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The ñABCò of LOVE. 

I, 

Admire and love 

Being with you. 

Care and Cry with you.  

Discuss, Dance and  

Enjoy life with you. 

Follow, 

Guide and closely 

Hold you. 

Interest, 

Joke and lovingly 

Keep you. 

Laugh, 

Make things together and  

Nurture you. 

Observe and Open up to you. 

Protect, be Proud and Pray with you. Be 

Quiet and do not Quarrel with you. 

Rest and 

Sit to Share with you. Sing and Salute youé 

Talk and Touch and 

Unite with you. 

Vow to you to 

Work with you and  

X and Y and Z with you. 

 

Wishing you love and happiness always, Shanti  
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For love. 
 

Years have now past, and these years have well 

taught, 

That óloveô has the power, and óhateô has just nought. 

Love is the only thing, we really have, 

As strong and as mighty, as the oce-anôs wave. 

 

Understanding true love, is not really too hard, 

As itôs born into our loving, and beautiful heart. 

Thereôs hate and thereôs anger, they are also power,  

And are used almost every, fleetingly hour. 

 

Itôs greed and that power, which is causing this curse, 

How much money you need, in your personal purse? 

Living is simple, and above everything else, 

Weôll have beauty, peace, love and oh so much 

wealth. 

 

Sharing your life and your love, with not just one, 

Giving and getting is worth more, than a ton. 

When times do get hard, and we do have a need, 

Letôs concentrate on more love, and thatôs true indeed. 

 

Please start it today, and make it a pledge, 

Before you go totally, over the edge. 

You will  feel the power, in every new day. 

Of giving and sharing, and what-ever may. 

 

Just ever so simple, do love your own life, 

Make everything beautiful, and get out of strife. 

Love yourself, your neighbour and do it so well, 

That mankind will see you, looking ever so swell. 

 

Love is the only thing mankind has got, 

To clean up the world, which has ógone to the potô. 

Yes, things are so bad, that time has now come, 

To act instantaneously, to rescue our home. 

 

There is nowhere to go, once we wrecked this good 

place, 

The stars are to shine, not-to-go-to in haste. 

Believe me in earnest, and think of it twice, 

And make the decision, donôt put it on ice.   Shanti 
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R.I.P 
 

R.I.P, you beautiful tree,  

You were there, and you stood so free,  

The cyclone came, and cut your crown 

And the rest of you, had-to-be cut down. 

 

You were there, for decades lest,  

Doing just what trees do best. 

Give cooling shade, much beauty too, 

Allowing birds, a well-earned roost. 

 

You stood so stout, and were so proud, 

Iôm sure, you were self-seeded. 

And we as neighbours, loved you so, 

Weôre are very sad, to see you go. 

 

Some trees were planted, where you stood,  

But none of them, would look so good, 

As your maturity, was mighty great, 

And we as neighbours, called you ómateô. 

 

We used your shade, to keep us cool, 

On days when sweat, just made a pool. 

But óRest In Peaceô our mighty one, 

Your time had come, all said and done  
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THE SUN 

Oh, Sun you are so far 

away,  

But daily, you will shine. 

To give us life, and come 

what may, 

You do it, oh so fine. 

 

. 

Without you there, where would we be? 

In any other place? 

The comfort, warmth and vitamin D, 

The colour of my face. 

 

I give you thanks, just every mornô, 

When I awake, each day. 

Iôm grateful for, you being there, 

Through clouds and rain, what may. 

 

The trees, the fish and all those things, 

Are all depending too. 

On your great wealth, and so much more, 

We all do shout: Yoo-Hoo. 

 

Youôve been there oh, so many years, 

And many more to come, 

For all of us, to just enjoy, 

You beautôful, amazing Sun!  Shanti 
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MY DREAM,         MY LOVE. 
The very first time, that I saw your 

picture, 

My feelings were really, so much of a 

mixture. 

All of your features, so clean and so fine, 

Sent a real shiver, right down my whole 

spine.               

 

Iôm starting things off, with your hair, oh so shiny, 

It shows your good health, on a lady so tiny. 

Then when I do see, the whole other picture, 

Making your round face, just look even richer. 

 

Your whole face exudes life, so bright and so cheery, 

Oh, wow my sweet lady, I love you so dearly. 

These almond-like eyes, oh so spark-e-ling and, 

A really fine nose, without just one bend. 

 

Your mouth and your teeth and your lips, yes they are, 

God did do a good job, like a twink-e-ling star. 

So pretty as can be, and so shiny you know, 

Surely, they canôt be, just only for show. 

 

Kissing you really, that would be a treat, 

Maybe you let me, when soon we will meet. 

Then maybe, I could be a little presumptuous, 

But yes, you really are so amazingly scrumptious. 

 

Not really do I know, óbout the rest óof-a-youô, 

But I am so sure that, it really will do. 

One day oh so soon now dear, I hope we do meet, 

My very dear friend, maybe just down the street. 

 

Iôm wondering where, that you could be today, 

Being busy do things, for almost all day. 

Doing things for some fun, and maybe for fame, 

Without you I must say, I am pretty lame. 

 

I wish I was younger, you wouldnôt escape, 

    Iôd ask you to marry, till the Pearliest gate. 

Together in nature, enjoying creation, 

                      The bush, and the beasties, right through our nation.    Shanti 
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THE MORNING STAR (Venus) 

 
Oh, morning star, so bright and so cheery, 

Seeing you early, and ever so clearly. 

Not long do you shine, but though when you do, 

Just makes one so happy, right through and through. 

 

When I did first see you, one day oh so good, 

Nothing else mattered, but maybe you could, 

Play hide-and-seek games, through the branches of, 

A mighty Boab tree, of the vastly North. 

