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MC—Nancy Coe 94725303

WE REMEMBERED AT
TERRY BENNETTS
25TH APRIL 2015

Bush Poet Members “Cobber” Lethbridge, Rob Gunn, Brian
Langley and Bill Gordon performed at the second ANZAC Day
Music and Poetry evening at Terry Bennetts lovely garden in
Gnangara. This is proving a popular event with many more in
attendance than last year.
Terry and his “Band of Mates’ Evan Platschinda and Ginger
Cox, and other guest artists provided a wonderful mixed entertainment program which was very much appreciated. In a setting facing west it was a very surreal moment as the sun went
down on a memorable day in the life of all Australians and New
Zealanders.
The ANZAC theme was carried throughout the program and a
combined rendition of “I Am Australian” at the end of the evening was a final salute to all our past diggers and heroes.
We will remember the sacrifice, the losses, the futility, the mateship, the coming of age as a nation at Gallipoli, the tenacity and
will to succeed and grow.
We will remember that we had to endure more horrors and
losses a second time around as we remember Changi,
Sandakan, Kokoda and how close enemy fire came to reaching
our shores.
We will remember the freedom, the choices we have; we are
grateful for our lucky country.
But we also remember Afghanistan and present day conflicts
and those still fighting for peace in this troubled world.
WE WILL REMEMBER!!

MOONDYNE JOE CONTINUES TO
STIR UP TOODYAY
The Festival Committee at Toodyay have
done themselves proud once again with
much of the townsfolk dressing up in period
costume and enjoying being “held up” or
getting caught in the cross fire as
“Moondyne Joe” was chased throughout the
stores and markets by the local constabulary.
Visitors to the area were entertained all day
with markets,,street dancing and pipe
bands.

Terry Bennetts and Kate Linke at Toodyay
Bush poets John Hayes, Rob Gunn,
Christine Boult, Dave Smith and Bill Gordon
joined Terry Bennetts and Kate Linke in the
beer garden at the Freemasons Hotel. This
proved to be a good experience as there
was quite a crowd of patrons in the garden.
There was a marque in the main street
where brochures regarding the State
Championships in November were handed
out.
This was manned by Nancy Coe who also
entertained with her accordion.
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President’s Preamble -

At the end of this year I will have been farming for 50 years. In that time my life has taken
many twists and turns. I started as a farm hand working for my father. Then I graduated to
becoming stud groom, showing dad’s angus cattle at Sydney Royal Show and several country
shows in NSW (the family farm was near Orange).
At the time I married Meg I was running my own angus stud and commercial cattle herd plus
prime lambs.
After we moved to Boyup Brook in 1978 with three boys under 4ys. It was merino sheep plus
oats. The collapse of the wool market in 1990 forced us into cropping canola and barley. We
are still growing those crops, but the sheep enterprise has shifted focus onto the live export
market.
So my farming career has not been simply doing the same thing year after year. I have also
been a wool classer, mechanic, chook farmer, bush vet, bookkeeper and worn many other
hats in my time as a farmer.
The “Bush Poet” hat is fitting very comfortably at the moment.
At the end of this year we are leasing the farm and spending a lot of time traveling, writing
poetry, attending and performing at festivals, and catching up with family and friends right
across Australia. The camper trailer has been purchased and we are starting to fit it out to suit
us. The plan is to be back here for Toodyay and Boyup Brook but the rest of the year we
could be anywhere.
The president of our association needs to be on hand to deal with whatever comes up
through the year. It would be very difficult for me to do that in an efficient and timely manner
from such a distance. I believe we need a new president who will be more accessible to
members and to the WA public, so I urge you all to give consideration to electing a new president at the AGM on 3rd July.
Bill Gordon
President

WA BUSH POETS & YARNSPINNERS ASSOC.

