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May 2014

Next Muster May 2nd 7pm - Bentley Park Auditorium, Bentley Park
Compere: Bill Gordon 97651098 0428651098 northlands@wn.com.au
Short poems required for the May Muster.
Theme: May Migration.
If you won’t be there send your poem to Bill and
it will be read on the night.
NB: Maximum of 16 lines
No prizes, only glory. If you send your poems by
email to me , I will include them in the June
Bully Tin

WINNERS ARE MEMBERS OF WA BUSH POETS
AND YARN SPINNERS
Great new with Terry Piggott coming third in the
written section of the YASS POETRY FESTIVAL.
His poem was titled The Old Brush Hut.
John Hayes received a highly commended, second prize at the Victorian championships in Corryong, for his classical rendition of C.J.Dennis’s
Violets. John and Anne were also acknowledged
for their help in setting up.
Val Read received a third in the written humourous
section with The Leaping Lizard Episode.

Eastern States News and competitions from the ABPA website
22nd - 24th August - Camooweal Drover's Camp Festival
Announcing that The Drover’s Camp Talent Award (Performance)
and the Bronze Spur Award (Written) competitions are on again.
Details to follow soon. Contact Brenda Joy - PO Box 1727 Charters
Towers 4820. halenda@live.com.au
1st August, Closing date for Ipswich Poetry Feast - Poetry
Writing Competition. Bush Poetry Category: $1,000 Prize Money.
www.ipswichpoetryfeast.com.au
JULY 2014
20th July - Poets Breakfast for South Coast Country Music
Festival at Dapto Leagues Club. Presentation of Kembla Flame
written poetry award.
4-6 July - 19th Bundy Bush Poetry Muster incorporating
Queensland State Performance Championships
Across the Waves Sports Club, 1 Miller Street Bundaberg. Sandy
Lees 07 4151 4631 leesjdsl@yahoo.com.au
4th July, Closing date for Graham Fredriksen Memorial Written
Bush Poetry Competition. First Prize: $200, Second: $100 &
Third: $50. Winners announced at the North Pine Bush Poetry Festival Sunday 24th August 2014.

The Man From Snowy River Quilt

JUNE 2014
11th June, Closing date for 'Kembla Flame' written bush poetry award, presented at the Poets Breakfast during the South Coast
Country Music Festival on 20th July at Dapto Leagues Club.
6-9 June, Snowy Poetry Cup at Perisher Peak Festival in Perisher Valley NSW.
3rd June, Closing date for Broken Ski Award, presented at Perisher Peak Festival 6-9 June.
1st June, Poets Breakfast during Country Weekend, Kempsey
Showground NSW.
Email Jeremy Whitaker: kempseymusic@gmail.com
MAY 2014
23rd May 2014, Closing date for Bush Lantern Award for written
bush verse, Bundy Bush Poetry Muster 4-6 July
APRIL 2014
30th April, Closing date for Bronze Swagman Award

Winners at Corryong.
Can you spot John in the front row?

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

President’s Preamble -

Something a bit different
In case you have trouble working out the meter, it’s
supposed to be,
‘Come SIT by my CAMPfire and POUR out some TEA’ a sort of singsong
LEND ME AN EAR

May 2014
Meg and I are back in WA after a very relaxing
but also very interesting trip of Tasmania. We
spent a day with Peter and Doreen Stratford in
Burnie. They are members of WA Bush Poets
and Yarnspinners as there is no similar association in Tassie. They are volunteers at the rhododendron gardens, 30 Ha of steep bushland
that has been transformed into a magnificent
garden. It is well worth a visit if you ever head
that way. We caught up with Phillip Rush in
Hobart. Phillip is Tasmania’s rep on the ABPA.
He has written 22 books, and is a regular on
ABC Country hour radio.
As I write this, I am preparing for the Bunbury
Show. They run a good Bush Poetry and Country Music program at what is mainly a horse
show. We have an enthusiastic group of bush
poets in Bunbury who maintain a presence at
several events throughout the year, as well as
holding a bi-monthly get together at the Parade Hotel.
Then it is off to Toodyay for the Moondyne
Festival on 4th May (that is the Sunday following our next muster.) I have been asked to do
a couple of spots in the museum that day, and
I am looking forward to more involvement with
the Toodyay people. They are very supportive
of our Bush Poetry weekend, and we have already started planning for this year’s event.
Talking of the May muster, I hope all our writers are up for the challenge of writing a poem
on “May Migration”. Only short, max 16 lines.
If you will not be at the muster then send it to
me and I, as MC that night, will find someone
who can read it for you on the night.
Our AGM will be held on July 4th, 6.30pm. That
will be immediately before the July muster.
Membership will be due by that date. All committee positions become vacant and there will
be some vacancies to be filled.
Quote from Tassie: “It is the bend in the road
that makes the drive worthwhile”.
Very appropriate as there are plenty of bends
in the Tasmanian roads.
Bill Gordon
President