 

All other stars must try hard, and maybe they dare, 

To shine just as brightly, as you are so fair. 

But none of them really, have come to just be, 

Within an inch or two, or é maybe three. 

 

Keep up the good work, you do it so fine, 

And you will thus always, be a friend of mine. 

The other stars could maybe, one day also be, 

As big as you are and shine bright like thee. 

 

 

          Shanti 2009 

         The Kimberley WA 
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FIRES. 

In ótwenty and twentyô, a terrible year, 

When we were confronted, with-some really big fear. 

The worst of bush fires, the whole country wide, 

Not many a tree was left standing with pride. 

 

Not once in our history, was-it ever so bad, 

That houses were burning and people had fled. 

All over the country, of-the-whole of our Aus, 

We really did know, what was really the cause. 

 

The heat and the wind, and the undergrowth too, 

Was ready to erupt, in a fiery ótoodooô. 

What did the aboriginals do, in olden time, 

Keeping things neat, yes, and always so fine. 

 

It is a real art, in burning the stubble, 

Not letting things go, and make too much trouble. 

Everything in bushland, needs to burn back, 

Now thousands of acres, are nearly all black. 

 

Millions of insects and animals and birds, 

Theyôre gone forever, not ever be heard. 

Hoping is all, we can do now, and see, 

If we can protect, and keep our land free. 

 

Our sweet Mother Earth, is always forgiving, 

Do have a look now, at the trees that are living. 

The newest of sprouts, look so healthy and neat, 

Itôs a real pleasure, to see this great feat. 

 

The birds and the animals, yes, some did come back,  

Even though there still is, a great lot of black. 

But not long from now though, there will be some squawking, 

From young ones of bird life, who will do the talking. 

 

Let people be wiser, and donôt do the same, 

In future events, and may fires be tame. 

We donôt want to hurt, any more than we are, 

Let love be our leader, for all near and far. 

 

 Shanti Bli Bli, April 2020 
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THE KIMBERLEY  

 

My very first look, when I suddenly gazedò 

At natureôs work: ñI was Truly Amazed!ò 

Escarpments so rough, and ever so wild, 

The sunlight plays games, with the landscape like child. 

 

Each time you turn head, when-you look around, 

Something much diffôrent, is truly abound. 

Hiding so many, multitudes of life, 

I have carefully watched them, all survive. 

 

The birds and the lizards, and snakeys and all, 

Do live together, and they do not fall. 

Taking good care, of all natureôs things, 

Living and growing and much cre-a-ting. 

 

Mankind from now on, must watch the great wealth, 

Not knowingly ruining, all natureôs health. 

There is so much rubbish, left all around, 

Littôring the so delicate, and precious ground. 

 

Iôm asking you, in the name of our wildlife, 

Take-away your spoils, or weôll be in real strife. 

Put them so neatly in the rubbish bin. 

And then teach all that, to your next-of-kin. 

 

Other folks come, so please do not spoil it, 

Making sure that forever, we will do our small bit. 

Keeping nature pristine, as it always should be, 

Admiring every mountain, and beast and the tree. 

 

Shanti Kimberley WA, 
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Acacia longifolia 

                            Acacia pycnantha  

         

THE WATTLE TREE  

 

Around our country, far and wide, 

You Wattle tree, is yellow and bright. 

Your fluffy flowers, are doing so well, 

Put perfume in the air, for us to smell. 

 

The sorts of you, are ever so varied, 

Seasons through, youôve always carried, 

Blossoms round or long or small, 

Loving one, we love you all. 

 

No wonder that, you chosen tree, 

Has filled our national emblems free. 

All over Aus, we see the proof, 

You Wattle trees, are so aloof. 

 

Our sporting colours, Gold and Green, 

You can observe, and clearly seen, 

On uniforms, so far and wide, 

All throughout, the country side. 

 

Track suits, t-shirts, whatever sold, 

Do have your colours, green and gold. 

Promoting Aus, throughout the globe, 

Building up, young athlete's hope.      

      Shanti 2009,  The Kimberley WA 

 



12 

 

 

 

THE ANTS 
  

Some small and some large, and some in-between, They run like mad, it should just be seen, 

And each of them, is busily working, for ótit-bitsô of food that may be lurking. 

 

O'er leaves and the rocks, and all sorts of things, they tug and do shove; they should have 

wings. 

You donôt often see, that they will give up, though track and the field are so down and so up. 

 

The tiny ones go fast, they run and they scout, and do work as hard as boxing a bout. 

For them it must be, a little harder, to find that small crumb, of food for their larder. 

 

The medium ones seem more like, a traffic jam at peak time. 

It's 2-way traffic: ï like a mess, but everything, is just fine. 

 

The jumping ant, now he is cruel, you never know where he is. 

He's quick to jump at you, and bites you in the process. 

 

The largest ones, about one inch, have nippers that can bite you. 

Some brown, some black, but all the same usually, I make flight too. 

 

But all in all, they're good for us, as they clean up the litter. 

It's nature's beautiful way, so thus, we shouldnôt be bitter. 

 

Let's live with them all and do not kill, these great workers of creation. 

They do their job, they clean and fill, the gaps in our relation. 

 

Relationships we have to make, with nature and creation. 

The less pollution, the less to take, by ants and their relations.  (The flies)                     

 

Shanti  21/1/2011 Timbarra Vic. Alps 

  



13 

 

 
              Mount Wellington, Tasmania 

 

IT'S ALWAYS SO BEAUTIFUL: AND THAT IS JUST ME  
 

Whether hot, or it's cold, or it rains or there's shine, 

Being out in true nature, is always just fine. 

