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The      

January 2014 
 

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

and posted with the generous assistance of Ben Wyatt, MLA - Member for Victoria Park. 

 
Next MusterFriday, January 3rd ,7pm - Bentley Park Auditorium, Bentley Park 

MC  Nancy Coe   9472 5303  

 
THIS DAY IN HISTORY 

 
HAPPY NEW YEAR TO ALL OUR MEMBERS. 
MAY YOUR NEW YEAR BE  
PROSEPEROUS ,SAFE AND HAPPY 

 

The Australian Sunrise 

The Morning Star paled slowly, the Cross 

hung low to the sea  

And down the shadowy reaches the tide 

came swirling free.  

The lustrous purple blackness of the soft 

Australian night  

Waned in the grey awakening that heralded 

the light;  

Still in the dying darkness, still in the forest 

dim  

The pearly dew of the dawning clung to each 

giant limb,  

Till the sun came up from ocean, red with 

the cold sea mist,  

And smote on the limestone ridges, and the 

shining tree-tops kissed;  

Then the fiery Scorpion vanished, the mag-

pie's note was heard,  

And the wind in the sheoak wavered and the 

honeysuckles stirred;  

The airy golden vapour rose from the river 

breast,  

The kingfisher came darting out of his cran-

nied nest,  

And the bulrushes and reed-beds put off 

their sallow grey  

And burnt with cloudy crimson at the dawn-

ing of the day.  

by James L Cuthbertson 

 

James Cuthbertson was originally from Scot-

land but taught at Geelong Grammar School. 

His slim Barwon Ballads was published in 

1893.  

Auld Lang Syne 

The most commonly sung song for English-

speakers on New Year's eve, "Auld Lang Syne" is 

an old Scottish song that was first published by 

the poet Robert Burns in the 1796 edition of the 

book, Scots Musical Museum.  

New Year Resolutions 

 

Now Christmas time has come and went, 

The food’s been et, the money spent. 

I’ve sung the songs and drunk the booze. 

My friends have been, I’ve heard their news. 

 

Now ‘s time to change the life I’ve led. 

And plan for times that lie ahead. 

To make my resolutions clear 

About the things I’ll change next year. 

 

Like ride my bike instead of driving 

Be on time when I’m arriving. 

Drink less booze and eat less fat 

Wear some sunscreen and a hat. 

 

Say hello to folks I meet 

When I’m jogging down the street. 

Wear a smile the whole day long. 

Don’t do things I know are wrong. 

 

The list goes on for several pages 

To write it down has taken ages. 

I read it back then think, “Oh Dear” 

It’s exactly what I wrote last year 

 

 

© Brian Langley,  December 2003 

Australian History 

1856-Queen Victoria approves a petition to rename 

the island of Van Dieman’s Land,Tasmania in hon-

our of the Dutch explorer Abel Tasman 

1866- The first Queensland route of the famous 

coach company ,Cobb and Co. is established 

1901-The Commonwealth of Australia is proclaimed 

http://www.infoplease.com/ce6/people/A0809554.html
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President’s Preamble -   

.” 
 

New Year Cheer  
At the sound of the tolling midnight bell 
a brand new year will begin. 
Let's raise our hopes in a confidant toast, 

to the promise it ushers in.May your bat-
tles be few, your pleasure many, 
your wishes and dreams fulfilled. 
May your confidence stand in the face of 
loss 
and give you the strength to rebuild.May 
peace of heart fill all your days 

may serenity grace your soul. 
May tranquil moments bless your life 
and keep your spirit whole.  

- Author Unknown 

WHY ALWAYS IS A CUTE FAIRY, ON TOP OF 

EVERY CHRISTMAS TREE? 

 

Santa's had a problem year. He's had a dreadful 

time, I hear. 

His Christmas tree is looking rather bare. 

The bells and balls are nice and bright, the tinsels 

hanging there all right, 

But something's missing right on top, up there. 

His wife has done the Christmas cooking. Every pud-

ding is good looking. 

The reindeer have all had their antlers waxed. 

The elves have finished all the toys, all Christmas 

wrapped for girls and boys, 

And Santa should by now be quite relaxed. 

Santa's worked flat out all night, but still he's feeling 

most up tight, 

Most unhappy how his tree is looking, 

Up tight, like his gut is knotted, like his breakfast 

somehow rotted. 

He even laid the blame on his wife's cooking. 

Decisions like this showed his stress. With beard un-

kempt, he looked a mess. 

The cuckoo clock had fallen to the floor. 

The little bird which lived inside, had fallen out, and 

promptly died. 