AGM
FRIDAY 3rd JULY 2015
At 6.30pm
BENTLEY PARK AUDITORIUM
All members are urged to attend
See Notices of Motion page 5
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I grew up hearing stories of the prisoners of war who
worked on the infamous Thai-Burma railway. What I did not
hear about, what no one heard about, was the prisoners of
war who went from Changi to North Borneo. By 1945 the
Japs were retreating and men who had survived the rigors
of Sandakan were forced to carry supplies on a death
march to Ranau. Many died on the way from sheer
exhaustion and starvation. The rest were ultimately
massacred by the Japanese.
This chapter of our history was kept secret after the war,
and relatives of those POWs had to wait 30 to 40 years
before learning what actually happened to their loved ones.

Death and sickness everywhere, the captors did not
care
How many fell while getting this job done
With ulcerated legs, no heeding to their begs
For mercy as they toiled beneath the sun.
Men reduced to skin and bone, with every rib now
shown
And their rice allowance once more cut in half.
Delirious and abused, Red Cross medicine refused,
Forced back to work, the Japs could only laugh.

This poem is a reflection on my visit to Sandakan in April
2010.
SANDAKAN

So many mates had died, their liberty denied
They filled the swamp and levelled off each mound
Still they laboured day by day, a cup of rice their pay
With failing strength they built a landing ground

The air is warm and still, up my spine there runs a chill
As we enter through the gates at Sandakan.
Here we come on Anzac Day, honour those who had no
say,
This place was hell on earth for every man.

The tide of war must change, the Japs now acting
strange,
There’s a sense of panic in their every move,
At last they’re showing fear, they know their end is near,
But they aren’t finished yet, their dominance to prove.

Through the ghostly pre-dawn light, in my mind I glimpse a
sight
Of the camp here in those darkest days of war.
Those spirits come assailing, their courage yet unfailing,
Brave wretched souls who walk this earth no more.

On that God-forsaken track, a bag of rice upon each
back,
Weak men struggled on a march to who knows where.
Somehow they reached Ranau, today we question how,
While the beatings kept on coming, their captors did not
care.

Forced here to do a task, an exhausting thankless ask,
To build an airfield for the Japanese.
Daily brutally assaulted, their courage never faltered,
They lived and worked in squalor and disease.
They had heard Australia’s call, “We need you one and all,
For King and Country rally to the cause.”
Young men without a care, men of chivalry and flair,
Signed up to go and fight another’s wars.
Sailed off without a fear, while their mothers shed a tear,
They’d seen it almost thirty years before.
Another time, another place, another enemy to face,
Now their sons were heading off to Singapore.
A fortress strong and true, no chance of breaking through,
Our men were safe behind those giant guns.
The Japs had another plan, they stormed in overland,
Took all before them, and Australia’s sons.
Men were given no respect, with contempt and with neglect
They were starved and flogged and treated just like swine.
The plans had all been made, no care what price was paid,
An airfield for the Emperor and have it done on time.

None would be left alive, not a single soul survive,
To tell the world what slaughter happened here.
Escape right now they must, in providence to trust,
Some allied soldiers surely must be near.
That six men did survive, made it out of there alive,
A miracle they made their homeland shore.
Mates who lay along the track, a bullet in the back,
No chance for them to even up the score.
The price of war is paid by men whose bodies laid
Forever in some far-off foreign land.
Men who made it home, but daunted, with mind and
body haunted
By the horrors at the hand of fellow man.

All we who were not there, the suffering to share,
How can we ever hope to understand.
But let us remember yet, never ever to forget
What happened at that place called Sandakan.
Bill Gordon 8.9.2014
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Canning River Eco Education Centre was the venue for a very entertaining morning
to a small but appreciative crowd on Saturday 2nd May 2015.
Bush poets Christine Boult, Rob Gunn and John Hayes each had a different segment to
demonstrate their talents.
Christine put a lot of effort into organising damper, johnny cakes and billy tea. Participants
could make and/or cook their own morning refreshments. She also provided the gathering
with entertainment on her treasured concertina. During this time Rob showed his prowess with
the stock whip and this especially interested the young boys in the audience. Rob also gave
us some poetry put to music with his guitar. John explained why many “bushies” had mouth
organs, they were small enough to fit into pockets and were easy to play. He played a tune as
well as reciting some of his own poems.
As not many volunteered for the writing workshop, the morning progressed with more entertainment until lunch time.