Enjoy all occasions, whatever they be, 

It's always so beautiful, and that is just me! 

 

Appreciate whatôs there, for us just created, 

Being self or your partner, or your child so elated. 

Go out, now enjoy, so whatever it be, 

It's always so beautiful, and that is just me! 

 

Just listen to birds, the best sounds of all, 

Yes birds, but the wind too, in the trees oh so tall. 

Give thanks, do enjoy to whatever it be, 

It's always so beautiful, and that is just me! 

 

Now smell the fresh air, check the fragrances and, 

All that comes from flowers; their beautiful scent. 

Look-around, do enjoy all, whatever it be, 

It's always so beautiful, and that is just me! 

 

Touch plants and the trees, and do really feel, 

Caress them because they, are actually real. 

They too do have feeling, whatever it be, 

It's always so beautiful, and that is just me! 

 

The taste of the fruits, is abundantly too, 

The changing of flavours, the season they grew. 

Each one of them special, mostly once in a year, 

It's always so beautiful, the end is so near! 

 

At times we do wonder, what tells us to do, 

Just sensing a feeling, we do wonder who. 

It's strong as if told, by a voice within me, 

It's always so beautiful, and that is just me!     Shanti 19/1/2020 Tassie 
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WHITTLING  

The whittling of wood, from something real native, 

Makes one very happy, because it's creative. 

From just fallen branches, of all the good trees, 

It's always so pretty, whatever one sees. 

 

It's peaceful just sitting, and whittling away, 

Creating a sculpture, and passing the day. 

Not always we need to, be busy 'make money', 

Life should be enjoyed, so do something funny. 

 

Smell roses, touch plants and/or pick up a stick, 

All these sorts of things, they should give us a kick. 

Life is, oh-so-short, to be working all day, 

We'll all die one day, what come or what may. 

 

So here is your chance, to do things you like, 

Make time for them now, before taking that hike. 

Away from all this, oh these restful of things, 

The bells are now ringing: ring-dingaling-ding. 

 

One day when we meet at the heavenly gate, 

Please bring a reminder of earthly relate. 

A nice piece of whittling you have at your home, 

Remembering the day in the bush on your own. 

 

                   Shanti, January 2011 Timbarra Vic. 
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THE HIGH COUNTRY  

 
The air and the trees, the whole bush and the rivers, 

An awesome delight for the eyes, gives me shivers  

The beauty abounds, for wherever I go, 

Around the next corner: You just never know? 

 

Surprised I could be, but not always expect, 

A scene to appear, very vast and erect. 

The valleys the hills, than the rivers and all, 

The trees are majestically large, and so tall. 

 

The air is so crisp, oh so clean to breathe in, 

Not spoiled or polluted, but rare and so thin. 

I'd like to go back when occasion comes 'round, 

And see the great brumbies, at night in camp-ground. 

 

No wonder the ñmanò, from the ñSnowyò was there, 

And even today, we see men: not so rare. 

Theyôre mustering the cattle, on horseback so proud, 

You hear their whips cracking-the-air: Really loud! 

 

I went there in summer, no snow on the mount, 

But great was the country, on ev'ry account. 

When covered with snow, you'd lose sight a lot, 

Of all the terrain, where the whip cracks are shot. 

 

It's one of the best places, nature has made, 

And not sort of country, you should use a spade. 

The grazing of cattle, is just what it needs, 

Keep grasses cut down, to prevent burning needs. 

 

Go see for yourself, and see what you think, 

I bet you a lot, you'll be real tickled pink. 

Leave home and the telly, and take the great trip, 

Might see you there then, on horse's big hip.           

 

Shanti 15/1/2011 Snowy Mountains Vic. 
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THE TERMITE (blattodea arthropoda)  

 

Oh, termite you, so much hated beast, 

That is to say, the very-very least. 

But one thing for sure, you are really good, 
At sculpturing these mounds, made of spit and some wood. 

 

Some of you Masters, are so good at it all, 

These mounds do look as if, they should sit tall, 

In galleries known, all óround the globe, 

For people to look at, and keenly to gloat. 

 

But some of you workers, are so lazy too, 

And only just make, a flat blob or two. 

You should have some lessons, from some of your mates, 

Who-make really good artworks, throughout all our states. 

 

The colours do vary, so far and so wide, 

All this is depending, on the country side. 
The reds and browns, are the most common and, 

The greys and the blacks, they make up the end. 

 

In building with speed, with a-mazing haste, 

You are truly recycling, all nature's waste, 

But when you have been led, to the suburbs instead, 

The pest man will come, and kills you stone dead. 

 

So, stay-away from people, and their new homes, 

And keep on just building, some beautiful domes. 

You will then be loved, like most other creatures,   

Stay now in tune, with all `country` features. Shanti 2009, WA 
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          BUCHAN CAVES 

 

BUCHAN LODGE.      
 

I was invited to stay a while, at Buchan Lodge with brother. 

Indeed, I stayed, and lived in-style, away from any bother. 

 

The Lodge is great, so peaceful too, and Dick the perfect host. 

Just hear ón-occasional cow say:ò mooò, but that sound was the most. 

 

I walked at times onto the land, and found some foods to eat. 

The plums and apples so ripe and lush, I thought it was so neat! 

 

The district all 'round Buchan fair, is lovely: say the least. 

The hills and dales and the odd hare, plus rabbits and wombat beast. 

 

The scenery right into the Highland, is vast and so impressive. 

The history is best in all our land, it all is oh, so massive. 

 

The ñMan from Snowy Riverò too, not far from here he rode, 

I went to places he did go, and felt his ópastlyô mode. 

