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Being	an	ad	hoc	collection	of	the	thoughts	and	feelings	of	our	
members	during	this	lock	down	period	in	history.	Have	fun.
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	others	will	have	noticed	there	is	something	happening	in	the	hills.		We	have	Perhaps
called	the	hills	home	for	45	years	but	what	is	noticeable	recently	is	that	we	are	now	being	
joined	by	more	young	couples.		Has	anyone	else	been	observing	this?		We	have	lost	a	few	
neighbours	to	down-sizing	else-where	but	the	youngies	are	coming.		They	have	discovered	
the	beauty	of	the	hills	and	the	richness	of	our	lifestyle	here.	
	
So	when	out	walking	I	get	quite	a	high	watching	them	on	scooters,	bikes	or	walking	at	Pepi’s	
land	or	on	one	of	the	many	walking	tracks	close	to	home.	As	well,	a	gratefulness		that	after	
such	a	very	long	time	it	was	developed	for	the	community.		
	
U3A	is	a	favourite	organisation	to	be	involved	in.	What	has	been	achieved	and	nurtured	by	
current	and	past	committees	and	members	is	remarkable.		It	nurtures	the	soul.	
	
Our	garden	is	a	treat	to	be	in	and	I	will	hurry	back	into	it	on	some	of	the	warmer	days.	I	do	a	
lot	of	day-dreaming	and	planning	here	as	my	mind	sends	me	on	a	revisit	to	gorgeous	
gardens	seen	on	trips.			
	
Kitchen	pursuits	are	certainly	popular	and	I’m	enjoying	using	my	preserved	lemons.		Soup	-
well	one	of	our	favourite	things	as	soon	as	the	weather	cools.		My	mother	in	law,	a	
wonderful	German	cook,	was	a	source	of	great	inspiration	in	this	but	cooking	for	me	is	from	
quite	a	different	aspect.	Her	food	was	memorable.		
	

	
	
Do	enjoy	the	beauty	around	us.		If	you	are	doing	any	clearing	out	and	de-cluttering	
remember	the	words	of	William	Morris,	British	textile	designer	‘Keep	nothing	that	does	not	
inspire	joy’.		More	recently	Marie	Kondo	used	the	same	words	in	suggesting	how	to	decide	
what	and	what	not	to	keep.	
	
Julia	Baird	recently	released	a	book	called	Phosphorescence,	written	a	long	time	ago	but	
released	just	ahead	of	the	virus,	its	message	strangely	aligns	with	what	has	been	happening.	
So	I	hope	to	get	my	hands	on	a	copy.	
Sending	warm	wishes	to	our	membership,	the	committee,	tutors	and	especially	our	Editor!	
Elaine	Hahn	
Tutor,		
Flowers	for	the	Home	&	Gifts		
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OTHS	NEWSLETTER	May	2020.		Musicians	Sharing	Group		
		
		
For	the	Instrumental	group	the	roller	coaster	experience	of	2020	has	seen	us	in	4	locations.		
At	the	beginning	of	the	year	we	moved	from	a	private	home	to	the	Evergreens.		This	gave	us	
more	space	and	the	opportunity	to	have	more	members.		As	a	number	of	our	instruments	
take	up	quite	a	bit	of	space,	add	a	music	stand	to	that	and	a	large	room	is	required!			Then	
we,	along	with	other	classes		joined	the	excitement	of	moving	into	the	Hub.		We	had	just	
started	feeling	good	about	our	new	home,	having	solved	a	few	teething	problems	such	as	
lighting,	storage	of	instruments	etc	when	it	all	came	to	an	abrupt	halt.		Now	we	have	a	
‘virtual’	home.		Using	Zoom	presents	extra	challenges	for	musicians.		The	time	lapse	
between	when	something	is	played	and	when	that	is	heard	makes	playing	together	an	
impossibility.		Even	more	chaotic	than	several	people	trying	to	talk	at	once!	
	

		 						
We	have	a	great	group	of	people	and	their	combined	efforts	and	pooling	of	knowledge	has	
meant	we	have	devised	a	system	which	means	we	can	continue	our	group.		Playing	
individually	for	one	another	and	with	a	recorded	backing	or	a	leader	counting	us	in	we	can	
play	along	as	if	playing	together.			The	group	has	two	aspects,	we	alternate	between	a	week	
when	we	have	individual	performances	in	the	first	hour	then	pieces,	arranged	by	Robyn,	
which	we	play	together.		Thanks	to	Robyn	and	others	who	have	pooled	their	knowledge,	we	
are	able	to	play	along	with	a	recording	‘pretending’	we	are	playing	in	a	group.		On	the	
alternate	week	Robyn	is	extending	our	musical	knowledge	and	experience	by	introducing	12	
bar	blues	Improvisation.		
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Although	I	think	we	would	all	prefer	to	be	in	a	real	live	venue	enjoying	each	other’s	
company	I	rather	think	that	this	experience	will	have	stretched	each	of	us	to	sort	out	what	
we	do	and	don’t	know	and	how	to	fill	in	the	gaps.		When	we	come	back	together	I	think	we	
will	be	further	ahead	as	a	group	than	we	were	prior	to	Covid	19.	
	
We	have	also	had	2	new	members	since	meeting	through	Zoom.		Let	us	not	be	daunted.	
	
Gaye	Dunstan	
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CALLIGRAPHY CLASS 

 
After a great start at the Hub we went into lockdown. So in order that our calligraphy group 

could continue lessons we (my husband Paul and I) have been making small videos showing 

how to form the letters. There are two groups, Beginners and Advanced so different videos 

had to be made for each of the groups.  
The Beginners are studying how to write the Uncial Hand (like in the Book of Kells) whilst 

the Advanced group are studying how to write using the Pointed Gothic hand. We mostly 

use black ink, but there is also an element of colour added at times.  

The progress that the groups are making is amazing. The whole class all work very hard. I 

hope you can appreciate the effort that they have put into their practice and finished 

pieces. We also had a catch-up on Zoom on the 29th April which was great and I’m looking 

forward to another Wednesday catch-up soon. 

Nola Bianco   

 

 

 

 

 

	
	
	

	
	
	
	

I	have	a	confession	to	make.		For	my	sins,	I	play	the	bagpipes.	
This	is	not	recent,	pandemic-induced	passion,	but	rather	something	I	started	more	than	60	
years	ago,	and	sadly	let	slip	during	the	bulk	of	my	working	life.		I	began	learning	the	pipes	at	
the	tender	age	of	7,	when	my	parents	and	I	were	living	at	Mt	Maunganui	in	the	North	Island	
of	New	Zealand.	