Christine Boult
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Important Notice - – Changes to WABPYA Constitution & Rules
Your Committee has decided to update the Constitution and Rules of the Association to take
into account some recent changes to the Associations Incorporation Act 2014 . This will
facilitate the exercise of some of the duties of office holders and functions of the Association
generally.
Some of the changes which are worth noting are as follows:


The minimum number of ordinary members is 6 (previously no minimum);



The minimum age limit for ordinary members is 15 years;



The liability of members is limited to their subscription;



The minimum number of ordinary members on the Committee is 1 (previously 4);



There will be integrity tests for Committee members;



The President will now be known as the Chairperson;



The Secretary will be able to delegate duties such as maintenance of the
membership register and minute-taking;



The Committee can set up sub-committees and subsidiary offices;



Committee members may be paid travel allowance (but not sitting fees); and



There will be a set process for the resolution of disputes.

At the AGM on Friday 3rd July 2015 I will be moving the following resolution:
THAT subject to the retention of the Objects of the Association and such other
specific administrative details as the Committee may determine, the Constitution and
Rules of this Association be amended by rescinding and replacing them in toto with
the “Model Rules for the Associations Incorporation Act 2014” as adapted and
adopted by the Committee.

The draft Model Rules are available for download at www.commerce.wa.gov.au/search/
site/model rules draft.
Copies will also be available at the AGM or
from me upon request.
Thank you
Peter Nettleton—Vice President

Membership Renewal is
due at AGM

Notice of Motion 2—Moved N. Coe seconded by R. Kohn that the January meeting is
held on Australia Day.
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ARENA ARTS THEATRE GROUP
are running a fund raising

VARIETY SHOW
at the Latvian Centre Theatre
60 Cleaver Terrace Belmont
on Saturday 30th May 2015 at 8pm.
Fully licenced. BYO Nibbles

Any poets interested in performing can contact
Peter Nettleton at stinger@iinet.net.au or on 0407770053

SENIORS RECREATION COUNCIL OF WA INC.

presents the

Teddy Bears Picnic Seniors Ball
Wednesday 3rd June 2015
1pm to 4.30pm
ASTRAL BALLROOM, CROWN PERTH

$35pp inc Afternoon Tea (Discount for group bookings)
Entertainment:
Live Band “Offspring”
and
Gary Lynn presents “The Swinging Years”
For further information and ticket sales:
94929772
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An invitation is extended to
anyone from Bush Poets keen
on camping in July.
Alan Aitken and his partner (Debbie)
are going to Congelin Camp ground
Dryandra located about 160km south
east of Perth off the Albany Highway
from Tuesday 7th to Thursday 9th
July. There are bays for caravans as
well as a tenting area close by. This
area has long drop toilets, water (not
for drinking) bbq’s and tables and
chairs. There are also cabins in a
village located about 10 to 12 kms
away on gravel road.
For more information on the cabins ring
(08) 98845231.
Remember this is school holiday time.

From north or south on Albany Highway, take the
turn to York/Williams (4kms on Perth side of Williams). Proceed 20kms and turn right to stay on
York/Williams road (this section is gravel). There
will be a cardboard sign here. 2km further on there
will be sign posts pointing into the camp ground to
your right.
This is where our group will congregate.

There are bush walking tracks of various lengths
and two scenic drives. Of an evening there is
nothing better than sitting around a small camp
fire. Telling yarns and bush poetry will be optional.
There is also Barna Mia evening tours which run
on Monday, Wedesday and Friday and Saturday.
Bookings are essential (Especially as it is school
holidays).
Contact the DEC’s office in Narrogin on (08)
98819200.

For more information about this event please contact Alan Aitken on 0400249 243 or
aaitken@live.com.au
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The challenge for the May Muster was “May I”. Most poems
were along a similar theme.