 

Some inspiration to the land, and all who came there too. 

For me it was experience and, I hope you can go too. 

 

The caves at Buchan, really cool, must see them while you're here. 

Formations that will make you drool, now what about a beer? 

 

The pub is great, for meals as well, the service is outstanding. 

Enjoy your stay and then go tell, your friends to do this outing. 

Shanti 2011, Buchan Lodge 

. 
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BUCHAN BUSH NURSES 

 

A hundred years and there were tears, but love was all around, 

To do this job, and earn a bob, a special person 's found. 

 

The nurse belongs and oh so strong, does work through night and day. 

Whatever needs, whatever deeds, she does it, ñcome what mayò. 

 

There is no fear; some talent here, to last a hundred years, 

Not many others made this time, and never had they tears. 

 

You Buchan girls for all the world, Congratulations due! 

Keep up the work and try and make, another hundred sure. 

 

A pity I can't be to see, the celebrations lurking, 

For sure you'll have a real great time, without a day of working. 

 

Make it the most and have a toast, for that's what you deserve. 

One day when I come back to see, you'll be here still to serve. 

 

Go on! And on! And on!  Shanti, August 2011 
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                          THE PRISON TREE 

THE BOAB TREE (Adansonia gregorii) 
Amongst the trees that God has made, 

The 'Boab' is, for sure, just great. 

It's big and bold, impressive: ñYesò, 

Outstanding from the bloomin' rest. 

 

Its shape, its age it reaches for, 

Its beaut capacity to store, 

Much water for the dry times when, 

No rain would feed it, to re-gen. 

 

The flowers, oh so bright and cheery, 

Have served mankind, for years so dearly. 

The women of our country fair, 

Did use them in their birthing lair. 

 

In modern times these flowers thus, 

Made into remedies for us. 

So good to use at birthing time, 

To help the babe be good and fine.  (Negative family patterns) 

 

The egg-shaped seed pod, brown indeed, 

Is very hard and filled with seed. 

ñThey will ensure your true survival, 

But Boab tree, you have no rival.ò 

 

I've seen you in the Terri'try, 

And you are stuck in memory. 

Who could forget such mighty-one, 

When it is really, said and done. 

 

The 'Prison tree', you are the best, 

And standing out, from all the rest.      

So big, so old and useful too, 

Keep living on, as well you do.   Shanti 2009, The Kimberley
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THE RAINS  
 

When rains do come, they come with fury, it's always been the same. 

Though sometimes we do not always 'member, like droughts: they are a pain. 

 

In Aussie land we have to have them, it seems like part of us, 

We will survive them time and time, despite the heartache thus. 

 

The land does suffer as we all do, but hardy as we are, 

We all pitch in and help each other, yes help comes from afar. 

 

Recovery is always there and soon, it all is well again, 

We do forget at least for now, till there is some more ñpain.ò 

 

It makes us tough and do rely on friends and mates do utter: 

ñThat is the Aussie spirit `Rough`ò, but Hearts are soft like butter. 

 

It brings us back to reality, that you are not alone, 

There's always friends who will jump in, and help or give you home. 

 

 

Trust God who's there for all of us, I really like to boast: 
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ñHave Faith, believe and send your loveò, to those who suffer most. 

 

In 20-10 it started off, when rains did so much damage, and 

Throughout the land in many parts, it looked like sea inland. 

 

Then when the ground was soaked so bad, the cyclones came in hurry, 

Across the sea and then inland, but lashed the coast with fury. 

 

Some people lost 'bout everything and had nowhere to go, 

But soon help came from 'round the land, from whom they did not know. 

 

That is the spirit I'm talking about, that everyone is ñmateò, 

Not oft too soon, but always there, and never are they late. 

 

Let us look at the positive side, `the friendships it creates`, 

Yes, weôve lost so many goods, but made so many mates. 

 

It took all this, to find some friends, whom we will have for life. 

Yes, floods and droughts that ravage us, and get us into strife. 

 

From then to now, we know it well, there always will be mates, 

To help us through the roughest patch, on nature's roughest dates. 

 

Come all and all, and hold our hands, 'cause we do need you when, 

Times get so hard and we don't know, how to get out of them. 

 

ñI will be there for you alsoò, we all must make that promise, 

'Cause we don't know when we ourselves, get into strife or go-amiss. 

 

Keep up your chins and look ahead, when all is back to square-one. 

All will be well, hard to believe, Good luck to you, my dear one.  

   

 

Shanti, Feb.2011. 
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The Dolphin 

 
Oh dolphin, dolphin, you are so good, you come to me when called, 

As quickly as you possibly can, whatever you are told. 

As friends we never, never part, 'cause we are like a brother, 

I don't know what some people think, but surely, you're no bother. 

 

You are so free and show it well, in swimming and your diving, 

I do enjoy your antics heaps, can't wait.....I'll do some driving. 

Go to the beach at Ballina's shore, where I took this good picture, 

Of you and friends, surfing the waves, you showed a real good mixture. 

 

It was as if, you danced to tunes, a ballet or a movie, 

A `pas de deux` or `pas de troix`, all seems so love'ly to me, 

And you do it just all the day long, and never seem to tire, 

Be careful though, 'cause man has strung a net that's hung on wire 

 

Some catch you and do nasty things, some things I will not mention, 

It is not nice, that is for sure, but live a life; no tension. 

One day when all the peace is gone, and nothing does exist, 

This world wil l come to sudden end, and we will not be missed. 

 

Meanwhile my friend, until the end, let's be so long together, 

As peace does reign, 'tween you and I, for now it's like the heather. 