Then someone rang the bell at his front door. 

A triple bypass diagnosed for Santa meant he pre-

supposed 

No inclination to go with any speed 

To see who dared to ring his bell, but still he tried to 

run, and fell 

Resulting in poor Santa with a need 

To satisfy an inclination to treat persistent fibrilla-

tion, 

Which once was diagnosed as chronic flutter. 

Our hero once had been a loser, who'd oft frequent 

a local boozer, 

Usually ending lying in the gutter. 

Our dear Santa, fully stressed, would fail then any 

police breath test. 

Since then he's had intensive therapy. 

But plagued by troubles at the pole, to play a happy 

Santa role 

Was not to be, or so it seemed to me. 

So Santa struggled to his feet, brushed his clothes 

to look more neat,  

And opened wide the door for all to see, 

A little fairy tinsel clad, who said, "Oh dearest 

Christmas Dad, 

Where should I put this lovely Christmas Tree?" 

 

Jem Shorland 
Lift needed 

If anyone is able to give Carolyn 
Sambridge a lift home to Belmont 
from the January muster please 
could you ring her and let her 
know. She is able to get to the 
muster, she just needs a lift home. 
Phone: Carolyn:9277 4032 

Jan 2014 

 

The spring run of bush poetry events has 

finally steadied, but over the past three 

months I have seen a fair bit of the 

Southwest and as far as Perenjori and Es-

perance.  

Thank you to all who have organised and 

supported the many events that have run 

under the banner of the W A Bush Poets 

and Yarnspinners Assn Inc. The highlight 

would have to be the Toodyay Festival 

and state championships, which we are 

hoping to make an annual event. 

This is the first year I have made it to the 

December muster, and what an enjoyable 

night it was. Grace did a great job as MC, 

and got the raffle through in record time! 

We now look forward to Australia Day at 

Wireless Hill, then Boyup Brook in Febru-

ary. Anyone interested in coming to 

Boyup, whether performing or just at-

tending to enjoy the poetry and country 

music, will be welcome to camp with the 

poets at my farm. 

WA will be represented at Tamworth by 

your president and vice president. I am 

looking forward to catching up with many 

bush poetry friends on the east coast. 

I would like to personally wish all our 

members and supporters a very happy 

and safe Christmas and New Year. 

 

Bill Gordon 

President  
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WOULD YOU LIKE 

TO MC A MUSTER? 
We are looking for mem-
bers who would be willing 
to take on the role of MC or 
Classics Reader for 1 Mus-
ter each for the year 
ahead. Ask a committee 
member (or Brian) and we 
would love to include you 
in this role. 

YULETIDE MEMORlES  (December 25th  1904) 
 
How comes it that at Christmas time we're fond of looking back 
With a saddened and regretful gaze adown life's travelled track ? 
We search old mem'ry's lumber room, we tear aside the screen  
That hides the host of chances lost the vague What-might-have been. 
 Buck up my friends, look back no more, nor be at Yuletide glum, 
 You morbid crew look FORWARD to the chances yet to come ! 
 
What though long years ago you left your girl on Sydney side, 
And came out West to strike it rich that she might be your bride.  
O'er mulga plains and spinifex you chased the golden weight, 
You missed the bus at Nugget Gulch, you "petered" at The Gate, 
 On lonely out-back tracks you saw the human bones ableach,  
 But found — grim Fate ! — the elusive weight' kept ever out of reach. 
 
Your girl still waits on Sydney side, the red gold' waits for you;  
You still may take some heart of grace — The maid and metal's true. 
There's fond hearts over East, my lad, there's red gold in the West; 
Look back not on the barren days. push on, lad, with your quest. 
 The luck that's always dodging you will sometime come your way ; 
 Good luck, you Goldfields Pioneer, you’ll strike it rich some day ! 
 
We call the roll at Christmas-tide of friends we knew of old,  
To find the list of cobbers can on fingers few be told.  
They "swamped" the dusty goldfields tracks  with us in ninety-two — 
Where are they now that gallant band, that genial, hardy crew?  
 Enough ! this retrospection's sad our mem'ries let us cheat 
 Fill up the glass and let us toast the friends we've yet to meet ! 
 
Why gaze we on that picture fair, that hangs above our bed — 
The pink-white girl with hair of gold and honied lips and red?  
She shone, as sunbeams sometimes shine through darkened clouds, last year  
But other days have yet to come and other girls as dear. 
 And future Christmas days will bring their share of passioned bliss, 
 So drink this toast : The countless host of girls we've yet to kiss ! 
 
