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The      

February 2009 

 

Next Muster  -  February 6th, 2009  7.30pm  
Auditorium, Bentley Park,   26 Plantation Dve  Bentley 6102,  

MC for January,    Lorelie Tacoma  

 

February is  
 

Back to School,  Valentine Day, 
Tropical Wet Season & Cyclones  
Southern Peak Bushfire Season 

This Bully Tin has been printed with the generous assistance of the office of  
the Federal Member for Swan,  Steve Irons M.P. 

Will you be sending a Valentine card?  
Valentine's Day is thought to have 
evolved from a spring holiday celebrat-
ed in the days of ancient Rome. The 
feast of Lupercalia was actually cele-

brated on February 15 and honored the god Luper-
cus, who protected the people and their herds from 
wolves. On this day, dances were held for all the sin-
gle young men and women. A man would draw his 
partner's name from a piece of papyrus placed in a 
bowl. The man not only danced with his partner but 
was also obligated to protect her throughout the new 
year, which began in March. In many cases, the part-
ners became sweethearts and were soon married. 
When the tradition of these dances was later revived 
in the Middle Ages, a man would wear his sweet-
heart's name on his sleeve. Even today we refer to 
someone quick to show feeling as "wearing his heart 
on his sleeve." 
"Valentine's Day became associated with the mutual 
exchange of love notes in the form of "valentines." 
Modern Valentine symbols include the heart-shaped 
outline and the figure of the winged Cupid.   Since 
the 19th Century, handwritten notes have largely 
given way to mass-produced greeting cards.  It is 
estimated  that approximately one billion valentines 
are sent each year worldwide, making the day the 
second largest card-sending event of the year be-
hind Christmas.   Women purchase approximately 85 
percent of all valentines cards. 
 
While we normally don’t consider that “Bush Poetry” 
has many examples of “Love” poems, closer exami-
nation reveals that there are indeed quite a number, 
Names such as Banjo Paterson , Henry Lawson, 
Breaker Morant, JW Gordon, Edward Dyson …….  
The list goes on and on with names of our Classic 
Bush Poets up there with those of the writers of more 
romantic styles.   I have included a few such  Love 
poems in this edition.  

 
 
Sweethearts Wait on Every 
Shore Henry Lawson 
 

She sits beside the tinted tide,  
That’s reddened by the tortured sand; 
And thro’ the East, to ocean’s wide 
A vessel sails from sight of land. 
 

But she will wait and watch in vain 
For it is said in Cupid’s lore 
That he who loved will love again,  
And sweethearts wait on every shore 
 

 
 

The Lady with the Laugh Charles Souter  
 

Sing a song of simples, of chiffons and of sighs 
Of pearly teeth and dimples, and baby gazing eyes. 
The maiden with the ringlets may cut your heart in half, 
But, Lord! She’s not a patch upon the lady with the laugh! 
 

Sing a song of sometime, of tresses growing grey, 
The everlasting glum time, when age will have his way, 
The charms of eyes and ankles have gone like autumn chaff 
But thank God that she’s still with us, the lady with the laugh. 
 

 
 

From:  On The Boundary    Barcroft Boake 
 

I love the ancient boundary fence— 
That mouldering chock and log; 
When I go ride the boundary 
I let the old horse jog. 
And take his pleasure in and out 
Where sandalwood grows dense 
And tender pines slap hands across 
The log that tops the fence. 
 

‘Tis pleasant on the boundary fence 
These sultry summer days. 
A mile away, outside the scrub, 
The plain is all ablaze. 
The sheep are panting on the camps 
The heat is so intense 
But here the shade is cool and sweet 
Along the boundary fence. 
 

But should you seek the reason 
You wont travel very far 
Tis hid a mile away among 
The murmuring belar 
The Jones’s block joins onto ours 
And so in consequence 
It’s part of Polly’s work to ride 
Their side the boundary fence 
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G’day  once more members and friends.   
 
Well, hopefully, you have survived the silly season without too 
many dramas.  I hope it was enjoyable for you.    
 

And now of course, we are almost on the eve of Australia Day and our fourteenth (that’s right  
14th)  Annual Bush Poetry Showcase.  We have a program of 18 poets this year, several from the country, although it 
was disappointing that several country performers have had to withdraw at almost at the last minute due mainly to 
things happening in their lives that they had little control over.   
 

Slight apologies for the December Bully Tin being in a different format, but it was a bit of a rush print job (the volunteer 
printers were on the eve of their Christmas break) and we got a new lady who was unfamiliar with our normal format—
but never mind, the information is there irrespective of how it’s laid out.   
 

