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June 2024 

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

Next Muster:  7th June at 7.00 pm, at the Auditorium,  
Swan Care, Plantation Drive, Bentley 

MC: Bev Shorland O487 764 897 shorland@iinet.net.au  
Theme: Hats  

WA poets –past and present Poets bring in your books/CDs to sell  
Poems from Henry Lawson 

The 

A Voice from the City 
By Henry Lawson 
 
On western plain and eastern hill 
   Where once my fancy ranged, 
The station hands are riding still 
   And they are little changed. 
But I have lost in London gloom 
   The glory of the day, 
The grand perfume of wattle bloom 
   Is faint and far away. 
 
Brown faces under broad-brimmed hats 
   The grip of wiry hands, 
The gallops on the frosty flats, 
   Seem dreams of other lands; 
The camp fire and the stars that blaze 
   Above the mystic plain 
Are but the thoughts of vanished days 
   That never come again. 
 
The evening star I seldom view— 
   That led me on to roam— 
I never see the morning star 
   That used to draw me home. 
But I have often longed for day 
   To hide the few I see, 
Because they only point and say 
   Most bitter things to me. 
 
I wear my life on pavement stones 
   That drag me ever down, 
A paltry slave to little things, 
   By custom chained to town. 
I’ve lost the strength to strike alone, 
   The heart to do and dare— 
I mind the day I’d roll my swag 
   And tramp to—God-knows-where. 

When I should wait I wander out, 

   When I should go I bide— 

I scarcely dare to think about 

   The days when I could ride. 

I would not mount before his eyes, 

   ‘Straight’ Bushman tall and tan— 

I mind the day when I stood up 

   And fought him like a man. 

 

I mind the time when I was shy 

   To meet the brown Bush girls— 

I’ve lunched with lords since then and I 

   Have been at home with earls: 

I learned to smile and learned to bow 

   And lie to ladies gay— 

But to a gaunt Bushwoman now 

   I’d not know what to say. 

 

And if I sought her hard bare home 

   From scenes of show and sham, 

I’d sit all ill at ease and fell 

   The poor weak thing I am. 

I could not meet her hopeless eyes 

   That look one through and through, 

The haggard woman of the past 

   Who once thought I was true. 

 

But nought on earth can last for aye, 

   And wild with care and pain, 

Some day by chance I’ll break away 

   And seek the Bush again. 

And find awhile from bitter years 

   The rest the Bush can bring, 

And hear, perhaps, with truer ears 

   The songs it has to sing. 
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President’s Ramblings June 2024 

The tribute to Chris Taylor held at the May muster was well attended. There were nine poets reading or reciting 
Chris's poems. His son Dan was present and read more of his dad's poems and gave us an insight into Chris's life 
and travels. Dan also read a poem he wrote after Chris's passing. Having only known Chris as a poet and a          
wanderer, we all felt we knew him much better after hearing Dan's words. I read messages from his two daugh-
ters Jodie and Casey. Casey has copies of all Chris's poems and is working on compiling them into a book. She has 
offered us the draft when available so we can publish the book here in WA. Please contact me if you would like a 
copy of the book when it is published. The Tribute was recorded thanks to the technical skills of Julian Ilich. It has 
been posted on YouTube and can be accessed via the following link https://youtu.be/wZL4OBqZ_Ds  
 

Moondyne Festival was well supported with poetry of the usual high standard and was much appreciated by the 

visitors to Toodyay for the day. Special thanks to Bev who rallied the poets and to Greg and Heather who took 

charge of the PA and gazebo and set them up. This is the first time Meg and I have missed Moondyne for many 

years but were gratified to know that we are not indispensable. It was also the first time we have not been         

supported by a musician but the number of poets present meant that there were not many gaps in the day’s      

program. 

 

Stage one of the website update has been completed and the new look has been published. Many thanks to Jul-

ian Ilich for the many hours he has put in to this and for his ideas to make the website much more appealing and 

easier to navigate. As is always the case, it is an ongoing project and needs input to keep up to date with current 

events. Meg is still the webmaster but it is a combined effort to keep on top of the job. We are still looking for 

poets to submit updates to the poets page so people seeking poets for an event can contact direct rather than 

going through the president.  