What though we make our Christmas feast on damper and tinned dog,  
Or utilise as easy chair a fallen mulga log ? 
What though beneath our mistletoe; a black gin stands serene — 
our fancy, if it's used aright, will make that same a queen. 
 We still, whatever be our fate, in town or wilderness, 
 Can weave some rich embroideries to deck Life's common dress. 
 
There's red gold to be found my boys, there's red lips to be kissed, 
And life's too short to waste it on the chances that we've missed. 
Look forward, onward, straight ahead, that is the game that pays,  
We can't he always living, boys through beanless, beerless days. 
 And so to-day we send to you who happen on these rhymes. 
 The season's greetings, warm and true,  
  From  
   Yours, 
    “THE SUNDAY TIMES” 
 
THANKS BRIAN FOR SENDING IN THIS CLASSIC POEM 
 
 

Editor’s note:  

Thank  you to all the peo-

ple who have contributed 

to this edition.  

If anyone has a favourite 

poem they would like in-

cluded or if you would like 

to see your poem in 

print ?Please email it /

them to me for inclusion. 

Kind regards 

Christine 

Many thanks to Brian Langley for co-ordinating the details of our coming  Musters: 

 

January 3rd MC Nancy Coe  9472 5303 (no e-mail)     Classics  

Readers   Win Tye   and    Desiree Peta 

 

February  7th   MC  Anne Hayes  93771238           hayseed1@optusnet.com.au  

Classics Reader   Robert Gunn 

 

March  7th      MC  Dot Langley   9361 3770    brumbrum@tpg.com.au       

Classics Reader  - Trish Joyce   -  NOTE  this is WA Writers night     All WA country and  

non-performing   city writers are asked to submit a couple of  

poems   to Dot    -  The night will be a mixture of contemporary and  

earlier poems 

 

April     4th   MC  Lorelie Tacoma   9365 2277        tlorelie@ymail.com       Classics Reader  TBA 

 

May     2nd      MC    Bill Gordon     0428 651 098     northlands@wn.com.au     

Classics Reader TBA     perhaps we  

could have a short poetry comp on this evening?     what do you think? 

mailto:hayseed1@optusnet.com.au
mailto:brumbrum@tpg.com.au
mailto:tlorelie@ymail.com
mailto:northlands@wn.com.au
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Membership fees may be paid by direct 
debit: 

Bank Transfer to NAB BSB 086455  
A/C#824284595  

Name…..WA Bush Poets. 
 Please email notification of payment to  

treasurer@wabushpoets.asn.au 

Alan received this along with a cheque. 

It made us smile,   

Many thanks Arthur 

 

OVERDUE SUBSCRIPTIONS 

 

“Stone the flamin’ crows, Joe!” 

Said the old man to his mate, 

“A letter from the treasurer! 

Me subs are running late!” 

“So I’ll send this bloke a cheque, Joe 

which the bank says is a sin, 

They won’t think of paying it 

Before me wheat is in the bin!” 

 

Arthur Leggett 

Poet’s Brawl –  Thank You 

Thank you to all the talented people 

who entered “The Toodyay Poet’s  

Brawl”.  The quality of the sixteen entries was 

outstanding and , in my opinion all were wor-

thy of a prize.  Unfortunately,  there could 

only be one winner. 

Maxine Richter (Co-ordinator of “The Poet’s 

Brawl”) 

THE RACE AGAINST TIME 

 

The thunder boomed like cannon shot as wick-

ed lightning flashed; 

a whiff of sulfur tinged the air as through the 

night he dashed. 

But storms could never stop this man; he knew 

he must get through, 

and cursed the many holdups now as his impa-

tience grew. 

 

The rain came down in blinding sheets and 

blurred the road ahead, 

yet if he slowed and got there late he might as 

well be dead. 

So much depended on him now; there was no 

other way, 

he either made it through in time, or live to rue 

this day. 

 

Back at the camp they prayed for him; he was 

their only hope, 

to get the vital goods they need to help them 

try and cope.  

No matter what the obstacles; no way could he 

be late 

he simply had to be on time, the pub would 

close at eight. 

 

©T.E. Piggott 

 

PLEASE LIE DOWN ON 

THIS BED 

I’ve finally had the biggest mongrel week that 

I have ever had 

Every  thing I touched or looked at turned to 

fifty shades of bad 

I look back on the past week and I’m filled 

with morbid dread 

Cause I said to a bloody sheila “Please lie 

down on this bed”. 

 

Now it wasn’t a proposition and it wasn’t what 

it seems 

Although she was the kind of sort I only en-

counter in my dreams. 