Pandemic	Piping	
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That	process	begins	by	learning	the	necessary	finger	movements	on	a	practice	chanter,	with	
no	 bag	 or	 drones,	 and	once	 these	 basics	 are	mastered,	
the	 learner	 then	 advances	 to	 a	 set	 of	Greater	Highland	
Bagpipes.		My	first	pipes	–	which	I	still	own	–	were	a	half-
sized	 set	 of	 Pakistani	 manufacture.	 	 That	 may	 seem	
strange,	but	Pakistan	is	the	second	biggest	manufacturer	
of	 bagpipes	 after	 the	 United	 Kingdom,	 although	 their	
quality	varies	markedly	between	hit	and	miss.	 	My	 little	
set,	 luckily,	 fell	 into	 the	 former	 bracket,	 and	 did	 me	
proud	until	 I	was	12	years	old,	although	finding	suitable	
reeds	was	always	a	nightmare.		I	began	solo	competition	
in	 New	 Zealand	 with	 those	 pipes	 and	 worked	 my	 way	
from	 “Novice”	 through	 “D”	 and	 into	 “C”	 grade	 playing	
them.	
At	12,	 I	was	big	enough	to	manage	a	full-size	set,	which	
my	parents	purchased	for	me.		I	was	doing	quite	well	as	a	young	soloist,	and	following	the	
excellent	 advice	of	my	 then	 tutor,	we	 found	a	new	 set	of	 pipes	made	by	 the	well-known	
Scottish	makers,	RG	Hardie	and	Son.		Those	pipes	have	always	travelled	with	me,	although	
the	set	now	contains	an	even	better	Grainger	chanter.	
Once	 tuned	and	consistently	played,	 these	pipes	are	a	 truly	beautiful	 instrument.	 	 Totally	

politically	 and	 environmentally	 incorrect	 these	 days,	 they	
are	made	from	African	Blackwood	(the	wood	of	choice	for	
all	 fine	 pipes),	 with	 ivory	mounts,	 now	 suitably	 yellowing	
with	 age.	 	My	High	 School	 in	 New	 Zealand	 –	 St	 Andrew’s	
College	in	Christchurch	–	had	a	strong	Scottish	heritage,	as	
well	as	a	pipe	band,	which	I	joined.		Playing	with	the	band,	
although	 always	 second	 best	 in	 my	 mind	 to	 solo	 piping,	
became	part	of	my	life,	and	in	my	final	year	of	High	School,	
I	was	made	Pipe	Major.	
By	the	time	I	 left	High	School,	 I	was	piping	well,	and	rising	
through	 the	 “B”	 Grade	 ranks	 rapidly.	 	 In	 my	 first	 year	 at	
University,	 solo	 piping	 competitions	 helped	 pay	 my	 way,	
and	playing	for	a	couple	of	local	Pipe	Bands	made	piping	a	
hobby	 which,	 as	 I	 ended	 my	 teens,	 bordered	 on	 minor	

obsession.	 	 My	 highlight	 was	 winning	 an	 Under	 21	 New	 Zealand	 Championship	 for	 Solo	
piping,	playing	Strathspeys	and	Reels.	
Regrading	to	the	top	 level	–	“A”	Grade	–	 loomed	ominously,	and	 I	was	well	aware	that	to	

keep	 going	 as	 a	 solo	 piper,	 I	would	 need	 to	make	 a	 lot	 of	
sacrifices.	 	 A	 basic	 choice	 faced	 me	 –	 a	 passion	 for	 the	
biological	sciences,	which	I	had	also	developed,	or	piping.		I	
chose	science.	
Of	course,	I	had	intentions	of	keeping	the	pipes	going,	which	
I	did	for	many	years,	but	slowly	and	steadily,	the	number	of	
times	they	were	played	each	year	dwindled	until	I	need	my	
arm	 severely	 twisted	 in	 order	 to	 bring	 them	 out,	 usually	
only	 on	 special	 occasions,	 or	 at	 New	 Years.	 	 My	 “good	
intentions”	have	always	been	to	resurrect	them	and	get	my	
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now	rusty	fingers	back	into	business.		Covid-19	was	meant	for	that!	
So,	some	three	weeks	ago,	the	pipes	came	out	of	their	box,	and	I	took	stock	of	what	needed	
to	be	done.	 	The	bag	 leaked	 like	a	sieve;	 the	reeds	 in	my	stockpile	were	all	more	than	20	
years	 old,	 and	 sadly	well	 past	 their	 use-by	 date;	 and	 the	 blowpipe	 valve	was	 a	mess	 (try	
blowing	air	 into	a	bag	while	 it’s	 trying	to	rush	back	at	you!).	 	The	bag	cover	had	seen	the	
moths,	and	the	tassels	were	in	tatters,	so	major	work	was	needed.	
So	much	has	changed	over	the	years.		A	new	leather	bag	came	from	New	Zealand	and	had	a	
German-designed	airtight	 zipper	 to	allow	access	 to	 the	 inside.	The	 reeds	 for	 the	bass	and	
tenor	drones	 (those	tubes	over	the	arm	that	make	the	bagpipes	constant	sound)	were	no	
longer	made	from	cane	bound	with	hemp,	but	high-tech	plastic	with	carbon	fibre	tongues.		
And	the	newest	variety	of	these	are	being	made	down	the	road	in	Dandenong!	Then	there’s	
the	 cleverly-designed	 “Moose”	 blowpiece	 valve	 from	 Canada.	 	 The	 only	 truly	 Scottish-
manufactured	 item	 I	 replaced	was	 the	 chanter	 reed	–at	
least	those	are	recognisable	as	remnants	of	the	past!	
A	 downstairs	 room	 in	 our	 house	 became,	 in	 my	 wife	
Anne’s	words,	 “Geppetto’s	Workshop”	whilst	 I	 took	 the	
pipes	to	pieces,	cleaned	them	up,	and	carefully	put	them	
back	 together	 again.	 	 Leather	 bags	 need	 to	 be	
“conditioned”	with	a	witch’s	concoction	known	as	“pipe	
bag	dressing”	so	they	won’t	 leak	-	and	then	hung	out	to	
drain	in	a	convenient	space	(like	the	shower!).			Bagpipes	
can	be	 totally	unforgiving	when	 it	 comes	 to	 tuning	–	all	
four	reeds	need	to	be	tonally	aligned,	and	chanter	reeds	
–	still	hand-made	in	traditional	fashion	from	cane	–	need	
minute	 alterations	 to	 enhance	 their	 sound	 quality	 and	
strength.	 	 There’s	 even	 an	 iPhone	 app	 to	 help	 you	 out	
these	 days!	 	 It	 has	 been	 a	 labour	 of	 love,	which	 I	 have	
thoroughly	enjoyed.	 	Although	some	bits	and	pieces	are	 still	on	order	 (my	new	bag	cover	
arrives	 next	week),	 I	managed	 to	 play	my	 Science	 and	 Civilisation	 class	 a	 simple	 tune	 via	
Zoom	during	our	last	session.		The	next	bit,	however,	will	be	tougher:	to	get	the	“rust”	out	
of	my	fingers	and	start	playing	those	Strathspeys	and	Reels	once	more!	
	
Bruce	Richardson	
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BOOK GROUP 

 

 

This year we welcomed five new members to our group and looked forward to a year of reading and meeting 
each month to discuss the book we had all just finished.  How quickly this has turned out not to be as lives 
have been turned upside down with the advent of the Corona virus.  One small, bright spot is that perhaps this 
will give not only our group but other members of U3A more time to escape from the reality of the times and 
spend more hours enjoying books that  have been put aside to read when more time is available.  Kindles and 
other devices will come in handy but if like me, by choice, you don’t have one there are always firms like 
Australian Booktopia who at present will deliver books to your door. Along with recently published books they 
have many interesting titles of former books that would be a good read and are available for $20 or less. 

Our group has read two books this year, both very interesting. The first by bestselling author Tim Winton “The 
Shepherd’s Hut” tells the story of Jaxi Clayton a fifteen year old who is on the run in outback Western Australia 
while thinking he could be prime suspect for the killing of his abusive father.  Travelling in a stolen car he 
hopes to reach the young love of his life, his cousin, living many miles to the north.  His relationship with a 
defrocked Irish priest, an outsider like Jaxi, forms a major part of the story.  With themes of violence, anger, 
masculinity and friendship by one of Australia’s greatest storytellers it is well worth reading. 

