





























MacLean from Milparinka
© Hugh Allan

There were murmurs round the bar room, as he slouched towards the bar,
and MacLean from Milparinka quickly ordered half a jar.

He had perspiration dripping and his face was filled with dread,

with exasperation showing in the shaking of his head.

Then he sank the beer most loudly and he grabbed the barman’s hand,
‘It's my darling wife, Griselda, she just doesn’t understand!’

And the barman pulled his hand away with, Just you watch it, mate!’
Then MacLean apologised and said, I'm in a shocking state!’

‘While considering our future and discussing what we'd got,

| suggested my retirement, and she asked, “from flamin’ what?”

Her insinuation shook me so | said, “You're talking rot,

I've been months here building sheds and things, eleven on the trot”

But she gave me her opinion, adding panic to my fears,

by proposing | should stay at work another dozen years!’

And the ringers drinking near him muttered ‘strewth!’and ‘stone the crows!’
as MacLean caressed his bearded chin, while pondering his woes.

Then the barman took a ‘phone-call, had a glaring kind of glance

at MacLean, and then he nodded as he said, ‘He is, by chance!

Then he turned, and looking worried, said, ‘Griselda’s hit the town,
you'll have to go, and hurry up—she’s on her way around.

Just convince her that retirement was designed to be enjoyed;

that it’s highly undesirable to always be employed!

Then the barman grabbed a shoulder and towards the door he strode,
and MacLean, amid confusion was ejected to the road.

Then a tractor passing by him, threw a lump of cow dung out,

and MaclLean, who didn't see it, caught a sideways sort of clout,

then in falling back and flailing, nearly knocked the barman out.

And the ringers in the doorway cried, ‘Come back and have a shout!

Then Griselda came a-running as an urgent woman would,

and the barman stumbled forward, and he wasn't looking good.

Then she said, ‘You're drunk! and shoved him, and among the dung he fell,
where a thousand flies befriended him, enchanted by the smell.

Then Griselda, waving flies away, ran straight into the bar,

and MacLean looked up, and smiling, calmly handed her a jar,

which she drained, then took up station with her man beside a stool,
and she told the gawping drinkers, ‘You might think I'm just a fool,

but although | give him trouble, he is still my golden star!’

And a dusty drover shouted out, ‘He’s more yer ol’ galah!”

Then the barman lurched in stinking, said, ‘I've had a bit of strife!’

And MacLean from Milparinka grinned, ‘Here, come and meet the wife!’

So the barman staggered over and he said to her,'G'day!

| think your man’s exhausted and he needs a holiday.

Now | reckon he should take you ‘cross to Birdsville for a spell!

But Griselda said, I'll tell you what, you've cracked your flamin’shell!’
And the barman, reaching forward gave her arm a gentle grasp,
and he left a smear of cow dung and MacLean let out a gasp.

Then he took Griselda’s other arm and led his darling wife

to the street and off to Birdsville and he saved the barman’s life.
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With the British surrender of Singapore in February 1942, approximately one hundred and thirty thousand allied troops became
prisoners of the Japanese Army. Seventeen thousand of that number were Australians, mainly from the 8th Division, A.L.F. A further
three and a half thousand Australians were taken prisoner during the war in the Pacific.

Nearly eight thousand of those captured died, were murdered or killed, while suffering years of unimaginable hardship, starvation,
torture and degradation at the hands of their captors. Many more died soon after returning home. However, never had the world
seen a finer example of that inherent, almost indefinable something that makes all true Australians unique. That special something
we call mateship.

BLUEY, JACK AND ME

© Vic Jefferies

One bit me for the makings, the other needed a light,

that was how | met these blokes, if memory serves me right
and though the years have flown away | never will forget
the mates | made that day over a lousy cigarette,

because then we boarded a ship leaving Circular Quay

and sailing off to fight the war went Bluey, Jack and me.

It was less than thirty years since our fathers earned their fame
and every man amongst us swore we'd uphold that name,

for while our cobbers were serving almost every where

we were going to be the mob to stop the Japs “Up There.”

As part of the Eighth Division went‘The Dreadful Three’

yes, that was what they called us then Bluey, Jack and me.

Now history shows there was something wrong with our leader’s plan
and how most of us became the prisoner’s of Japan.

For years we stuck together determined we would live

giving to one another all we had that we could give,

that was not unusual and looking back it’s plain to see

dinkum mateship saved the lives of Bluey, Jack and me.

You can talk about your pals and chums even comrades too,
but you never saw the likes of the friendship that we knew.
The other blokes in the camp who came from a different land
used to think we were brothers they could not understand:
mateship built Australia, it is how we are born to be,

then they had never seen mates like us, Bluey, Jack and me.