And I’m not sure what she thought or if I 

meant it when I said 

“Please excuse me Madam but would you lie 

down on this bed? ” 

 

I think I should explain myself , I work at for-

ty winks 

And fair dinkum trade is on the nose, in fact it 

bloody stinks 

It was an act of desperation, when suddenly I 

said 

“Please excuse me Madam but would you lie 

down on this bed? ” 

 

But she did as she was bidden, I thought ”I’ve 

finally had a win” 

When she turned to me and winked and gave 

the biggest grin 

I called the store boss over feeling good about 

my life 

But he gave me such a dirty look and said 

“Are you trying to bed my wife?” 

 

Roger Cracknell (Poet’s Brawl, Toodyay  

2013) 

http://www.google.com.au/imgres?sa=X&biw=1204&bih=685&tbm=isch&tbnid=RBhiBRqTfTRAuM:&imgrefurl=http://midlandmasters.com/tag/subscriptions/&docid=yOlZT0kwHArFnM&imgurl=http://midlandmasters.files.wordpress.com/2013/01/subscriptions.gif&w=900&h=300&ei=T9yZUquQ


 

 Page 5 

Do you want to be part of the National Scene  —    

Then you might consider joining the Australian 

Bush Poets Assn    

 www.abpa.org.au    .  Annual membership  $30       

Stay up to date with events and competitions right 

across Australia  
 

  
 

    Now the Party’s Over…! 
 

T’was the first day of January and all over the floor 
lay debris from the party that evening before. 
Amidst tangled streamers was a body supine 
snoring loudly and reeking of far too much wine, 
while a bunch of balloons, with some slowly deflat-
ing, 

were grouped ‘round his head like jellyfish mating. 
The dozens of empties that littered the floor 
trailed out to the veranda to meet even more. 
Crumpled up in a heap on the dew damp front lawn 
another was sleeping and looked so forlorn 

with one arm ‘round a friend he’d escorted back 
home  

while befuddled with passion for this concrete 
gnome. 
The neighbours old cat stalked warily through 
carefully sniffing at food scraps all soggy with dew, 
then it hissed and leapt back on the fence where it 
started 

when the sleeper rolled over, moaned and then 
farted, 
then slid back into slumber as drunks often do, 
hand clutching a can, while the other held two! 

Inside, by the toilet, his head on the seat 
the “life of the party” now looked sallow and weak, 
while a girl who’d spent hours to look at her best 

would now anxiously wait ‘till she had a preg test. 
Theirs was such a grand party, the years final fling 
yet even when sober - won’t remember a thing! 
Why on earth do they do it, just what do they gain? 
Do they really enjoy all the headaches and pain, 
that throbbing hangover, the sore throat from 
spewing, 

can this be called fun, these things they keep do-
ing? 
They’d tell me I’m old, that I’d don’t understand 

what it’s like to be young with a life yet unplanned. 

Though of course we old fogies all know that’s 

not true 

and we haven’t forgotten that we were young 

too, 

but did we really party to such great  excess 

and then suffer such pains, the same worries 

and stress? 

I won’t answer that question, I’m not brave 

and bold 

and they’ll work it out when they too get old! 

 

© Pete. Stratford. 30.1.11 

 

   

New Years Resolution… 

 

 Another year spreads before us  

 as yet un-marred by our mistakes, 

 just as every single day is 

 when we at first awake. 

 

 If only we could be as positive 

 when each day has run its course 

 that nothing said or done throughout 

 gave cause for our remorse. 

 

 How great for us and others too, 

 if only kindly deeds were done, 

 and our words had lifted others up 

 as days passed by, one by one. 

 

 I cannot change this world at large 

 no matter what my dreams may be 

 so maybe I’ll just concentrate 

 on making changes within me.  

 
 ©   Pete. Stratford.  26.12.11 

Something old to remember as we bring in the 
New Year. This is from 1995 ,we are still going 
strong. 
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Muster performers 
A reminder to all those who perform at our 
musters… 
  
Please remember to bring a short synopsis of 
your poem so we can include a description of 
the poem in our muster write up. This is to be 
given to the person writing up the muster 
notes. 
Thank you. 
 
 

THE REAL FATHER CHRISTMAS 

 

My sister was no longer five. Her brain at six in 

overdrive, 

When girls are notoriously gullible. 

In the year of her very first grade, many the 

friends she had made, 

And all found Marlene to be malleable. 

Poor, easily led young Marlene, so matey with 

friendly Darlene, 

Who herself was had a friend named Narelle, 

Both got on quite well with Raelene, and great 

bosom buddy Gaylene. 

All failed to relate to Chantelle. 