 It would seem that We are becoming more well known, We had several requests for poets during the week before and 
after Australia Day.  This brings me to another topic:  several years ago, your committee decided that we are NOT a 
booking agent and that members of the public should contact individual poets themselves should they want someone to 
perform.  We provide  a web page and (if required) a hard copy of it, listing those members who are available for public 
performance.  It gives a (performer supplied) short profile of  each performer, along with their contact details and we 
expect people requiring a poet to do their own ringing around.   
It has been suggested by at least one performer that we shouldn’t give out contact details and that the committee 
should allocate “jobs”.  This is all very well in theory, but has many drawbacks, not the least being the possibility of per-
ceived favouritism.  Also we don't have sufficient committee people knowledgeable enough to do this—the couple who 
could do it are already grossly overworked.  Another drawback to this is that various poets make different charges for 
their time, depending who the particular client happens to be. For myself, I charge far less for “charity” groups than for 
those more able to afford true commercial rates.  So I feel that what we do now is working well - should performers not 
wish their contact details to be given out then they probably ought to consider withdrawing their name from the list 
 

Remember my request last month for some members CDs for use on Heritage Radio 107.3 FM.  So far I only have 
some from one performer— don't the remainder want a bit of self promotion?  .    
 

In past months I have bemoaned the fact that we have few people willing to take the responsibility of being “back up” for 
our small number of dedicated workers.  Well crunch time will probably come a few months down the track as (pending 
heath issues) Dot and I are planning a European trip, and will be away for several weeks, which will include at least one 
Muster (including it’s wrap up) , and one newsletter.  What will happen?  Is there anyone willing to take our place for 
that time?   Do you know what is required?  Are you willing to step in—have the trailer at your place, set up the hall and 
PA equipment, write the newsletter?  We need to find people to do these jobs—not in a few months time, but starting to 
get organised NOW.    
 

Which brings me to my final topic—As from Jan 27 until about Anzac Day, Dot and I will be living at our other house—   
No, it’s NOT a holiday , daily chores (including  Bush Poets Stuff) will still be done.  But what it means is that we are not 
as available as normal  -  Best time to get us is in the evening—and only on our mobile  0428 131 094  -  You can still e-
mail me but I will only be accessing it about once a week (usually on a Friday when we come to Perth)  
  

 Well, that’s it from me— 
Happy Australia Day and  Regards to all                 
Brian Langley,  President. 

 

Scratchings 

What’s on in the Bush? 
 

Not a lot happening other than the Boyup Brook 
Country Music Festival, Bush Poetry & Ute Muster 
Feb 12—15  See Last months Bully Tin -  If you’ve not 
sorted out your accommodation by now, then you 
may well have difficulty—Past years have seen all 
available places in the district booked well in ad-
vance. 
 

Writers  - Remember you only got until the end of January 
to submit poems for the Boyup Brook Competition (see 
last month’s Bully Tin) - As there is a section for 
“Emerging Writers” there is no excuse that “I can’t com-
pete against him (or her)” as those who have won any 
written competition in the past are denied entry to this 
section.  So everyone has a chance.  As usual, judging 
will be on consistency of R & R, story line, progression, 
use of imagination  etc.  - so get your entries in quick—no 
time to waste.  
 

Upcoming Musters 
 

February (Feb 6th) we would like EXPERIENCED 
performers that we don’t see all that often to please 
make themselves available.  
MC for this Muster is Chris Preece  -  Performers, 
please giver her a ring on her mobile 0428 847 174 
 
March (March 6th)  -  Festival of Writers—This will  
feature poems from Country poets and those writers 
who are not performers. If you can’t attend,  Please 
send you poems to The Editor.  If you are attend-
ing, you have the choice of presenting your own work 
or having someone read them— if the latter, then 
you need to get your poem(s) to the Editor so it can 
be given to a suitable reader.  also we would like to 
hear about availability from  experienced readers.   
MC for the night is  Lou Holm 
Tel 9386 1530 goodmate@westnet.com.au 
 
April (3rd) - This is currently designated “Guest Art-
ist”.  We have a musician, poet, storyteller in mind—- 
his availability is being checked  -  more as we get 
closer to the date.  

mailto:goodmate@westnet.com.au
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Walking  Different Tracks   
If you’re quick, you still have time to pop into the city to see a wonderful photographic exhibition. 
“Earth from Above” is a large collection of super-size photos, mostly with an ecological significance—
Each photo is accompanied by an ecology message giving facts about how our planet is (or is not) 
coping with pollution, excess population, overclearing ……..  It is located on the forecourt of the State 