All colourful and sweet to smell, with lots of things to do, 

Let us make peace and all those things, as long as we can move. 

 

Then on one day, when God decides, we may be separated, 

But not for long, as all must go, to places and not hated. 

There love will reign as I do know, for all of us to muster, 

Peace, harmony, love 'mongst all there, it's all there in a cluster. 

 

Why do we sometimes worry so, to get away from here soon, 

All I can see from now on in, that things improve like sonic-boom. (A bang) 
My dolphin friend no matter what, I'll be there for you waiting,  

If you go first, reserve a place, and that is our next dating. 

 

                                                                                                       Shanti.     Ballina 1, June 2010 
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MAREEBA (QUEENSLAND.) 

 

Away from the coast, is a place thatôs the most, 

On the tablelands youôll find Mareeba. 

The weather is fine, the people do shine, 

So much you can do near Mareeba. 

 

I came from down south, Oh so cold, shivering mouth, 

And found this great place called Mareeba. 

I wanted to stay and possibly I may, 

At least Iôll go back to Mareeba. 

 

As my stay was so good, including the food, 

I found what I liked óround Mareeba. 

The great health food store and so many more, 

Made staying a pleasure in Mareeba. 

 

The camp ground so good, the service to boot. 

And tripping all round near Mareeba. 

I stayed there a while, and loved the life style, 

So, I will be back in Mareeba. 

 

Then there is Atherton, Yungaburra and Tolga too, 

Where I felt so welcome, made beautiful friends whoo-hoo 

The markets, the people and climate and all, 

Oh yes, I can tell you óleave now and do callô. 

 

Shanti 2011 
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OUR WORLD. 

 

Thank God I was born, and be part of this enorm. 

The WORLD just for us, to be in, enjoyments plus. 

The places that I have been to, were great to visit, and to do. 

 
Visit people in places, eating foods from different races. 

I have tried their menus too, and found all of them so cool. 

Meeting people everywhere, shaking hands and taking care, 

Of the customs oh so fine, sometimes they were so divine. 

 
Seen the Pyramids and the Sphinx, so fantastic, you would not blink. 

Many more, too much to mention, this page would need extension. 

Touched and hugged so many trees, played with animals, even bees. 
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Watching waterfalls everywhere, but never saw a grizzly bear. 

Smelling flowers in the fields, did enjoy their perfumed yields. 

Seen the births of many creatures, natureôs wonders are a feature. 

 
Just to see my little goat, first one born, such little dote. 

Watching stars and moon at night, they are always such delight. 

The sun is such a wondrous thing, giving life to everything. 

 
I have snorkelled in the sea, seeing things with so much glee. 

Shapes and colours in the oceans, fish and corals you have no notion. 

Unless you too have done the same, not just knowing their real name. 

Breathing air so crisp and healthy, bathing in-waters, oh so stealthy. 

Travelled high and also low, sometimes covered with white snow. 

Other times tôwas hot and humid, hot enough to blow the pot-lid. 

No, I have not seen it all, but enough to make a call. 

Loved the whole thing from the start, shopping at so many townsô mart. 

Sometimes buying souvenirs, maybe clothes for my little ódearsô. 

Flying, boating, walking too, I have played with kangaroo. 

Mountains high on donkeyôs back, following the Caspianôs track. 
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Riding horse, well thatôs a joke yes; staying on her, just a BIG guess. 

Eating from our Natureôs store, all the herbs and so much more. 

 
Fruits and veggies oh so varied, around the world, where I was carried. 

Thanking everyone that I have met, making friends and now on ñnetò. 

Contacts made forever more, till we meet at Heavenôs door. 

Never were there any blasts, for what happened in the past. 

Happy as-I can ever be, that is Shanti, yes thatôs ME.             Bli Bli 2022 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



27 

 

ANZAC DAY 

 
On ñThe one day of the yearò, we somehow cheer, 

The men and women, of this land.  

They went together, wherever they need, 

To fulfil a great and mighty deed. 

The young, the old and all between, 

Did follow the call, never before seen. 

To realise the need, for total freedom, 

Not just in Aus; in many-a-kingdom. 

I saw them in my country too,  

Fighting hard, they had to do. 

Along with soldiers from abroad,  

To drive away the conquersô wrought. 

They did it bravely, without doubt, 

We can just hear them, and their shout. 

They lost a mighty lot of mates, 

On those terrible days and shocking dates. 

Some came on foot and some on horse, 

To fulfill their mighty cause. 

So now we benefit from that, 

All I can do is, tip my hat. 

I thank you ógain, you bravest folks, 

As families long have missed your talks. 

Your deeds are not forgotten now, 

And we will always take a bow. 

To gain the freedom once again. 

Which was so normal there and then. 

Letôs sit a while, and pray for peace, 

May life return and give us ease. 

It seems that there is little hope, 

In many places around the globe, 

The forces are now doing same, 

Destroying life with lots of pain. 

Oh God be kind, and do help some, 

Who suffer pain and have no home. 

May peace return and no more slaying, 

Man should be kind and love again.   Shanti 2022 
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The following poems, are written, to accompany the pictures of birds I have chosen, while 

tripping around the country from 2009 to 2016. 

Most pictures I have taken myself and others were obtained from the internet. 

I call the series: ñBird tucker cardsò, as I have published the first 25 of them as óshow 

cardsô, cards that may be used in classrooms or in the home. 

The idea was, to educate, especially children, what birds eat in their native environment. 

I hope you like them. 
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THE PEACE DOVE (geopelia placida) 

 
Oh, little dove,        

My little love, 

You are my fav'rite bird. 