Marlene was walking to school, not running - she 

had to be cool - 

Beside her new best friend, Chantelle. 

Marlene was in trouble you see, in class it just 

happened to be 

Her turn to do class show and tell. 

Poor Marlene was starting to panic, her actions 

becoming quite manic, 

Her mind had completely gone blank. 

But Chantelle, her comments we're clear. For Mar-

lene the future was near 

And she surely had Chantelle to thank. 

As her turn to speak was so near, the news Chan-

telle gave her was clear, 

And it surely made Marlene feel glad. 

Her mind was now free of all fear, the news that 

her classmates would hear. 

Father Christmas was really her Dad! 

It shocked all the kids in grade two, there was 

nothing the teacher could do, 

And the rest of the school, they were wary. 

Now Santa had bitten the dust, their parents had 

lost all their trust, 

And now in their sights - the tooth fairy! 

And certainly things were not funny. Doubts 

raised then on poor Easter Bunny! 

But no one had fits of the giggles 

When questions were heard in the house. How 

real was the great Mickey Mouse, 

And even those icons, The Wiggles! 

Before it got quite out of hand, the Pope thought 

it time for a stand! 

He stated the proof was quite clear. 

"Our faith should be never denied, and Christ rose 

again when he died. 

And his rebirth on Earth is quite near!" 

But before things begin to get worse, I'll shortly 

cease writing this verse. 

I'm sure this will make you quite sad. 

I really should start to behave now, Marlene has 

gone to her grave now,  

Still believing that Santa's her Dad. 

She believed when it's all said and done,  

He was Santa for everyone! 

 

Jem Shorland 

 

 

 

 

GUIDELINES FOR MUSTER MCs 
With the new year upon us it seems time-

ly to remind new MCs of what they need 

to do to complete this valuable job. 

  

Collect performance names, it’s a really good 

idea to ask at the muster prior to the one 

where you are MCing. Pre event notifications - 

determine if "reading", if so allocate 4 only un-

til all other poets are catered for, then if slots 

available put other "readings" in. Do not "wait 

to see" if 'someone' is coming. Please have the 

first half organized with available people. We 

want to welcome people but it’s best to slot 

late comers into second half.  

 If there are any problems with program or 

late comers ask a committee member for as-

sistance.  

 

When arranging the performance schedule - 

allow 6 minutes per performance unless other-

wise pre-arranged with poet. People often do 

quite short poems so check with the poets, if 

you can, as it might mean you can fit more 

performers in on the night. 

Try and give a range of performers - split tra-

ditional/contemporary, men / women,  

new / experienced etc if you can.  

Do not announce the performer’s poem let 

them introduce it themselves.  

Make sure you have a “reader from the clas-

sics”. This generally begins the second half of 

the evening and is allotted about 8minutes. 

 

Check to see who is doing the write up for the 

Bully  Tin and remind the performers to bring 

a brief synopsis or a copy of their poem.  This 

make the job of writing up the muster much 

easier. 

 

Thank you for doing this essential job.  We 

hope you enjoy the experience and will volun-

teer again.  Remember to ask one of the com-

mittee if you are unsure about any aspect of 

this job. 

 

Performers, remember to ring the MC in ad-

vance if you know you would like to perform. 

Thank you. 
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November Muster Wrap Up - Nancy Coe and Meg Gordon 
MC for the evening was Jack Matthews and the evening started at 7.10pm. 

After a couple of thank yous from Brian Langley and Anne Hayes for the Toodyay weekend, Jack 
gave a short talk on his weekend at Bruce Rock with the RSL. 

The lineup of poets this month consisted of: 
1 Cobber Lethbridge, after a rendition on the mouth organ he gave us his own poem "Galipoli" 
(this won the Bronze Swagman award and Bush Laureat). This poem follows young an old 
recruits from Australia to the battle fields. Some returned, some didn't. Of those who returned, 
what fate awaited them? During the second half he recited his own poems "Old Grandad" 
(about Young Henry visiting Grandpa in a nursing home. He finds out that things aren't 
necessarily how they appear) and "Show Day" (about a beauty contest on Show Day with an 

unlikely candidate – Mother McQ). 
2 Caroline Sambridge has been busy again and gave us "Come to McDonalds" and The Wicked 
Witch of the West" in the first half and "The Goodies" and "Your Local MP" during the second 
half. 