 

Meg and I came over to Queensland for her brother’s 70th birthday. Our trip has turned into a Grand Poetry Tour. 

We had two nights with Jack and Stella Drake in Stanthorpe. Jack sends his regards to WA Poets he met at Boyup 

Brook and Toodyay. We have caught up with friends at Toowoomba and North Pines poetry groups, are currently 

at Hervey Bay with Mick Martin, and heading to Logan Poets and Noel Stallard’s Verse for Vinnies this weekend 

where our old mate Ray Essery will be the guest poet. These are all people we would not have met but for our 

involvement in Bush Poetry and our trips to Tamworth and  SE Queensland over recent years and we have had 

the pleasure of hosting them in WA. 

 

We will be back in Perth for the June muster before heading north to Derby and Broome on our annul winter      

sojourn. Bill Gordon President 

Photos of Kojonup  

(Bob Brackenbury interment)  

https://youtu.be/wZL4OBqZ_Ds
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WA Poets Bill and Meg Gordon Visit Queensland 

We first visited Jack and Stella 

Drake in Stanthorpe. They were 

pleased we called in and stayed   

two nights as Jack doesn’t get out 

much these days as he is constantly 

on oxygen. We had a great time 

going over old poems and events. 

Then we joined 

Qld ABPA Rep. 

Peter Frazer in 

Toowoomba. 

They meet regu-

larly at the Cobb 

and Co Museum 

A night with Noel and Anne 

Stallard brought back many 

memories also and then we 

joined them for the North 

Pines gathering the next day. 

(l) Suzanne Honour 

                   Barry Ellam (r) 

Travelling up to Hervey Bay to stay with 

Mick Martin whom we met when he was 

on the APBA Committee a few years 

ago. He is staring up a new group in Her-

vey Bay and we were privileged to be at 

their inaugural meeting and shared some 

of Mick’s famous damper for morning 

tea. Past National Champion performer, 

Jan Facey gave us some of her brilliant 

poetry. While up that way we caught up 

with Sandy Lees in Bundaberg. She is 

responsible for keeping their local group 

of poets performing and writing. 

Returning to the Brisbane area we were 

guests of Gerry and Michelle Mannion 

and we were able  to reminisce  about  

our meeting in Orange for the  National 

Championships. We joined their group  

in Logan for a morning of poetry and 

more morning tea and also caught up 

with Paddy and Mary O’Brien who   

were visiting from NSW. 

(l) Paddy O’Brien 

           Jan Facey (r)  

 

Mick Martin  

(below)                                            

Logan Poets 

Noel and Anne Stallard have been 

running a charity event, Verse for 

Vinnies, for a number of years 

and special guest this year was 

Ray Essery so it was great to 

catch up with him there. As usual 

he had the crowd enthralled for 

well over an hour and his popular-

ity is obvious and why this was 

his fourth visit. Over $3000 was 

raised during the afternoon and it 

was a great surprise to see other 

poet friends Trish Anderson and 

Glenny Best (wife of our much 

loved poet who passed away a 

couple of years ago, John Best). 

Noel Stallard below 

Above - Gerry and Michelle 

Mannion,   Meg and Bill Gordon 

Left - Trish Anderson,     

Glenny Best, Meg Gordon 

Above - Ray Essery 
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One Persons Point of View 

  
Are you alright there fellah? Would you mind if I sat here? 
I couldn’t help but notice you just starin’ at your beer. 
It’s not too hard to tell that you’ve got somethin’ on your mind. 
It helps to talk about it, least that’s what I seem to find. 
I know you’ve done it tough of late and things are lookin’ crook 
And you might think it was some of the choices that you took. 
But if you’ve started thinkin’ just one options left for you, 
Means you only get reflections on one persons point of view. 
  
So life may not have taken all the turns you thought it would, 
But taking all the blame yourself won’t do you any good. 
Now I don’t have the answers that you’re prob’ly lookin’ for 
And no I can’t predict just what your life may have in store. 
I’ll listen to your story if you’re up to telling me, 
And I will pass no judgement on whatever it might be. 
I won’t tell you it’s easy ‘cause lord knows that isn’t true. 
Of course I’d just be giving you one persons point of view. 
  
