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Next Muster Friday , April 7th ,7pm - Bentley Park Auditorium, Bentley Park

MC :

Lorraine Broun 9496 1214 , pelican.10@bigpond.com

Boyup Brook Country Music Festival - Bush Poetry Report
Bush Poetry is alive and well in Boyup Brook. 1100 people turned out for the Sunday morning
Bush Poets breakfast, slightly down on previous years, but still well over a third of the total festival audience. Fourteen local poets presented an excellent two hour program before handing over
to Robyn Sykes and Dave Proust for the final hour. Prousty and Therese were in Boyup Brook in
2010 and festival goers have been pushing me to have him back. They were not disappointed, and
his duets with Therese were particularly popular.
Robyn showed why she was the 2012 Australian Female Champion with her energetic presentations leaving people half her age gasping in amazement. Robyn and Dave combined to give very
interesting workshops on writing and performing. With each having a very different style, the
workshops showed the diversity that exists in bush poetry.
In all there were four other events that featured poets in action, including the Friday morning at
Harvey Dickson’s Country Music Centre, undoubtedly the most unique venue of its kind in Australia. Prousty was MC for that show, and was put to the test when the power failed as things got underway. He ad-libbed for 15 minutes while power was restored, and set the scene for a great
morning’s entertainment.
Heavy rain in the preceding week brought a major flood in the Blackwood River. This led to the
hasty construction of a levee bank to protect the stage in the Music Park, but unfortunately this
venue had to be abandoned for the weekend. A temporary stage was set up on the adjoining
hockey ground as the show must go on. The support from the shire and the community in making
this happen reinforces my belief that Boyup Brook is a great place to call home.
Meg and I would like to thank all the poets who attended and helped make this the most enjoyable and one of the best events on the bush poetry calendar. Our farm becomes a campground for
the festival, and we all enjoyed the company of an extremely harmonious group of friends among
the WA bush poets.
Thank you also to the sponsors, without whom we would not be able to bring poets over from the
eastern states. Being able to perform alongside the likes of Dave and Robyn and to benefit from
their workshops has lifted the general standard of WA poets for many years now. Boyup Brook
Farm Supplies, Primaries Wool, Elders, CSBP and John Rich Real Estate have been sponsoring us
for some time now and their support is greatly appreciated.
Bill Gordon

Bush Poetry Co-ordinator

Fairbridge Festival. Poet’s breakfasts
Saturday and Sunday, Check out their
website: Type in Fairbridge Festival,
2017

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
$35/45
Stay up to date with events and competitions
right across Australia

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 - April2017
Boyup Brook has come and gone for another year. This is my eleventh year at the helm and tenth featuring professional Bush Poets from the eastern states. Meg and I caught up with all of them at one place or another during
our travels last year. Not only have they brought a new level of entertainment to poetry at our festival, but also
they have shared their skills with us through workshops and advice to individuals. This has lifted the standard of
performance from all our local poets. I have lost count of the number of times I have heard how our eastern poets
speak of the standard of poetry in the west, as well as the cohesion within our ranks.
Since Boyup Brook we have had gigs at Serpentine, Nannup Folk Festival and Downunder Country Music in
Bridgetown. Coming up in April are Fairbridge Folk Festival (21 st - 24th), then Busselton Bush Poetry Week commencing with a Long Table Lunch at Whicher Ridge Winery on Sunday 30 th. Gary Fogarty and Colin Driscoll are
coming over for those events, and I and other local poets will also be involved. Anyone interested please contact
me for more information.
We recently had a visit to Toodyay planning for this year’s Toodyay Bush Poetry Festival as well as Moondyne
Festival, which is on Sunday 7th May. At Moondyne we will again be sharing the stage with Kate Linke, but since
Terry and Virginia Bennetts will be overseas at the time Warwick Trant will be singing as well. We met Warwick
when he won the Walk-ups at Nambung and look forward to more of his marvellous ballads.
While we will be flying the bush poet’s flag this side of the country this year, Christine will be heading for Corryong for the Man From Snowy River Festival early April. We wish her safe travels and every success against the
Victorians for the Matilda Award. Corryong is a spectacular district at near the headwaters of the Murray River,
and their festival is one for the “Bucket List”.
Between poetry events and grandchildren’s birthdays we are not getting much time to kick dirt on the farm. But
who would want it any other way?
Bill Gordon

President

News from Alan Aitken

Get Well Soon Maxine

Hi All from Debbie and Alan in the US of A
(said with a southern drawl).

