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The January 2023 

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

Next Muster- 6th Jan 2023 at 7pm at Bentley Auditorium, Bentley Park 
MC: Lorraine Broun 0411 877 551  

Reading from the Classics - Heather Denholm  
8 line poem: Topic: Growing older  

Auld Lang Syne. The tune to which "Auld 
Lang Syne" is commonly sung is a pentatonic 

Scots folk melody, probably originally a 
sprightly dance in a much quicker tempo. 
English composer William Shield seems to 

quote the "Auld Lang Syne" melody briefly at 
the end of the overture to his opera Rosina,  

which may be its first recorded use.  
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President’s Preamble January 2023 

The Port, Pies and Poetry December muster was well attended with more new faces and some signing up for membership. We 

celebrated our new committee member Don Gunn achieving the status of OBE. Yes, Over Bloody Eighty. Good on you Don and 

many happy returns of the day. 

Having a few free days between Christmas commitments in Perth I took the train to Kalgoorlie for their monthly poetry gather-

ing. A most enjoyable evening with Paul Browning and Ken Ball leading the poetry plus some musical talent including the Salt 

Lake Shantymen with a selection of their sea shanties. I backed it up the next night at the weekly practice session of the    

Shantymen and discovered my musical forte where volume and enthusiasm is the essence of performance rather than melody 

and singing in the right key.  

As we farewell 2022 and welcome the New Year one has to ask “What lies ahead?” We thought Covid would be well behind us 

but still we find many of our activities curtailed. Fortunately most of our Bush Poetry events have gone ahead as planned and 

now we have the usual big program to start 2023. 

The January muster is scheduled for Friday 6th. This will allow time to recover from the festive season and we can enjoy the 

company and poetry of our WABPYS friends. Then we have WIRELESS HILL on AUSTRALIA DAY. This is the 28th year we have 

run this event and it still enables us to present bush poetry as a relevant of Australian culture and heritage. 

February starts with four shows on the CRYSTAL SWAN during the PERTH FRINGE FESTIVAL. This is another opportunity to 

share our talents with the Perth audience in a very unique setting. I encourage all our members to invite a group of friends for 

a relaxing afternoon of entertainment on the water.  

2023 sees the return of the BOYUP BROOK COUNTRY MUSIC MUSTER. This has been a casualty of the dreaded Covid for the 

last two years. The Bush Poetry program promises be bigger and better than ever. More on that next month but any members 

and friends are welcome to camp at Northlands. Save the dates, 16th – 19th February 2023. 

Meg and I wish all our members a safe and Happy Christmas and hope to catch up in the New Year. 

Bill Gordon       

President. 



3 

THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS 

 

Old Bill said “This Christmas season has got beyond a joke 

All this sitting round the barbie watching steak go up in smoke 

Seeing snaggers turn to charcoal like some skinny long briquette 

But you have to smile and eat them cause that’s Chrissy etiquette 

And perhaps we should rechristen it ‘the season of good char’ 

It’s enough to turn you ‘Vego’, make you haunt the salad bar 

All day we’re swarmed by blowflies and the mozzies rule the night 

So you bathe in some repellent just to gain some small respite 

It’s a pity that you can’t get one that works on ‘relies’ too 

Cause they over run the house and yard and always hog the loo 

You can’t keep away the relatives, the ones that you don’t like 

Like you’re second cousin’s auntie and her wayward son called Mike 

He’ll bite and scratch the other kids, then scream till he turns blue 

And if you try to intervene, he’ll just put the blame on you 

There’s howling kids and biting dogs and if you think that’s bad 

The howling dogs and biting kids are enough to drive you mad 

We have swapping of useless presents, for me it’s mostly socks 

Cause at my age they’re too embarrassed to try and buy me jocks 

Of course there’s Jack’s wife Emma, who always gives me some new tie 

Though they know I never wear them and it’s not something I’d buy 

And then just to keep her happy I must wear it for the day 

Though I feel that I am choking, I am careful what I say 

There’s always heaps of alcohol and of course that means a fight 

And when Gran has too much sherry, she is not a welcome sight 

Next day there’s all the cleaning up, which they’ve left for me of course 

I’ll find lots of hidden treasures like spilt beer and pie with sauce 

Next year it will come round again and nothing much will change 

We’ll eat and drink and smile while cards and presents we exchange 

And we do it with our relatives whom mostly we despise 

In the name of ‘Christmas spirit’ and ‘renewing family ties’ 

Throughout the year we can be ourselves and loathe their company 

So this surge of Christmas spirit seems like hypocrisy to me 

And I reckon old Scrooge had it right, to start with anyway 

When I think of the festive season, “Bah Humbug” is what I say 

No if people could be pleasant more than just one day a year 

Then Christmas time would not become the season we all fear 

The get together might be meaningful, the greetings more sincere 

And Christmas might be worthwhile celebrating every year 

Though they’ll probably still carbonise the sausages and steak 

But you’d know it wasn’t malice, just an honest dumb mistake” 

                                                                                                                   

G Joass 

03/12/2022 
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I’ve Ridden Curio. 
 