You're always there, 

And you're not rare, 

Your songs I've always heard. 

 

In all the land. 

Where I took stand, 

And even overseas. 

You're there for me, 

And always see, 

Your voice is like the breeze. 

 

You're shy and swift, 

And quickly shift,       

If you are worried some. 

But always when, 

There's peace you need, 

Get back and have more seed. 

 

Again you sing, 

Your pretty song, 

So beaut and oh so fine. 

I thank you for, 

As I adore, 

You're always one of mine.   

 

The Kimberley W.A.   Shanti 2009 
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EMU. (dromaus novaehollandiae) 

 

Letôs see the emus, big and strong.  

They can run fast, where they belong. 

In country wide and open, sure, 

And they are always on the lure. 

 

What do they eat, except your lunch? 

Theyôre very quick to have-a-munch. 

Noé.. really, what do they consume, 

Itôs fruits and seeds I do presume. 
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Crows are found all over the world. A group of crows is called a murder. 
 

 

CROWS AND RAVENS. (Australian crow: corvus coronoides) 

 
Crows are naughty, and quite brazen, 

Just the same, as cousin Raven. 

Theyôll eat well éjust óbout anything, 

Even from the garbage bin. 

 

Rotten meat and mouldy bread, 

Shows you they, are not well fed. 

Food should be, so good/nutritious, 

Then the taste, is so delicious. 

 

But donôt worry, they do adore, 

Some good food, from natureôs store. 

Fruits and sometimes little creatures, 

They are really, their favôrite features. 
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WATERBIRDS 

 

Herons, storks and water birds, 

They do wade, instead of perch. 

Slowly walking in the shallows, 

For that fish, it means the gallows. 

 

Frogs and fish and crays they eat, 

And they do this, very neat. 

Quickly downé.a little spray, 

Their large beak, now got its prey. 
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COCKATOOS 

 
Cockatoos: ñWell you know something?ò 

Apart from eating, they chew all things. 

Not just branches from the trees, 

Some house timbersé.if you please! 

 

They like nuts and seeds and all, 

Usually, they do have a real ball. 

Squawking louder than the rest, 

Which can sometimes be a pest. 

 
 



34 

 

 
 

 

NIGHTJAR (caprimulgidae) (A member of the Tawny Frogmouth 

family) 
 

 

 

Now this is one bird, whoôs not easily heard, 

As his voice is so unique. 

Itôs not very loud, but when peace is about, 

His repetitive sound is alert. 

 

He sits very still and is camouflaged well, 

Like the tree he should be hiding in now. 

As soon as he sees, or hears insects move, 

He comes down like óa bat out of hellô. 
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APOSTLEBIRD (strothidea cinerea) 

 

 

 

We just love our families, as large as they may be, 

We feed altogether, maybe ten or just three. 

We are looking for insects, through all fallen leaves, 

And see what is there, as we like little feasts. 

 

Weôre called diffôrent names, de-pends where you are, 

Weôre called óHappy families óalthough maybe rare, 

I have even heard, the name óLousy jacksô, 

But one thing is true, that we live in large packs. 
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KOEL COOCKOO (Storm bird) (aves cuculidae) 

 

 

 

You know I like your country heaps, and come back every year, 

For winter it is somewhat cold, and I do disappear. 

I go abroad and take a spell, in tropics just up North, 

But when the summer comes again, I let you knowéand how. 

 

Iôm loud and do repeat myself, with boring repetition, 

I sing at dawn and night-time too, but do this, itôs my mission. 

I eat some food when eôer I can, to satisfy my hunger, 

Which mostly is a grub or two, and sing a little longer. 
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PELICAN (aves pelecanus) 

 
 

 

Pelican, pelican sitting so straight, 

On a pole near a river, or a lake. 

With his head held high, straight up to the sky, 

Just looking for morsel or bait.* 

 

Fish are of course, his chosen food, 

But óround town, he will even eat chips. 

But better to stay, on your natural diet, 

As food meant for man, is no good. 

 
 

 

¶ * My son David wrote the first verse before he passed over, at the age of 

13. 
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IBIS (threskiornis Molucca) 

 

 

 

Ibises can, and so often do,  

Just scratch around grasses and trees. 

They often do find there, a grub or a worm, 

And their beaks, do the finding too. 

 

They have quite long legs, a curved blackish beak, 

And some kinds, are blackish and white. 

They do lay their eggs, on shallow-ish ground, 

Which are mostly white, blue-ish or teak. (the timber 

colour) 
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SWAMP HEN (Porphyrio porphyrio) 

 
 

 

You too are so pretty, the colours so great. 

When sun shines all over your body. 

The purple so bright, could light up the night, 

But when sunshine goes down, there is nothing. 

 

You walk-along proud, amongst your favourite of sedge, 

Of the dam-wall or creek, you have chosen. 

You eat mostly roots, of the water plants there, 

And you pick up some grubs, frogs or whatôs there. 
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KING PARROT (Alisterus scapucaris) 

 
 

 

And why do you think, they call me the KING, 

ñ ôcause I am the best of them allò. 

My colours the brightest, of red and so green. 

Must surely attract any queen. 

 

Yes, seeds I do eat, and lots of them too, 

I like to feel full in my belly. 

I scour the trees, jump from branch to a branch, 

And go searching for food on the ranch. 
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CRESTED PIGEON (ocyphaps lophotes) 

 
 

 

Another one bird, whoôs ócoocooô you have heard, 

All over the country they are. 

Iôve seen them out East, Iôve seen them up North, 

Then South and even in countryôs West-far. 

 

Their whistling flight, that canôt be denied, 

They strip all the seeds from some grasses. 