May I (A love story from beginning to end)
“May I have the pleasure of your company for this dance, please?
So we danced the waltz together and I gave her arm a squeeze.
And “may I escort you home?” as I held her hand real tight;
I walked her to the front gate and kissed her lips ‘Goodnight’.
And “may I kneel before your feet and plead on bended knee?
To implore you to consider how you may marry me.
For if you’d just consent to be my faithful darling wife,
From now until forever, I’d be your slave for life.”
Much later; “May I sneak out to the pub and leave you all alone?
To cook ‘n’ wash ‘n’ iron ‘n’ clean and tidy up our home.”
And “may I take the weekend off to go fishing with the boys?
The kids are driving me insane with all their screaming noise.”

“May I just call a favour in for this new project that I’ve got?”
And that’s when she exploded with a “No! You darn may not!”
So if you’ve any ‘may I’s” left; you’d better just forget it;
Or when I hear another one, I’ll make sure you’ll regret it!”
Frank Heffernan (March 2015)

Seniors Recreation Council of WA Inc.
A Live Lighter Event
HAVE A GO DAY
Wednesday 11th November 2015
Burswood Park, Great Eastern Highway
8.30am to 3.00pm
Free Activities and Information day for over 45’s
Free tea, coffee and bottled water available all
day
For more information contact Seniors Recreation
Council of WA Inc.
0894929772
www.srcwa.asn.au
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The Biggest Pumpkin
Our annual show has pumpkins
of quite substantial size
as gardeners vie for honours
and that “Big Pumpkin” prize.
Now I fancied I could grow
a bigger, better one
in a plot beside the pig pen
manured with their dung.
In secret it was nurtured
hidden so no-one knew
It really was amazing
just how it grew and grew.
It soon became a monster
getting bigger over night
just like young Jack’s beanstalk
it was an awesome sight.
Then came the day to harvest
I backed the trailer, dual wheels
but when I bumped my pumpkin
from inside there came squeals!
A dozen little piglets
closely followed by the sow
ran from within that pumpkin
and kicked up such a row.
Those rotten little buggers
had chewed in from the back
then eaten out its insides
(which had them nice and fat.)
I was deeply disappointed
not to win the Pumpkin prize
but won “Champion” for side of pork
the chops were jumbo size!
© Pete. Stratford. 22.3.15

Mother’s Day (A lesson from my Father)

May I

My father’s taught me many things, some more use
than others.
The most important thing he taught me
centred on my mother.
“Son,” he said. “No matter what you do or you
become
Just make sure—no matter what—you always love
your mum.”

“May I ask dear how your day went” as you
walked in through the door;
Slowly shuffled through the remnants still
strewn ‘cross lounge room floor.
I said that I played ‘chasies’, your expression
was quite weird, as I went into details while the
floor I slowly cleared.

Your mum is without doubt the greatest gift I’ve given
you.
She’s thoughtful, kind and patient and she’s honest,
through and through.
The thing that you don’t realise are the many roles she
plays,
The many jobs she does with ease on every single
day.
Your mother, she’s a diplomat, an all rounder, a vet.
Alarm clock, dietician—and a wife let’s not forget.
A peace maker, a hairdresser, a teacher, volunteer,
Lie detector, dressmaker, domestic engineer.
Baby sitter, memory maker, psychic, navigator
Photographer, psychiatrist, a painter/decorator.
She shops for you, she finds your stuff, cleans up the
mess you make
Does your clothes, washes up and decorates your
cake.
Comedian, detective, chef—there is nobody wiser.
Match maker, recycler and a birthday organiser.
Money lender, tooth fairy, event co-ordinator
I tell you, she does everything—there is nobody
greater.
“So when your mother says she’s tired,
you know it’s not a lie.
When she says she needs a hand,
I hope you now know why.
You only have one mother, son.
So cherish her with care.
You’ll never know her value
till you see her empty chair.