Come sit by my campfire and pour out some tea
and listen to stories while sitting with me.
I’ll take you on journeys and tell you tall tales,
of life in the outback along dusty trails.
I’ll tell you of sunsets with beauty so rare
and silence that followed for those who were there.
You’ll gaze at the stars here and marvel in awe,
then ask yourselves questions of things that you saw.
You’ll sense the lands spirit while out there with me
and hear the night whisper of things you can’t see.
Then wake at first light as the dawn chorus sings
and bask in the glory the outback still brings.
I’ll tell you of gold finds that made the headlines
and precious red opal from Gibber Plain mines.
And mention strange stories of things that I’ve seen,
then take you to places where few have yet been.
We’ll visit some graveyards forgotten for years,
with stories of sadness and countless shed tears.
The towns that they came from are also long gone,
when gold petered out there they quickly moved on.
It’s getting quite late now and time for the sack,
tomorrow I’m moving way off down the track.
Let’s put on the billy and make a fresh brew,
I’ll tell you more stories next time I pass through.
© T.E. Piggott

AGM

Our AGM will be held on July 4th, 6.30pm. That
will be immediately before the July muster.
Membership will be due by that date. All committee positions become vacant and there will
be some vacancies to be filled. New blood is
always welcome.
APOLOGIES
As the election was on last muster, the venue
was transferred to upstairs. We had short notice and we realise there may have been some
confusion. The decision is generally to keep the
muster at Bentley Park, even though the upstairs venue is cosy.
Thanks to the team; Colin, Maxine, Terry, Nancy , Rob and all the other stalwarts who assisted
Lorelie on the night.
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DOREEN by C.J. Dennis

SEEKING REFUGE

I. WASHING DAY
The little gipsy vi'lits, they wus peepin' thro' the green
As she come walkin' in the grass, me little wife,
Doreen.
The sun shone on the sassafras, where thrushes sung a bar.
-The 'ope an' worry uv our lives wus yelling fer 'is Mar. I watched 'er comin' down the green; the sun wus on 'her 'air Jist the woman that I marri'd, when me luck wus 'eading fair.