We wish Maxine a speedy recovery for her hip replacement. Maxine posts out The Bully Tin without fail.

We are currently in Santa Cruz and will be
in the outskirts of San Francisco tomorrow. We spent the first week in Los Angeles (LA) before heading east to Palm
Springs, Joshua Tree National Park, Flagstaff, Grand Canyon, Hoover Dam, Las Vegas and Death Valley. The traffic over here
has got to be seen to be believed. Some
freeway speeds are 75 MPH or 120 kph and
a lot of people are doing 85+ MPH (No
speed cameras over here). One freeway in
LA had 8 lanes and that was only 1 way, a
total of 16 lanes all up and all full of
cars. Highlights so far the Getty Centre in
LA, Hurst Castle and the Grand Canyon. We passed through one pass that was
over 7600 feet near Flagstaff. They have
had a lot of rain over hear this year and a
lot of mountain roads are still closed; one
near Big Sur on the coast will be closed for
about 12 months due to a bridge being
washed away.

Thanks in advance to Meg who will take over this role
when Maxine is recuperating
Ed.
Magic Wand
I wish I had a magic wand
To make it go away;
I'd wave my sceptre over you
Until you were okay.
I'd think good thoughts; I'd send you love;
I'd transmit healing vibes;
My wand and I would surely beat
Whatever the doc prescribes.
But there is no magic sceptre, so
I cannot cast a spell;
Just know you're often in my thoughts,
And I hope you'll soon be well!
By Joanna Fuchs
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They Should Have Asked Bill Gordon
(Jem Shorland, with apologies to Pam Ayres. Feb
2016)
You know Australia's complicated, arid, and distressed.
It's quite normal to feel agitated, timid, or depressed.
It seems that all around us tides of questions ebb and
flow
and people need solutions but they don't know where
to go.
Opinions flow around us as to who is wrong or right.
People need a Prophet! A diffuser of the light.
Someone they can turn to with a crisis in the House.
Someone with a remedy, with wisdom, and with nouse.
They should have asked Bill Gordon! He'd have told
them
then and there,
his thoughts on immigration, unemployment, and long
hair.
The future of the monarchy, house prices in the west,
West Australian poetry, and the yarns that he likes
best.
Yes, they should have asked Bill Gordon. Small problems he dislikes.
He plans Bush Poets Musters while he's treating blow
fly strikes.
So, any little niggle, anything you want to know.
Just run it past Bill Gordon – wind him up, and let him
go.

A wizard with the rhyming, his verses show his
class.
Both Banjo and old Henry should make room and
let him pass,
and Adam Lindsay Gordon, while reclining in his
grave
would enjoy his namesakes verses. But, our Bill, he
needs a shave!
He was born, his dad's delight, a boy his wife held
there.
They could not call him handsome – he had all this
facial hair.
For all his life, he hasn't shaved! The truth I'm telling you!
Meg has never seen his face! His whiskers block the
view.
His announcements on all topics, that great intellect
he pours
in a strong compelling voice, twice as loud as mine
or yours.
I often wonder what its like, to be so much on song,
infallible, articulate, self-confident, and wrong.
When it comes to tolerance, he hasn't got a lot.
Confiscate loud motor-bikes! Boat people should be
shot.
The sound of his own voice to him is music to his
ears.

Global warming, interest rates, the price of diesolene,
what books to read, and worker's rights, places he has
been.
The government, the national debt, the cost of medicare.
Interest rates, old peoples homes, with whom crayfish
to share.
Congestion on our highways, other drivers who are
mugs,
the damage to the ozone layer, refugees, and drugs.
They may defeat the brain of any normal Aussie bloke,
but present it to Bill Gordon, and he'll solve it in a
stroke.

Future events and contacts
Contact for the

Bunbury Bush Poets

He'll clarify the situation and will make it crystal clear.
You'll feel the glazing of your eyeballs,
and the bending of your ear. Corruption at the top!
Bill's got expertise on that,
and on Shorten, Turnbull, Gillard, and on every other
rat!