3 Then Brian Langley gave us an unbelievable yarn called "Women Can't Read Maps" and 
secondly "Missing with All Hands" by Peter Mace, the story of HMAS Sydney and her encounter 

with the German raider Kormoran which saw the sinking of both ships. A memorial was erected 
in Geraldton and 67 years later the wreck of the Sydney was finally found and a memorial 
service was held. 
4 Jane Durell performed "Scaredy Cat" - her own composition. 
5 Grace Williamson gave us "The Little Worn Out Pony" (Anon) and "Horses Are Smart". 
6 John Hayes recited his own poem "The Good Old Days" about his early days of farming. Then 
a Banjo classic "The Droving Days", about an old drover who attends a horse sale and knows full 

well that most of these will be sold to pull a hawker's cart, or sent to the knackery. In a fleeting 
moment he recalls the many times he had been droving and feels a sense of shame as he bids to 
save just one of the mob that could have been his faithful steed in another era. 

7 Dot Langley read the winning entry from the writing competition at Toodyay, "The Dying" by 
Martin Pattie and helped us remember Remembrance Day with "Please Wear a Poppy" by Don 
Crawford. 
8 Rob Gunn gave his rendition of "Turbulence" (Murray Hartin) and also "Tomorrow" by 

Melanie Hall. 
9 Jack Matthews ended the first half with "The Thrasher Gram" (Bill Kearns) and the second 
half with "Sonia Snell", author unsure. 
10 Theresa Rose provided a reading from the Classics - "Marion Lee" by Bernard Espinasse. 
Relatively little information on Bernard Espinasse's life and career has been uncovered to date, 
but it would appear that he had quite a reputation, both literary and otherwise, in the late 

1800's and early 1900's. 
He was born Bern ard Reuban Isacc Julian Maximillian Espionasse on 5 December 1868 in the 
English town of Gravesend, Kent. He moved with his family to Australia sometime prior to July 

1880, with his first know school being Scotch College, Melbourne. 
The limited details we have, suggest he may have started out as an actor, before becoming JC 
Williamson's literary secretary in 1898, and establishing himself as a playwright. In the early 
1890's the Bulletin began publishing some of his poems and short stories. 

In 1893 he married Germaine Therese Seeley, a writer whose few works appeared under the 
pseudonym, Elise Espinasse. She divorced him in 1906 on the grounds of desertion. 
In 1895 he moved to Sydney where, in 1898, he became Williamson's literary secretary, working 
on a number of dramatic and musical works. In early 1902 he returned to England hoping to find 
better opportunities as a playwright. There is no evidence tom show whether he returned to 
Australia, or how his career did or di not progress. His articles, short stories and poems 
continued to be published in newspapers and magazines in Australia and New Zealand. The 

Theatre magazine's November 1907 issue reported that Espinasse had been forced to enter a 

London hospital with a heart complaint. Five years later his reputation was effectively ruined 
when he was found guilty of fraud in a London court and sentenced to 7 months imprisonment. 
He and his cousin and her husband had collected winning cheques under false names from his 
employer Pearson's Weekly. No information regarding his whereabouts after 1912 has been 
located. He is believed to have remained in England until his death but no year has been 

determined. 
The poem deals with a theme that is found in a lot of our Bush Poetry; the romantic view of 
bushrangers and the sacrifices their sweethearts made to protect them. 
9 Marg Cobb - “The Smiths from Coolgardie” (Dryblower Murphy), a yarn about cricket. 
10 Nancy Coe brought us "The Sheep of the North West" and "The Cattle of the North West" 
her own poems. 
10 Jack Matthews ended the evening with "The Green Eyed Yellow Idol" (Rudyard Kipling). The 

poem is about the British Army protecting the trade routes in the Khyber Pass from the hill 
tribes who raided the camel trains. There was also the matter of the green eye of the yellow god 
which had been carved in limestone well up the hill which overshadowed their base camp. 
He then thanked everyone for a great evening, which ended at 9.25pm. 
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December Muster Wrap Up – Nancy Coe and Meg Gordon 

 

MC for the evening was Grace Williamson who welcomed visitors especially first timers. 

 

President Bill Gordon welcomed everyone and gave an update on Terry's progress after his operation and all went well. Dave on the 

other hand is not travelling so well and our thoughts go out to him and Elaine. Rhonda Hinkley has taken over the library and this was 

much appreciated. A request for more poets for Australia Day went out also. 

 

Bill then performed “Saltbush Bill and the Patriarch” by Banjo Patterson. The Journey of Jacob to his uncle Laban as found in the Bible 

is re-told by Saltbush Bill. He compares the ways of the days in Queensland in the days and language of the drovers. 

 

Christine Boult then gave us “Along by Merry Christmas Time” by Henry Lawson which was about family get togethers at Christmas.  

