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The May 2022 

This Bully Tin has been printed and postage provided with the generous assistance  
of the office of KATE DOUST MLC 

Next Muster: 6th May 2022 at 7pm at Bentley Auditorium, Bentley Park 
MC: Robert Gunn 0417 099 676 gunnpoet@hotmail.com  

Reader from the Classics: Heather Denholm 

My Trench 
 

Not the sound of the shells as they fly overhead 
nor the meaning of words to the prayers that are said; 
not the cries from the wounded or those nearly dead, 
nor the soft lonely sound as the last tears are shed; 
will change any course of the battle to come, 
as I lay here,    and wait,    in my trench. 
 

Not the cries of surprise when the first bullets start 
nor the echoing beat of my trembling heart; 
not the sighs as our dreams and our hopes fall apart, 
nor the memory, clear, of my darling sweetheart, 
can slow down the beat of this war’s battle drum, 
as I sit up,    and wait,    in my trench. 
 

With the smell in the air as my dead mates decay, 
no family near as each man passed away 
from a call to the charge that we all must obey, 
for a god and a country we cannot betray. 
As shoulder to shoulder we will all succumb, 
as I stand here,    and wait,    in my trench. 
 

Not the thought of an end to this cold ceaseless rain, 
nor the mud and the flies or my deep endless pain. 
Not the loss of a future, the future to gain. 
Not the love of a mother I’ll not see again, 
Can hold back the hour for my end will soon come, 
as I rise up,    and charge,    from my trench. 
 

Not the strongest of heart nor the hardiest willed; 
not the bravest of men that this war has now killed; 
not the long lasting stain of the blood that is spilled 
nor the souls that depart from the graves as they’re filled 
can alter at all what the world has become, 
as they lower me,    into,    my trench. 
 

For the wars are still fought and our soldiers still die, 
As our young men and women can all testify. 
While through race or religion or borders they try, 
Our leaders of nations cannot justify. 
It all ends at the last going down of the sun 
And the poppies,    Now bloom,    On my trench. 
 
    C.J. Taylor  

Remember 

 

The ANZACs go on marching no longer bound to ground.  

Strong mateship keeps them living, though souls from life unbound. 

Their actions long recorded; remembered on this day. 

Strong spirits all applauded; great legacy display. 

We cannot fault their measure, nor cease our thanks to give; 

Those heroes who have fallen: Their gift for all who live.  

Our battles are not over for life and freedom too 

As we all rise together and greet the morning view, 

May chance to hear a murmur of voices from the past; 

A call to those stood vigil, stand tall, don't be down cast. 

Let’s all remember history, strong lessons still hold weight 

The one that lingers longest is standing by a mate. 

We’ve heroes still amongst us in many uniforms. 

They may not wear a slouch hat or blow through bugle horns. 

The spirit shining through them part forged on distant shore; 

Draws strength from those lost to us throughout each raging war.  

The battles we’re now facing, though different and diverse; 

Intolerance, grief and climate: Despots with minds perverse. 

At times we’ll fall in trenches, strength tested by the fates;  

Remember those who’ve faced great foe, standing by their mates. 

 

© DM-InVerse (Deb McQuire) – 25th April 2021 
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President’s Preamble May 2022 

Anzac Day has come and gone for another year, and with it an opportunity for many of our Bush Poetry fraternity to share 

some of our poems with the wider community. We have a huge selection to choose from. This is not surprising given that 

much time was spent by our troops waiting for the next move. Many poems were written by military personnel during these 

slack times, many more written post war as we reflect on history. Cobber won the coveted Bronze Swagman with his graphic 

poem “Gallipoli”. He has also contributed other poems in similar vein to stir national pride and a sense of gratitude for those 

who served and particularly for those who paid the ultimate sacrifice. I feel particularly humbled and honoured to be asked to 

present a poem on occasions such as Anzac Day. 

I felt a great deal of pride that our dear friend Arthur Leggett was asked to recite the ode at Optus Stadium for the Fremantle 

Football Club before their Anzac weekend match. Arthur’s service during WW2 and his service to fellow POW’S in the inter-

vening years have earned him high recognition. Arthur takes it all in his humble stride. I urge anyone who has not read his 

autobiography “Don’t Cry For Me” to do so. Arthur had a spell in hospital recently following a fall, but I am pleased to report 

that he is now back on his feet and is now residing at Karingal Green in High Wycombe. 