They scour around, and peck from the ground, 

The tiniest seeds, without glasses. 
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WHISTLING DUCK (Dendrocygna eytoni) 

 
 

 

Even-though weôre called ducks, like the others around, 

We are not often on water. 

We walk around and, do scratch on the ground, 

As often we think we just oughta. 

 

We find among leaves, and the grasses abound, 

Some seeds, as we think they are winners. 

But as for the duckweeds and that sort of thing, 

We leave all that for the swimmers. 
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ALBATROSS (Chordata diomereidae) 

 
 

 

Oh mighty one, so big and all, 

Can soar the blue skies just forever. 

Your wingspan so great, and so very large, 

That I think you are, oh so clever. 

 

Then when the time comes, to eat some more food, 

You just land on all that blue water. 

There you will dive, and catch you some fish, 

To stave off your hunger, ósort-aô. 
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AZURE KINGFISHER (Aleedo atthis) 

 
 

 

Not often you see, more colours than three, 

On one bird that is ever so small. 

Itôs small and so quick, and just with one flick, 

He dives into water for all. 

 

He likes little fish, thatôs his favourite food, 

But frogs or some insects will do. 

He sits on a branch or a wire or stick, 

And then you will see him, é. be quick. 
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BLACK SWAN (Sygnus atratus) 

 
 

How graceful you are, and so beautiful too, 

As all swans are so perfectly balanced. 

You glide over water, and leave just a wake, 

When paddling and searching for ófood-sakeô. 

 

Sometimes you eat fish, or maybe a crab, 

And weeds are a favourite diet. 

Depends on the mood, or how hungry you are, 

Or what is available thar. 

 

 Male swans are called Cob, females Pen and the babies, cygnets. 
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LAPWING (Vanellus miles) 
 

 

 

 

Lapwings are really a lovely bird, but sometimes can be a-bit nasty.  

When they have a nest, with a little young bub, they chase you, with a ófly-

past-yô. 

They squeal and make noise, just-to let it be known. 

The terrain they have picked, is theirs and their own. 

 

They eat from the grubs, and more of the larvae, 

Just found in the grasses and ground. 

Theyôre happy and caring, so let them just be, 

When baby is grown up, they will flee. 
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WEDGETAIL EAGLE (aquila audax) 

 
 

Theyôre soaring and soaring, high up in the sky,  

To look for that prey to be found. 

And once it is found, way down on the ground, 

They dive down in some fearsome fly. 

 

 

They clean up the carcasses, and do a great job. 

On the busiestôs of roads, they never do stop. 

In bush land away, they hunt for small prey, 

Like mice and some rats, even lambs. 
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CURLEW (numinous arquata) 

 

 

You are so pretty, and clever too, 

You always know, just what to do. 

Your beak so long, for digging down deep, 

For a shellfish and a creep(é.y- crawly, whatever is there for me to eat; 

you know what I mean!) 

 

Wading along, the great oceanôs edge, 

You always make sure, that you will fetch, 

A meal for yourself, and maybe some others. 

And in doing that, Iôm sure youôre no bother.  
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KOOKABURRA   (Blue-winged kookaburra:  Dacelo leachii) 

 

 

 

Then we have Kookaburras, and ever so chatty,  

They laugh out-loud, and are always happy. 

Not-just by ones, or by twos or by threes,  

There's a whole bunch of them, in the trees. 

 

Well they do like, lots-of-worms and all things,  

Right from our gardens and also near springs. 

Because at that water's edge, or a big log,  

There could also be, a fat tasty frog. 
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LORIKEETS  (Rainbow lorikeet: Trichoglossus haematodus) 

 
 

 

Lorikeets, like all the parrots,  

Do make much noise, in trees and paddocks. 

Usually they gather, in a large flock,  

And they always seem, to run amuck. 

 

Lorikeets yes, they do like some honey,  

They also eat seeds, which cost no money. 

Trees do give freely, of what they make,  

To those of who love them: òPiece of cake.ò 
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WHITE FACED HERON: Ardea noveahollandiae) 

 

 

 

Herons like the other members, 

Of the waterbirds in all. 

Love to wade, and stalk that morsel, 

Walking slowly, but not tall. 

 

Slowly moving and keep watching, 

Anything that moves is prey. 

Frog or fish or even insect, 

Heron bird is making hay. 
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Cockatoos (Red-tailed black cockatoo: Calyptorhynchus banksii) 

 

 

Red tailed óBlack cockatoosô, are pretty rare now, 

But youôll see them, now and then. 

In the far north they are more common, 

Not like cousin óYellow tailô, wow. 

 

Nuts and seeds, especially pine nuts,  

Thatôs what they like to eat, 

She-oaks and also some beaut other natives. 

Trees should not be cut down, leaving just butts. 
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SWALLOWS (Welcome swallow: Hirundo neoxena) 

 

 

Swallows swift, and oh so agile, 

Lovely black and white indeed. 

Doesn't matter to the fragile, 

Flying high or low to feed. 

 

It's the insects they do harvest, 

Sometimes just above the ground. 

Other times you see them flying, 

Way up high, without a single sound. 
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CORMORANT (Pied cormorant: Phalacrocorax varius) 

 

 

 

Cormorants are, such fun to watch, 

They sit still, on a branch or swatch. 

Watching for that fish, maybe one, maybe two,  

Making some splashes, when they do. 

 

Dive I mean, they do it so well,  

Then they dry out, and sit for a spell. 

Both wings well spread out, for catching the sun,  

After-all, they've had, so much fun. 
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SPARROWS (House sparrow: Passer domesticus) 

 

 

 

 

And then comes the sparrow, as quick as an arrow,  

He hangs out 'round cafes and bars. 