You see I’ve met the black dog and although we’ve never talked, 
I’ve often found him following the footsteps I have walked. 
I didn’t like admitting that there might be something wrong, 
And battled with my problems as each new one came along. 
I didn’t see the danger in the black dog at my side. 
I held my ground and almost fell a victim to my pride. 
Thought best just keep it to myself as most men often do, 
And didn’t see the danger in one persons point of view. 
  
It doesn’t help to hide him from your family and friends, 
In fact they help to drown out all those messages he sends. 
That big black dog will hound you when you face him on your own. 
He knows he’s at his strongest when he’s got you all alone. 
He’ll fill your heart with deep despair and cloud your mind with doubt. 
He’ll drag you down so far you’ll think there’s only one way out. 
He lives upon your sadness and he’s taken quite a few 
Who only saw the future from the black dogs point of view. 
  
So how about you grab your beer and join us at the bar 
‘Cause sitting here alone‘s not gonna get you very far. 
That black dog doesn’t like it when your friends get in the way 
He doesn’t like you hearing what your loved ones have to say. 
‘Cause half the battles knowin’ that there’s something not quite right, 
And havin’ lots of mates who’ll say they’re here to join the fight, 
For each and every one of us can help you see it through. 
‘Cause we all found it helps to have a good mates point of view. 
  
By C J Taylor 
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Moondyne Festival Toodyay Sunday May 5th 2024 courtesy of Bev. Shorland  
 
The Moondyne festival at Toodyay was held on a perfect autumn day, the sky was blue the sun shining, a slight 
breeze, lots of people having fun and enjoying another great event that Toodyay turns on. 
 
Again this year we were in a great spot, on the grass outside the Anglican church hall and right next to the Cola 
Cafe. No noise from the generators of the food vans which were way down the other end of the street. 
 
Set up was quick and easy with just one gazebo and Bill's smaller sound system. Greg and Heather Joass' son Ian 
came with them and was a great help setting up and later packing away. 
 
Maxine Richter came up with a friend from her village and was a great help on the information table, she gave out 
many of our flyers advertising our coming events and some of the Bully Tins. 
  
Bev. started the poetry for the day at around 10.00 o'clock, by welcoming everyone and reciting  Reedy River by 
Henry Lawson followed by Peg Vickers Grandpa and the Black Balaclava. 
 
Greg Joass followed on with 'The man from Ironbark' by Banjo Patterson 
then 'When MacDougall won the Day 'by Thomas Spencer. 
 
Slowly an audience began to stop and listen and enjoy the poetry, before long all the seats were filled and people 
were standing at the back. 
 
Next up was Keith Lethbridge who first played a tune on his mouth organ followed by the poem of the footy 
match at Minderoo Station and how Mother McQ played and won he game. Cobbers next poem 'Mildews          
Romance' had the audience laughing. 
  
Rob Gunn was up next with a poem by Dale Winbrow called 'The man in the Mirror' At the end of the day if you 
can look yourself in the mirror and smile at yourself, you have had a good day.   Robs next poem 'The Train to 
Morrow' was well received. Rob finished off with 'Turbulence' by Murray Hartin 
 
Heather Denholm took to the mike with her poem 'I'm an Avid Aussie Quilter displaying her talent as a poet and a 
Quilter.  Her next poem 'My name is Cleo' recalls the story of the little girls kidnapping while camping with her 
family up Carnarvon way. 
 
Daniel Avery told us about his good friends in the poem 'My Wobbly Mates' all born with different disabilities, but 
you couldn’t want for better friends.  Next his love for Australia in the  poem ' Australia this Land Down under' 

 
Christine Boult entertained the crowd with 'Mulga Bills Bicycle' by Banjo 
Patterson, and a couple of other poems. 
 
As with street performances the audience came and went, some stayed   
longer than others but there always seemed to be several people staying to 
listen. Although at time the noise of the motor bikes revving as they were 
leaving caused a distraction, all seven poets performed extremely well. 
Throughout the day the poets  took it in turns to recite their poetry. 
 
It was a delight when toward the end of our day when Frank Heffernan 
(picture left) came up and performed ; it was great to see Frank and his wife.   
 