WA Bush Poets will again be performing in Toodyay at the Moondyne Festival. This has become a regular event on our calen-

dar and affords an opportunity to promote our Toodyay Bush Poetry Festival to be held later in the year. 

Derby Bush Poets Breakfast is on July 17 following the Derby Cup. The new venue worked well for us last year and makes it 

much easier to handle logistics from a distance. Local musician Colin Pigram will provide the music this year. Colin is a      

member of the well-known Pigram brothers whose music is synonymous with the Kimberley. 

At the last committee meeting it was decided to hold the AGM in conjunction with the September muster. This will hopefully 

see our president and the rest of our northern travellers back in Perth for the meeting. 

Bill Gordon, President 

Peter ‘Stinger’ Nettleton and Bill Gordon at Boyup Brook  
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Shanghaied 

Remember back when Captain Cook was looking for a crew? 
They’d nip out round the pubs at night and shanghai one or two. 
If some poor coot had nodded off, or fallen from his perch, 
or had a bit too much to drink, or dozed off in the church – 
the captain’s mob would pick ‘em up, asleep, or drunk, or what 
and then, before they knew it, they’d be cruising on his yacht. 
 
It wasn’t only Captain Cook. The others did the same. 
The press gangs that the navy used thought mugging was a game. 
The skippers had to crew their ships and pay rates weren’t too flash 
and if the sailors wouldn’t work, they copped the dreaded lash. 
So no one ‘ever’ volunteered. The ships could get no men 
and muggers had to shanghai crews. That’s how things were back then. 
 
Now that is not the way they pick an Aussie shearing team, 
but we all know that some of them will use old Cooky’s scheme. 
I know because I saw it in a Meekatharra pub, 
when Blowfly Bill – ‘the Shearer’s Chef’ – was flaked out in the dub. 
A mate and I had scoffed a few when in walks ‘Teddy Gough’– 
the shearin’ bloke. He looked upset. His cook had just pissed off. 
 
Now Teddy’s team was due to start a shearing run next day 
and ‘shearers cooks’ are hard to find up Meekatharra way. 
As Goughy grumbled in his beer, he told a sorry tale 
about the bonzer cook he’d had who’d been condemned to jail. 
He’d sworn that he was innocent, so then said, “Stuff this mate! 
I’m out’a here before the bloody rozzers seal me fate.” 
 
So Teddy’s cook shot through – up north – to where they’d never look  
and left the team a bit light on, as no one else could cook. 
But then the bloke behind the bar let out a sort’a croak – 
“I’ve had a blindin’ flash,” he said, “I know of just the bloke.  
Yer’ve seen that mongrel in the dub. He’d be the best cook round. 
That’s Blowfly Bill, and off the booze, the best I’ve ever found. 
 
He likes ter hit the wallop, but he don’t go crook, or fight 
and when old Blowfly’s off the grog – well he can cook alright. 
He got the name down Leinster way for cooking flies in things, 
as even shearers could not eat his ‘scones with blowfly wings’. 
But keep the bastard off the booze – and bugs from what he cooks – 
and he’s the sort’a bloke yer need. He’s great at pinchin’ chooks. 
He come in here a month ago. He’s been full ever since 
and if I can’t get rid of him I’m gunna do me quince. 
I’ll tell yer what I’ll do for yer. Youse load him on yer truck. 
I’ll get his gear and square his tab and wish the bastard luck. 
A damned good cook I tell yer, though too partial to a beer. 
Yer’d do the bloke a favour if yer’d get him out of here.” 

2022 Tenterfield Oracles of the Bush Results 
Looming Legends Competition 2022:  Written and Art 

Written Section Adults Section 1: 1st prize 'Shanghaied',  - Peter O'Shaughnessy , WA 

Now Teddy seemed quite dubious. He didn’t want a drunk. 
His last cook didn’t drink at all, but he had done the bunk. 
So then he checked old Blowfly out. He didn’t smell the best –  
but with a mob of shearing blokes – no worse than all the rest. 
He tried to check his union card, but Bill just slumbered on 
and mumbled that he’d love a drink, but all his dosh was gone. 
 