The following month our book was the award-winning debut book “No Friend But the Mountains” by Kurdish 
Iranian writer Behrouz Boochani.  He tells of his travel from Indonesia to Australia as a boat person and ending 
up in Manus Regional Processing Centre after being told he and all those there either have to go back to the 
countries they came from or will never be allowed to settle in Australia.  In his memoir from Manus prison 
Boochani sees the oppression the prisoners suffer as not random but purposeful to isolate them and turn 
them against each other and ultimately break their spirit.  They are forced to follow meaningless rules and 
regulations while living in squalid conditions with not enough food to eat.  It finishes with a riot at one of the 
prisons on the island.  As a loner he survives by fierce determination to fight injustice and to keep a record for 
contemporaries and posterity of what Australia has done. 

The book was sent to his translator in Australia via a mobile phone which he later said in an interview he 
smuggled with him from Australia.  After this book was published Boochani was able to travel to New Zealand 
where has settled.  The book provoked a lot of discussion in our group with unanswered questions regarding 
who designed how these prisons are to be run and where the responsibility of running them begins and ends. 

Wishing all U3A members health and safety in these uncertain times which look as if they will be with us for 
some time. 

Happy reading,  

Jill Lightfoot 
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Poms	at	Large	or	(Innocents	Abroad)		

	by	Maurice	Waring	

	
“Do	we	have	to	go?”	–	Spouses	first	response	to	the	invitation	to	join	my	sister’s	American	
family	on	a	cruise	to	celebrate	her	80th	birthday.	
We	are	not	really	cruise	people,	a	small	cruise	around	the	Med	being	our	only	experience	
and	that	was	quite	enjoyable	as	we	stopped	at	a	different	island	every	day.		
I	insist	we	have	to	go	despite	also	being	highly	apprehensive	and	proceed	to	book	flights	to	
Los	Angeles	and	hotel	accommodation	in	San	Pedro	for	the	night	before	the	cruise.	
Our	flight	to	LA	is	via	Brisbane;	on	arriving	at	Brisbane	the	thought	of	another	13hours	in	
cattle	class	fills	me	with	horror.	A	sudden	rush	of	blood	and	before	I	can	put	the	brain	back	
in	gear	I	realise	I	have	dashed	to	the	Virgin	counter,	flashed	my	credit	card	and	upgraded.	
The	plus	side	is	that	once	settled	on	board	I	appear	to	be	in	Spouse’	
s	good	books	and	I	wonder	if	my	apprehension	of	the	trip	is	misguided.	Taxi	to	the	hotel	
from	the	airport,	a	nice	room	and	a	superb	meal	in	a	nearby	restaurant	add	to	my	good	
spirits.	A	stroll	after	dinner	down	the	promenade	and	we	realise	the	cruise	embarkation	
terminal	is	just	about	a	mile	from	the	hotel.	Everything	is	going	superbly	well	–	perhaps	too	
well!	
I	make	my	first	mistake	of	the	trip	over	breakfast	in	suggesting	that	we	walk	to	the	terminal	
as	it’s	only	a	mile	or	so	down	the	road	(the	memory	of	my	rush	of	blood	at	Brisbane	is	
weighing	heavily	on	my	mind).	Spouse’s	look	of	disapproval	speaks	volumes	and	I	guess	the	
idea	of	her	dragging	30kgs	of	luggage	over	a	mile	was	asking	too	much.	So	taxi	it	is.	He’s	
definitely	in	a	hurry	our	driver	and	virtually	tips	us	out	at	the	terminal.	This	is	not	like	our	
Med	cruise,	more	like	the	crowd	at	the	MCG	for	the	Boxing	Day	test.	I	repeatedly	wave	for	a	
porter	but	unsuccessfully,	Spouse	points	out	that	everyone	else	is	waving	some	green	paper	
in	their	hand	and	being	attended	to.	I	wave	said	paper	with	a10	on	it	and	a	porter	comes	at	
olympic	sprint	pace	for	our	luggage.	Further	chaos	in	the	booking	hall	but	eventually	we	are	
actually	on	board	the	RUBY	PRINCESS!!	(Yes	the	infamous	Ruby!)	
The	lady	checking	us	in	gave	us	mountains	of	paper	and	a	whole	list	of	instructions	but	as	
she	spoke	at	close	to	90mls/hr	we	understood	very	little	so	we	followed	everyone	else	to	
what	turned	out	to	be	lunch.	As	we	wandered	around	aimlessly	we	hear	an	American	voice	
calling	out	our	names,	it’s	a	great	nephew	who	has	spotted	us.	We	reach	sister’s	table	and	
after	customary	greetings	find	out	who	the	‘family’	members	are.	
A	gentle	stroll	after	lunch	to	try	and	familiarise	ourselves	with	this	floating	village,	and	then	
to	the	cabin	which	exceeds	my	expectations.	Roomy	and	with	a	nice	balcony.	A	before	
dinner	drink	on	the	balcony	is	interrupted	by	great	nephews	on	either	side	having	a	
shouting	conversation,	they	suggest	taking	down	the	barriers	between	the	balconies	so	‘we	
can	all	share’	–	my	apprehensions	are	being	realised.	Sister	insists	we	all	dine	together	and	
has	booked	a	table	at	the	restaurant	at	the	furthest	point	from	our	cabin.	Suffice	to	say	
finding	said	restaurant	creates	somewhat	of	an	epic	journey.	At	dinner	eldest	nephew	who	
is	something	in	wine	announces	he	will	choose	the	wines	for	us.	There	is	tension	in	the	air	
when	sister	declares	said	wine	‘tastes	like	vinegar’.	
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Next	day	we	bump	into	youngest	nephew’s	wife	who	joins	us	for	a	coffee	and	we	get	
chapter	and	verse	on	her	version	of	the	family.	Our	next	encounter	is	with	eldest	nephew’s	
wife	who	gives	a	completely	different	version	–	I	am	definitely	now	feeling	my	initial	
apprehension	is	well	founded.	
I	decide	to	investigate	the	ship	further	the	next	day	when	Spouse	is	‘taking	a	look	at	the	
shops’.	Dreading	any	more	encounters	with	family	members	I	find	myself	on	deck	19	at	the	
aft	of	the	ship	and	to	my	delight	find	there	is	a	swimming	pool	that	no-one	else	appears	to	
have	found.	That’s	me	for	the	rest	of	the	day.	Returning	to	the	cabin	before	dinner	I	realise	
from	the	lack	of	greeting	from	Spouse	that	her	day	has	not	been	quite	as	enjoyable	as	mine	
–	she	has	bumped	into	family	several	times.	
We	are	cruising	to	various	Mexican	destinations	and	at	one	stop	sister	announces	she,	
youngest	nephew’s	wife,	Spouse	and	I	will	take	a	taxi	into	town	to	have	a	look	around.	As	
we	walk	past	some	promenade	shops	we	come	across	a	small	dog	completely	bereft	of	hair.	
A	very	attractive	young	Mexican	girl	tells	us	the	dog	is	a	Xolo	and	they	believe	that	if	the	dog	
takes	a	liking	to	you	it	augers	well	for	your	trip	into	the	next	world.	This	is	excellent	news	for	
me	as	the	dog	and	I	have	definitely	bonded.	I	am	so	involved	talking	to	attractive	Mexican	
girl	that	I	fail	to	notice	that	sister	et	al	have	disappeared.	I	wander	off	on	my	own	and	
eventually	reach	an	old	part	of	town.	As	I	walk	down	one	particular	street	I	get	a	nice	
welcome	outside	a	shop	from	a	pleasant	young	man,	I	decline	the	invitation	to	enter	the	
shop.	The	gaily	coloured	underwear	is	not	really	my	style.	I	begin	to	notice	that	almost	every	
shop	on	the	street	is	selling	the	same	type	of	merchandise	and	make	a	quick	exit.	Back	at	
the	ship	I	find	myself	blaming	the	dog	for	my	disappearance	–	think	Spouse	would	put	me	in	
a	doghouse	given	the	chance.	
I	somewhat	retrieve	the	situation	by	introducing	Spouse	to	deck19	swimming	pool,	well	
away	from	the	crowd	(and	family	members!),	nice	coffee	and	snack	bar	and	she	is	beginning	
to	find	the	‘street’	incident	amusing.	
Cruise	over	we	spend	a	week	in	a	hotel	at	Laguna	Beach	(overload	at	sister’s	house)	where	
on	being	told	the	room	rate	I	tell	the	receptionist	we	only	want	to	rent	the	room	and	not	
buy	it!		Sister	tells	me	ours	is	the	modest	hotel,	the	one	across	the	road	where	the	film	stars	
stay	is	the	expensive	one.	I	suspect	the	edges	of	the	lawns	on	the	promenade	are	trimmed	
by	scissors	rather	than	a	whipper	snapper.	
Back	home	after	an	equally	enjoyable	inbound	flight	we	both	agree	that	touring	in	the	
outback	in	a	campervan	is	more	our	idea	of	‘cruising’.	
	