Bunbury group contact while Alan is away is
Ian Farrell 0408212636

Brands of whisky, plasma TV's, migraines, hand held
phones,
land cruiser models, heart attacks, Alan Aitken clones,
viagra, hip replacements, Prozac, gout, and sleeping
pills,
National Broadband Networks, how Australia's run by
dills.
and Adam Lindsay Gordon, while reclining in his grave
would enjoy his namesakes verses. But, our Bill, he
needs a shave!

Derby Bush Poets Breakfast
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Bunbury Show
8th April contact
Adrian 97919701

2nd July
Contact Robyn 91911782 or 0417918862

Mandurah Bush Poetry day
Sat 20th May.
Flyer to come soon

When the ladies threw him kisses, Jack responded with the same.
He enjoyed his great good fortune and delighted in the game.
But Sue became a jealous cat; for she
knew she’d been a goose,
And quickly hugged and kissed her man,
and made him sign a truce.

The Healthy Diet
Frank Heffernan

November 2016

“You served me bloody lettuce,” yelled
Jack, and stamped his feet.
“You know a man can’t work on that; it’s
what the rabbits eat!”
But Sue was not a bit perturbed; She’d
found this special diet.
“Now Jack, my dear, it’s good for you, I
think you ought to try it.”
“But must I be the guinea pig for all your
bright ideas?
I’d sooner have a pie and chips, and wash
it down with beers.
For that’s the food I like to eat,” said Susan’s husband Jack.
“Some steak and eggs, and piles of cheese
would make a tasty snack”.
“But what about cholesterol, and all that
sugar, salt and fat?
Remember what the Doctor said; You’ll
have to stop all that.
I could make a healthy salad with some
lovely herbs and spice.
It’s better for your health;” she said. “And
the taste is really nice “.
Well Jack was not a happy chap, but as
Susan wore the pants,
She introduced her vegan diet with stuff
that grows on plants.
With no more tripping to the pub, and no
more meat and pies.
So soon the weight was shedding off before their very eyes.
Then when Jack was feeling frisky on this
wondrous eating plan,
All the ladies started flirting with this new
age muscle man.
They thought he looked real handsome,
suave, and neat and trim.
And all the girls were hoping that they
could be with him.

So the celery and lettuce have been thrown
out in the bin.
And takeaways are all the go, in plastic
wraps or tin.
Now Sue and Jack are quite content, and
often share a treat;
Like chocolate cakes and creamy sauce,
and gourmet plates of meat!
To My Cigarette
by Margaret Thomas
From book: By Creek and Gully