You’d have to wonder how Bill felt on waking up out there 
and found that he’d been shanghaied and nobody seemed to care. 
If Captain Cook had snared him, he’d be on the Spanish Main 
not cooking stolen chickens for a shearing team again. 
I never did find how Bill went, or if he tried to flee, 
but there’s a cook – up north they think – the coppers want to see. 
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Masked Bandit 

Greg Joass 06/04/2022 

I used to think mask wearing  

was just something villains do 

And I never thought I’d see the day  

when we’d all wear them too 

But now thanks to the virus  

they are everyday attire 

And adding to our woes,  

the cost of living just gets higher 

So these days when I find myself  

being parted from my dough 

It seems fitting that the checkout  

person wears a mask you know 

Fred’s Funeral  
Heather Joass 20/2/2022 
 
Religious representatives were all harassed by Fred 
The prayers had flowed so thick and fast, they should have turned his 
head. 
 
But not one god had intervened to change this priestly plights 
And Church and coven, sect and creed could find no hope in sight. 
 
His potential residence created so much strife, 
That gods and devils all agreed to bring him back to life. 
 
The Fred was dead: Relief! A sigh! But rumour started round 
No holy man would let him lie in consecrated ground 
 
Rabbi, father, warlock thought they had the best of it 
As they watched the burial party from beside the open pit. 
 
This type of coalition is not encounter often 
God and Satan had a laugh, as lighting struck the coffin. 
 
Fred sat up in the smoking box and then began to rave 
“God preserve us” cried the father as he slipped into the grave. 
 
The funeral procession lingered for a time 
“Those may be your last words” Fred said “They’re certainly not mine”. 

OUR LAND 
Keith ‘Cobber’ Lethbridge 
 
He was weather-worn and dusty and his eyes were faded blue, 
His tucker bag was empty and his dog was hungry too, 
So I asked him where he came from and he told me square and straight: 
“This good old mongrel dog and me, we’re dinkum Aussies mate.” 
 
Australia, that’s our country, Australia, that’s our land, 
From the sun-drenched, golden beaches to the blood-red desert sand. 
No matter where we wander, we’ll be back to lend a hand, 
For Australia, that’s our country, Australia, that’s our land. 
 
No, he wasn’t on the pension and he wouldn’t claim the dole, 
He was fiercely independent, quite contented on the whole, 
With his free accommodation: just a paddock and a log, 
And for solid conversation, well, you couldn’t beat a dog. 
 
He declined my invitation for a car-ride into town: 
“We’ve got six good legs between us; strong enough for getting’ round.” 
And they weren’t in any hurry; going slow was half the fun: 
“There’s a thousand sheep up yonder and we plan to borrow one.” 
 
So I left him by the road-side as he waved his dusty hat, 
Then I motored past Minilya thinking little more of that, 
Now I wish that I could tell him that at last I understand 
They were heroes of the outback and Australia was their land. 
 
Australia, that’s our country, Australia, that’s our land, 
From the sun-drenched, golden beaches to the blood-red desert sand. 
No matter where we wander, we’ll be back to lend a hand, 
For Australia, that’s our country, Australia, that’s our land. 
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Free Festival Entertainment 

EVERYONE IS ENCOURAGED TO DRESS IN PIONEER COSTUME! 

There are so many attractions at this year's festival. There is the street     
theatre with Moondyne Joe’s gang running amok, a moustache competition 
for the blokes and a Floozie competition for the “ladies’. Along with this we 
have a colonial village, swaggies camp, woodchip exhibition, blade shearer 

and a blacksmith – all authentic to the period. 

Fun for all the Family 

LOADS TO DO AND SEE 

Come along, join in and experience the community spirit in the centre of 
Toodyay, complete with street theatre, colonial village, entertainment,       
artisan and heritage crafts, healthy food stalls and loads of non-stop,    

amazing fun activities for everyone. 

Moondyne Festival  

Sunday 1st May 2022 

Come along and join in the fun at the FREE Act-Belong-Commit Moondyne Festival held annually in   Toodyay town-
ship. Everyone is encouraged to dress in pioneer period costume…come as a floozie, swaggie or street urchin. Or wax 

up and enter the fabulous Moustache Competition! 

The legend of Moondyne Joe, the Avon Valley’s legendary bushranger transforms the picturesque historical town of 
Toodyay, Western Australia into a lively all day festival, the highlight of the day being                        the re-enactment of 
Moondyne Joe’s various escapades throughout the town, his arrests and mock trials. Join in the fun with Moondyne Joe 
as he runs around town, robbing shops, escaping custody and being a general menace. Cheer on Joe’s gang, ‘floozies’, 

coppers, swaggies and the Town Crier. 