We did have one fellow come up and ask if he could recite some of his poet-
ry, he played his Didgeridoo which was really good, then some poetry, but it  
wasn’t what we would call bush poetry.   
 
We finished performing around 2.30, packed up and all went home tired and 
happy.  
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Bush Poets Muster Writeup Friday Poets Muster 3rd May 2024 courtesy of Bev Shorland 
 
President Bill welcomed all to the May muster, tonight’s muster  is a tribute to Chris Taylor, and is being 
recorder for Chris's family. Bill also welcomed Chris's son Dan and Dan's friend Lucas. Most of tonight’s 
poem were written by Chris Taylor. 
 
Meg Gordon  ' No More Letters Home' 
A mother waits for letters from her son who is away at the war, often rereading the ones already sent. A 
knock at the door, a glimpse through the window, an army car outside, fear and anguish grip her; is this 
the bad news she fears? Opening the door there stands her wounded son, returning. 'Hi Mum , there will 
be no more letters home.' 
 
Greg Joass    'Louis the Fly' 
Settling down to relax with a beer on the outside lounge on a lovely afternoon; one stray fly begins to 
buzz around, then another and another until they are every where; swiping and shooing to no avail; when 
the unwelcome bite of a march fly sends him indoors. But now a bloody blow fly has come inside too.... 
there is no peace for a man! 
 
Rob Gunn   'Never Been' 
He has never been to China, or Paris,London or the US; but he has seen the rain on the rock, smelt the 
eucalyptus in the air in the blue mountains, the sunsets over the Indian Ocean in the west. Never been all 
over the world, but been all over this great and beautiful land. 
 
Dan Major     Chris's son.  Wearing one of Chris's check shirts and Chris's hat. 
Dan read a poem Chris wrote back in the 80s about Dan growing up. 'The boy is just a dreamer but is 
growing up to soon.' 
Dan then told us about his dad, about growing up and working in various places with Chris, some time 
spent working in the Northern Territory at Kakadu. Dan also worked with Chris as a cable joiner with    
Telstra. 
He then recited     
    'The Ballad of City Jack' 
Jack was city born and bread, the only thing he knew of the bush was what Harry Butler said. Jack wanted 
to go bush so he went to army disposals bought a billy and a swag and headed out bush. He saw kanga-
roos and emus, but a lion in the bush.... that can't be right... 
he had found his way into the Dubbo Western Planes Zoo. 
 
Dan finished with a poem he wrote after Chris died 
    'I'd like to see my Dad again'    
I'd like to see my dad again and do some of the things we used to do . Go fishing again, like when I was a 
kid, I caught a fish and he lost his bait. Work together at Kakadu, and have that time again. But Dad was a 
nomadic type ,and didn't stay around to long. 
 
Bev. Shorland   'The Dance' 
He met her at the local Dance, offering his arm and saying 'Excuse me , may I have this dance. Falling in 
love, getting married, having kids, getting older, now the grand kids. Throughout their lives he would offer 
his arm and say ' Excuse me may I have this dance. She suffered from Dementia, and forgot who he was 
until he would offer his arm and say 'Excuse me may I have this dance'. 
 
Daniel Avery  'Speeding' 
Hurry up ! get in the car! we have to get going!   What’s the hurry dad, has Grandma moved? Why are you 
speeding?  Slow down Dad! 
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Bush Poets Muster Writeup Friday 3rd May cont.… 
 
Bill Gordon  then read a letter from Jodie, Chris Taylor's daughter. 
In it she thanked us for having the tribute for Chris.  Jodie told us about the when she turned 18, he took 
her to the club, into the bar for a beer now she was able to have a drink with him legally. How on        
Melbourne cup day they would be down at the club, they would buy their sweep tickets and discuss  
jockeys horses and check the form guide. It only happened that one day of the year.  When Chris moved 
to WA they didn’t keep in contact very much.   She misses her Dad. 
 
After Supper 
 
Roger Cracknell   'Just Play  Bloody Cricket' 
It's just a game of bloody cricket! Forget the sledging and the nasty attitude, there's no place for 
cheating. Just play the bloody game. 
 
 
Bill Gordon    ' A Proper Game of Tennis' 
When it comes to tennis and tennis players, Australia has had some greats in the past. Now we have 
Nick Kirios sadly he is has a very bad attitude and is a poor sport in short      'Nick's a dick!' 
 