FRIENDS are changing,
years are flying,
Hopes are failing, love is
dying.
Thou alone art faithful yet,
Cigarette, O cigarette.
Life's deceiving, fame betraying,
Nothing stays that's worth the staying.
Come and teach me to forget,
Cigarette, O cigarette.
Kiss me as thou knowest only;
Kiss the smoker, sad and lonely,—
Truest kiss the poor may get,
Cigarette, O cigarette.
Upward, like thy fumes ascending,
All my soul with nature blending,
May I pass without regret,
Cigarette, O cigarette.
National Henry Lawson Society Award
2016-2017:
Closing extended: 30th June 2017.Theme:
About Australia, Australians, or Australian way of life.
Prizes: $1,000 Trad. Rhyming verse.
$1,000 Short Story & $500 Free Verse.
For Entry forms & conditions, PDF.
Lawsonian: December 2016 & March 2017.
Web: www.henrylawsonsociety.org.
E-Mail: info@henrylawsonsociety.org
Fee: $10 per entry, members & non-members.
Secretary: Maree Stapledon. M. 0408 100 896
P.O. Box 429 Brighton 3186 Vic.
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Last Week, Mate.
As I have wandered thru this land and drive round in me car
There’s one phrase that I’ve heard folks use no matter where I are.
It drives me mad to hear these words they leave a mental scar
“Ah, ya shoulda been here last week, mate” I hear’em near and far.
Now, I went down to Portland town a’fishing for to go
Well, I tried for bloody hours, but the fish they were no-show.
I tried with bait and tried with lures, soft plastics were no good
The fish have gone to Queensland and they’re staying there for good
So I went into the local pub and asked the blokes in there
Ah, ya shoulda been here last week mate, the fish was everywhere.
They threw themselves upon yer hook, they didn’t seem to care
So, ya shoulda been here last week mate, the fish was everywhere.
Well, I went up to Corryong, and to an old bush dance
I was looking for some company, and thought I had a chance
But the rainbow colours on the walls, warned of something wrong
There were no women in the hall, and none in Corryong.
So I went into the local pub and asked the blokes in there
Ah, ya shoulda been here last week mate, there was women everywhere
They threw themselves into your arms, they didn’t seem to care
So ya shoulda been here last week mate with women everywhere.
The winter had been long and wet, and floods were everywhere
I was looking for some sunshine and it didn’t matter where
But the clouds all follow up the road no matter where I go
Some fins were growing from me back, and webs between me toes.
So I went into a local pub and asked the blokes in there
Ah,ya shoulda been here last week mate, the drought was everywhere
The sun was shining bright and hot, a heatwave everywhere
So, ya should been here last week mate, with sunshine everywhere.
Well I went shooting bunnies, I thought I’d get a feed
I only wanted one or two, that’s all I thought I’d need.
But of rabbits there weren’t any, in spite of all the grass
So I went back down into my camp, and filled me whiskey glass.
Then I went into the local pub, and asked the blokes in there
Ah, ya shoulda been here last week mate, there was rabbits everywhere
They threw themselves into your pot, they didn’t seem to care
Ya shoulda been here last week mate, there was bunnies everywhere.
Well, I’d been writing poetry, and thought I’d share it round
A poet’s breakfast was the trick, I’m sure one could be found
But, after searching up and down and looking all around
Of poets there weren’t any, they were spread thin on the ground.
So I went into a local pub and asked the blokes in there
Ah, ya shoulda been here last week mate, there was poets everywhere
They threw themselves up on the stage, they didn’t seem to care
So ya shoulda been here last week mate, there was poets everywhere.
So, don’t say to me those hateful words, the ones I know are wrong
Just tell me that the fish are on, the women, weather hot and strong
And the bunnies and the poets are soon to come along
Ah, ya should have been here last week mate, ya timing is all wrong.
Ed Mahon 24 2 17.
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Desert Nights
All throughout the desert night
on an cloudless sky displayed
the brightest diamonds ever
seen
far overhead arrayed.
Then with the pinking of the
dawn
a rekindled campfire’s embers
soon wafted cooking bacon
smells
which campers
will remember.
The blackened
billy began
singing
promising an
early morning
cup
had bodies stir
from sleeping
to reluctantly wake up
to face another outback day
just beginning to unfold
with adventures and activities
still as yet untold.
Although so many wondrous vistas
and hidden beauty sites
are to be seen in daylight hours
they can’t match the desert
nights.
For their silence and solitude
amidst dunes soft and windblown
can give life a new perspective
once a desert night you’ve
known.
Pete. Stratford. 3.3.17
Free Xpression
The Magazine for Writers that
Readers Enjoy
Features:
• Poetry from Australia’s finest
and
international poets
• Writing Techniques
• Competitions
• Publishing contacts
All beautifully illustrated throughout.
Packed with information articles
every serious
writer needs to read
3 months trial subscription
$12.50
P O Box 4 West Hoxton NSW
2171

Conditions of Entry - Written Competition
1. Entry fee per poem: Adults: $10.00; Juniors: Free; No refunds if disqualified. If a detailed
mentary from the judge is required, please add an extra $5 per poem.

com-

2. No limit to number of entries
3. Entries must be the original work of the entrant and must not have been previously published for the
profit of the author
4. Previous first-prize winning poems in any open written competition category are not permitted. If a
poem should win one competition prior to the closing date of another competition in which the same
poem is entered, the onus is on the author to notify the second competition that his/her poem has become ineligible due to the contravention of entry conditions.
5. Entries must have very good rhyme and meter and be an original story with an Australian theme
6. A poem which has previously won any written competition cannot be entered
7. Poem, which in the opinion of the judge contain offensive material, will be disqualified
8. Poems must be typed (or electronically printed) on white A4 size paper, with black printing in a
plain font, size 10-12
9. Two copies of each poem must be provided
10. The entrant's name or any identifying information MUST NOT appear on the poem/s –
ONLY on this entry form
11. The poem's name must appear on the top of the page. If more than one page, the poem's name must
appear at the top of each page, and pages must be numbered and stapled
12. The competition is conducted in accordance with ABPA guideline recommendations
(refer to www.abpa.org.au/competitions)
13. Judging will be by a judge approved by the ABPA
14. The judge's decision is final and no correspondence will be entered into
15.