 

Wally Williamson (encouraged by his wife Grace) told us about a not so well known bushranger called Morgan in Edward Harrington's 

“When Morgan Crossed the Murray”. 

 

Lesley McAlpine kept the theme of Christmas going with “Twas the Night before Christmas – in Aust”By Kilmeny Niland. Santa ar-

rived in a rusty ute pulled by eight kangaroos! 

 

Keith Lethbridge provided a musical rendition on the mouth organ “Beautiful Ohio” then recited his own poem “McCarthy's Cabin”. 

After a long working life as a stockman and a wool presser, McCarthy has finally retired. He's found himself a cabin, somewhere in the 

South West of WA.   It is no surprise that he's got a garden full of veggies, chooks, and a dog to keep him company. But now something 

new is on the horizon – he is courting a widow. 

 

Desiree Peta gave us “A Soldier's Song” by David Campbell. For Remembrance Day. 

 

Jack Matthews recited “There's Only the Two of us Here” (Edward Harrington). Sometimes it is better to sleep outside than be both-

ered by ghosts. 

 

Kerry Bowe and Barry Higgins performed “Christmas Cocktail” by Syd Hopkinson. Waste not want not provides a fundraiser with a 

difference – one extra bottle of champagne! 

 

John Hayes - “Eureka”  His own poem about the 2010 earthquake in Kalgoorlie/Boulder and a buried treasure revealed at the auction. 

 

Alan Aitkin with another favourite by Banjo Patterson - “Clancy of the Overflow” 

 

Rob Gunn ended the first half with a Terry Piggot poem “Would you say Hello to Dad”. Catching up with an old mate and reminiscing 

about their days looking for gold. 

 

Lesley McAlpine requested help with her daughter's fundraising effort for the Cancer Council and recited an unnamed British poem by 

Mike Barrowclough. 

 

Supper was Pies and Port and it was free of charge. Thank  you to all the people who organised the supper and the raffle.  It was fantas-

tic.  The bumper raffle meant everyone took home at least on prize. 

Brian Langley opened the second half with his poem “Cancelling Mum's Phone”. Having unsuccessfully tried to explain to a Pakistani 

Call Centre operator that his Mum was in a Nursing Home and needed her phone cancelled, he got so frustrated, he threw his phone 

outside. But it had hit a Postie on the head and knocked him out – One of the letters lying there (spillt from his bag) was from Telstra 

saying that as mum hadn't paid her bill, they were cancelling her phone. 

 

Rob Gunn gave us a Murray Hartin gem “Chinese Whispers”. How small town gossip can get way out of hand. 

 

Caroline Sambridge – two more with her charming wit. “I Must Impress” (about the debt collector coming to tea) and The Joy of 

Crisco” (hampers at Christmas Time). 

 

John Hayes with Banjo Patterson's “Geebung Polo Club” where the Bushies take on the City Slickers. 

 

Dot Langley with the original version of “Twas The Night Before Christmas” by Clement Clarke Moore (1779-1863), written for his six 

children 186 years ago. This poem has been a favourite of children in the 19th, 20th and now 21st centuries. It remains the standard bearer 

for yuletide verse. 

 

Bill Gordon - “Tangmalangaloo” by Patrick Hartigan (Father John O'Brien). The Bishop's visit unearths the belief that the most im-

portant thing about Christmas Day is that it is the day before the races at Tangmalangaloo! 

 
Jack Matthews - “Swingers” (Bill Kearns). An example of what happens when old words have had change in meaning. 

 
Keith Lethbridge – “Lousy Attitude”- another of his own compositions accompanied by the Jew's Harp the his Set of Bones. If he had a 

wooden leg or a glass eye, most people would be a little bit understanding of Cobber. But Cobber's affliction is a Lousy Attitude. Em-

ployers don't take this into consideration, even though it's a very serious handicap. Fortunately, there is one caree open to Cobber, and in 

this poem he takes it up – Politics! 
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Kerry Bowe with Will Ogilvie's “My Hat”. A hat is a very necessary part of living on the land. Will Ogilvie was a great 

friend of Harry 'Breaker' Morant. He was of Scottish decent and he died in 1963 aged 94. RM Williamson was instrumental 

in the publication of his works and wrote the forward in his book. 

 

Barry Higgins with Bob Magor's “Bush Justice”. A tale when Avon came calling. 

 

Christine Boult - “The Sandy Hollow Line” (Duke Tritton).  A copy of this will be included in February Bully Tin.  Many 

people were interested in Duke’s susso work as a railway worker and the mistreatment they received in the depression 

years. 

 

Grace wound up the evening by thanking everyone for coming and bringing things for the raffle, everyone went home with 

a gift. 