John Hayes    'Swampy'   
Swampy is my mate, met him while out rabbit trapping, we shared a few warm beers and many of life’s  
adventures. It was swampy that introduced me to the girl who became my wife. Swampy was conscript-
ed and went of to fight in Vietnam. He never was the same when he came back. 'The black dog' chased 
him down. Now when I want some time with Swampy I go out bush where I first met him, that’s where 
his ashes lie. 
 
Keith Cobber Lethbridge  'Those Young Dorizzi Boys'. 
This poem is about Gordon, Bert & Tom Dorizzi, & their friend Reggie Ferguson; all from Toodyay.  They 
signed up together, to fight the Japanese in World War 2.  They were captured at Singapore, sent to  
Sandakan and died on the return march to Ranau.  Apparently they lived long enough to understand 
that the war was won. 
 
Julian Illich   'Farewell to Chris' by Peter O’Shaughnessy 
  We’ve lost a poet and a friend. 
   For him we shed our tears. 
  A lonely soul, he sought his peace, 
  but none could share his fears. 
   His poems told of darker days 
  that we were blind to see. 
         He had the gift, but paid the price, 
  Sad verse his legacy. 
   He painted pictures with his verse. 
   He was their brush defined, 
  but torn, like ‘Swampy,’ for his art. 
  What torment filled his mind? 
   The poets curse, that restless urge, 
  pursued him to the end. 
  Until at last, he found his peace. 
  Rest now my lonely friend. 
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Reminder: Could everyone who performs at Musters please  have a synopsis available on the night or send one via 
email  to shorland@iinet.net.au for the Muster write up.   

Thanks in advance Bev  

Next Muster 7th July 2024 at 7.00 pm, at the Auditorium,  
Swan Care, Plantation Drive, Bentley 

MC: Lorraine Broun 0411 877 551  
Reading from the Classics: TBA 

Bush Poets Muster Writeup Friday 3rd May cont.… 
 
Bill Gordon   Read out a letter for Chris's Daughter Casey. 
Casey lives and works in Pittsburgh in the US. in the department of Neurological Surgery at the Pittsburgh 
University. 
      She said that her Dad would be happy to see us all together to celebrate his life. 
 "Dad was a man of many words. Mostly written, meticulously selected, and incredibly meaningful words. 
Even his shopping lists felt poetic." 
She went on to say how her Dad loved his solitude. Also how important it is to have connections with 
people. 
 
Meg Gordon  'Poets never say Goodbye'  by Frank Daniels 
Good friends we make along the way, friendships that part, friends  pass away. But poets never say 
goodbye, their words stay with us for ever. 
 
David Sears        'The Ballad of the Drover'  by Henry Lawson 
Harry is riding home after mustering cattle, there has been rain up country and the river is in flood. Keen 
to get home he tries to cross the swollen river but is swept away. 
 
Daniel Avery   'Angels'   Tania Kernigan 
A tribute to the doctors and nurses of the Royal Flying Doctor Service 
who are known as the angels of the outback. 
 
Rob Gunn   'My Trucking Life'  by Chris Taylor 
Rob played his guitar and sang this poem by Chris. It tells of an aussie bloke who loves his life as a 
truckie, he has travelled the whole country, and now the kids have grown his wife comes along , and he 
loves his trucking job. 
 
Dan Major   'The Mind's Eye'   by Chris Taylor 
He has never seen, but his mind 'sees' things we never see. 
 
Keith Lethbridge   “Lousy Attitude” (along with bones). 
 This tells of a bloke with a bad attitude, & how he later became a successful politician.   
 
Bill Gordon   Bill told us that a book will put together of Chris Taylor's Poetry. If anyone wants a copy 
please get in touch with Bill and he will add your name to the list. 
 
  Bill closed the muster at 9.30 



9 



10 



11 

Announcing the release of our new initiative! 

 ‘A Resource Book for Teachers and Educators’  to encourage the writing of and    
performance of Bush Poetry.  

We would like to offer this booklet ‘free’, as a resource for teachers and other      
educators to utilise as part of their programs for the appreciation and development 
of literacy in all its forms. 

