lump of mutton, or a bone or two to crack.
One day her owner came to Dad and said “My dog's packed up.
I cannot bear to put her down for I think she's with pup.
She's got a full blown pedigree; she'll make a lovely pet.
I'm hoping that you'll take her on; she'll breed a few years yet.
You'll make a packet from her pups; they've always sold real well.
If you could give my dog a home, well, that would be real swell.”
Dad really wasn't keen at all; more dogs he didn't need,
but he turned round and said to me: “She's yours to love and feed.”
I put my arms around her neck; she licked my face and ears.
I swear when I looked in her eyes, they brimmed with grateful tears.
At first she'd slink into the house expecting to be cursed.
She'd cringe when I bent down to pat; subservience rehearsed.
Her role was as a working dog; she knew no other way,
and when I threw a ball at her, she would not stop and play.
Too well she knew the crack of whip; the sting of pelted stone;
the loneliness of evening hours, chained up and all alone.
But came the time she followed me; the distance shorter grew,
and as the weeks went drifting past, her self assurance grew.
No longer did she stare across th paddocks bleak and bare,
or check down at the shearing shed if she was needed there.
It took a while for her to learn that life was different now;
she had to guard a lonely child and keep her safe somehow.
And soon she stuck through thick and thin, my faithful, hairy friend;
from crack of day till sunset's glow, her duty did not end.
Then came the day she needed me, ten puppies came along.
They were a robust, hungry brood; demanding loud and strong.
Poor Jillie didn't have the milk to satisfy each one,
so Mum taught me to help her out. It was a lot of fun.
Some pups would clamber over me; the rest would nuzzle Jill,
and then they'd huddle round their dam when they had had their fill.
In time we left the station life and moved into a town.
I'd go away to school each day, Jill wouldn't settle down.
She'd hang around the front wire gate and check each passer by.
Mum said it almost broke her heart to hear that collie cry.

She knew when it was half past three, and paced along the fence,
and when she saw me on the road, she'd lose all common sense.
She'd jump about and twirl around and bark like all let out;
her absolute devotion she thus proved without a doubt.
On weekends, with my newfound friends, we'd head down to the
creek,
and Jill would bound across the flats, adventures new to seek.
We'd swim in muddy billabongs, and climb the highest trees,
while Jillie whined her warnings as I hung from vine trapeze.
We'd stone bob-tailed goannas; frighten 'roos from shady rest;
chase emus over stony flats, and then our courage test
by teasing snakes whose bites could kill within a minute flat,
and even now I shudder when I think of things like that.
One day, upon a stupid dare, I tried to grab a black
that stared at me and flicked its tongue, but I would not move back.
Next minute Jill was standing there 'tween me and certain death;
then luckily, the snake backed down, and I drew thankful breath.
So many stories I could tell about my canine mate.
I often wonder, without her, what would have been my fate?
We'd venture to the quarry where we weren't allowed to go,
to balance on a crumbling ledge, our bravery to show.
I always had to be on top, I always had to win;
I'd teeter there upon my heels, so scared that I'd fall in.
The other kids would urge me on, though they had failed the test,
and I would feign bravado, hoping I would be the best.
Then just in time, as gravel rolled down to the quarry floor,
a high shrill bark would break my trance, and sanity restore.
I went away to college then; down in the city's clime,
and mother said that Jillie whined and whimpered all the time.
She'd lie there on my counterpane and stare with saddened eyes;
she wouldn't eat or leave my room, and grieved with endless sighs.
One day my teacher called me in, and handed me the phone,
then quietly she slipped away to leave me there alone.
My mother said I must come home; she'd booked me on the plane,
but doubted if I'd ever see my dear old friend again.
I wept a multitude of tears upon that awful flight,
and prayed with all the strength I had: “God! Don't take her tonight!”
She knew that I was coming, and she just would not give in.
I tell you, when I rushed inside, she raised a feeble grin.
I held her tightly in my arms and wept in dire distress;
she licked my face and wagged her tail, then died with happiness.
The time has come for us to meet again in Heaven's clime.
I know she'll greet me at the Gate, and we'll go back in time
to when I was a lonely child, and she'd been cast aside;
again we'll share that life we knew and roam the countryside.
I've lived a very happy life, and do not fear the end,
because I'll spend eternity with Jill, my dearest friend.
V.P. Read