The	infamous	Ruby	Princess	
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U3A	Shared	Diary	Contribution:	
Sun,	26	Apr	2020,	Reflections	from	Margaret	Edwards	 

While	my	heart	aches	for	all	the	people	who	are	so	severely	affected	by	Covid	19,	I	have	found	some	
positives	in	the	isolation	it	has	imposed.	 

It	certainly	has	made	me	realise	how	ridiculously	busy	my	“retirement”	life	had	become!	I	enjoy	the	
slower	pace,	time	to	amble	about	my	small	garden	as	many	times	a	day	as	I	please	noting	the	tiny	
but	significant	changes	to	the	many	and	varied	plants.	I	have	fruit	trees,	vines,	vegetable	seedlings	to	
nurture,	many	flowering	plants	and	pots	of	bulbs	with	promising	shoots	emerging.	I	now	have	two	
Isa	Brown	hens	who	are	allocated	a	space	on	the	south	side	of	the	house	where	they	can	scratch	and	
mess	under	the	hydrangeas	to	their	heart’s	content.	I	love	listening	to	their	“chattering”.	I	am	
hopeful	of	eggs	too.	 

I	am	making	marmalade	(from	my	neighbour’s	cumquats),	wholemeal	bread,	pickling	my	olives,	
soups	and	writing	to	my	Grandchildren.	 

I	have	many	indoor	projects	on	my	to	do	list	but	while	the	beautiful	Autumn	weather	has	persisted	I	
have	spent	every	sunny	hour	outdoors,	gardening,	walking	or	cycling.	I	have	discovered	many	new	
scenic	places	to	cycle	in	our	neighbourhood	and	beyond.	The	local	and	rural	areas	are	stunning	in	
their	Autumn	glory	at	present.	Just	take	a	drive	down	Beaumont	Road	and	see	the	long	curve	
dressed	in	Manchurian	Pear	splendour	with	the	stands	of	Golden	Poplars	in	the	background!	Further	
down	in	Officer	a	ride	up	Starling	Road	to	Dickie	Road	has	one	feeling	that	the	city	is	along	way	
away.	Apple	orchards	and	rolling	fields	of	green,	bush	blocks	and	birds.	 

On	a	walk	at	Akoonah	Park	last	week	I	stopped	to	enjoy	watching	the	Cardinia	Creek	(because	I	had	
time	to	!	).	I	was	treated	to	a	most	glorious	sight	of	a	flock	of	eight	Eastern	Rosellas	having	their	
baths	in	the	water	,	hopping	on	and	off	a	low	slung	bough	and	enjoying	themselves	immensely!	 

I	enjoy	not	going	anywhere	in	a	car,	yet	I	am	cycling	over	80	Kms	a	week	so	have	much	to	see.	Now	
that	the	cafes	are	doing	"take	away"	I	enjoy	a	stroll	to	Pioneer	Park	and	a	coffee	from	Primary	while	
sitting	in	the	lovely	circular	section	and	watching	the	few	other	people	who	are	about.	I	enjoy	the	
frequent	bumping	into	friends	on	my	walks	and	the	social	distancing	chats.	I	acknowledged	how	
lucky	I	am	in	the	current	climate.	Time	to	reflect,	yes,	and	to	be	self	indulgent!	My	friend	in	Rome	
has	been	in	lockdown	for	six	weeks	in	her	small	fourth	floor	apartment	and	is	only	allowed	out	to	
shop.	Even	then	she	must	queue	for	a	long	time	as	only	one	person	at	a	time	is	allowed	into	the	
supermarket.	She	is	75,	her	husband	85	and	they	became	Grandparents	for	the	first	time	last	week.	
They	cannot	see	or	hold	their	precious	new	grandson!	I	don’t	want	to	even	get	started	on	the	plight	
of	the	asylum	seekers	and	refugees,	some	of	whom	are	held	in	the	Mantra	Hotel	in	Preston,	brought	
here	8	months	ago	for	medical	treatment	and	now	in	fear	of	catching	Covid	19	.	
They	could	never	have	imagined	that	their	situation	could	get	worse,	but	it	has!	Farhad	Bandesh	
who	spoke	out	via	video	link	on	Q&A	last	week	was	moved	to	MITA	detention	suddenly	later	in	the	
week	with	no	explanation,	his	paints	confiscated.	Presumably	his	punishment	for	going	public!	We	
must	not	forget	these	people	and	as	Malcolm	Turnbull	said	last	week,	we	must	“hold	our	politicians	
to	account”.	So	I	am	very	aware	of	how	fortunate	my	position	is	in	this	new	world	order.	For	me	the	
major	issue	 

is	not	being	able	to	be	with	my	Grandchildren	and	many	of	us	will	share	this	sadness.	The	interesting	
question	is,	how	much	will	change	in	our	lives	after	this	crisis	is	over?	 

Margaret	Edwards	 
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A	poem	for	COVID   by Pat Buoncristiani	
	
My	skin's	a	bit	thinner,	
I'm	a	little	unhinged.	
We	are	facing	a	winter	
And	the	troubles	it	brings.	
	
I	am	building	a	fence	
Around	all	that	I	am,	
And	I'm	lighting	a	fire	
To	ward	off	the	pain.	
	
I	will	keep	to	myself,	
Wrap	my	arms	round	me	right	
To	banish	the	goblins	
And	cherish	the	light.	
	
I'll	tend	to	my	blaze,	
And	when	the	flames	flicker,	
I'll	blow	gentle	breezes	
To	stir	the	leaf	litter.	
	
In	spite	of	the	chill	winds,	
My	fire	will	dance	shadows,	
And	crackle	with	sweet	songs	
I've	saved	for	tomorrow. 
 