Members of WABP .. could you assist with the distribution of this booklet by hand       
delivering it, along with an introductory letter to the Principal of the schools in your 
area. If you are able to help in any way please contact Deb McQuire via email - 
deb.mcquire@bigpond.com to organise a copy or copies to help spread the word, 
and share the joy of Bush Poetry. 

Thanks in advance…... 
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2024 BULLY TIN ROADWISE TOODYAY CHALLENGE      
SHORT POEM COMPETITION  

Prize sponsored by the Bully Tin 
Sponsorship has now been approved please see entry form below for full conditions 

This year’s theme is still * Fatigue 

Conditions of Entry: 16 Lines of Verse with good Rhythm and Rhyme  
(Sorry Please Note Change to number of lines) 

Poems to be read or performed on Sunday at Toodyay Bush Poets Festival  
8th - 10th Nov 2024 (check program for details when available) 
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COMPETITIONS  AND EVENTS AROUND AUSTRALIA 
WRITTEN EVENTS are in PURPLE 
For more details and entry forms  
please go to the ABPA website  
www.abpa.org.au and www.writingwa.org 
JUNE 2024 

* 30 June — Early bird Deadline — Australian Poetry Film 

Festival, Guyra NSW. 

JULY 2024 

* 19 July — Closing Date — Bronze Spur written poetry competition, Camooweal, Queensland. 

AUGUST 2024 

* 23-25 August — Camooweal Drovers Camp Festival and Bronze Spur written poetry competition  

(see 19 July closing date), Camooweal, Queensland. 

* 31 August — Closing Date — The Betty Olle Poetry Award, Kyabram, Victoria. 

SEPTEMBER 2024 

* 21 September — Logan Muddy River Performance Poetry Competition, Beenleigh, Queensland. 

* 30 September — Regular Deadline — Australian Poetry Film Festival, Guyra NSW. 

OCTOBER 2024 

* 1 October — Closing Date — Silver Quill written competition, Toodyay, WA. 

NOVEMBER 2024 

* 8-10 November — WA State Championships, performance and written, 

Toodyay, WA. 

See 1 October closing date for Silver Quill written competition. 

* 12 November — Late Entries Deadline — Australian Poetry Film Festival, 

Guyra NSW. 

* 16-18 November — Australian Poetry Film Festival, Best Australian Poetry Film, Bush Poetry Film,        

Student Poetry Film, Guyra NSW. See 30 June Early bird Deadline, 30 September Regular Deadline,  

* 12 November Late Entries Deadline. 

*******   ONLINE PERFORMANCE COMPETITION - BRISBANE EKKA   ******* 

Special Note: WA Bush Poets are invited to enter the Virtual Performance Competition at the EKKA 

(Brisbane Royal Show). Bush Poetry has had a big presence at the EKKA for many years.  

During Covid a Virtual Competition was held and has continued since.  
To   enter you are required to submit a video of you performing a poem to  

https://www.ekka.com.au/competitions/agriculture/bush-poetry/  Maximum file size is 500mb, 
in .mp4/.mov/.avi format and no longer than 6 minutes. You might need to get a grandchild to help you 

with the technical side of this. The poem selected can be any poem from any published author or a    
poem written by the performer. First: $200, Ribbon; Second: $100; Third: $50.  

There is a limit of two poems per entrant. Closing date is 15th July 2024 

https://www.ekka.com.au/competitions/agriculture/bush-poetry/
mailto:info@writingwa.org
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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 details see front page                                                                                                                                       
     - 7pm Bentley Auditorium, Bentley Park WA  

 

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. Ken Ball - 0419 94 3376  
     - 7.30pm 809 Kalgoorlie Country Club,  
     108 Egan St. Kalgoorlie  
 
 

Committee Members - WA Bush Poets & Yarn Spinners  2024 

 
President   Bill Gordon     0428 651 098  billgordon1948@gmail.com  
Vice President  Rodger Kohn   0419 666 168  rodgershirley@bigpond.com 
Acting Secretary  Rodger Kohn   0419 666 168  rodgershirley@bigpond.com 
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 

Don Gunn        0418 930 821  bigunnz@iinet.net.au 
Maxine Richter        0429 339 002  maxine.richter@bigpond.com 
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