Little known history— When the first fleet of Australian troop ships departed from Albany at Christmas 1914, they
were not heading for Gallipoli at all, but for England where the soldiers were to receive some training before going to
the battlefields of Flanders. Whilst in transit, several units of the British Army had mutinied in England due to the very
poor conditions of the training camps (to which the Australians were heading). The British did not want the situation
further complicated by having those “unruly, uncouth and uncivilised colonials” also involved and so the fleet was held
up in Egypt . While there, the Dardanelles campaign was conceived, and the Australian and New Zealand forces became part of it due to their proximity to the new war zone. The rest is history.
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March Muster Wrap-up - by Dot
Wow what a night!! It was a fantastic night with an enormous wealth of talent from our home grown poets. The
presenters that 'read' the poems did a brilliant job as the audience laughed and then cried with the variety of poems presented.. For some of the poets this was the first time that they had had had a public hearing of their poems, and congratulations to the new and emerging poets who plucked up the courage to do their poems, and
even introduced themselves to the audience with some background stories of the who and the why they came to
“Bush Poetry”.
Our MC, Brian Langley introduced the event with the reminder to all that writing is not an easy task as your brain
is trying to come to grips with this particular poem while there are 8 or 9 others running around and for each the
poet is trying to capture just the right word to complete.
The first two presentations were left-overs from Australia Day; with Catherine McLernon’s “Australia Day” presented by Lorelie Tacoma we heard of the way different people celebrate this most important day. It doesn't matter how we do this; by draping ourselves in the flag, picnics, or partying if we remember that we are all the same
and that mateship and friendship are most important.
Brian Langley presented Peter Harries' “Australia Day” which told of conversations overheard on the train to
Mandurah from people sounding off about others perhaps less fortunate that themselves. criticisms the elderly for
being a burden on the health system; of indigenous people and why can't they do better for themselves; of the
disabled and destitute and the people obviously from overseas places. Peter concludes his poem with the thought
that wisdom and tolerance perhaps come with age.
With Victoria Brown's “The Local Elder's Man”, the reader, Christine Boult threw herself into the part of the
farmers wife who lives miles from nowhere and rarely gets visitors so keeping up appearances is not very important. It is only when the Elders Man comes to call that she realised that she is a mess, but she knows that he understands that farmers wives have a lot to do. When, at another time, all seems to be going wrong and she finds
herself kicking and screaming in the dust, he arrives and offers her a hand up she knows that for this he will understand too. But the day she mows the lawn minus her top, coz she didn't want strap marks, and the Elder's Man
again came calling she is convinced that nothing will ever faze him. What his opinion of her is, well she doesn't
care.
“The Rabbit Exterminator” by Johnny Mac, read by Ron Ingam told the story of a BIG rabbit population that
needed to have something done. One of his mates came with the suggestion of tying gelignite to a big bunny and
set him down the burrow. So after careful calculation of the fuse length they set the bunny free. Waiting for the
boom they were surprised to hear if come from behind them where the pig pen had been blown up instead. With
piglets and bits of meat flying everywhere the exterminator could not be found and hasn't been back to pick up his
cheque yet.
Caroline Sambridge presented part one of her own Santa trilogy . The poor old bloke has got a weight problem
and needs to show how politically correct he is getting. He has lost a lot of weight and even Rudolph doesn't recognise him.
The first time in front of the microphone was for me a nerve racking experience but now I've felt the vibes that performing gives the presenter you may see me up again quite soon!!. Peg Vickers three short poems that I had the
pleasure to present were “You Can't Park There”. Where an elderly person with arthritis has chosen with care
where to park her car is told repeatedly “you can't park there”, after getting a bit stroppy he tells here that “you
can't park there” because its on the railway line! For the second poem “The Travelling Salesman” the farmers
wife is confronted with a person telling her he has had an accident and she must call the flying doctor immediately. After asking him in and giving him a cup of tea he tells her with a grin that he is a travelling salesman and
he used that trick to get her to let him in. Well it seems that he will now have something that does need fixing but
she is glad that he is not in intensive care. Her third presentation “The Alien”, tells of the bloke that has all these
complaints about us Australians, with our rivers not running and our mountains not being high and we are lazy
and think like chooks. But he couldn't go back from whence he came because there if he winged he would be
shot.
Austin Coulthard then presented his own “Cats”, bemoaning them catching birds and leaving fur everywhere but
as he sits drinking lots of wine and eating cheese, extolling their treatment of rats.
With Irene Conner’s poem “Let the Past go Free”, Grace Williamson had a very tricky subject to present. When
her son's best friends father tragically lost his life on Boxing Day because of an attack by aboriginal people during
a family picnic the lessons taught through out his life had to be re-told as she asks her son to not give in to the
prejudice and beatings or he will become just like them. If aboriginal people want reconciliation they need to fight
their prejudices from within their own community. She asks her son to respect each person that he meets and to
not allow his anger to colour his deeds. It is time to say enough is enough and let the past go free, and learn to
live in harmony.