The customer leaves, he just takes two heaves, 

And up on the table he `are`. 

 

He doesn't much care, for what there is there, 

Of tucker, for now all will do. 

He's hungry and able, and won't leave the table,  

Till waitresses give him a :òshooò. 
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PENGUINS  

 

 

I now think of penguins, those cold frozen penguins,  

They're always just standing on ice. 

They walk in slow motion, but swim in the ocean,  

As fast as a butcher can slice. 

 

When they leave the ñcountryò, and get their fish bounty,  

Plus all sorts of things from the sea. 

They feed their small babies, in springtime: `No maybeôs,`  

And they eat their tucker with glee. 
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WILLIE WAGTAIL  (Rhipidura leucophrys) 

 

 

 

ñ It's Willie and Wendy,ò I presume,   

ñYes, Wagtail is our nom-de-plume. 

I've watched you for years, 'Cause you are such dears. 

So happy to stop and resume. 

 

To gather together some bugs and some flies,  

Such very good work, as no one denies. 

Your voices so sweet, a little tweet-tweet,  

Your energy; nothing defies. 
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  MAGPIE                                                       PEEWEE 

 

 

 

 

PEEWEE (Magpie-lark: Grallina cyanoleuca) 

 

 

 

Now peewees and magpies are not like the rest, 

They put on some clothes, they think look the best. 

Most birds look alike, as in colours and things, 

But these two above, they think they are kings. 

 

They usually come in your garden in pairs, 

It's worms, caterpillars: òDon't worry the hairs.ò 

They'll manage to swallow them quick as a flash, 

Their stomachs digest them and make a good mash. 
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KIWIS  

 
 

 

You have also noticed, the Kiwi, a bird, 

Who lives overseas, in New Zealand, I've heard. 

No wings to do fly, but I cannot deny, 

He sorts out his tucker from dirt. 

 

He scours the forest, and walks without rest, 

'till night time when he too, goes to his nest. 

Heôs eaten all day, from some seeds and what may, 

He also eats fruits he can see, by the way. 
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BELLBIRDS  (Crested Bellbird: Oreoica gutturalis) 

 

 

 

Bellbirds make a ringing sound, 

Which you can hear, for miles around. 

Right in the bush, in special spots, 

Mostly gathering, in larger lots. 

 

What they do eat, I do not know,  

I will find out now, before I go. 

Look it up, on the internet, 

Just before, I go to bed.   Seeds it is! 
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WHIPBIRDS  (Eastern Whipbird: Psophodes  olivaceus) 

 

In our garden at Carter's Ridge, 

You can hear some sounds, like cracking whips. 

It's the whipbird doing that, 

And his lady responds with chat. 

 

He goes: òWhipò, and she says :òWith youò, 

Only when together mind you. 

If he's alone, you hear the whip, 

But-no ñwith youò, to follow it. 

 

Oh, I nearly, I almost forget, 

Just to tell you, what they at'. 

Varied insects, from the trees, 

I hope they do not eat our bees! 
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CHICKENS (Gallus domesticus) 

 
 

Last but not least, are our best friends, 

Chickens, or maybe, you call them hens. 

But if you let them, loose to feed, 

They scratch up your garden, yes indeed. 

 

Eggs they lay, for us to eat, 

Wheat and scraps, is what they need. 

Lots of greens make eggs so yellow, 

ñThank you guysò, you are good fellows. 
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OSTRICH (Struthio camelus) 

 

 

 

Now here is the Ostrich, a very big bird, 

He comes from a different land. 

Heôs funny as when, he is somewhat disturbed, 

He puts his whole head in the sand. 

 

Females are-like Emus, a brownish-like grey, 

But males are a real black and white. 

They love eating seeds, and more things that may, 

Making life, so easy and right. 

 

They eat roots and some flowers and also some fruits, 

Even insects and lizards as well. 

They are not fussy, as long as itôs food though, 

Understood? As clear as a bell. 

  

There are only few in Australia you know, 

They came from South Africa land. 

Man tried to do breeding, but he wasnôt to know, 

That the Ostriches donôt like it too dry*  

 

*Apparently, the fertility rate was so low, that the farmers let the 

breeding stock loose in South Australia, where they still roam. It is 

thought that the climate here, is much dryer compared to the climate 

in Africa. 
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GREY FANTAIL Flycatcher (Rhipiduriae) 

 

 

 

 

Hereôs one of my favourite-birds of them all, 

Theyôre little, so busy and not very tall. 

They love to be near you, on farms and your garden, 

And show you what they do, to insects: NO PARDON. 

 

So busy, so busy and thatôs all the day long, 

Their voices do twitter, so sweetly their song. 

You hear them from distances, near and so far, 

Love watching them often, as I do admire. 
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CURRAWONG (Artamidae Strepera) 

 

 

The Currawong, is a pretty large bird, 

I am certain that you guys, have often heard. 

Heôs black and white, and does like to eat, 

Quite a few things, and certainly meat. 

 

Insects and reptiles and berries and birds, 

Are really his choice, and they do come first. 

Sometimes he also, comes óround to your home, 

To pinch some left-overs, and doggy bones. 
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BRUSH TURKEY / SCRUB TURKEY (Alectura lathami) 

 

 

 

These beauties come right, from the bush to your plot, 

And can really upset, your beaut garden a lot. 

When they do appear, from just nowhere and how, 

That garden is messy and you do know how. 

 

They dig and do scratch for some fruits and more seed, 

And also eat grubs, and what else it may need. 

They donôt care to much, how the garden looks yes, 

And they always leave you, with a terrible mess. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 