Curio was a notorious rodeo mare said 
to be un-rideable by many, she rose to 
fame back in the 1930s and has been 
the subject for a lot of poetry and 
country music songs since then. 
 

I’ve Ridden Curio. 
 
They kicked her in the belly 
And pulled the cinch up tight, 
While she stared with bitter hatred 
At everyone in sight. 
And I felt my nerve ends curling 
For I knew that it would be 
A fight to end all fights 
Between Curio and me. 
And she could smell my fear 
As sure as she was born, 
And she screamed aloud her fury, 
Her hatred and her scorn. 
I felt my stomach knotting 
And my heart beat loud and fast, 
But I felt some satisfaction when 
I heard her pain filled gasp. 
The cinch was tight as hades, 
She’d never work it loose, 
She’d been known to throw her rider 
And then the whole caboose. 
Her hatred was well kindled, 
There was murder in her eyes, 
Not many stood beside her 
To take the devil’s prize. 
They say Dargin’s Grey could beat her, 
I’ve seen that blighter go, 
And her equal could be Pincher, 
He’s a nasty so and so, 
Chain Lightning is a killer, 
He’s sent many to the dust. 
But I’d rather have a go at them 
Than this one if I must. 
The stink of carbides burning, 
The stench of horse and sweat, 
The banging of the chute gates 
And the voices yelling bets. 
Couldn’t take my mind of Curio, 
The venom in her eyes, 
The threat of death one can’t ignore 
With nonchalance and smiles. 
I felt the other riders watch me 
As they tried to gauge my fear, 
And their eyes were filled with sympathy 
As my time came drawing near, 
They’d felt this clawing at their guts 
The panic and the doubt 
That turns your blood to water when 
You know there’s no way out. 
I don’t know until this day 
How I got there on her back, 
All I know is that I got there 
And heard a loud resounding smack 

Across her rump before we headed 
To the middle of the ring, 
And then the world went crazy 
And my ears began to ring. 
She did everything she knew 
And thought of new things in between, 
She corkscrewed fell and twisted 
With that high blood-curdling scream, 
She reached up for the sky, 
Then sickeningly she fell 
I thought, in that split second, 
“Boy, you’re on your way to Hell.” 
I felt the blood rise in my throat, 
There was a red haze ‘fore my eyes 
It took everything I had 
To keep my arm up to the skies 
Every instinct screamed inside me 
To hold on, and hold on tight, 
But if I was going to ride her, 
I vowed I’d ride her right. 
One second I was seeing earth, 
The next brown turned to blue, 
Whether I was right or upside down 
I never had a clue, 
My teeth were rattling in my head, 
My muscles ripped and sore 
I’ve ridden many wild ones, 
But none like that before. 
It seemed like hours, the panic rose, 
The whole ring was a blur, 
I’d stopped all thought, my legs were 
numb, 
But I stuck like a Bathurst Burr. 
If any angel guarded me, 
She sure worked hard that day 
For what kept me on that heaving back, 
Not one who saw, can say. 
I woke up in the first aid tent 
Surrounded by my mates, 
The dust had filled my eyes and throat 
And I knew too well my fate. 
Until they grabbed me by the hand 
That was bleeding, black and blue, 
I could not believe the words they 
yelled, 
I’d seen the seconds through. 
I may have ridden Curio, 
it’s my proud boast today, 
But if the time came round again 
You’d find me miles away. 
She’s Hell and bitter fury, 
The devil’s ‘neath her hide 
It’s not a horse I tell you, 
It’s death himself you ride. 
 

written by Valerie P Read 

There’s Nothing Worse Than     
Shearing 
 

I think this poem speaks for itself 
about a back breaking job that should 
be undertaken only by masochists. 
 

There’s Nothing Worse Than 
Shearing. 
 
I’m not a one to criticize 
A man and what he does, 
As long as he can do it well 
With the least amount of fuss; 
But I’ve been reading lately 
That some fellows firmly claim, 
Picking stumps will break one’s back 
And so will sugar cane. 
And though I’m not denying 
These aren’t the best of trades, 
I still maintain, and always will, 
“Get them on the blades” 
 

That’s the job, I tell you, 
 

written by Valerie P Read 
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Harvest at Bringalong 
 
It’s harvest time at Bringalong 
Time to get a move along 
Time to clean the header out 
Find a cook and roustabout 
 
Clean the bin of mice and rats 
Then feed the blighters to the cats 
Check the concave and the drum 
And have her running like a plum 
 
Hurry now we can’t be late 
Bring her slowly through the gate 
We are the first to start this side of Varley 
As we make a start on Stirling Barley 
 
We’ll soon have this paddock beat 
Then we have a go at the Aroona wheat 
If we keep going without a fuss 
We’ll have it finished before Christmas 
  
Jack Bock 

 
BULLFINCH ONE 
 
Past Bullfinch along the Mt Jackson road, 
Off the track, where the wild mallee grow. 
Scrub, bull ants, and gregarious gums. 
Eucalypt aromas sweet and sharp, 
Mingle with flies, sweat, and the dust. 
 