This is a dog free event. 

If you would like more information on things to do and places to visit in Western Australia,                            visit 
the Tourism Western Australia website. 

https://moondynefestival.com.au/attractions/competitions/
https://moondynefestival.com.au/history-of-moondyne-joe/
https://moondynefestival.com.au/attractions/street-theatre/
https://www.tourism.wa.gov.au/


6 

Poets Muster 1st April 20220 - write up by Bev Shorland     

President Bill welcomed everyone to the muster and introduced MC Heather Denholm  

Bill Gordon   'Were All Australian Now'   A B Patterson  

Written in November 1915 as an open letter to the troops it describes how, at the Gallipoli campaign, Australians forged a uni-
fied national identity, having previously been a collection of people from different states and nationalities. 

Bev Shorland   'Reedy River'     Henry Lawson  

One of Henry's lesser known poems, full of descriptive empathy, and of  love of the land and of a lady.  

Keith 'Cobber' Lethbridge   'Gallipoli' 

Cobber  began with a delightful Irish tune, 'Danny Boy' on his harmonica.  He then recited  his poem   Gallipoli'  It described 
how the men came from all over Australia farmers, shop keepers, cooks, and teachers,  all became soldiers to fight a war in a 
foreign land. The return of the soldiers physically and emotionally wounded to start life again back in Australia, telling us to 
always Remember Gallipoli.  

After reciting Heather asked Cobber if he could play the Last Post, it was the most haunting rendition ever heard, brilliantly 
played. 

Meg Gordon     'A Pound a Mile'   Louisa Lawson  

Dawson's wife was really sick but he cannot afford to pay for the doctor.  All the men working in the shed put money in  to pay 
for the doctor to come. The doctor arrived in time to save both the wife and the baby. The cost; A pound a mile.  

Rob Gunn an observation The early morning was the best time of day to walk the dog. Rob saw many dead crows on the side 
of the road.    ‘Why was it so? ‘  A funny little joke poem from Rob.   

Heather Denholm A poem about the coming Election 

    ‘Would you vote for me.’   There will be no err umms  

The challenge this month was a 16 line poem : 'Chaos reigned' 

Rob Gunn:   The day buddy Franklin kicked his 1000th goal at the SCG and 'Chaos reigned'.  

 Well done Rob. 

Tess Earnshaw  ‘Ants in the sink’ 

Tess didn’t wash the ants away she left them there to clean her sink they did a great job. 

Bill Gordon  Bill told us that Arthur Leggett was improving after his fall and is now at Karingal Green Care Home in High 
Wycombe.  

    'Mates'    Duncan Butler  

With the hardships endured at Changi POW camp and on the Thai Burma railway it was only mateship that gave the men the 
strength to survive the conditions. “ 

 “ And when I've left the drivers seat and handed in my plates, I'll tell Old Pete at the door  I've come to join my mates” 

Robin Hollier  A first time visitor to our muster, Robin received a standing ovation for her poem.     

    'Christmas Parking at Carousel’  written by Robin 

Finding a car park at Christmas time is difficult enough, but after a full days shopping the biggest problem is where did I park 
the car????  

Heather Denholm A Poem written on a bus trip written on the bus about everyone who  was on the trip. A nice bit of fun. 

Lorraine Broun  'Medical Omission' 

Having a skin check at the doctors he suggested that pressure stockings would help circulation, getting them on was the easy 
part, getting them off was a real trial, and help was needed..… 

Katrina Niemann   'In Midland where the Trains go by'  Dorothy Hewitt   

What happened in and near the Midland rail yards in the 50s and 60s. The workers and the  lovers, and all the passing trains. 
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Reading from the Classics:  Bev. Shorland:  related the story of  author Charles Herbert Shaw born 1900 died 1955, he had a 
hard  and varied rural life. It was while he was living and working in Forbes that the co-owner of the Forbes advocate encour-
aged him to write. He wrote and had published several novels a volume of his poetry and the most well known novel 'Heaven 
Knows,  Mister Allison' it was made into a movie  by Twentieth Fox in 1957 staring Deborah Kerr and Robert Mitcham.  