Art gallery and is free—It will close at the end of January 
 

This year’s Australia Day will indeed be a multi-cultural event, for not only do we celebrate European settlement 
in Australia and all that has evolved from it  but January 26th, 2009 is also the Chinese New Year.   
Chinese New Year is the longest and most important celebration in the Chinese calendar. The Chinese New 
Year is celebrated at the second new moon after the (northern hemisphere) winter solstice and falls between 21 
January and 19 February on the Gregorian calendar.    Festivities continue for 15 days. 
The Chinese calendar is said to have been developed around 3000BC. It has a 60 year rotation, each year being 
named after an animal. There are 12 animals in the sequence, repeated every 12 years.  This is the year of the 
Ox. 
During Chinese New Year celebrations, people wear red clothes, give children 'lucky money' in red envelopes 
and set off firecrackers (not allowed here) . Red symbolises fire, which the Chinese believe drives away bad luck. 
Family members gather at each other's homes for extravagant meals. 
 

Have YOU got something suitable for this column?  If so, why not share it here with other members.  

And I’ll go on and on   floggin’ that dead horse — We 
STILL DO NEED a Secretary and 2 committee people.  
There’s got to be SOMEONE willing to do a bit of work 
and in so doing gain great personal satisfaction 

Being as this Bully Tin is of a “Romantic” 
nature, it is fitting that in the past month, two 
of our members celebrated their  

65th WEDDING ANNIVERSARY 
  
Sylvia and Harold Rowell, strong support-
ers of our Association, celebrated their 65th 
Wedding Anniversary on Tuesday, 13th Jan-
uary. 
  
WABP&YS founder, Rusty Christensen, 
along with his wife Judy were honoured to be 
amongst the numerous guests and family 
gathered at Royal Perth Golf Club for this 
special occasion.  During the excellent 
speeches it was acknowledged that both 
Sylvia and Harold were both recipients of the 
O.A.M. for outstanding service to the com-
munity. 
 

The W.A. Bush Poets and Yarnspinners As-
sociation congratulate them on achieving this 
milestone in their lives together and wish 
them well. 
 

We are proud to include them in our mem-
bership. 
                               Rusty Christensen  

WABP&YS HISTORY 
 
In order to preserve our history, your Committee is attempt-
ing to make a full collection of Bully Tins. While we have 
most, some are missing— If you have been keeping them 
over the years perhaps you could look and see if you have 
the missing ones—It would be lovely if you could donate 
them, but we are prepared to just borrow yours so we can 
take a copy.  Missing Ones are: 
2000    June, September, November, December. 
2001  August, September, October, November. 
2002  April 
2003  January 
2004  January, February, August, November. 
2005  August 
2006  March,  August 
  
Could you please arrange for Treasurer Judith to get the 
copies.   
 
We are also still seeking any other photos, newspaper clip-
pings or other material which depicts events or personalities 
of the WABP&YS. 
Currently Treasurer Judith is doing an initial sort of the mate-
rial we have, but we are looking for someone who has an 
interest in history, and possibly in presenting it (ie scrap-
booking or similar) to take on the role of Historian.  Talk to 
any of your executives if you think you could fit into this role.   

PROMOTING BUSH POETRY 
Australia Day at Wireless Hill is an opportunity for 
all members attending to be ambassadors of our 
Association and our style of poetry and story tell-
ing. 
There will be many people there who are not mem-
bers and who do not know exactly what we are on 
about.  This is YOUR chance to do YOUR bit.  
Please take time to talk to non members, make 
them feel welcome, give them whatever infor-
mation you can about our aims and objectives.  
These of course are simply to preserve and pro-
mote Our Australian Culture through the media of 
Australian Rhyming Poetry and Story Telling.    

To a Ferris Wheel 
 

Oh circular structure There on the foreshore, 
What is your purpose?  What are you there for? 
Will you bring pleasure  To folk by the score? 
Or maybe, you’re there  To be just an eye-sore. 
          
                                  B.L.  Jan 20 2009 
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Poet from the Past 
Having had no submissions from current local poets, I once again will present a biography from 
the Past, this time it is James William Gordon (Jim Grahame)  1874—1949 
 

Jim is best remembered as a mate of Australian poet and writer, Henry Lawson. Gordon is 
thought to be the model for one of Lawson's central fictional characters, 'Mitchell'.   
 