“It started with the washer which I chased near
out the door,
Its bowl just kept on spinning as it bounced
across the floor.
The next chase was with vacuum,
dust bunnies we did rush
from hidden holes and hutches with extended
round end brush.

The spiders fled before me as I waved the
cobweb broom;
They did not share my pleasure as we raced
around the room.
The children just sat laughing discarded toys
lay dumped;
Their morning snack now laying in great grey
gloopy lumps.
Drew breath while sipping coffee, and to fill
my heart with glee,
Paper windows I dared open and saw
countless dollars flee.
My daily quests not over till hungry mouths
I’d fed
So I raced around the kitchen ‘fore I chased
them off to bed.
The day ran on before me and soon you came
on home
From workplace to home’s doorstep and gave
a little groan
As on the floor before you, still strewn across
the room,
were the remnants of my day dear;
It was no honeymoon.
Deb McQuire

Mick Collis

A guest poet on Radio 6PR who was given a challenge. It was the Friday before Mother’s
Day and listeners were invited to call or sms words to describe the role their mother had
played at some stage over the years. The response was amazing 30 words were contributed
and the result, I am sure you will agree is brilliant.
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Muster Write Up 1st May 2015—Meg Gordon
MC for the evening was Dave Smith and he got things under way at 7pm.

Bill Gordon gave us “ How MacDougal Topped the Score” (Thomas E. Spencer). MacDougal enlisted the help of his sheep dog Pincher to help his team win their cricket match.
Pincher took off with the ball and while the opposition chased the dog MacDougal ran the 50
runs his team needed for victory.
John Hayes—”Harry Swains Scales”. John’s poem was about Harry Swain who arrived in
Coolgardie in the gold boom era of 1898. He took up various leases in the area and always
carried a set of scales. These scales were handed down to John’s mother and she passed
them on to him who used them while on his own prospecting journeys. The end journey for
these scales is on his mantle piece and John often wondered what stories the scales could
tell.
John also presented “The Song of Wheat” (AB Patterson). Banjo tells the story as it was for
the early wheat growers in the Mallee Plains of NSW as it was in the nineteenth century.
“South by west of the Great Divide where the grim grey plains run, where the old flock
masters lined and died in the ceaseless fight with drought. Weary with waiting and hope
deferred, they were ready to own defeat, Till at last they heard the master word and the
master word was– WHEAT”

Contributors to the “May I” challenge then presented their poems. Those participating were:
Nancy Coe, Brian Langley, Bill Gordon, Jem Shorland, Dot Langley, Christine Boult, Jack
Mathews, Dave Smith, Frank Heffernan, Deb McQuire. Most poems centred around
domestic or otherwise bliss and how partners were wooed and wed. Two of the poems are
printed elsewhere in the Bully Tin.
Nancy Coe presented her own poem “ First Visit to Boyup Brook Country Music
Festival 2013.”
Rob Gunn recognized Mother’s Day coming up with Mick Collis’ “ Mothers Day.” This
poem was written as the result of a challenge given to Mick Collis, who was a guest poet on
6PR a few years ago. You may never miss your Mum until you see her empty chair.
Terry Piggott—”Droving Grasshoppers.” His own poem about when grasshoppers mutate.
“Cobber” Lethbridge— “Motorcycle Ringer”

After Supper, Christine Boult gave us her own poem “The Ring.” A wife loses her wedding
ring on the beach and begs her husband to find it.
Alan Aitken—”The Man from Snowy River” (AB Patterson).

Frank Heffernan—”House Among The Gum Trees” . His own poem about a group of
Greenies who built their dream house in the middle of a National Forest. It seemed like the
perfect place to live and enjoy the beauty of nature, until one day in late summer a bushfire
wiped them out.
Lesley McAlpine—”Clancy @ The Overflow” a parody on the well known classic, written by
an unknown person.
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A Reading from the Classics was given by Elaine Smith. “The Old Wood Stove in The
Kitchen” (Gertrude Skinner). The author was born in 1913 and was a talented writer of
traditional bush ballads. She mainly wrote from the experience of her early days, having lived
through the Depression and working with her husband often as a shearers cook. In her 80’s
she liked to entertain people reciting her poems. She died at the great age of 94.
Barry Higgins— “After Ewe” (Peter Blyth). It doesn’t pay to undress and try and rescue a ewe
from the dam, especially when the stock agent is due to visit.