     'Green Hope'   Charles Shaw    

A poem about the creation of the world, the changes over time and of mankind’s striving  through the ages, relating it to the 
'sweet eternal grass' 

Keith 'Cobber' Lethbridge  'A True Politician' 

His good friend Digger introduces Cobber as a True Politician wanting to be elected, an  ideal candidate, with a few twisted 
words along the way. Cobber for Canberra?  Why not?  The alternatives aren’t looking much better.  Digger gives him a very 
dubious introduction, after which Cobber outlines his “platform agenda”.  What could possibly go wrong? 

Heather Denholm - A delightful poem about receiving a 10th birthday card.'   Don’t read between the lines” 

Meg. Gordon    'The Extra marital Affair'  Peg Vickers  

Sick of being a boring housewife, maybe an affair would add a bit of excitement to her life, but things didn’t quite work out, to 
the loss of her sausages and milk. 

Katrina Niemann - Two short poems from and by Katrina: 

     'The Spider' 

The shock of seeing a huntsman spider dart from the dash to her hand causes her to crash her car.    

     'The Bee' 

A persistent Bee keeps following, no matter how she tries to shoo it away; is it really a bee or depression that just wont leave 
her.  

Tess Earnshaw   'My Camera Notebook and Pen' 

I’ve been to lots of places all over the world, I just cant remember everywhere I've been, I'm so glad I took with me my 
'Camera Notebook and Pen' 

Ray Jackson    'Soldiers Below'  (I feel it best to quote from the poem. (ed) 

 'On these quiet peaceful fields of green that once was cursed by war 
 The fighting has long left this land, but scars of war cut deep 
 And soldiers brave who gave their all still lie beneath our feet' 
 

Keith 'Cobber' Lethbridge  'A Lousy Attitude'  

A battler tries hard to succeed, but due to his 'lousy attitude' he finds himself changing jobs and careers many times , until he is 
elected to Parliament. If you’ve got a wooden leg, if you’re a bit deaf or if you can’t see too well, most bosses take this into 
consideration.  They give you a bit of a break and perhaps lower their expectations just a bit.  But, try explaining to the boss 
that, unfortunately, you were born with a bad attitude.  They just don’t care!  Cobber reckons that’s not fair, and this poem 
gives the other side of the story. 

Rob Gunn     'Australia'  Bobby Miller    

Asking the question about being Australian, and what it meant to him. From the beauty of the country and what you see, and 
keeping out of the rat race.  

Heather Denholm   'The Wagin Woolarama' 

What happened at the Wagin Woolarama when a big angry Bull escapes. How she saw eye to eye with the bull before he ran 
off.  

Bill Gordon,  

Bill spoke of his experiences when visiting the Western Front  and at the Australian  Memorial at Villers-Bretoneux, France.    
He then recited:     'In Flanders Fields'           written by Canadian physician Lieutenant Colonel John McCray   
following the death of one of his friends. It was shortly afterwards that he was killed in action. 

Bill thanked Heather for her great job as MC, Reminded everyone that the Moondyne Festival at Toodyay is happening on  
Sunday1st May, a free event from 9am -4pm all held in the main street of Toodyay. 

Goodnight all. 
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Next Muster: 3rd June MC: Terry Piggott,  terrence.piggott@bigpond.com or 9458 8887 
 Reader from the Classics: Ray Jackson 0419 902 116  

WA poets –past and present Poets bring in your books/CDs to sell 
Poems from Henry Lawson’s birthday (17th June) 

Deadline for May’s Bully Tin Submissions 23rd May 2022  

Reminder: Could  everyone who performs at Musters please   

have a synopsis available on the night or send one via email  to h.e.denholm@gmail.com   
for the Muster write up.  Thanks in advance Heather 

Save the Date:  

WABP AGM 2nd September 2022  

at 7pm at Bentley Auditorium, Bentley Park 

followed by September’s Muster 

The BT Editor’s Monthly Call  
  

I’m editor, compiler so I am on the trail; Each month to track down poems, set sight on quirky tale  
Of days of old and current times some good or sometimes grim. For members all sat waiting to read next Bully Tin. 

  
I’m editor, compiler please send me an email Your efforts on computer; perhaps use old snail mail. 

There’s little point me poaching old words just off a ‘page’ This information munching in time will show its age.  
  