By John Hayes

I seen 'er walkin' in the sun that lit our little farm.
She 'ad three clothes-pegs in 'er mouth, an' washin' on 'er arm Three clothes-pegs, fer I counted 'em, an' watched 'er as she come.
"The stove-wood's low," she mumbles, "an' young Bill 'as cut 'is
thumb,"
Now, it weren't no giddy love-speech, but it seemd to take me straight
Back to the time I kissed 'er first beside 'er mother's gate.
Six years 'uv wedded life we've 'ad, an' still me dreams is sweet. . .
Aw, them bonzer little vi'lits, they wus smilin' round me feet.
An' wots a bit uv stove-wood count, wiv paddicks grinnin' green,
When a bloke gits on to dreamin' uv the old days an' Doreen The days I thort I snared a saint; but since I've understood
I 'ave wed a dinkum woman, which is fifty times as good.
I 'ave wed a dinkum woman, an' she's give me eyes to see.
Oh, I ain't been mollycoddled, an' there ain't no fluff on me!
But days when I wus down an' out she seemd so 'igh above;
An' a saint is made fer worship, but a woman's made fer love.
An' a bloke is growin' richer as sich things 'e comes to know. . .
(She pegs another sheet an' sez, "The stove-wood's gettin' low.")
A bloke 'e learns a lot uv things in six years wiv a tart;
But thrushes in the sassafras ain't singin' like me 'eart.
'Tis the thrushes 'oo 'ave tort me in their choonful sort o' way
That it's best to take things singin' as yeh meet 'em day be day.
Fer I wed a reel, live woman, wiv a woman's 'appy knack
Uv torkin' reason inside out an' logic front to back.
An' I like it. 'Struth I like it! Fer a wax doll in a 'ome,
She'd give a man the flamin' pip an' longin's fer to roam.
Aw, I ain't no silk-sock sookie 'oo ab'ors the rood an' rough;
Fer, city-born an' gutter-bred, me schoolin' it wus tough.
An' I like the dinkum woman 'oo . . . (She jerks the clothes-prop, so,
An' sez, so sweet an' dangerous, "The stove-wood's gittin' low.")
See, I've studied men in cities, an' I've studied 'em out 'ere;
I've seen 'em 'ard thro' piety an' seen 'em kind thro' beer.
I've seen the meanest doin' deeds to make the angels smile,
An' watched the proudest playin' games that crooks 'ud reckon vile.
I've studied 'em in bunches an' I've read 'em one be one,
An' there isn't much between 'em when the 'ole thing's said an' done.
An' I've sort o' studied wimmin - fer I've met a tidy few An' there's times, when I wus younger, when I kids meself I knew.
But 'im 'oo 'opes to count the stars or measure up the sea,
'E kin 'ave a shot at woman, fer she's fairly flummoxed me. . .
("I'll 'ave to 'ave some wood," she sez, and sez it most perlite
An' secret to a pair uv socks; an' jams a peg in, tight.)
Now, a woman, she's a woman. I 'ave fixed that fer a cert.
They're jist as like as rows uv peas from 'at to 'em uv skirt.
An' then, they're all so different, yeh find, before yeh've done.
The more yeh know uv all of 'em the less yeh know uv one.
An' then, the more yeh know uv one. . .(She gives 'er 'air a touch:
"The stove-wood's nearly done," she sez. "Not that it matters much")
The little gipsy vi'lits, they wus smilin' round me feet.
An' this dreamin' dilly day-dreams on a Summer day wus sweet.
I 'eaves me frame frum orf the fence, an' grab sme little axe;
But, when I'm 'arf way to the shed, she stops me in me tracks.
"Yer lunch is ready. That ole wood kin wait a while."
Strike! I'm marri'd to a woman. . . But she never seen me smile.
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They are fleeing from Africa, from starvation
and from war
they cross Gibraltar Straits to the nearest foreign shore.
They are the victims of injustice those innocent who flee,
their bones lie in desert sands or the bottom of
the sea.
They are the nameless and the numberless
without identity,
they are searching for a home land, a country
that is free.
Searching for a future that’s been denied to
them from birth,
they are praying for salvation to any where on
earth.
They are fleeing too from Asia across the
oceans wide.
they are desperate and determined as the rising tide.
The descendants of misfortune, heirs of neglect and grief
their waves are flowing faster to the banks of
Ashmore Reef.
Are they looking for a homeland as a legal
refugee?
That they call their own land and can they
guarantee
to uphold the constitution and their allegiance
be true
and leave their wars behind them in this life
they start anew.
Most Australians would accept those who come
from overseas
but we are unwilling to accept illegal refugees
or those who are not eager to accept our laws
of the land
may not receive a ready greeting with the welcome hand.
They will be a burden and threaten the Australian way of life
if they bring with them their conflicts it will
cause a lot of strife.
If they are not prepared to live in peace and
harmony,
they should stay in their own land with its war
and poverty.
April 2010

STOP PRESS
Terry Bennetts will be our
guest musician at the May
muster. Terry is a balladeer
and a multi award winning
singer /songwriter. He has put
Brian Langley’s Are You Catching Any Mate and Keith Lethbridge’s Little Irish Mother to
music. Be sure to catch Terry
he’s fantastic. You can check
him out on Utube by typing
Terry Bennetts balladeer into
Google.

NORTH PINE BUSH POETS GROUP
Bush Poetry Festival
22nd, 23rd & 24th August 2014
Festival Contacts, Noel Stallard, 07 3351 3221
John Best, 07 3886 2660
Emails: noel@noelstallard.com
longjohnbest@bigpond.com
The Council Hole
Wandering through the C.B.D. while just out
for a stroll,
I tripped and nearly hit the deck – in the footpath was a hole.
Someone had pulled a paver out, and just
chucked it aside,
I’d like to catch the mongrel, and tan his
flamin’ hide!
But I did me civic duty, and put the brick
back in the hole “Oi!” I hears from just nearby, “that is a council role!”
“a council man should have that task – you’ve
done him out of work.”
He seemed prepared to carry on, but I
thought he was a jerk.
I wasn’t keen to listen, in fact I didn’t even
linger,
but waved to him as I went off, with just a
single finger!
I thought that was the end of it, but then
came in the mail,
a letter from the Council, with my “sins” in
great detail.
The bloke that I had waved to, had written me
a lecture,
not only just a council man – he was their
“Chief Inspector”.
He raved about their by-laws, then on each
issue ranted,
it really had upset him, that I took him so for
granted.
He reckons some poor council man was now
out on the dole,
with wife and kids to fend for, and all that rigmarole.