		

ZOOMING 
	
‘Sounds	like	a	familiar	car	ad’	
No,	it	is	a	form	of	communication,	between	members	of	a	U3A	
Group,	and	their	leader.	It	is	an	audio-visual	connection.	
THE	LEADER............We	will	all	him	‘ROGER,	ROGER’	
THE	CLASS..........Ah!	Therein	lies	the	rub!...........	
																																	MEMBERS	
	
RALPH,	BETTY,	FRED,	ALF,	FAY,	JILL,	DAWN,	FRANCOIS,	
KARL,	MINETTE,	BRUCE	
	
And,	so	we	begin.....’Roger-Roger’,	begins	to	begin	(	make	a	good	song	title).	He	clicks	us,	
into	the	‘ZOOM’	Site,	for	each	persons	choice	of	home	device.	
	
																								‘We	have	Problems,	Houston’!	
RALF.........	Has	an	ancient,	commodore	computer,	with	a	tape	feed.	The	tape	has	broken	
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BETTY.........Has	misread	the	start	time,	and	is	not	on	line	
FRANCOIS.......	Is	trying	to	find	the	French	translation	button	
DAWN........Has	a	smart	phone.(But	it’s	really	dumb)	
ALF.................Has	not	set	up	his	lighting,	and,	with	his	cap	on,is	a	dark	shadow	for	all	
MINETTE........Needs	to	take	a	toilet	break	
KARL............Has	indistinct	audio,	from	his	laptop,	and	cannot		
																											be	understood	(even	in	German)	
FAY..............from	her	lpad,	can	only	see	herself,	like	a	mirror,	but	
																									She	can	hear	the	audio	
FRED............Has	set	up	in	bed,	and	is	now	asleep.	You	can	hear	
																											his	snores	
BRUCE..........is	receiving,	loud	and	clear,	and	is	waving,	and		
																												Shouting	at	everyone	
JILL...............Is	on	her	house	phone,	and	can	hear,	but	not	see.	
	
	
															‘Roger-Roger’..........Tries	to	be	topical,	and	says	
																‘	Ground	control	to	major	Tom’	
																There	is	dead	silence.There	is	no	Tom.	
BETTY.........turns	up	and	complains	she	was	given	the	wrong	
																		time.	She	has	baked	some	scones,	to	share	with	the	
																			Group.(	Does	not	quite	understand	how	it	works)	
BRUCE..........Is	still	basking	in	his	success,	waves	and	shouts	
																			louder.	
DAWN........Is	seen	knocking	her	phone,	against	the	table	
	
FRANCOIS........Sings	‘Allouette’	in	French.Why?	Because	he	
																																	Can	!	
MINETTE.........Returns,	and	adjusts	her	make-up	by	the	screen		
																																light	
KARL................Has	distorted	audio	from	his	iPad,and	cannot	
																															be	understood	......Vision	is	brilliant!	
	
																					So,	‘Roger-	Roger’	begins	to	start	the	session...	
BRUCE..........what	amount	of	time	do	we	have?	
	
																							‘Roger-Roger......’we	have	booked	for	40	minutes,	
																									But..........’we	only	have	10	minutes	left!’	
																									We	can	all	see	him,	but	nobody	can	hear	him,	
																										(Would	make	a	good	mime	act)	
																										Desperate	,	he	puts	on	a	video	on	the	topic	
																											(	whatever	THAT	might	be!)	
																											The	presenter	is	Japanese,	the	audio	muffled,	
																												and	the	vision	poor.	
																												‘Roger-Roger’,	snaps	off	the	video,	says.......	
																												‘	we	will	go	over	this	again	,	in	two	weeks	time’	
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																																																		TIMES.						UP.!	
BLANK	SCREENS,	............................SILENCE	
	
AND,	SO	ENDETH	THE	FIRST	ZOOM	SESSION	
	
													HOPE	IT	GOES	BETTER	NEXT	TIME	
	
		Brian	Passmore�	
	

Note from Hilary Thomas 
	
How	have	Jim	and	I	been	occupying	ourselves?		We	are	a	bit	isolated,	not	in	a	street	with	
close	neighbours.		I	must	admit	there	has	been	a	bit	of	a	wind-down	for	us,	some	sleeping	
in,	as	well	as	lots	of	email	catching	up	with	overseas	researchers	and	relatives.	We	have	
spent	a	fair	amount	of	time	out	in	the	fresh	air	picking	our	vegetable	and	fruit	crop,	freezers	
are	full,	no	more	room.	Let's	face	it,	there	are	always	chores	that	need	to	be	done	in	the	
garden,	and	here	on	the	farm	we	can	grow	blackberries	like	nobody's	business.		
We	both	read	a	lot,	we	are	missing	our	libraries.	However,	in	case	we	have	not	had	enough	
exercise	and	for	a	change	of	scenery,	we	go	for	a	walk	in	the	forest.		For	us	it	is	a	short	drive,	
to	a	spot	where	very,	very	few	people	visit.	We	wander	along	at	a	gentle	steady	pace,	it's	
not	a	record-breaking,	heart-	racing	effort,	there	is	time	to	look	around.	The	new	
maidenhair	ferns	are	starting	to	grow	on	the	banks	that	are	mowed	by	the	rangers.	The	
short	ferns	that	grow	under	the	tree	ferns	have	new,	fresh	green	leaves	from	the	Autumn	
rains.		They	glow	in	the	filtered	sunshine	through	the	leaves	of	the	trees	and	tree	
ferns.			Above	us	the	tall,	tallest	trees	raise	their	heads	to	the	sky,	swaying	in	the	breeze.	But	
it	is	the	fresh	smell	of	the	forest	that	fills	your	nose	and	the	clean	air	in	your	lungs,	that	
makes	you	feel	so	good.		
We	turn	down	a	narrow	track,	across	a	narrow	wooden	plank	bridge	over	the	small	creek,	
gurgling	along	under	the	canopy.		Up	some	small	hills,	down	the	other	side	with	the	tree	
roots	crossing	the	path.	
Tree	trunks	down	to	be	climbed	over-	or	walked	around.	We	come	across	something	that	is	
rather	incongruous	in	a	forest,	a	large	rusty	steel	tub	with	what	seems	to	be	a	saw	
tooth		plate	on	top,	it	looks	like	two	birds	facing	each	other	with	their	wings	out.			Keep	
walking		-	up	the	track	,	back	over	the	creek,	down	the	road	and	back	to	the	car.	Refreshed,	
carefree,	just	feeling	great.		We	saw	two	cyclists	in	the	distance	and	one	ranger	locking	a	
fire-track	gate,	but	we	saw	much	more	than	that.				The	forest,	the	beautiful	forest.			Virus	
free.			We	won't	tell	you	where,	we	want	it	to	stay	private.			
	

	

“The	Uncommon	Reader”	by	Alan	Bennett		(“	The	Lady	in	the	Van”).		Jill	Lighfoot	
Although	written	in	2006	this	short	book	feels	quite	relevant	and	could	have	been	
written	recently.		It	tells	of	the	time	when	the	Queen	becomes	an	avid	reader	when	she	
discovers	a	mobile	library	parked	near	the	kitchens	at	Buckingham	Palace.		It	is	brilliantly	
written	and	very	funny,	great	for	cheering	you	up	with	winter	on	its	way.		With	the	
library	now	sending	books	to	members	it	is	one	to	add	to	your	list	of	books	to	read.			



	 15	

A	little	levity	to	start	the	
week!		
		

Most of the 65+ 
generation  were				 HOME 
SCHOOLED	in many 
ways				.	

1.		My mother taught me TO APPRECIATE A JOB WELL DONE	.	
		
"If	you're	going	to	kill	each	other,	do	it	outside.	I	just	finished	cleaning."	
		
2.		My mother taught me RELIGION	.	
		
"You	better	pray	that	will	come	out	of	the	carpet."	
		