I’m editor, compiler, I’m at your beck and call. Please save me from the danger of hitting head on wall.  
Write some verse; send it in by ‘puter or postie’s bike. Poems past and present: Aussie bush style that we like. 

  
© DM-In Verse (Deb McQuire) – 21st July 2020  

mailto:h.e.denholm@gmail.com
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COMPETITIONS  AND EVENTS AROUND AUSTRALIA 

 
WRITTEN EVENTS are in RED 
 
For more details and entry forms  
please go to the ABPA website  
 www.abpa.org.au and www.writingwa.org 
 
 

MAY 

 
18 May - Closing Date  
- Eastwood/Hills FAW Boree Log Award for written bush poetry.  
Sydney NSW. 
 

JULY 
 

30 July - Closing Date  
- Nandewar Poetry Competition,  
Narrabri NSW. 
 

AUGUST  
 

29 August - Closing Date  
- Toolangi CJ Dennis Poetry Competition,  
Toolangi, Victoria. 

 

31 August - Closing Date 
 - The Bette Olle Poetry Award,  
Kyabram Victoria. 

 
 
SEPTEMBER 

 
11 September - Closing Date - King of the Ranges Performance Bush Poetry Competition,  
Murrurundi NSW. 
 

23-25 September - King of the Ranges Stockman's Challenge and Bush Festival.  
Poets' Breakfast performance competition on Sunday 25 September.  
See 11 September Closing Date. Murrurundi NSW. 

Please Note: 
 

Upcoming events may be  
altered due to ongoing Covid restrictions across 
Australia, please check on relevant websites and 

with contacts for confirmation  
as the year progresses 
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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 website - Go to the “Performance Poets” page 

Don’t forget our website www.wabushpoets.asn.au   
Please contact the Webmaster,  if you would like to see your poems featured in the Members Poetry 

section. 

Address correspondence for the “Bully Tin” to: Bully Tin Editor, PO Box 364, Bentley 6982 or deb.mcquire@bigpond.com 
Address correspondence for the Secretary to: WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners Assoc, PO Box 364 Bentley  6982 

Correspondence re monetary payments for Treasurer to: WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners Assoc, PO Box 364 Bentley 6982 
Bank Transfer: Bendigo Bank BSB 633 000  A/C#158764837  

Please notify treasurer of payment : treasurer@wabushpoets.asn.au 

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  

 

 Regular Events  
 

WA Bush Poets:   1st Friday each month  MC for May see front page                                                                                                                                       
     - 7pm Bentley Auditorium, Bentley Park WA  

Albany Bush Poetry group:  Last Tuesday each month    Ph. Peter  Blyth -  9844 6606 

       - 7.30pm 1426 Lower Denmark Rd, Elleker 
 

Bunbury Bush Poets:  1st Monday every ‘even’ month   Ph. Alan Aitken - 0400 249 243    

     - The Parade Hotel, 1 Austral Parade, East Bunbury.or Ian Farrell 0408 212 636                                                       

 
 

Goldfields Bush Poetry Group:  1st Wednesday each month.     Ph. Paul Browning - 0416 171 809                                       
     - 6.30pm 809 Kalgoorlie Country Club, 108 Egan St. Kalgoorlie  

Committee Members—WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners  2021 - 2022 

 
President   Bill Gordon     0428 651 098  billgordon1948@gmail.com  
Vice President  Peter “Stinger” Nettleton  0407 7700 53  stinger@iinet.net.au 
Secretary   Rodger Kohn   0419 666 168  rodgershirley@bigpond.com  
    - Bully Tin Mail  Out         
Treasurer   Sue Hill    0418 941 016  suzi.tonyhill@bigpond.com   
 
Committee 

 
Meg Gordon  - Toodyay Festival  Sec.  0404 075 108  meggordon4@bigpond.com         
    - Web Control 
    - Secretary of the ABPA 

Bev  Shorland       0487 764 897  shorland@iinet.net.au  
Jem Shorland       0487 764 897  shorland@iinet.net.au  
Anne Hayes        0428 542 418   hayseed1@optusnet.com.au 

Deb McQuire            - Bully Tin editor   0428 988 315  deb.mcquire@bigpond.com 
Irene Conner  - State Rep APBA   0429 652 155  iconner21@wn.com.au                       

 
 

mailto:billgordon1948@gmail.com