Jim was born under the flap of a tilted cart at Bloody Gully just outside Creswick, Victoria  fol-
lowing which he spent quite some time in Creswick in the care of his grandmother,  while his 
parents worked away.  His father had come to Australia in 1863 his mother was born at Gee-
long    
"Jim left school about 12 years of age and became a 'water joey' on Congbool Station in Balmoral Victoria where 
his father was overseer. He soon found he had his father's 'wanderlust' and headed for the great unknown .. 
In 1892, he was working in Burke when Henry Lawson arrived there. The two found they had a common interest 
in literature  and shared many adventures (and hard work) during the time they shared in the Burke area 
Jim had a number of jobs, at times being a jockey, a camel driver , station hand , working his way up to being 
station manager at a number of pastoral properties . It was in this position in 1916, near Leeton, NSW where Jim 
again met up with Henry who had gone there to attempt to “dry out”.  Henry spent considerable time with Jim and 
his family  and it was during this time that Jim came to understand the difficulties that Henry faced in his life.  .  It 
was also during this time that Henry bestowed the non-de-plume “Jim Grahame” on him  
 After Henry's death, Jim was one of the few people who, at the time wrote favourably of him as a person, not just 
as a poet and writer. Several of his poems are about Henry. 
    
Jim wrote a significant amount of poetry, having over 300 poems published in various newspapers of the day, 
most notably the Sydney Bulletin as well as a book of poetry “Under Wide Skies”.  Among his poems are  Call of 
the Bush; Under Wide Skies; 'A Cow Yard Romeo (see page 5)'; 'Tale Of An Old Gum Tree'; 'The Bush 
Mourns' [a poetic tribute to Henry Lawson]; 'Beside the Cypress Pine'; 'The Old Home'; 'Henry Lawson on the 
Track'; 'Among My Own People'; 'Back to the Bush'; 'The Belittling of Lawson' 

Bush Poetry at Special Vietnam Veterans Concert Weekend 
 

Harvey Dickson’s Country Music Centre – Boyup Brook. (9 – 11 Jan 09) 
 

The event was not only special for the line up of Australia’s best musical talent, but also for the inclusion of Bush Poetry in it’s 
own right, within both Friday and Saturday night Concerts. 
Not only did Vets, families and friends enjoy the music/poetry mix, but Saturday night’s additional, enthusiastic younger crowd, 
responded well, cheering the inclusion of our genre, in that format. This  augers well for maintaining and attracting future interest 
in poetry, exposing new minds to it, and showing that it still holds a place in Aussie entertainment. 
Long will be remembered the line up of John Schumann and the Vagabond Crew, Adam Brand, and James Blundell, within a 
dozen star studded acts, to open and bless the wonderful new Rock Area. 
The new arena is a bit like a large Aussie Stonehenge, on a sloping hill, with a big covered stage, visible to all. To you poets fa-
miliar with Harvey’s Dickson’s place - the new large circular arena, (with all necessary facilities laid on) is on the hill, across the 
road, on the high side. It’s been under construction for years and is a credit to Harvey, and his tireless loyal crew. 
What could be better than a warm Australian evening, camping out under a full moon, with good food, drink, camaraderie music 
and poetry? Accommodation ranged from swags and tents to Winnebagos. 
Having come from a background of singing in rock and blues bands in the 1970s and 80s, I was back on stage in my element a 
quarter century later. I yearned to be singing and playing my flute out there with them. However, I was booked to inject 10 minute 
bursts of bush poetry into the evenings, and keep ‘em pumped, patriotic, happy and laughing, as bands changed over on stage 
behind me (also represent the RAE and MIVAC). 
I couldn’t have been happier, and the response was excellent. Getting straight to the point, appropriate selection of the poem to 
suit the moment, momentum and tempo was essential, and paid off. 
The marquee backstage for performers, allowed otherwise unavailable opportunities for poetry, song and musical expression 
notes to be discussed. With love of Australia, our traditions, passions and way of life, the central theme, our inspirations are very 
similar. I felt enriched by this element of the weekend. 
John Shumann (“God Help me, I was only 19”)and the Vagabond Crew performing Henry Lawson’s poetry to music was a high-
light. ‘Faces in the Street’, ‘Second Class Wait Here’ and ‘Scots of the Riverina’ blew ‘em away. The intensity and passion of 
John – the straight down the guts, ‘Australian’ speaking, former English teacher, did Henry proud. 
A phone call to the ABC Shop for the CD/DVD “LAWSON” by John Schumann and the Vagabond Crew, should be compulso-
ry for every WA Bush Poet. 
John passes on his best wishes to all WABP&YS members. 
Cheers, Wayne Pantall.  

We’ll try and give you a sample of this CD  next muster  -  Ed 

http://www.wilsonsalmanac.com/book/jun17.html
http://en.wikisource.org/wiki/Mitchell:_A_Character_Sketch
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Gladys 
Grahame Watt 
 
By Cripes! I’m keen on Gladys, I got my eye on her 
She’s the bestest woman I have seen, without a doubt, for sure. 
When I pass her old man’s farm, in daytime or at night, 
I tips me hat and squints me eyes, in case she’s there in sight. 
Last Friday when I went to town to get some stores and duds 
I met her in the grocers—between the pollard and the spuds. 
 