3.		My father taught me about TIME TRAVEL	.	
		
"If	you	don't	straighten	up,	I'm	going	to	knock	you	into	the	middle	of	next	
week!"	
		
4.		My father taught me LOGIC	.	
		
"	Because	I	said	so,	that's	why	."	
		
5.		My mother taught me MORE LOGIC		.	
		
"If	you	fall	out	of	that	swing	and	break	your	neck,	you're	not	going	to	the	store	
with	me."	
		
6.		My mother taught me FORESIGHT	.	
		
"Make	sure	you	wear	clean	underwear,	in	case	you're	in	an	accident."	
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7.		My father taught me IRONY	.	
		
"Keep	crying,	and	I'll	give	you	something	to	cry	about."	
		
8.		My mother taught me about the science of OSMOSIS	.	
		
"Shut	your	mouth	and	eat	your	supper."	
		
9.		My mother taught me about CONTORTIONISM	.	
		
"Just	you	look	at	that	dirt	on	the	back	of	your	neck!"	
		
10.		My mother taught me about STAMINA	.	
		
"You'll	sit	there	until	all	that	spinach	is	gone."	
		
11.		My mother taught me about WEATHER	.	
		
"This	room	of	yours	looks	as	if	a	tornado	went	through	it."	
		
12.		My mother taught me about HYPOCRISY	.	
		
"If	I	told	you	once,	I've	told	you	a	million	times,	don't	exaggerate!"	
		
13.		My father taught me the CIRCLE OF LIFE	.	
		
"I	brought	you	into	this	world,	and	I	can	take	you	out..."	
		
14.		My mother taught me about BEHAVIOR MODIFICATION	 	.	
		
"Stop	acting	like	your	father!"	
		
15.		My mother taught me about ENVY	.	
		
"There	are	millions	of	less	fortunate	children	in	this	world	who	don't	have	
wonderful	parents	like	you	do."	
		
16.		My mother taught me about ANTICIPATION	.	
		
"Just	wait	until	we	get	home."	
		
17.		My mother taught me about RECEIVING	.	
		



	 17	

	
	

"You	are	going	to	get	it	from	your	father	when	you	get	home!"	
		
18				.		My mother taught me MEDICAL SCIENCE	.	
		
"If	you	don't	stop	crossing	your	eyes,	they	are	going	to	get	stuck	that	way."	
		
19.		My mother taught me ESP	.	
		
"Put	your	sweater	on;	don't	you	think	I	know	when	you	are	cold?"	
		
20.		My father taught me HUMOR	.	
		
"When	that	lawn	mower	cuts	off	your	toes,	don't	come	running	to	me."	
		
21.		My mother taught me HOW TO BECOME AN ADULT	.	
		
"If	you	don't	eat	your	vegetables,	you'll	never	grow	up."	
		
22.		My mother taught me GENETICS	.	
		
"You're	just	like	your	father."	
		
23.		My mother taught me about my ROOTS	.	
		
"Shut	that	door	behind	you.	Do	you	think	you	were	born	in	a	barn?"	
		
24.		My mother taught me WISDOM	.	
		
"When	you	get	to	be	my	age,	you'll	understand.	
		
25.		My father taught me about JUSTICE	 .	
		
"One	day	you'll	have	kids,	and	I	hope	they	turn	out	just	like	you!”	
		
		
		

This should only be sent to the over 70 crowds 
because the younger ones would not believe 
we truly were told these "EXACT" words by our 
parents…   Thanks to member, Warren Oliver	
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Yesterday	and	today	are	the	first	days	that	I	haven’t	walked	for	at	least	an	hour.	I	
look	longingly	out	the	windows	for	a	break	in	the	rain,	but	when	I	put	my	head	out	the	
door,	I	think	Brrrrr……	and	then	the	rain	starts	again.	I	retreat	back	into	the	warmth.		
So	I	continue	with	the	red	socks	I	have	started	knitting	for	a	friend.	I	have	knitted	
countless	pairs	of	socks	for	friends	and	family	over	the	years.	They	love	them.	
The	puzzle	sits	glaringly	on	the	card	table	and	I	glare	back	at	it,	amble	over,	pick	up	
one	of	the	numerous	pieces	of	sky	or	ocean,	stand	there	for	some	minutes,	trying	a	
few	possible	spots,	drop	it	back	on	the	table	and	walk	away.	The	last	puzzle	I	
completed	some	months	ago	was	also	very	challenging	but	therapeutic.	I	will	
persevere.	
I	read	Wind	in	the	Willows	for	the	first	time.	What	a	lovely	writer	was	Kenneth	
Graham	in	describing	the	beauty	of	the	English	countryside.	A	charming	tale	of	
friendship	between	Rat,	Mole,	Badger	and	Toad.		
I	also	just	finished	reading	Arnold	Zable’s	new	book,	The	Watermill,	four	true	stories	
about	survival	and	resilience	in	the	face	of	extraordinary	circumstances.		Inspiring	if	
painful	reading.		
Wolf	Hall,	by	Hilary	Mantel,	the	size	and	weight	of	a	Besser	block.	I’ve	had	it	on	my	
shelf	for	quite	a	long	time,	bought	at	a	Library	sale.	It’s	the	first	of	a	trilogy.		Will	I	
persevere?	Not	sure.		
Sir	Tom	More	–	what	a	beautiful	100	year	old	man	who	walked	100	laps	in	his	
backyard	and	raised	AUD$50m+	for	the	NHS.	Bless	him!	
Radio	National	aired	a	program	on	Catherine	Hamlin	the	Australian	doctor	who	
together	with	her	husband	founded	the	Addis	Ababa	Fistula	Hospital	and	helped	so	
many	women	and	young	girls	for	over	60	years.	She	passed	away	last	month.	Vale	
Catherine	Hamlin.	
And	bless	all	the	health	workers	and	teachers	during	this	blah	time.	I’m	sad	for	all	the	
people	who	have	lost	work	and	the	businesses	and	industry	that	have	closed.	I	pray	
that	all	will	be	restored	eventually.	Scary	times.	But	buoyed	for	me	by	lots	of	phone	
chats,	walks	with	one	friend	at	a	time	and	all	the	funny	emails	and	Whats	App	videos	
…	and	the	Philosophy	class	had	its	first	Zoom	session	which	went	well.	Thanks	to	Trish,	
Maurie	and	Dr.	Keith	for	enabling	that.	
Stay	safe	y’all.	
	
Anna	Gdanski	
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Do you know the man on the right?  
	

	

Read on … 

Doing	it	tough	in	isolation	
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A Very Short Hollywood Stardom. 
	
Not	many	of	you	will	know	that	I	was	once	an	extra	in	a	Hollywood	film	being	shot	on	
location	in	Las	Vegas.	
Rafferty	and	the	Gold	Dust	Twins	starred	Alan	Arkin	and	Sally	Kellerman.	It	is	an	unlikely	
comedy	with	a	bitter-sweet	taste	at	times.	
I	appear	centrally	(but	all	too	briefly)	in	a	shot	where	Arkin	is	being	thrown	out	of	a	casino.	
The	director	told	me	to	turn	and	shrug	my	shoulders	as	he	was	being	evicted.	
For	four	or	five	hours	work	(and	two	seconds	exposure!)	I	was	paid	the	princely	sum	of	
$5.00	(being	not	an	official	extra,	but	one	of	many	on-the-spot	hires).	
The	film,	made	in	1973	and	released	in	1975,	has	never	made	it	to	DVD.	It	did	make	it	to	
VHS	but	I	couldn’t	find	it	in	Australia.	I	did	however	see	it	in		the	cinema.	
I	have	just	found	the	complete	film	on	YouTube	(that	lodged	by	Frau	Grimhild	is	the	only	
free	one).	
At	26:00	Arkin	is	playing	blackjack	and	getting	into	an	altercation	and	at	28:25	is	being	
removed	from	the	casino.	I	am	at	28:45	–	don’t	blink	or	you’ll	miss	it.	After	going	out	of	shot	
I	decided	to	walk	across	a	bank	of	slot	machines	behind	the	action	and	you	can	see	me	
crossing	from	left	to	right	level	with	the	heads	of	Alex	Rocco	and	Arkin.	Once	again,	don’t	
blink.	
	