The WA Bush Poets and Yarn Spinners
extend their deepest sympathy to Rod
and Kerry Lee on the death of their son
David. We are thinking of you at this
sad time and send you, and your family,
our love.

THE SANDS OF PEACEFUL BAY
It’s time we walked the beach again and breathed
the fresh sea air;
relive again those early days and dreams we used to
share.
We’ll wander hand in hand once more upon this perfect day,
the way we used to stroll before, the sands of
Peaceful Bay.
Remember back when we were young and camped
here in a tent,
beneath these shady peppermints those happy days
were spent.
Though many years have passed since then they’re
never far from mind
Still tucked among the memories I’m always glad to
find.
And even on a cloudy day when wind tore at the
trees
and white caps stirred the ocean and we’d feel the
chilly breeze.
We’d waken bright and early as we heard the ocean
roar,
yet still we’d brave a morning’s walk along the
windswept shore.
But soon the sea was calm and clear inviting us to
bathe,
the ocean just a murmur with the lapping of each
wave.
The children would be frolicking and having lots of
fun
and we would laze upon the beach while soaking up
the sun.
So let us stroll again my love the way we used to

do,
If I ever get another surge of local civic pride,
retracing
long
lost
footsteps
that were made by me
maybe I’ll simply look away, with me feelings
and
you.
put aside,
The youngsters that we pass will smile and wonder
and if I see some random brick, while I’m out
what to say,
for a stroll,
to oldies walking hand in hand the sands of Peaceful
I’ll suggest the Chief Inspector stick it in his
Bay.
Council hole!
©
Pete. Stratford. 27.1.10
======
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SEAGULLS
We sit on the beach with the sun going down
With never a worry, and never a frown,
But the peace is destroyed, nor will it be found,
For the ear piercing screech of the seagulls.
When we first met the pair, it was ‘Hi and gidday’,
And ‘Where are you going this fine summer’s day?’
‘We’re off round the block’ we were happy to say
To the kindly and pleasant old seagulls.
But it didn’t take long for the penny to drop.
Each night when we opened the fridge for a ‘drop’
There’s a great cloud of dust as they screech to a stop,
‘We’re dusty and dry’ cry the seagulls.
‘Can you spare us a feed, will you buy us a beer?’
‘Fancy that, all of us meeting up here’
We began to suspect there was something quite queer
‘Bout these suspiciously friendly old seagulls.
So early next morning, before break of day,
We jumped in the car, and we bolted away.
But who do you think that we passed on the way,
But those bloody annoying old seagulls.
Their old Winnebago’s too big and won’t fit.
It’s as big as a ballroom and orchestra pit.
I’d rather be dead than be seen driving it
Like those bloody annoying old seagulls.
One day we thought we’d try a new trick,
Try to make these old buzzards get sick.
With mouldy old bread and dripping spread thick,
But it had no effect on the seagulls.
So we swore and we cursed, and we called them rude
names,
But it had no effect, they just steadily came,
And they followed us close in the sun or the rain,
Those amazing, persistent old seagulls.
So we headed off bush, down the narrowest track,
We thought we had lost them, they’d never get back !
But later that night, when we’d just hit the sack,
They found us, the dirty old seagulls.
They’d stay in one spot til the Pension came in,
Then a tank full of fuel and some whiskey and gin,
And the very next day as their money runs thin
They’re following us, the old seagulls.
For five thousand miles they just followed us round.
No matter to them in the bush or the town.
And nothing we did made them mutter or frown,
Those evil determined old seagulls.
At last when we made our own driveway at home,
We both gladly swore that we’d never more roam
‘Cos we’d had more than enough of the ongoing moan
And the earpiercing screech of the seagulls.
The kettle was on, and we’d just shut the door,
Having firmly decided to travel no more,
When who should turn into the driveway next door,
But the pair of those bloody old seagulls.