I took a real good look around—there’s no sign of her dad, 
Then in a sort of “Toffy” voice, said “How yer goin’ Glad?’” 
Well, you could have knocked me over, when she looked up kin-
da slow, 
And she set me heart a’quiver when she said “I’m real good-oh.” 
We talked about the latest things that happen here and there, 
And I would’a said some more to her if the grocer didn’t stare. 
 
I got me weeks provisions and headed for the door, 
Then waved me hand at Gladys, “Be seein’ you some more.” 
I reckon if I catch her, next week there, just by chance, 
I’ll ask her to go out with me, to the pictures or a dance. 
So keep your eyes off Gladys, I saw her first, by gee! 
By cripes, I’m keen on Gladys.  I hope she still likes me. 
 
 
A Cowyard Romeo   J.W. Gordon 
 

Young Billy Riley was in love with pretty Kate McBride 
Their parents both had dairy farms out on the Lachlan side 
Modest and innocent the maid, and shy the youthful swain 
Who mostly worshipped from afar, and lilted his refrain 
 

‘You’re more to me than all the cream that Mum has ever churned 
And dearer than the biggest cheque that Dad has ever earned 
Just like a lonely poddy calf I am when we’re apart 
For you’re the jersey heifer in the cowyard of my heart 
 

Your eyes are bluer than the bloom that crowns the lucerne patch 
Your bosoms whiter than the chicks the snowy leghorns hatch 
This farm will rival Paradise if you will be my wife 
And place your little head within the cowbail of my life 
 

Your cheek is smooth as rabbit skin, your hair is soft as silk 
And white your teeth as foam that floats on separated milk 
To me your smiles are like the rills I see on little streams 
And I imprison you beyond, the sliprails of my dreams. 
 

No sapling grows as straight as you, or kurrajongs as neat, 
The bush can boast no fairer flower, or honey quite as sweet 
Or when the cows are obstinate and I am in despair 
I think of you and then I build a dairy in the air 
 

Oh! When I’m driving out with you, the world seems good to me 
The magpies songs are like a flood of silver melody 
I would not swap the old spring cart for fleets of motor cars 
Or change the winding bush track for a roadway to the stars 
 

I think I hear it from the milk that gurgles in the pail 
(Ere break of day when I am crouched half-frozen at the bail) 
The old cows seem to know it too, though we’re so far apart 
That you’re the little Jersey in the cowyard of my heart 

The Price of A Kiss 
Elise Espinasse 

Where the ranges dip down to the plain at their base, 
In the lap of the gully lies Tressider's place, 

And the dancers are footing it merry and bright 
For the honour of Kitty, his daughter, tonight. 

 

With a clatter of hoofs and a jingle of belts 
The troopers ride up, and the merriment melts, 

And men stand aghast, who were laughing before, 
At the glitter of steel as they crowd to the door. 

 

Tom Govan, long hunted, is captured at last 
And the days of his riding and raiding are past; 

They bring him a prisoner, half-ended their task, 
And to rest there the night is the favour they ask. 

 

In the stable they lash him to post and to ring, 
For the strength of his arm is a marvellous thing; 

Then they join in the dance and the night wanes apace, 
And there's laughter and loving at Tressider's place. 

 

But Kitty creeps out and stands weeping apart, 
For the love of Tom Govan that lies at her heart; 

For in good and in evil, through sin and through shame, 
The love of a woman alone is the same. 

 

But a form is beside her, a voice at her ear, 
The voice that of all she least wishes to hear - 
'Tis the trooper who first ran her lover to earth, 

And whose love she has treated with scorning and mirth. 
 

'Kate,' he whispers, 'tonight bid your lover good-bye; 
If he leaves here tomorrow Tom Govan will die; 

But just smile on me kindly and give me one kiss, 
And to prove how I love you I'll give you - see this !' 

 

He holds up his hand and he shows her a key - 
One turn in the lock and Tom Govan is free - 

He would barter his honour, with traitors claim kin, 
For one smile from the woman he never can win. 

 

She falters a moment, then raises her face, 
Puts her hand in his own - 'You may kiss me,' she says... 

'When you're both far away,' and he toys with her hair, 
You might give me a thought - if you've any to spare.' ... 

 

There is saddling and mounting at Tressider's place, 
For of Tom and his sweetheart no man finds a trace - 

But One lies on the grass, a revolver he grips: 
'Tis the smile he bought, maybe, that's still on his lips! 
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January Muster   2009  -   by Dot 
 

At the beginning of the night we thought that we would have lots of spare seats to choose from.  But as the even-
ing got under way the enthusiastic audience got bigger.  We had thought that with the muster so close to the ‘silly 
season’ that our numbers would be low.  (Does this mean that I am not alone in my feelings about the hysterical 
nonsense surrounding Christmas and the overindulgence some people see as necessary at that time??)  The 
new faces and some grandchildren, Joel and Mikaela were welcomed. 
Although some of presenting poets did have some memory lapses that they told us was not due to over indul-
gence Hmmmmm!! 
 