Bill	Pell							Editor:	Isn’t	it	fascinating	reading	about	people	you	know	or	think	you	know.	
I	found	the	film	on	you	tube	at		https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6wOBSRUn7kA	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

YES MAC ………..I am singing on ZOOM with the Cockatoo Lyrebird Singers along 
with as many as twelve others each Monday night. 
I can hear Dalys our director on keyboard but yet somehow she is able to mute me 
while I sing my bass part. 
 I can hear all others sing their parts and see them also wave to them and hear 
their smart remarks. 
The only thing I cannot do is share my wine with them but yet occasionally I raise 
my glass to take another sip. It’s good for the vocal chords you know ! 
 
Ted Horton 
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DIARY OF AN ISOLATIONIST 
 
DAY ONE 
I need to make lists so that I can make best use of this 
unprecedented time. 
Spent the day on my lists using my new smart pen which tells the 
date and time and my heart rate, blood pressure and current 
temperature. Of the outside air, not me. 
 
DAY FIVE 
I have finished my lists and made them look attractive with 
numerous floral illustrations.I’m looking forward to tackling the 
tasks as soon as I have time. 
 
DAY SEVEN 
I have decided to complete the easier things on my list so spent 
the morning reading In Remembrance of Things Past. It took 
most of the morning to read it, although I did skip bits- well a lot 
of bits really, as Proust can be a tiny bit repetitive. The afternoon 
I devoted to re reading  
Principia Mathematica (in the original Latin translation to feel the 
authenticity). It is a terrific read- full of surprises and tension. 
Newton was such a romantic figure. 
 
DAY NINE 
Decided it is time to get some exercise in. Started with 100 push 
ups- actually got to 17 which is a personal best so far. Did not 
want to overdo things, so rested on the sofa with a packet of 
chocolate teddy bears. Got up after a while ready for a brisk walk 
but didn’t feel too good so binged on 5 episodes of Rawhide. 
Went to bed exhausted, vowing to take things a bit easier in 
future. 
 
DAY TWELVE 
Feeling good after a couple of days rest. I need to get in the 
kitchen and cook up something comforting. Not a lot in the 
cupboard but I don’t want to brave the hordes at the 
supermarket so will just have to be a bit inventive. The Pasta 
Surprise was not a great success- probably shouldn’t have added 
the chopped oleander leaves as OH (other half) had tummy 
problems for the rest of the day. 
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DAY FOURTEEN 
OH still having tummy problems- probably due to anxiety over 
diminishing supply of red wine. Have made up a herbal tincture 
that should fix him. I found some balls of wool I had forgotten 
about so decided to knit some antimacssars for the armchairs. 
The colours are a bit clashy but rather modern looking.If I make 
some extra ones I could sell them on ebay and maybe start a 
small online business. Every cloud has a silver lining. 
 
DAY SEVENTEEN 
The antimacassars  didn’t turn out as well as I had hoped so will 
not make any more and will use the ones I have already made as 
dishcloths to save on sponges. I listened to some very interesting 
podcasts this afternoon. One I particularly liked was about men 
who espouse all things odd. They wear odd socks, odd shoes, odd 
gloves, adore odd numbers and are medically referred to as 
Oddballs. They make up a surprisingly large proportion of the 
population. I do like podcasts that challenge my intellect. Dinner 
tonight was a triumph! I found several cans at the back of the 
laundry cupboard that I had been saving for a rainy day. I mixed 
them together to make a really substantial stew or Cassoulet as 
the French would call it. So easy to make: 1 can  of spaghetti in 
tomato sauce, 
1 can of baked beans, 1 large can of tuna, a small jar of capers 
and same of anchovies, 1 can sliced beetroot and a good slug of 
red wine. Bon appetite! OH said he wasn’t very hungry and had 
cheese and a biscuit. Well, he was the loser. 
 
DAY TWENTY 
It’s funny, but I find this isolation can be a really good thing as 
long as it’s not overdone. certainly my mind is sharper and I have 
become, I think, a much more interesting and rational person. I 
asked OH if he thought were doing pretty well as first time 
isolationists, but he just grinned and adjusted his headphones. 
 
DAY THIRTY 
I’m getting a little bit fed up now. Not sleeping well, and when I 
do I keep dreaming of morning coffee at Bunnings and feeling all 
is right with the world. In a phone consultation with my 
psychotherapist I asked her if I was normal to be feeling like this. 
There was a long silence so I think my mobile reception must 
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have dropped out.Will ring Telstra tomorrow. 
 
DAY THIRTY ONE 
Tried to ring Telstra 
 
DAY THIRTY TWO 
Tried to ring Telstra 
 
DAY THIRTY THREE 
Tried to ring Telstra. 
 
DAY THIRTY FOUR 
Ran around the house, naked and screaming and felt much 
better. I know things will be okay and we’ll all be back to normal 
or whatever we were before. 
 Anonymous      aka  K Craig 
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Hi	Mac				I	have	been	spending	all	my	time	writing	my	family	history.		I'm	nearly		finished	and	
will	be	jolly	glad	to	be		'living	in	the	present'	again.		It's	been	a	long	journey,	and	like	life	
itself	it's	had	it's	highs	and	lows.		In	my	case	I	have	been	blessed	with	more	highs	than	lows.		
	
	
	

Jan	Johnson	writes	…	

Hi	Mac,	
There’s	an	excellent	download	of	Trevor	Chappell	discussing	podcasts	on	his	Overnights	
program	Wednesday,	29th	April.	The	only	problem	is	that	there	are	too	many	interesting	

Kay	on	our	daily	walk	to	the	
Sassafras	Creek	

Our	wonderful	94	year	old	member,	Peg	writes	…	

Hi Mac    I have been spending all my time writing my family 
history.  I'm nearly finished and will be jolly glad to be living in 
the present again.  It's been a long journey, and like life itself, it's 
had its highs and lows.  In my case I have been blessed with 
more highs than lows. 
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ones	to	follow	up	in	the	time	you	have.	The	plus	is	that	you	can	be	doing	other	stuff	while	
you’re	listening.	
https://www.abc.net.au/radio/programs/overnights/podcasting-101/12199750	
Attached,	COVID	mosaic,	from	my	collection	of	shattered	ceramics. 
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Hi all,  
Here’s some of my botanical art and calligraphy. Missing all my groups but enjoy Zooming with 
you.  I’ve done so much gardening as everyone has I think we should have a U3A open garden 
weekend in spring. Anyway, hope everyone is well 
Cheers Mandi Keck  
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Bin Night Shenanigans 