SONG OF THE OLD BULLOCK DRIVER
by Henry Lawson (1867 - 1922)
Far back in the days when the blacks used to ramble
In long single file 'neath the evergreen tree,
The wool-teams in season came down from Coonamble,
And journeyed for weeks on their way to the sea.
'Twas then that our hearts and our sinews were stronger,
For those were the days when the bushmen was bred.
We journeyed on roads that were rougher and longer
Than roads where the feet of our grandchildren tread.
With mates who have gone to the great Never-Never,
And mates whom I've not seen for many a day,
I camped on the banks of the Cudgegong River
And yarned at the fire by the old bullock-dray.
I would summon them back from the far Riverina,
From days that shall be from all others distinct.
And sing to the sound of an old concertina
Their rugged old songs where strange fancies were linked.
We never were lonely, for, camping together,
We yarned and we smoked the long evenings away,
And little I cared for the signs of the weather
When snug in my hammock slung under the dray.
We rose with the dawn, were it ever so chilly,
When yokes and tarpaulins were covered with frost,
And toasted the bacon and boiled the black billy,
Where high on the camp-fire the branches were tossed.
On flats where the air was suggestive of 'possums,
And homesteads and fences were hinting of change,
We saw the faint glimmer of appletree blossoms,
And far in the dstance the blue of the range;
And here in the rain, there was small use in flogging
The poor, tortured bullocks that tugged at the load,
When down to the axles the waggons were bogging
And traffic was making a marsh of the road.
Twas hard on the beasts on the terrible pinches,
Where two teams of bullocks were yoked to a load,
And tugging and slipping, and moving by inches,
Half-way to the summit they clung to the road.
And then, when the last of the pinches was bested,
(You'll surely not say that a glass was a sin?)
The bullocks lay down 'neath the gum trees and rested The bullockies steered for the bar of the inn.
Then slowly we crawled by the trees that kept tally
Of miles that were passed on the long journey down.
We saw the wild beauty of Capertee Valley,
As slowly we rounded the base of the Crown.
But, ah! the poor bullocks were cruelly goaded
While climbing the hills from the flats and the vales;
'Twas here that the teams were so often unloaded
That all knew the meaning of "counting your bales".
And, oh! but the best-paying load that I carried
Was one to the run where my sweetheart was nurse.
We courted awhile, and agreed to get married,
And couple our futures for better or worse.
And as my old feet grew too weary to drag on
The miles of rough metal they met by the way,
My eldest grew up and I gave him the waggon He's plodding along by the bullocks to-day.

By Ed Mahon
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Len, Gerry, Jack and another bloke
His name was Billy Scott
All of them were hard as nails
They were a dangerous looking lot.

This poem was sent in by Rusty Christensen
who worked at many shearing sheds. Munda
(short for Mundabulangana- Aboriginal word
meaning end of the stony country), Bambo
Springs, Bonnie Downs, Hillside,Carunna
Downs, Diamond Wells, Mooloogool, Annean,
Noreena Downs, Trilbar are just a few.
The Shearing Team

Well it’s Monday morning,
The bell has just been rung
The Ingersol-rand is chugging
And the shearing has begun.

The season started at Munda
It was the first shed in the run
The shearers were strong and lean in build
And each one was a gun.

The hand pieces move at lightning pace
And there are fleeces on the floor
We have to shift them from the shearer’s feet
As he moves in to grab one more.

We arrived there on a Saturday
And unloaded all our gear
The shearers were feeling pretty crook
From Friday’s session of beer.

“Wool away” we hear the yell
It’s time to clear the fleece
We have to keep the board swept and clean
Don’t leave a single piece.

We’d stopped off at Port Hedland
And stayed there over night
Everyone had their share of grog
And there wasn’t even a fight

The next two hours are mayhem
The first is hard to take
Four, two hours shifts of flying wool
Two half hours smokos and lunch, your only
breaks.

The cook was a little Kiwi bloke
He was quiet most of the time
But he used to sing his head off
When he got stuck into the wine

If a sheep gets a nasty cut
It gets a dob of tar
To keep the blowies away from it
When it’s turned out into the yard.

Joe was the classers name
He was a very amiable bloke
He loved to play a prank or two
He liked his little joke.

Merv’s been pressing wool all day
He churns out bale after bale
He’s glad when he hears the knock-off bell
His mind’s on a nice cold ale.

The presser’s name was Mervyn
A mountain of a man
He took no cheek from anyone
And he could crush a steel can.

It’s time to wash our weary frames
With thoughts of a comfortable bed
And we’ll find out what cookie’s got
We’ll feel much better when we’re fed.

The expert was a grumpy sod
Everard was his name
He came from Dalwallinu
He’d been years in the shearing game.

It will be like this for about six weeks
Until no more woollies remain
Then we’ll pack our gear and hit the road
To the next shed, then it’s on again.

The rousies were a motley lot
And I was one of them
There was George, Don and Snuffy
I think the other one was Ben.

It’s over sixty years since those days
The memories are always there
The red dust, spinifex in my fingers
And the wool grease in my hair.

The shearing shed was a monstrous place
A board at either end
Four stand plants on each board
And shearers, there was eight of them.

Those shearing times are now long gone
With these men of another day
But in quiet times I still hear the cry
“Tar Boy! Wool
away!”