Entries may be displayed at the National Championships at Toodyay (Friday 3rd November –
Sunday 5th November 2017 and may be published in the WA Bush Poets monthly newsletter
“The Bully Tin” and I hereby give my permission for such display and/or publication
(Note: to assist in facilitating such publication, entrants are requested to email their poem/s to Rodger
Kohn at the following address: rodgershirley@bigpond.com.au
Prizes
Monetary prizes will be awarded for the best poem in each of the 6 categories
Each winner as well as those judged 'Highly Commended' or 'Commended' will receive a Certificate.

Page 6

Page 7

Muster Write up - 3rd March 2017

Meg Gordon

MC for the evening was Rob Gunn and the poetry started at 7pm.
Frank Heffernan - his own poem "Albany High School Days". Written for the Class of
'54
Re-union. Days of hostel boarding and attending High School were not filled with
joyful memories, but the many lessons learnt were the foundation stones for a long and
happy life. Also "The Healthy Diet". Jack's wife decided he should lose some weight so she
introduced him to a vegan diet. But when the weight peeled off, Jack became the pin up
boy for all the ladies. This was not the result that Sue was expecting so she made him
sign a truce and now they both enjoy chocolate cake and gourmet plates of meat.
Grace Williamson - "Whalin of Waiting a While" (JW Gordon). Whalin is a procrastinator
and makes all the excuses for not getting things done, like fixing his gates so the sheep
stay in, keeping control of his pigs that sleep by the door and under the house, his dams
have leaks and his sulky and buggy are falling apart but he cannot find time to put up a
shed. But he is a happy man and lets nothing worry him.
John Hayes - "One Day in Paradise". The picture of a beautiful setting along the King Edward River. "Rabbits" Starting farming in the middle of a rabbit plague is not easy but
there was always meat to eat. Eventually though the appetite wanes.
Caroline Sambridge - "Loan Sharks" Many get sucked in by TV ads.
"Fancy Lights and Pepper Pig" Every child's favourite idol.
Barry Higgins - "The Rain Gauge Man" (Geoff Bebb). What it means to work for the Bureau of Meteorology.
Lesley McAlpine - "Bushman's Last Farewell" (Catherine Clarke). A bushman reflects on
his life and how he'd changed nothing as he prepares to die in the best place he could imagine.
Bill Gordon - "A Cow Yard Romeo" (JW Gordon) Some find romance in the most unlikely
places.
Jem Shorland - "Gem Shortland" A tribute!? to Bill Gordon and the effort he puts
into Boyup Brook Festival.
Rob Gunn - "Love Poem" (Herbert Hoover). Attributed to Hoover after he had a brief liason with a barmaid while spending some time in Kalgoorlie in 1897-98.
David Ellis - "Hot Weekends". His own poem about being home is better than the beach
on hot weekends.
After Supper, Christine Boult presented a Reading from The Classics. Margaret Thomas
(1842–1929) practiced painting and sculpture in a professional capacity in both Australia and England. She was the first woman in Australia to practice sculpture professionally
and has been recorded as such in the annals of Australian art history. Her published writings provide insight into the subjective experience of a woman artist at a point in history
when women were beginning to emerge into the professional practice of art. Her writings
span a number of literary genres, from poetry, biography and short stories to travel and
art historical writing. (REF:Marjorie J. Tipping and Lynn Patricia Brunet). Christine
presented her poem "Death in the Bush". The demise of Bourke and Wills and "To My
Cigarette".
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John Hayes - " Faces in The Street" (Henry Lawson). A well known and loved classic.
Henry was describing another rainy night on Petersham Station platform. He doesn't
know what he was doing there unless he had been out late about a job. The sickly gas
lamps were on, the asphelt wet and shiny, the posters on the mean brick walls close at
hand. The light was glinting on the enamelled iron notice saying "Second Class Wait
Here". He was tired and alone with a shoddy overcoat as warm as a refrigerator, but it
was here he struck the key notes and lines for "Faces in the Street".
Grace Williamson - "Tree" (Joan Strange). The author of this poem in her old age revisits a favourite childhood tree and reminisces her time spent climbing and playing in, up
and around it. She begins to poem with "hello" and ends it with "goodbye".
Jack Matthews - "The Senior's Olympics" his own poem about life at Swan Care, remarking how longevity was a factor so much so that "there must be something in the water".
He also presented a Bill Kearns poem "The Three Legged Chook". There's no point in
breeding chooks that you can't catch to get a feed!
Caroline Sambridge - "Bad Case of PMT". Stay away!!
"The Folks Next Door". Some people have neighbours from hell.
Barry Higgins - "Rough Justice" (Connie Herbert). Two JPs brawling in the street is not
going to end well.
Lorraine Broun - "A Waste of Time" her own poem about a "trip" to the loo.
Frank Heffernan - His own poem"The Truth about Farming". When you drive along a
highway and see the beautiful vista of gold and green, white, brown and blue as you gaze
across the vast landscape of fields in the Springtime, it is easy to imagine that country
life is peaceful. But when you are trying to make a living from agriculture, it is a very different story. Farmers are under constant pressure as they cope with the multitude of
problems to manage their business in a rapidly changing world. "Is the future of our
farmers more blood sweat and tears?"
Lesley McAlpine - "Catastrophe" (Bob Magor). The neighbour's cat would not be beaten.
Kelvin Griffiths - "After the Campaign". Kelvin presented his father's poem and it was
about soldiers who were waiting for the next theatre of war.
Christine Boult - "Basil's Irish Stew" (Peter Blyth) A wonderful poem by Peter about a
cook who forgets what’s important and has very few scruples.
Rob Gunn - "The Ultimate Test" (Mick Collis). Young men preparing to go to war.
Bill Gordon - Events coming up - Country Music Festival Serpentine. Bush Poet's Breakfast on Sunday.
- Down Under Country at Bridgetown. 17th & 18th March.
- Mandurah Poetry Festival. 20th May
Bill finished the evening with "A Post Cup Tale" (CJ Dennis). What eventuates when one
gets conflicting betting advice.
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Committee Members—WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners 2015—2016
Bill Gordon
Peter “Stinger”Nettleton
Rodger Kohn
Jem Shorland
Committee
Alan Aitken
Irene Conner
Meg Gordon
Dave Smith
Bob Brackenbury