Then, the roar of the bulldozer 
Breaks up the buzz of the day, 
Of a trillion insects that feast and play. 
Wallaby and emu concealed, 
Warily watching the steel thief 
 
That consumes the ancient pisolite 
Surface for its seed stock of gold. 
Discovery Channel has this one in the can, 
Starring Vern Strange, one very tough man 
Chasing reefs and channel placers of old. 
 
One eyed Val at the Bullfinch pub. 
Elephants in the ceiling 
Chased by feral cats in the hall. 
Pulling coldies for prospectors, 
She’s seen a bit and knows them all. 
 
Like the ratites ‘round the back 
Descended from a bitter clan. 
Of refugees from the Murchison 
When the army became unglued. 
In the Emu War of thirty-two. 
 
Mick takes care of the Radio mine, 
With a passion for books on crime 
Read with iced tea at the bar. 
Likes to punt a few on the horses 
Keeping Jack the bookie in business.  
 
Dorothy comes in for her smokes  
Red hair matches smudges on her smock. 
Has a few with Val, looking at the clock. 
“Gotta do a barbie for the boys”, she says, 
Digging up the old dump for assays. 
 
Red dust blows in from the street 
As the Strange crew arrives on cue. 
Brought in a claim jumper ‘round about two. 
Now banged up in the back of the Ute. 
Awaiting the copper from the ‘Cross.  
 
It would be true but the town’s a ghost. 
There’s really no beer in these parts, 
In old Bullfinch where classic cars 
Rust away in abandoned retreat. 
The gums have the run of the mullock heap. 
 
----------------------------------------------------------------- 
Notes: I was, for a little while, the proud owner of 
the Radio Gold Mine near Bullfinch 
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Poets Muster Friday December 2nd 2022 kindly prepared by Bev Shorland 

MC  Rob Gunn 
 
Roger Cracknell  Henry Lawson  The Song of old Joe Swallow 
The story of an aging bullock driver as he reminisces about the 'Days of Long ago' The difficulties and the good times they    
encountered , the friends and mates they met along the way. 
 
Meg and Bill Gordon then congratulated and presented the winners certificate to Cobber Lethbridge for winning the Humor-
ous Section of the Silver Quill written competition at the Toodyay championships. 
Also congratulations and presented the Runner up certificate to Rob Gunn for the Silver Quill Toodyay written Competition. 
 
Meg Gordon    Peg Vickers   For the Love of Basil 
Grandpa is very concerned about Grandmas true affections, he over hears that she really loves Basil but also a bloke called 
Herb as well. 
 
Rob Gunn   Henry Lawson  The Fire at Ross's Farm 
The land holding Squatter was resentful of the selectors who took up some of his land, the farmer Ross took up the best of his 
grazing country. Ross's crops were doing well and almost ready for harvest when a bush fire threatened the whole crop.  
 
Heather Denholm  Phillip Rush   An Aussie Chrissie 
Australians have a habit of shortening many of the words they use but then adding a y or ie  
Words like Football and University become Footy and Uni. 
This poem uses as many of those type of words as he could fit in,  it is a story about a Christmas Day bar b que. 
And ends with the declaration that next year they are going to Straddie for a sunny Chrissie hollie!  
 
Bill Gordon   Banjo Patterson   Saltbush Bill on the Patriarchs 
Saltbush Bill tells his grand kids some bible storys, comparing the Patriarchs of the old testament ties to the early pioneers, 
cattlemen of the early Queensland outback. Ref Gen 31. 
 
Christine Boult       Frank the Baby Whisperer 
The loving Frank takes in his arms a distressed and crying infant, that his mum and grandma could not seem to calm, but Frank 
cradles and calms the baby who is soon sleeping peacefully in his arms. 
    Henry Lawson  Along by Merry Christmas Time 
We all like to gather around with family at Christmas time, food is prepared , old feuds are repaired and gifts are shared. 
 
John Bunting        A Bothy Ballard 
 A Scottish Poem  recited in a North east Scottish dialect, none of us could understand, but it sounded good . 
A young lad is apprenticed to a farmer, and is proud to have a pair of 'nicki tams'  
 
Lorraine Broun      A Christmas Poem 
A beautiful poem written by Lorraine of  the whole bible story of the birth of Christ. 
 