Brian Langley—”Animals and Me.” Brian’s poem describes how, from a very early age, all
sorts of animals have bitten, kicked, stung, chased and peed on him. It seems that they
instinctively know it’s him that is there. He has however, just bought himself a farm and doesn’t
expect too many dramas, for it is a worm farm.
Jack Matthews - “The Shooting of Dan McGrew” (Robert Service 1874-1958, a bank clerk).
When alcohol fuelled suitors of the same woman collide there is bound to be trouble.
“Cobber” Lethbridge—Entertained on the mouth organ “We Are Australian”. Then gave us
one of his favourites “Mildew The Cook”. Even the Boss’s daughter could not work with this
shearer’s cook.

Rob Gunn—” Today To Morrow” (Bob Gibson). When one tries to travel to a town called Morrow and return he next day. How Rob keeps the sequences right in this poem had us intrigued
and mesmerised!
Bill Gordon—”The Man From Ironbark” ( A B Patterson). The bushman got more than he

bargained for when he asked for a shave, and the barber did not realise how his little joke
would backfire.
Evening closed with Nancy Coe offering to MC June Muster.

Member s ar e r eminded that the AGM will pr ecede the J uly Muster commencing at
6.30pm.

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
Stay up to date with events and competitions right
across Australia
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Committee Members—WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners 2014—2015
Bill Gordon
Peter “Stinger” Nettleton
Brian Langley
Irene Conner
Alan Aitken

President
97651098
Vic President
Webmaster
9361 3770
Secretary/State Rep APBA
Treasurer

0428651098 northlands@wn.com.au
0407770053 stinger@iinet.net.au
briandot@tpg.com.au
0429652155 Iconner21@wn.com.au
0400249243 aaitken@aapt.net.au

John Hayes
93771238 0428542418
Rodger Kohn
93872905 0428372341
Dave Smith
0438341256
Bob Brackenbury
93641310 0418918884
Robert Gunn
Sound gear set up
0417099676
Jem Shorland
0423797487
Maxine Richter
Bullytin Distributor
0429339002
Nancy Coe
Muster Meet/greet 94725303
Not on the committee, but taking on the following tasks:
Colin Tyler
Supper
Rhonda Hinkley
Librarian
0417099676
Meg Gordon
Bully Tin Editor/Muster Writeups 0404075108

hayseed1@optusnet.com.au
rodgershirley@bigpond.com
daveandelainesmith1@bigpond.com
oddjobbob@bigpond.com
gun.hink@hotmail.com
shorland@iinet.net.au
maxine.richter@bigpond.com

gun.hink@hotmail.com
meggordon4@bigpond.com.au

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

Regular events
Albany Bush Poetry group
Bunbury Bush Poets

4th Tuesday of each month
First Monday of every second
month

Peter 9844 6606
Alan Aitken 0400249243

Do YOU have any poetic events which need to go in this space? Or for that matter anywhere within this
newsletter—it is YOUR newsletter, I would like to see more direct contributions from members and friends.
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 or www.wabushpoets.com
Please contact the Webmaster, Brian Langley on 93613770 if you would like to
see your poems featured in the Members Poetry section.
Country Poets -Is there anything poetic going on in your neck of the woods.
If so, why not drop us a line and tell us about it
Members—Do you have poetic products for sale? If so please let the editor know so you can be added to this
list
Members can contact the poets via
the Assn. Secretary or visit our website www.wabushpoets.com
Go to the “Performance Poets” page

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

Address correspondence for the
Bully Tin to:
The “Bully Tin” Editor
Box 364,
Bentley WA 6982
e-mail meggordon4@bigpond.com.au

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

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