Apologies to some of our presenters, as I wasn’t as well as I could be, I am afraid that I missed some important 
parts of some of the poems presented.  Sorry Sorry. 
With the MC role taken by Lorelie Tacoma the evening started with Barry Higgins performing one from Bob Ma-
gor, “Tickle Belly Hill”.  A place to which, when love takes a man’s fancy, he drives for a peaceful place to park.  .  
So with car seats creaking and the windows fogged up this lover’s lane became very popular..  Unfortunately, the 
greenies objected to the rubbish left behind as it choked up the animals.—Consequently Tickle Belly Hill was 
closed and is but a memory of times past. 
 

With Henry Lawson’s “When Your Pants Begin To Go”, John Hayes did need some help from his book as he 
owned up to spending the festive season in the spa!!!  Lucky him.  ‘When you wear a cloudy collar and a shirt that 
isn’t white’ it is amazing how, when a fellow is so down on his luck that his clothing shows it, he can rise above it, 
however life is really grim ‘when his most important garment is in places, very thin’ 
 

In “Looking forward to Christmas at Anchor” (or was it at Ankor, or possibly at Anchor at Ankor?), Bob Chambers 
told of the Christmas spent in a hot and humid place, in a virtually motionless ship during the war.  The food and  
entertainment was meagrely whilst they ‘relaxed’ in the ship waiting for news of where they were to be sent. 
 

Graham Hedley was next with two short poems of his own “Transit Perth” which tells of riding the various railway 
lines around Perth, going to sleep and waking at Currumbine. “Cottesloe Pylon” gives poetic comment on this ” 
now rather useless bit of concrete and steel in the ocean—all that is left of some Cottesloe Municipal Engineer’s 
plans for immortality.   . 
 

At Trish Joyces’ writing group they were given a line to start a poem, “the cat stared at the empty plate” …the 
family had gone and left him without, not even some milk.  Tweety looked good and the cage door was open.  The 
cat leapt up and gathered Tweety into his claws.  When the family came home it was to one sleeping smiling cat 
and a single feather on the floor. 
 

Frank Heffernan then told us about “High Finance” (something that is currently very much discussed at the mo-
ment).  Financial Advisor, Robert had convinced him to put all of his financial planning in his capable hands, in-
cluding taking out a loan to buy shares.  Unfortunately, the financial merry-go-round turned rather quickly and our 
shares crashed leaving us with nothing but debts.  So much for Roberts advice. 
 

Rod Lee came to the mic’ and adopted an Irish accent for his presentation of “How Dougherty Died”, by Thomas 
E Spencer.  When Dozzy passed away we had a few whiskeys as we lay him on the cold slab.  Kitty his wife 
weighed in around 17 stone and was feeling very lonely and was breaking her heart now that her ‘dozzy’ had 
died.  She said there were no good men left.  What about me?  The best friend asked.  She flung herself on top of 
him and as he struggled to breathe, he now realised how Dougherty had died. 
Then with  “Billabong” (originally presented as a 1 minute, theme poem at Tamworth) Rod told of this cowboy, Bill 
who traded his boots in for a pair of thongs and he went to Nimbin (the Marijuana capital of Oz).  He had an unfor-
tunate accident with a zipper getting caught, well, you know where!!.  As they tried to unzip him they gave him Bill 
a ‘bong’ to help with the pain. 
 

Kerry Lee then did her own “Mobile Phone”.  The annoying sales folk were most persuasive and he sold her a 
fancy phone.  She didn’t really want one, as she hates them but she took it traveling with her and when the car 
came to grief the fancy little screen had no signal at all.  Now she was in strife and prepared to die stranded way 
out there in the bush.  A big kangaroo came by and she threw the mobile phone at him.  Missed him by a whisker 
but as it broke apart its raucous ring tone made the roo drop dead with fright.  She used the glass from the mobile 
phone to make a fire and when a plane flew overhead she was saved.  -  Phones are indeed a useful device to 
take away with you. 
 

With one I haven’t heard before and to my untrained ear a fairly difficult rhythm pattern, Ron Ingam presented 
Henry Lawson's “Booth’s Drum”.   The Salvo’s, when they started in London town, were hooted and jeered at by 
the rabble.  But they banged the drum ever onward and outward to the corners of the world.  They banged the 
drum everywhere and eventually came to our shores where the work of fighting Satan was hot and dusty.  Then 
came the days of war and they banged the drum off to Kaiser Bill’s shores.  To rally the troops and hope to save 
them too, they will bang the drum for glory and the ending of all wars. 
 