Keith Lethbridge  
A beautiful tune on the mouth organ with accompaniment on the bones       
        The Flying Dogma  
Underneath the exaggerations and hyperbole of this poem lies a true story. The pilot was a 'man of the cloth 'preaching wher-
ever he could find a listener in the wild western desert.  
He was good enough to offer a lift, but knowing the passenger to be a Godless sinner, he figured out a sure pathway to reform. 
(Cobber's never been the same since.) 
 
Greg Joass    Dryblower Murphy   The Smiths  
Out old Coolgardie way there seemed to be many blokes by the name of Smith, some were genuine many assumed, much con-
fusion occurred when the mail arrived among the mail a summons, suddenly the Smiths seemed to thin out. 
 
Supper of mince pies Lorraine's delicious fruit loaf and Port.  
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Next Muster: 3rd February 2023  
MC: Ray Jackson 0419 902 116 rayjacksonperth@hotmail.com  

Reading from the Classics - Ann Hayes  
Banjo Paterson’s Birthday - Recite a poem of Banjo’s during the first half of the muster.   

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  

WA Bush Poets Muster Friday 2nd Dec 2022 cont... 

Lorraine Broun       The Nativity Play Take 2 
The children really did the best they could, a few different interpretations, some laughs and lots of applause.  
 
Roger Cracknell        A  Rodents (tail) Tale. 
A true story of off road camping along the Nullarbor during a mouse plague. 
 
Meg Gordon   Peg Vickers       The Putter and the Putter 
Confusion over put and putt, the putter and the putter, a wonderful play on words. 
 
Rob Gunn    Dixie Solly    Sinbad  at the Show 
Sinbad Smith went to the show, his pocket full of cash, a tractor salesman pounces on him hoping for a big sale, but things 
don't turn oul so well after Sinbad causes mayhem during his test drive. 
 
Heather Denholm   Keith Lethbridge   A Truck Driving Sheila 
The story of a lady truck driver and her exploits in her truck where the cabin is painted purple, red and blue.  
 
John Bunting          The Fieldie 
A Geological Surveyor had a helper... a Fieldie , a most unusual chap with a most unusual name. 
Christine Boult   Henry Lawson    Mary Called Him Mister 
She was a shy country lass, but she really liked him. He had been to the city, he came back a real toff, thought himself a bit 
superior, and rode away lonely and sad. 
Greg Joass         Christmas, Why do we do It. 
The annual Christmas gathering, the overcooked barbecue, the useless gifts, the boring relatives, Why do we do it? 
 
Rob Gunn         The Jumping Jack 
A buried jumping jack land mine is trodden on by a young soldier, he does not move and calls to all those around him to clear 
the area, but the field engineer takes over the situation and saves the young soldier.  
Keith Lethbridge  
Another delightful tune on his mouth organ 
         The Old Wungundie Hall 
A traveller stops at the old  Wungundie Hall, enters through the unlocked back door, sees the dust covered piano and begins 
to play, soon the hall is filled with the ghosts of the past dancing to the music. A truly magical time. 
 
Bill Gordon    Banjo Patterson   Tangmalangaloo 
All the kids are in the church, the Bishop is there , looks carefully over  all the children , and asks the large lad from Tangmalan-
galoo, What’s so special about Christmas day? And gets a most unexpected answer. 
 
Muster closed at 9.30 
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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 

 
 
FEBRUARY 2023 
 

3 February — Closing Date — Milton Show Bush Poetry, Milton NSW. 
 

17-26 February — Banjo Paterson Australian Poetry Festival, Orange NSW. 
 
23-24 February — ABPA National Bush Poetry Performance Championships, Orange NSW. 
 

25 February — Youth and Open performance poetry competitions,  
including Deidre Penhall Memorial Poetry Prize (see 21 December 2022 closing date),  
Orange, NSW. 
 
 

MARCH 2023 
 

4 March — Milton Show Bush Poetry, Milton NSW. 
See 3 February Closing date. 
 

APRIL 2023 
 
13-16 April — Man from Snowy River Bush Poetry & Music Competition, Corryong, Victoria. 
See 10 February Closing Date. 
 

30 March-2 April — Oracles of the Bush written and performance competitions, Tenterfield NSW. 
See 17 March Closing Date. 

 

 

 

LAMBING FLAT REGIONAL AT YOUNG NSW  
NATIONAL CHERRY FESTIVAL WRITING COMPETITION  

2022 Results Adult Poetry - COMMENDED:  

THE DESERT DRAGONS FLY - PETER O’SHAUGHNESSY Eaton WA  

Why not check out Writing WA              <info@writingwa.org>  Always something interesting 
going on for WA Writers 

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  

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  2023 

 
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 

Don Gunn        0418 930 821  bigunnz@iinet.net.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