There was Andy, Bob, Norm and Ted
And a bloke, a red head called McKusker
He could play the guitar and yodel
He would have made a fortune as a busker.

Neil Farrington , 2004
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Bullocky Bill.
A cabbage tree hat wore Bullocky Bill, twill shirt and moleskin daks,
sitting atop an eight team dray, rolling along the rough bush tracks.
Bill's dray was not a stranger to dusty pinches, the old bullocks trod
them well,
with two offsiders learning fast, pulling a ton of fleece home to sell.
Waiting at home five days away, his wife the time did test,
she finds it tough to make ends meet, two meals a day at best,
A bullockies spouse grows lonely, while she awaits her man's return,
with the dray spokes turning slowly, allows time for the heart to
yearn.
In eighteen eighty eight a drought, as not been seen before,
Bullocky Bill rode on top of bales, in a year produce was
poor.
Reaching the old bark hut of home, became his foremost
lure,
the lingering struggles of his bride, is what he longed to cure.
Bill's endured Mallee drought of past, during his long and tough career,
keeping bullocks moving without water, would become his greatest
fear.
Rain hadn't seen the sunburnt track, for near two hundred
days,
and dust had formed thick'n'deep, below the noon sun's scorching
rays.
The water's gone, the dray rolled on, towards a creek to relieve their
thirst,
but the creek's at least five hours away, maybe six at worst.
And Bullocky Bill kept plodding on, he must arrive by end of
day,
for the bullocks to take a watery fill, then rest them from the dray.
The sun fell behind a brown dust haze, as they arrived at Tyrell
Creek,
but of water instead, there's a dried up bed, Bill in shock could barely
speak.
Bill then bellowed loud as never before, naming expletives he new
best;
making a full grown bullock blush, but he'd quickly give their ears a
rest.
Bill was akin to doing it tough, drought wont break his iron will,
he dug deep into the creek bed sand and found water for his cup to
fill.
He quenched the bullock's turn by turn, before they rested for the
night,
and on the bank Bill laid his head, thinking everything will be all right.
But unbeknown a storm was brewing, twenty five miles upstream,
as he slept beneath a canvas sheet, 'twas about to interrupt his
dream.
A wall of water came rushing down and swept old Bill away,
Bullocky Bill has never been sighted, right up to this very day.
His wife did wait at the old bush hut, for old Bill to come back home;
never will she see his face, and Bill, never another bush track to
roam.
The life of Bullocky Bill I've found, that he was long back related to
me,
I only discovered old Bullocky Bill, while making a 'Family Tree'.
Harry Harper
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Muster nights:
Comperes required.
At the May muster we will be calling for comperes and readers
from the classics for the rest of
the year. Meg Gordon is the classics reader for May.
Bill and I ( and maybe others) will
be soliciting and will leave the list
at the reception desk, if it is not
with either of us.
Please think about volunteering
for these jobs. Many of us take it
on once a year and it spreads the
load for us all. It is also a great
way to gain experience in front of
an audience, meet the poets and
generally, have a great time.
Cheers, Christine
THE BALLAD OF THE GREY
NOMAD.
In me rusty old Mercedes camper
With the diff that keeps whining all day
I tell you, I’ll ‘stonish the young ones
When they see how I’m travelling this land.
The tyres are as bald as a Badger
The gearbox must be half full of sand
The wipers just spread all the mud ‘round
Can’t see where I’m travelling the land.
Me toilet’s an empty Coke bottle,
Or a hole that I’ve dug in the sand,
It’s a fortnight since I’ve had a shower,
You can smell where I’ve travelled the land.
When I’m hungry I look out for road kill
The wallabies and snakes cook up grand.
A fry-up of wombat or emu
Fills me up while I’m travelling the land.
There’s tucker around for the finding,
In the dumpsters at Woolies and Coles.
The meat might be a bit aromatic
But, it feeds us, both body and soul.
I’ll visit that old hippy Sheila in Nimbin,
Or the surfie girl way down at Bell’s.
All us old farts with grey hair and whiskers
Like to dream that we cut up a swell.
There’s smoke blowing out of the engine,
And the steering’s got quite out of hand,
And I’ve bloody near run out of diesel,
I soon won’t be travelling the land.
The Pension just pays for me fuel
There’s nothing left over to hand,
I’ve worked hard all me life to discover
Genteel poverty while travelling the land.
Ed Mahon 2.4.14.