Keith (Cobber) Lethbridge opened with a musical treat on the hurdy gurdy, then gave us one of his own “Mildew 
the Cook”.  Mildew was a lousy cook whose specialty was guts-ache soup, he only cleaned his fingernails when 
mixing the dough.  The boss cocky who couldn’t stand the smell, sent a message to his daughter to come and 
help out for a while.  Unable to work with Mildew, she qyuickly returned to the city, leaving the shearers death de-
fying diet once more to Mildew.   
With a tribute to a Kimberly mate who died in a Helicopter crash Cobber gave us “Yackamunda Station”. 
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Johnny James! - They miss him in the muster and around the campfire but they miss him most at the Derby Bush 
Poets brekkie.  The legend never dies and there will never be another Johnny James 
. 

Congratulations to Teresa Rose on her “debut” both as a poet and her first time in front of the ‘mic.  Simply titled 
“New Years Resolutions”, as she had been reading the previous Bulletin and had been inspired by what Brian had 
writ.  So she decided to take this time for her and sit down and write some poetry.  With her thoughts very colour-
ful she will try and write them down.  A very well thought out piece. 
 

Also titled  “New Years Resolutions”, Brian Langley told us of his good intentions to write down what he will do 
this year.  After listing all the good intentions, he reads it back and discovers its ‘exactly what he wrote—Last 
Year!’.  His second short one,  “Summer Time” tells of going to the beach, swimming in the freezing water, getting 
sun-burned…..  You know how it goes.  On going to work coughing, sore and broke, he tells his mates it was 
great but inside he knows he’d sooner be watching the cricket. But next weekend—the beach again.   
 

Rusty Christensen had some reminiscences about traveling on the train from Fremantle to Perth and the signs 
he saw along the way as an introduction to Henry Lawson’s Poem “Second Class Wait Here”.  These signs were 
everywhere telling the people who only by circumstances were considered second class citizens.  They were wait-
ing to board the trains and standing in their shoddy overcoats while the scornful signs tell them what to do.  But 
when all is said and done, when that final train arrives everyone will be the same. 
 

After a lovely supper and my thanks to Mary for looking after Mikaela and getting her drink sorted out. 
Our Readings from the Classics was done by Jean Ritchie and she presented a bio of Henry ( the Breaker) Mo-
rant.  Most of us are familiar with the story of this bushman, in charge of a platoon in the Boer War, following Eng-
lish orders and taking no prisoners.  Convicted of murder to cover up the order, he faced a firing squad.—.  Mo-
rant’s poem “Since the Country Carried Sheep” is about the selling of the cattle and putting sheep there instead.  
This country of northern Queensland was never intended for sheep because there has been nothing but strife 
since the sheep came.  In the days when the mustering was hard, now all you can see is that the station is beg-
gared since the country carried sheep. 
 

John Hayes returned with one of his own “Harry Swains Scales” which tells of the gold scales carried through the 
Goldfields. When a miner called ‘strike’ the scales were there to weigh the wealth.  But there were few who made 
their fortune, far more died of typhoid and disappointment and the scales now sit unused on the mantelpiece. 
 

Graham Hedley was next with his poem “If “ (after Rudyard Kipling) had his tongue firmly in his cheek I feel.  Re-
ferring to AFL. If, asks the player about his dedication , his one track mindedness to fame ignoring his aching 
knees as he struggles to get in one more season of fame and glory— ‘If you can fill each unforgiving minute 
With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,  Then AFL’s for you and all that’s in it,  And, what is more, you’re wel-
come to it, son.’ 
 

On her return with one just written the night before, Teresa Rose with “Holidays”, tells us that she IS going to stay 
in bed until 9 as she takes a real holiday.  Her alarm is set whether it rains or shine and she also has to be up ear-
ly on Sunday for church.  BUT Saturday is her day for staying in bed. 
 

With one of the Dipso Dan’s poems of Jim Haynes, “Dipso Dan sees Double down at Dougies Den”, Barry Hig-
gins told how the locals thought that they would play a joke on Dipso Dan when twin barmaids arrived in town.  
The Barman told Dipso that he would see double if he had any more to drink.  The twins came in together both 
moving as one and Dipso Dan near collapsed.  When the locals had calmed him down and told him it was all a 
joke, he said OK but how do you explain the FOUR of them!!! 
 

With “Relative Strangers” Trish Joyce then told of sifting through her mother’s things after she had died finding 
that there had been another child.  She set about finding him and eventually found him and invited him to dinner.  
He agreed to come and as he bent to kiss her a brother and sister was re united. 
 