We cared for one another sharing our scraps of bread,

| still remember Bluey bathing my fevered head

and how those crazy skeletons saved my worthless hide

by doing my share of work - if you couldn’t work you died.
Jack declared, “There’ll be none of that for The Dreadful Three!”
That was how we lived for years, Bluey, Jack and me.

So we battled on together through torment, pain and hell,
surviving in a manner simple words could never tell

till at last the war was won and on that glorious day

I recall how those who freed us turned their heads away;
they could not bear to look at, no they couldn’t bear to see,
the almost dead who greeted them with Bluey, Jack and me.

Now I'm searching in my heart for the words I'd like to say,
while Bluey marched on years ago we're burying Jack today,
but as | see that soldier raise the bugle to his lip

| have to quickly close my eyes and seek a firmer grip
because between their graves there’s a plot reserved for me,
and | know it wont be long before once again we're three.

While I'm sure they wait in heaven, if perchance they've gone below,
Mate, that makes no difference because where they’ve gone I'll go!
Though | trust The Lord in his wisdom will readily agree

mates like us should stay together throughout eternity

and He would never separate the famous ‘Dreadful Three’

‘cause | reckon we might have earned our keep - Bluey, Jack and me.

Vic (Blue) Jefferies
9 Sqdn RAAF
Vietham 1966-67
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TENTERFIELD ORACLES OF THE BUSH

From March 30th to April 2nd, 2017 Tenterfield will host the 21st Oracles of the Bush. A great event and a darn good
effort championed by a strong group of volunteer organisers.

All bush poetry fans are invited to Tenterfield to celebrate Australian Bush culture, poetry, music and Oracles 21st
birthday. This year features a few new venues and revamped events including a poetry inspired breakfast in Bald Rock
National Park.

Marco Gliori will lead a team of top professionals to entertain over the weekend. Marco, Melanie Hall and Susan
Carcary, Peter Capp and Bec Hance will come together to present the major concert on the Saturday night. They will also
perform individually at 13 other venues over the 4 days.

2017 Oracles theme is ‘Destination Tenterfield...My Home Town'’ Total prize money in excess of $3000 will be up for
grabs in the Looming Legend Bush Poetry Competition. Budding authors and performers are invited to participate in the
written and performance sections of the competition. Adults and children are both provided for in the poetry competition.
Full details of the Oracles of the Bush programme and poetry competitions are available on the website,

www.oraclesofthebush.com, by email: oraclesofthebush@gmail.com or on Oracles face book page.
Entries close on 10th March, 2017.

GULGONG HENRY LAWSON LITERARY AWARDS

Plans are well under way for the 2017 Gulgong Henry Lawson Literary Awards.
Entry forms are available at the Henry Lawson Centre, 147 Mayne St, Gulgong; or can be downloaded from
the web site, henrylawsongulgong@yahoo.com.au (click on Events).
Entries close on March 27th,2017.

The Leonard Teale Performance Poetry, proudly sponsored by Moolarben Coal with $1,000 first prize and a
Henry Lawson statuette, is the highlight event of the Literary Awards finalised on the Saturday night of the June
Long Weekend at the Gulgong Prince of Wales Opera House, where the final 10 performers “strut their stuff”in
front of an audience of about 100 people, and 3 judges.

The Written Poetry, has a first prize of $500 and also a Henry Lawson statuette.
There is also an Emerging Poet’s Award in both Performance and Written Sections, to encourage up and coming
poets who have not won a 1st prize in a major literary awards.

These sections have traditionally been entered by adults, but High School students are welcome to enter,

and over the years students have won 1st prizes in the Open and Emerging Sections, and also some 2nd, 3rd, H/C
and Commended Awards.
Entries come from all over Australia, and occasionally from overseas, but don't let this discourage you from
entering in this fine competition.
For enquiries email: henrylawsongulgong@yahoo.com.au, or phone Kevin & Jan Robson (Literary Awards
Co-ordinators) on 63741944,

Gong for Big Avoca Do

The Big Avoca Do committee has extra reasons to celebrate at this years upcoming show, with the 2016 Big
Avoca Do being awarded the ‘Event of the Year’at the recent Pyrenees Shire Australia Day Awards.

Committee President Bruce Field and local poet Col Driscoll accepted the award on behalf of all the artists,
committee members, volunteers and sponsors who have contributed to the shows success over the past 6
years.

This years show will continue with the tradition of promoting Australian Bush Poetry and Music with artists
such as Errol Gray, Kathy Vallance, Cora & The Crop Bros and special guest Keiren O’Connell taking to the stage.
As usual the kids from the Avoca Primary School will open the show with recitals of their original poems
inspired by their annual poetry workshops with Col Driscoll.

Once again funds raised from the Big Avoca Do will be donated to the Avoca Primary School and other local
causes. For more information about the show please check out the Big Avoca Do Facebook page or contact Col
Driscoll on 0419 558924
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