April 2014 Muster Write up – Nancy Coe and Meg Gordon
MC for the evening was Lorelie Tacoma and she started the evening with a comic tale, the catch
cry being “grand day when you croak” - we are all going to Disneyland.
Rob Gunn was the first poet who started with “The Two Day Course” (PA Barton). Courses these
days are part and parcel of the work force (mainly organised by those who need to justify their
own positions). Courses have precedence over production. When will Safety First be a simple
matter of common sense?
A newcomer to our midst Deb McQuire has been writing poetry for about 3 years as a way of
dealing with emotional upheaval in her life. Initially a pseudonym, DM-In-Verse, was used until
she became more assertive in dealing with certain aspects of her life. To date she has written
about 80 poems – 6 of them published in magazines and she has self-published a small booklet
but this is her first time at performing in public. Her poem “Forging Ahead” is about a group of
professional farriers, with whom she has close contact and her view on their approach to their
trade. For her Dad's 90th birthday she wrote “My Father's Cotton Hankie”. It offers a few fond
memories of some aspects of her father's life.
Roger Cracknell travelled down from Geraldton to present his poem “The Road North” which is
about the annual migration of the grey nomads. They pack up their caravans and travel to their
northern winter homes.
Nancy Coe presented “A Camel to The Moon”. The author Tess Stroud was born in Perth WA but
spent most of her youth and received her education in the Goldfields. She married and lived in
the North West, becoming a Shire Councillor and was instrumental in establishing the CWA Cottage in Onslow and one of the initiators of the CWA of The Air. She now lives in retirement with
her husband, Michael in Crawley WA. She is a National Director and active member of the Stockman's Hall of Fame and her book “A Camel to The Moon” is her first and is a collection which will
be relished by all who enjoy bush ballads in the traditional Australian style and the contributions
are as robust and typically humorous as is usual with bush ballads. The title verse is a reflection
of the past and how things have changed – where once camels were a mode of transport and
now we can fly to the moon.
Nancy also relayed well wishes from President Bill and his wife Meg who are touring Tasmania.
Brian Langley mentioned that Treasurer Allan and his partner Deb were also in Tasmania. He
presented the four parts to his poem “Moore River Blues”. It has taken 21 years to finish and it
tells of the plan to develop his beloved bush retreat, the initial plan being rejected after fierce
opposition by the locals, but then it was resubmitted and now looks like going ahead in a modified form. The never ending tussle between conservationists and developers.
Grace Williamson gave us “The Call of The Outback”. The passion and love of the outback by
the author – Terry Piggott is depicted in this poem. It tells how it urges him to head away. His
love of the sounds of the birds and the sound of silence, the fresh air and most of all not being
bound by clock or phone and being able to please himself when and where he goes.
Before introducing the next poet Lorelie gave us a snippet from Keith Lethbridge – where a man
tells his wife “to just go”.
Leslie McAlpine – There is a theme to her contributions tonight which comes from recently
looking after her 2 grandchildren for a couple of nights and finding that she was not as young as
she previously thought. “Grandma and the Family Tree” (Anon). It appears that Grandma has a
new hobby which is changing the family's life dramatically. She neglects them in all sorts of ways
but they hang in there until she finally finishes. Surely that means a return to normal life! Not so
– after a discussion with the Preacher she offers to do his family tree.
Dave Smith travelled up from Collie and thanked everyone for the support given to him and his
wife Elaine by members during his period of ill health. It was lovely to see him back and he presented “The Gee Bung Polo Club” by Banjo Patterson.
Lorelie finished the first session with another anecdote. This time by Bobby Miller “A Brand New
Bush Retreat” - the life of a green tree frog.
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The second part of the evening was started with a
couple of walk ups from the audience and then
Deb McQuire gave us another of her poems
“Request for an Extension”. How to deal with
health and ageing.
Roger Cracknell followed with “The Shanty on
The Rise” (Henry Lawson). Written in 1891, it depicts life in a shanty at that time. The poem is told
by Joe Swallow, a bullock teamster, and takes
place around the Mudgee-Gulgong area which
Lawson knew so well.
Rob Gunn put “The Fence Off” (John Peel) to music. The story of a red-neck farmer being encouraged to try his luck in a fencing competition. The
English language has two definitions for a “fencer”.
This gives rise to a humorous tale of a fencing contractor entering a competition and found he was
up against “a joker with a sword”.