 

President Bill thanked Grace for doing a great job as MC and wished everyone a Happy Christmas. 

WA BUSH POETS BRING YOU 
 

19TH ANNUAL BUSH POETRY SHOWCASE 

 

Traditional & Contemporary Aussie Rhyming Poetry by many of W.A.’s top 

Bush Poets 

Supporting Musicians  -  “Campfire Country” 
 

AUSTRALIA DAY 
 
 

Sunday  26th  Jan.  2014 

Commencing 1.00pm 
under the trees at 

 
 

WIRELESS HILL PARK 

ALMONDBURY ROAD, ARDROSS 

FREE ENTRY  DONATIONS  MUCH  APPRECIATED 
 

WABP&YS information can be found at  
www.wabushpoets.asn.au 

www.wabushpoets.com  
A Smoke Free,  Wheelchair Friendly  &  Sunsafe Event 

Proudly Supported By: The City of Melville 
ets.com  

http://www.wabushpoets.asn.au/
http://www.wabushpo%20A%20Smoke%20Free,%20%20Wheelchair%20Friendly%20%20&%20%20Sunsafe%20Event%0dProudly%20Supported%20By:%20The%20City%20of%20Melville%0dets.com
http://www.wabushpo%20A%20Smoke%20Free,%20%20Wheelchair%20Friendly%20%20&%20%20Sunsafe%20Event%0dProudly%20Supported%20By:%20The%20City%20of%20Melville%0dets.com
http://www.wabushpo%20A%20Smoke%20Free,%20%20Wheelchair%20Friendly%20%20&%20%20Sunsafe%20Event%0dProudly%20Supported%20By:%20The%20City%20of%20Melville%0dets.com
http://www.wabushpo%20A%20Smoke%20Free,%20%20Wheelchair%20Friendly%20%20&%20%20Sunsafe%20Event%0dProudly%20Supported%20By:%20The%20City%20of%20Melville%0dets.com
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Address correspondence for the  
Bully Tin to: 
The  “Bully Tin”  Editor   
Box 364,  
Bentley  WA 6982 
e-mail   christineboult7@bigpond.com 

 Address all other correspondence to:  
 
The Secretary 
WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners 
Box 364,  
Bentley  WA 6982 

Address Monetary payments to: 
 
The Treasurer  
WA Bush Poets & Yarnspinners Assn  
Box 364, Bentley. WA 6982 
 

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, CD  
Arthur Leggett  books, 
                             inc autobiography 
Keith Lethbridge books 

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

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  

 Upcoming Events   
 

Please let the editor know if you are aware of any event which might be of interest to the general membership 
January Muster at Bentley Park Auditorium, Plantation Drive, Bentley 

17th –26th January, Tamworth Country Music Festival, NSW 
Australia Day at Wireless Hill, 1pm –late, Free event, Bush poetry 

Nannup Music Festival Friday 28th February - Monday 3rd March 2014 with Peter Capp 

Committee Members—WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners  2013—14 
 

Bill Gordon President 97651098   0428651098 northlands@wn.com.au  
Brian Langley Vice President 9361 3770 briandot@tpg.com.au   
 Webmaster 
Irene Conner Secretary 0429652155 iconner21@wn.com.au 
   State Rep ABPA 
Alan Aitken   Treasurer   0400 249 243     aaitken@live.com.au 
Maxine Richter Bully Tin Distributor 042 9339 002 maxine.richter@bigpond.com  
Terry Piggott  94588887 terrence.piggott@bigpond.com 
Dave Smith  0438341256 daveandelainesmith1@bigpond.com 
Nancy Coe Muster Meet/greet 94725303 
Not on the committee, but taking on the following tasks: 
Robert Gunn Sound gear set up 0417099676 gun.hink@hotmail.com 
Is this you? Tea and biscuits     
Christine Boult Bully Tin Editor 9364 8784 christineboult7@bigpond.com 
Rhonda Hink Librarian              0417099676 gun.hink@hotmail.com 

Membership fees may be paid by direct debit: 
Bank Transfer to NAB BSB 086455 A/C#824284595  

Name…..WA Bush Poets. 
 Please email notification of payment to: treasurer@wabushpoets.asn.au 

Don’t forget our website 

www.wabushpoets.asn.au   or   www.wabushpoets.com 

Please contact the Webmaster, Brian Langley on 93613770 if you would like to 
see your poems featured in the Members Poetry section. 

Regular events   
 

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

Bunbury Bush Poets    Contact :Alan Aitken0400 249 243     aaitken@live.com.au 
 