President
Vice President
Secretary
Treasurer

97651098

0428651098 northlands@wn.com.au
0407770053 stinger@iinet.net.au
93320876 0419666168 rodgershirley@bigpond.com
61430127
0487 764 897 shorland@iinet.net.au

State Rep APBA

0400249243
aaitken@live.com.au
0429652155
Iconner21@wn.com.au
0404075108 meggordon4@bigpond.com.au
0438341256 daveandelainesmith1@bigpond.com
93641310 0418918884 brack123@gmail.com

Maxine Richter
Bully Tin Distributor
0429339002 maxine.richter@bigpond.com
Not on the committee, but taking on the following tasks:
Colin Tyler
Supper
Rhonda Hinkley
Librarian
0417099676
gun.hink@hotmail.com
Nancy Coe
Muster Meet/greet 94725303
Brian Langley
Webmaster
93613770 93613770
briandot@tpg.com.au
Robert Gunn
Sound gear set up
0417099676
gun.hink@hotmail.com
Christine Boult
Bully Tin Editor
9364 8784
christineboult7@bigpond.com
Regular Events
Bunbury Bush Poets will have their meeting at Rose Hotel cnr Wellington & Victoria Sts.
Bunbury


Monday 5th August 7pm - Parade Hotel, Austral Parade, Bunbury. Contact Alan Aitken for details

Albany
Bush 6th
Poetry
group 7pm September Muster,
4th Tuesday
each
month
Peter
9844 6606

Friday
September
Bentley of
Park
Auditorium—
Traditional
/ Classic
poems only please
Bunbury Bush Poe ts

First Monday of every second month

Alan Aitken 0400249243
Ian Farrell 0408212636

Geraldon Bush Poets

Second Tuesday of the month. Contacts: Roger & Jan Cracknell
0427 625 181, or Irene Conner 0429652155.
6pm at Recreation room, Belair caravan park, Geraldton. Bring and share snacks for tea.
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
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.asn.au
Go to the “Performance Poets” page

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

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

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

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

