
































“SPRUNG”

© Ron Boughton 2012

Whence comes the dawn from Winters night
That wakens Spring with warming light,

And stirs a myriad sleeping pods
Thus hastening life beneath the sods.

Then genes spread not, with sexual flings

But on a trillion workers wings
With pollen there to procreate
A species to perpetuate.

And weighted not, by thoughts of reason

But just the sunlight of the season,
The coloured spectrum, then created
Does hold the eye so captivated

By nature, as time and again
Ol'mother shows us, such as when...

She’s washed the bush with Wattles’ blushes!

Or Waratahs and Bottle Brushes!

Cania Gorge.
© Nick Hancock

| was seated when she joined me,

A mystery from where she came

As | did not hear as she approached;
Nor did | catch her name.

She pointed to the rugged crags,
And to the dry creek bed below,
Revealed to me its history,

Of times when in full flow.

At times she spoke a foreign tongue,
My bewildered face she read,

Then ... apologising for the switch
She reverted once again.

She informed me of the fauna,
The native flora too,

| found it all quite fascinating;
Many facts to me were new.

She told me of the dreamtime,
Inspired by the myriad stars above,
The serpent and the hunter

Each revealed... with maternal love.

She told me of the white settlers,
Of the impact that they had,
Upon the land, upon the gorge,
Some good, but mostly bad.

| was enthralled by all she told me,
Deep thoughts her truths installed,
The scene became more meaningful
By the facts that she recalled.

| rose to breathe in the crystal air

It's pureness true delight,

Then turned to hear more from her,
But she had vanished from my sight.
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MY SNOWY MOUNTAINS HOME

© Maurie Foun.

As | gaze across their beauty, contours grand and tall,
the characteristics of my mountain home intrigue me most of all;
silent moods each evening as sundown takes its hold,
deepening shadows claiming me during winter when it's cold.

Their structure in the landscape compels each strangers eye,
craggy cliffs lure eagles soaring lazily on high,
home to myriad wildflowers, catchment for their streams,
a challenge thrust to hikers claiming victory in their dreams.

Secret, sacred places where aboriginal folks once stood,
deluges from their ramparts threatening fears of flood,
snow upon the ridge-tops majestically evident in July,

a place for new discoveries providing answers as to why.

When shrouds of fog enclose them, they hide from Human's view,
then, as the seasons take their hold, their majesty shines anew,
their grandeur shaped by centuries of tempest, storm and heat,
I'm blessed to feel their energy radiating through my feet.

Still hidden minerals lie concealed deep within their veins,
forest fires in summers heat deposit dreadful stains,
but the treasure to be cherished in the aura of their light,
is their magnificence in winter, when they are crowned with white.

THE MONGREL BARD

By Bandy Bill

Now | ain't expert at Metre but | do know what is rhyme

when composin’bushie verses that I'm writin’all the time -
about the blokes | use'ta know, the things I’ ve done and seen,
the times | laughed, the times | cried, and places where I've been.

They say | ain't a poet’s bootlace, that I'm some sorta nong

but I'm writin’dinkum ballads, not a country song.

Me verse sounds great when it is writ and better when it's heard,
I'm a bush born balladist in thinkin’thought and word.

I'm often asked to read me verse at clubs and meetin’s too,

and when I'm loudly clapped and asked for more | reckon dinkum true

they prefer the ballads in the slanguage of the bush,
Not the perfect metred verse of the educated push.

Those famous ballads writ by men of note, the bards of yesteryear,
like that Banjo bloke and Henry Lawson, verses great to hear,
when put to country music by Slim Dusty and his kin

to the words a subtle change to fit the metre in!

Perhaps | ain't the bloke to reckon but | reckon just the same,
that demandin’ perfect metre is just another game

to debunk the battlin’bard’s good stories writ in rhyme,
brandin’ him a mongrel poet - an awful bloody crime!







