We’re	social	animals.	We	moved	from	caves,	to	villages,	to	towns	and	then	cities.	We	have	
always	sought	the	company	of	our	fellow	beings.	We	share	fears	and	thoughts,	build	on	
each	other’s	best,	and	sometimes	worst,	ideas.	We	seek	comfort	in	the	arms	of	others.	We	
celebrate	our	milestones	with	the	people	for	whom	we	care	the	most.	We	make	families,	
join	clubs	and	create	groups.	There	are	times	when	we	ache	to	be	left	alone,	but	most	of	us	
have	felt	the	longing	for	the	warmth	of	the	herd.	
This	forced	isolation	has	led	to	some	creative	and	hilarious	inventions	to	overcome	the	
feelings	of	separation.	Bin	night	has	proved	to	be	the	source	of	one	of	them.	People	have	
been	dressing	up	to	put	out	the	bin.	They	wave	to	each	other	and	marvel	at	their	respective	
ingenuity	in	designing	outrageous	costumes	for	this	previously	least	auspicious	night	of	the	
week	–	bin	night.		
If	you	are	a	Facebooker	you	can	find	images	from	all	over	the	world	on	the	‘Isolation	Bin	
Outing’	page.	It	began	in	Australia,	and	now	over	one	million	people	have	joined	the	group,	
posting	more	than	10,000	images	in	the	past	thirty	days.	Most	of	these	photos	are	hilarious	
and	joyful.	Here	is	my	daughter	adding	her	bit	to	the	indomitable	spirit	we	humans	so	often	
display	in	adversity.	I	have	no	idea	what	she	was	meant	to	be	other	than	the	good	person	
who	puts	the	bins	out.		

Pat	Buoncristiani	
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TED’S BRAIN TWEEZER……….TWENTY QUESTIONS FOR YOU AND YOUR 
FAMILY MEMBERS	TO	ANSWER	………USING	BRAIN	POWER	ONLY	PLEASE	!	

CATEGORY	ONE………	‘	ANIMAL	CRACKERS	'	

1. What	animals	desert	a	sinking	ship	first	?
_____________________	

2. Oology	is	the	study	of	what	?
______________________	

3. How	many	vertebrae	does	a	giraffe	have	in	its	neck
?	 _______________________	

4. What	is	a	Pongo	?
________________________	

5. What	is	a	group	of	ferrets	called	?
________________________	

6. What	is	the	plural	of	Mongoose	?
_________________________	

7. What	animal	has	no	vocal	chords	?
_________________________	

8. What	do	you	call	a	group	of	tigers	?
_______________________________	

9. What	is	a	group	of	frogs	called	?
						___________________________	

10. What	unique	Australian	animal	gets	its	name	from	‘	Broad	foot
?	‘_____________________________	

CATEGORY	TWO……………..	‘	LUNARCY	'	

1. What	is	Moon	Shine	?
_________________________	

2. What	day	of	the	week	is	named	after	the	Moon	?
_________________________	
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3. What	is	a	Blue	Moon	?
__________________________	

4. What	are	the	two	mountain	ranges	on	the	moon	called	?
__________________________	

5. Who	was	the	second	man	to	ever	stand	on	the	moon	?
_________________________	

6. What	weather	do	you	expect	to	experience	on	the	moon	?
__________________________	

7. What	earth	family	preferred	to	Moonbake	than	Sunbake	?
__________________________	

8. How	long	does	one	day	on	the	moon	last	?
__________________________	

9. What	does	the	moon	affect	here	on	earth	?
___________________________	

10	.	What	do	the	initials	L.M.	stand	for	?		 	
___________________________	

NOW	REMEMBER	……NO	CHEATING	PLEASE	IN	ENCYCLOPAEDIAS	OR	ON	COMPUTER	,	THIS	
IS	A	FRIENDLY	FAMILY	MIND	GAME	!		

* Send	your	completed	answers	please	to	bigartted@gmail	.com	and	I	will	return	the	right
answers	to	you	promptly	I	hope	!	

THANK	YOU	FROM	……..																	I		SO		LATE			TED	!	

Cheers	to	all.		See	ya	soonest!	
	
Max	and	Judith	Bennetts	
	
 
 
	
 
 
 

Judith	and	I	are	isolated	on	our	140	acres.		We	continue	to	relish	our	views	of	forest,	pasture,	
lake	-	and	visits	by	wombats,	echidnas,	macropods	of	various	sized,	the	cattle,	birds	from	robins	
and	finches	to	parrots	to	eagles	riding	the	thermals.		We	have	daily	visits	by	Mecawa	carers	
who	monitor	our	exercises,	eating,	tablets	+	we	chat,	laugh	and	gossip.		They	have	Judith	slowly	
reclaiming	her	skills	of	old	-	sewing,	cooking,	.	.	.	.		We	order	and	have	staples	delivered	+	m's	on	
Wh's.	
We're	concerned	about	the	single	people.	Pat's	idea	of	a	special	newsletter	is	great.		Each	
Tuesday	the	U3A	Musicians	meet	via	Zoom,	play		for	each	other,	talk	and	joke.		How	about	a	
U3A	forum?		I	liked	the	cartoon	of	a	fatty,	glass	of	beer	in	hand,	talking	to	two	'clone'	mates	on	
his	screen.		One	square	is	blank.		Caption:		'Trust	Ken	to	clear	off	when	it's	his	shout!'	

Cheers	to	all.	See	ya	soonest	 	Max	and	Judith	Bennetts	
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This	mandatory	social	isolation	is	time	for	reflection	on	a	life	lived	till	now.	All	the	highs	and	
some	of	the	lows.	For	the	past	forty	years	I	have	had	a	love	affair	with	my	22’	bilge	keel	
yacht,	Mudlark	and	Westernport	Bay.	It	is	my	home	away	from	home	where	I	now	spend	as	
much	time	yarning	to	other	sailors	as	I	do	sailing.		
Westernport	Bay	is	the	perfect	bay	for	the	day	sailor	because	there	are	many	destinations	
where	one	can	tie	up	or	anchor	for	a	long,	happy	lunch	with	others	with	maybe	a	glass	or	
two	of	wine.	San	Remo,	Newhaven,	Hastings,	Tooradin,	Stoney	Point,	Sandy	Point,	Phillip	
Island,	French	Island	etc.	

There’s	nothing	like	sailing	for	blowing	the	cobwebs	away.	Here	we	are	chasing	Mal	
Bowmaker	down	the	bay	to	Cowes	on	Phillip	Island.	
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9W7OiIC5pGs	

After	a	hesitant	start,	we	had	our	first	class	on	Zoom	for	The	Beauty	Of	Our	Language.	 One	
of	the	things	we	looked	at	was	a	great	poem	by	Kiwi	poet	Tomas	Roberts	titled.	 The	Great	
Realisation.	Maybe	take	4	minutes	off	what	you’re	doing	and	take	a	look	at	this	 great	video.						
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hw0JDJUu548	
 
	
Mac	

From your editor, Mac... 
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My health has not been good and I’ve found it too hard to do the necessary maintenance 
on my lovely old yacht so last week I made the devastating decision to sell her. I feel a bit 
like E B White (the American author who wrote the famous childrens’ story, Charlottes 
Web). https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CZXfNsEDPAg&t=7s

THANK	YOU	to	all	the	good	people	who	
contributed	to	this	special	edition.	You	make	us	
proud	to	belong	to	such	a	vital	community	as	
Emerald	U3A.		Please	stay	Safe	&	Well.		    

Do	you	recognize	our	very	own	Mal	Bowmaker	at	
the	helm	during	a	gust	of	wind.	

Thanks	Karen	Alexander	
for	this	lovely	photo	

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CZXfNsEDPAg&t=7s