“The Prospectors Daughter” by Terry Piggot was read by Geoff Bebb. See page 6 for the full poem.
Trish Yensch then read Catherine McLernon’s “The Emu and the Kangaroo”. A tale told of the friendship be-
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tween the two. When dingoes decided that a tasty haunch of Emu was just what they wanted, they slowly crept up
on the unsuspecting Emu. Kangaroo, meanwhile, returning from a visit with his Gran sees the Dingoes getting
ready to pounce. Kangaroo had heard that Dingoes were frightened by Bunyips so he covered himself in mud and
stuck bits of grass all over him and with roars he jumped out at the Dingoes giving them a great big fright. After
revealing himself to Emu, and telling him mof the dingos, they declared themselves to be the best of friends. You
can see this today as together they hold the Australian crest.
The very poignant, “The New Hat” by John Millar was read by Hadley Provis. It is printed in full on page 8.
“Levelling the Score” by Syd Hopkinson was read by Barry Higgins. Welcome back to the bright lights Barry and
Lesley. When his wife had her face badly burned he donated some skin, grafted from his bottom. When all the
healing was done wasn't it great when his fiery Mother in Law gave her daughter a kiss on the cheek???
After a lovely supper we had Readings from the Classics. John Hayes stepped in at the last minute with one from
WA poet of the past, Jack Sorenson. With St Pat’s day next week, “St Patrick came to Toodyay” was an appropriate choice. When St Patrick came to Toodyay to preach to the illiterate Yamigee people he declared that all
the snakes had to go. This was not to the liking of the Yamigee but St Patrick didn't listen and sent the snakes
away only to suffer the curses of the locals until they were returned.
Lorelie Tacoma then read Donna Blyth's poem “I Wish” which is printed in full on page 6.
Two poems by John Millar “The Turkey” and “The Good Old Days” were read by Wally Williamson. The Turkey
is the ultimate nightmare for Christmas dinner. With the Turkey in the Weber, the guests arrive and as dinner is
announced, horror of horrors, the Weber is opened to reveal that the turkey is not cooked yet. But all is not lost
as they eat all the other goodies and take a “doggy bag” of turkey home. In “The Good Old Days” things aren't
what they used to be (according to Dad). We used to be able to play in the street until late, leave the front door
unlocked and when we went into town we would meet people who would stop and chat. Off course we can hear
our old grandfather saying the same things so we should keep our advice to ourselves and remember that each
generation has its own 'I remember when.....” and keep everything in perspective.
Irene Conner then presented her own very tender poem “From Your Hands into Mine”. Adapted from a story she
read, she relates it to her Gran. The poem can be read in full on page 7.
With another one of Syd Hopkinson's, “The Drought Breaker”, Barry Higgins told the story of the rain that broke
the drought. When Tom has a party for one and all to celebrate the rain it is discovered that he appears to have
had the most rain fall and his gauge is full. As Tom is celebrating this he gets another phone call from someone
who tells of one of his guests acting most peculiar as he had piddled in his rain gauge.
Christine Boult returned with another one from Victoria Brown, “The Boyup Brook Poem” is her summary of the
recent Bush Poets Brekky at Boyup Brook. See page 5.
Ron Ingam then presented another two of Johnny Mac's. The first “Bill and Tom” is about two neighbours who
had a dispute with whose cattle was whose. When Tom was accused of taking some cattle that weren't his own,
he had to grin and bear the legal consequences. As time went on there appeared some cattle with strange marks
who seemed to be very attached to their mothers who were on Tom's land, so he hatched a plot to not call in the
police but get even with Bill who was a pillar of society. To stop the story getting out and ruining his Bill’s reputation Tom proposed a land swap as compensation. In “I Can Climb Windmills” he had come down from the Kimberley's with aching bones seeking a specialist. This Doc said he was not to go climbing windmills any more and
he was to give up the booze before he would operate. He promised that he would not be any trouble and was
wheeled into the operating theatre where he was given a new back axle stuck in with araldite. So now he is as
good as rain.
With parts two and three of her Santa saga Caroline Sambridge told of the jolly old gentleman getting himself
into further trouble and possibly being a spy with the IRA or perhaps a terrorist, but as he is still struggling with his
weight he needs to stock up on Christmas cake and Irish cream.
Grace Williamson returned and presented another from Peg Vickers, “Poetic Justice”. The jewellery robbers
were gaoled and there were hopes that they would tell where they had hidden the jewels. But they didn't talk.
Then a crazy bush poet was arrested and he started going through all his verses, but when he starts telling his
own the robbers tell the gaoler they will tell where the jewels are if only he would stop. So beware any bush poet
that gets drunk.
Hadley Provis jn his second appearance at the microphone presented Peter Blyth’s “Double Indemnity”. When
asked why he wore both belt and, braces, he explained that it was because he was worried that his trousers
would fall down. He explained that while playing tennis his belt broke and his trousers fell down so that he couldn't
complete the set, replacing the belt with braces, he was playing golf when they too succumbed, again resulting in
dropped trousers. So he decided that to use both belt and braces and hasn't had an accident yet. When asked
what about the fly front it appears that that was well and truly covered by two zips and four buttons.
Irene Conner came to the mic’ again and presented one of her own “The Old Timer”.
As a nurse she had noticed that this old bloke that by his rough hands had been a workman. (cont on page 12)
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Committee Members—WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners 2007—2008
Brian Langley
Tom Conway
Noreen Boyd
Phyllis Tobin
Edna Westall
Grace Williamson
Anne Hayes
Trish Joyce
Rusty Christensen