Frank Heffernan is worried about Climate Change as he sees the global warning signs of ecological disasters.  
The heating up of the oceans, the dust storms everyday along with pandemic flu.  The Government has got it right 
with a bloody carbon tax!!  The cause is simple but the warning signs we constantly ignore. 
 

Kerry Lee returned with Richard McGoffin’s “Old Lantern” which tells of the time when writing by the electric light 
he sees the row of lonely lanterns from an era gone by.  There is history written on them with the cobwebs and 
the rust.  The grime of years encrusted reflections of the shadows from the lanterns.  You could see the women 
darning in the glow and the table set for dinning.  With the happy greeting as the dancers met in the Hall, the for-
gotten yesterdays seen through the dusty lanterns. 
 

Bobby Millar’s “Peaceful Wedded Bliss” was Rod Lee’s told how this wife, on a fitness kick extolled the attributes 
of Raymond, her instructor.  Comparing her hubby’s body to porridge in a sock got his rage up.  So he is going to 
sort Raymond out.  Raymond however is very tall and has muscles even in his ear holes.  So after making a fool 
of himself he is also going to get some training to build up his muscles.  He is now Raymond’s favorite student. 
                               Cont  on next page 
January Wrap-up                 Continued from previous page. 
With the last presentation for the night, Keith Lethbridge was in a very somber mood with “Cobber says G’day”. 
When he was in the city far away from his mates and the bush he loved so well and it was drizzling and he was 
cold, wet and lonely he just wants to say a G’day to his mates.  He didn’t settle anywhere and remembers his 
times in the bush, the windmill slowly turning.  Today is his birthday and his cough is not good so if you see me 
mates, just say that Cobber said g’day.  A very reflective and sad poem 
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Address correspondence for the  
Bully Tin to: 
 

The Editor   “Bully Tin” 
86 Hillview Tce,   St. James  6102 
                e-mail   briandot@tpg.com.au 

As we still don’t have a secretary, Address all 
other correspondence to either the President 
(address as for the Editor) or the Vice Pres. 
WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners 
13 Getting St,  Lathlain, 6100 
             e-mail    gracewil@bigpond.com 

Address Monetary payments to: 
 

The Treasurer 
WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners  
3  -  10  Gibson St,  Mt Pleasant  6153 

Members please note— Please contact any of the above committee members if you have any queries or 
issues you feel require attention 

Members—Do you have poetic prod-
ucts for sale? If so please let the edi-
tor know so you can be added to this 
list 
Members can contact the poets via 
the Assn. Secretary or visit our web-
site  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 & 
 laminated poems 

Rod & Kerry Lee CDs 
Arthur Leggett  books, 
                             inc autobiography 
Keith Lethbridge books 
Corin Linch  books 
Val Read books 
Caroline Sambridge book 
Peg Vickers books 

 

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  

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   - Membership year has just started.   

 
 

Jan 26 Bush Poetry Showcase Wireless Hill, Ardross—commences 1pm  with Musician “Stinger” & MC, Peter Harries 

Jan 31 Closing dateup  Boyup Brook Written Comp—Last Month—page 5 

Feb 7 WABP&YS Muster Bentley Park Auditorium—Experienced Performers 

Feb 12-15 Boyup Brook  Country Music Festival, Bush Poetry & Ute Muster     See last month Page  5  

Mar 7 WABP&YS Muster Auditorium, Bentley Park “Festival of Writers 

Mar  18 Henry Lawson Literary Awards—Poetry,  Short Stories & Performance  (Entries Close)  PO Box 235 Gulgong NSW,   
      henrylawsongulgong@yahoo.com.au 

April 3 WABP&YS Muster Auditorium, Bentley Park Guest Artist 

May 3 McDougall Park (Sth Perth) Poets in the Park  -   2pm    
 

Regular events  -  Albany Bush Poetry group   4th Tuesday of each month      Peter 9844 6606 



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

Committee Members—WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners  2008—2009 
Brian Langley President 9361 3770 briandot@tpg.com.au   
Grace Williamson V. President 9361 4265 gracewil@bigpond.com       
Vacant Secretary   Consider putting YOURSELF here  

Judith Jowett Treasurer 9364 1699     
Edna Westall Amenities 9339 3028 ewestall1@bigpond.com  ) 
 
Trish Joyce Committee 9493 1995     
Noreen Boyd Library  9472 1384   
 There is room for YOU here 

  

Muster MCs and Classics Readers are still needed  -  
Please Contact Vice Pres—Grace 

Don’t forget our website 
www.wabushpoets.com 

Dot Note   Preparing for the Australia Day outing?  The phrase “a simple picnic” is not known.  You should take every-
thing you own.  If you don’t need to make three trips back to the car, you’re not trying!!! 