Terry Bennetts CD Launch
Red Dog Country Music Festival Anzac
Day 2014. Terry Bennetts new CD
launch of "MATESHIP" with his "BAND OF
MATES" featuring Evan Platschinda,
award winning Victorian balladeer, Ginger Cox, multi award winner
guitarist from Broome, and special
guests: Kate Hindle, Kate Linke, Billy
Higgenson, Vicki Lee, Mark Donohoe plus
more. BYO low camping chairs,
drinks and nibbles. Tea, coffee and sausage sizzle available. Venue: 22
Moondyne Trail, Gnangara. Friday 25th
April, 3pm to 8pm. For more
information contact
terry@terryandjenny.com.au
Tickets $20

Lorelie entertained once again with a tale of Christmas time and lunch with friends.
Brian and Dot Langley also filled in with some anecdotes of their own. Brian about his collection of
badges and Dot on her encounter with green tree frogs at a house they lived in while in Wyndham.
Brian then gave us his poem “Shipwreck”. This was inspired by the four known Dutch East India
Company's “treasure ships” wrecked on WA's coast. These ships left Cape Town, never to be seen
again and probably lie somewhere off our coast. One survivor of a horrendous storm finds himself
on a barren foreign shore. He weeps for his family, his home, his never having experienced love
but mostly weeps for he is alone.
Grace Williamson presented “Scots of The Riverina” (Henry Lawson). This is a very passionate
poem about a boy who decides to leave his family and how his unforgiving father will not have
anything more to do with him and he takes his name from the family Bible. The boy enlists in the
First World War and is killed at Flanders. His father realises it is too late to forgive but rewrites his
name in the Bible.
Dave Smith gave us some interesting trivia about the “Golden Hind” shipwreck and pictures
drawn by some of the sailors. He also presented Frank Daniel's poem “The Flea”.
Lesley McAlpine continued her Grandma theme with “Walking with Grandma” (Anon). It is nice
to know that the grandchildren think that walking with Grandma is so much fun and this obviously
means she is young like them. “The Computer Swallowed Grandma” (Anon) is a tribute to all
those Grandmas, Nannas, Pops and Grandpas who have tried to master a computer. Some just
simply get lost in their efforts and need to be copied, scanned and pasted so they can be sent
back.
Barry Higgins gave us Connie Herbert's “Poetic Justice” to remind us of what we must face up to
as we vote once again tomorrow. Two Jps got themselves drunk and disorderly and then disbarred.
Brian Langley advertised The Guilderton Weekend and Terry Bennett’s and Friends event over Anzac weekend. He then gave his poem “Fishing with Grandad” - fishing with his granddaughter.
Lorelie closed the evening with thanks to everyone at 9.27pm.

Muster nights: Comperes required.
At the May muster we will be calling for comperes and readers from the classics for the rest of the year.
Please think about volunteering for these jobs. Many of us take it on once a year and it spreads the load
for us all. It is also a great way to gain experience in front of an audience, meet the poets and generally,
have a great time.
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Committee Members—WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners 2013—14
Bill Gordon
Brian Langley
Irene Conner

President
Vice President
Webmaster
Secretary

97651098 0428651098
northlands@wn.com.au
9361 3770
briandot@tpg.com.au

0429652155
iconner21@wn.com.au
State Rep ABPA
Alan Aitken
Treasurer
0400 249 243 aaitken@live.com.au
Maxine Richter Bully Tin Distributor
042 9339 002
maxine.richter@bigpond.com
Terry Piggott
94588887
terrence.piggott@bigpond.com
Dave Smith
0438341256
daveandelainesmith1@bigpond.com
Nancy Coe
Muster Meet/greet
94725303
Not on the committee, but taking on the following tasks:
Robert Gunn
Sound gear set up 0417099676
gun.hink@hotmail.com
Colin Tyler
Tea and biscuits
Christine Boult
Bully Tin Editor 9364 8784
christineboult7@bigpond.com
Rhonda Hink
Librarian
0417099676
gun.hink@hotmail.com
Membership fees may be paid by direct debit:
Bank Transfer to NAB BSB 086455 A/C#824284595
Name…..WA Bush Poets.
Please email notification of payment to: treasurer@wabushpoets.asn.au

Upcoming Events

Next Muster May 2nd 7pm - Bentley Park Auditorium, Bentley Park
Compere: Bill Gordon 97651098 0428651098 northlands@wn.com.au
Terry Bennetts CD Launch
22 Moondyne Trail, Gnangara. Friday 25th April, 3pm to 8pm. For more
information contact terry@terryandjenny.com.au Tickets $20
Regular events
Albany Bush Poetry group

4th Tuesday of each month

Peter 9844 6606

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

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

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

Corin Linch
books
Val Read
books
Caroline Sambridge book
Peg Vickers
books & CD
“Terry & Jenny”
Music CDs
Terry Piggott
Book
Frank Heffernan
Book
Christine Boullt
Book, CD
Pete Stratford
CD
Roger Cracknell
CDs, Book

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