President
V. President
Secretary
Treasurer
Amenities
Schools Prog.
Committee
Committee
Past President

9361 3770
9339 2802
9472 1384
9364 4323
9339 3028
9361 4265
9377 1238
9493 1995
9364 4491

briandot@tpg.com.au

ewestall1@bigpond.com
gracewil@bigpond.com
hayseed4@optusnet.com.au
rustnjude@bigpond.com

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
Mar
Mar

30
31

Val Lishman Bush Poets Comp Dardanup Hotel 11am
Postponed until Oct 5 - Changed venue
Qld Champs Performance
Closing Date Harold 07 4787 3211 PO Box 620 Charters Towers Qld 4820
Event on Apr 29—May 1
Apr
3-6
Man from Snowy River Festival
Corryong Vic - Jan 02 6076 1992 mfsrbf@bigpond.com
Apr
4
WAPB&YS Muster
Mt Pleasant Bowling Club Normal Muster—Short poem contest
Apr 28 May 1 Qld State Champs
Charters Towers Qld — see earlier Bully Tin for contact details
May 2
WAPB&YS Muster
Mt Pleasant Bowling Club Guest Artist Peter Harries
May 4
Moondyne Joe Festival
Toodyay — Poetry being co-ordinated by President Brian
May
10-11 Stockmans Hall of Fame Champships
Longreach Qld www.stockmanshalloffame.com.au
May
30
Bush Lantern Written Awards
Closing date - Bundy Muster Sandy 07 4151 4631 lees@interworx.com.au
June 6
WABP&YS Muster
Mt Pleasant Bowling Club
Experienced Poets.
July 4
WABP&YS Muster
Mt Pleasant Bowling Club
preceded by AGM
Regular events - Albany Bush Poetry group
Geraldton Bush poetry Group

4th Thursday of each month
Last Friday of each month

Peter 9844 6606
Catherine 9938 3813

(Muster Wrap from page 11) With his old battered hat on the shelf and his stock boots on the floor next to him he would
always remember his time as a younger man out in the bush.
Ben Jacobs “Nelson's Bog”, presented by Austin Coulthard, tells the story of the truckie who breaks down and seeing
the glow of a fire goes to say hello. The bullocky that he meets tells of his time in the bush along with his faithful dog and
he always sets a fire to help out people on the road who need some help. As the drover disappears in the fog he realises that he has been talking to a ghost.
Brian Langley concluded the night with two poems, “Complacent Me” by John Millar tells of the Complacent person,
going to the Doc seeking a remedy for his malady, only to be told that it is stress about all the terrible things that are
happening around the world perhaps getting closer to home. Terry Piggot’s “Golden Memories” tells of the time spent
looking for gold as the two mates, at the time of the second great gold rush, bought on by the advent of metal detectors
travel the country listening for the ‘ping’ that that will bring them a fortune.

Country Poets -Is there anything poetic going on in your neck of the woods.
If so, why not drop us a line and tell us about it
Members—Do you have poetic products for sale? If so please let the editor know so you can be added to this
list
Members can contact the poets via
the Assn. Secretary or visit our website www.wabushpoets.com Go to
the “Performance Poets” page
Address correspondence for the
Bully Tin to:
The Editor “Bully Tin”
86 Hillview Tce, St. James 6102

Members’ Poetic Products
Victoria Brown (new)
CD
Peter Blyth
CDs, books
Rusty Christensen CDs
Brian Gale
CD & books
John Hayes
CDs & books
Tim Heffernan
book
Brian Langley
books &
laminated poems

Rod & Kerry Lee
Arthur Leggett

CDs
books,
inc autobiography
Keith Lethbridge
books
Corin Linch
books
Val Read
books
Caroline Sambridge book
Peg Vickers
books

Address Monetary payments to:

Address all other correspondence to

The Treasurer
WA Bush Poets &Yarnspinners
8 Fionn Crt Ardross 6153

The Secretary
WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners
12 Getting St, Lathlain, 6100

Page 12

