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How is Your Mojo Doing? 
 
Does anyone else feel as if they are walking on a tightrope? It has been wonderful to read of 
double, even triple donuts for the past thirty days. I remember the elation I felt on the first 
day of zeros, the growing excitement as the number of days without a new COVID infection 
grew. Now I find I am both grateful and anxious. I’m grateful for the responsible behaviour of 
my fellow Victorians who decided that doing the right thing was more important than doing 
what they felt like doing. We physically distanced, we stayed at home, we washed our hands 
and we wore our masks.  
 
I experience the tightrope walking every morning as I wait to hear the numbers, hoping, 
fearing. I know it doesn’t mean disaster if one day we hear there have been new infections. 
We are told it is almost inevitable. But it feels like tightrope walking, every morning a new 
step, every morning hoping we don’t slip. Thank goodness we have the safety net underneath 
us of contact tracers who are good at their job. Theirs has been the steepest of learning 
curves.  
 
During this Great Pause we turned inward. Some of us liked what we saw, some were 
surprised and some of us decided we needed to do a bit of renovation on our inner selves. I 
have a group of friends who are artists. Lockdown has done the strangest things to our mojos. 
For some of us, our mojos have flexed their muscles, rolled up their sleeves, taken a deep 
breath and jumped right in to a wave of creativity. For a few of us our mojos have gone missing 
for lengthy periods. We have searched for them in our dreams, gazing out of windows, at the 
end of doodling pencils and in the endless range of greens we see in the landscapes around 
us. Sometimes he graces us with a fleeting visit, a tap on the shoulder and then he’s off again 
leaving a half-finished sketch, a couple of lines of poetry, a toned canvas, but nothing more. 
My painter friend despaired of him ever returning and so I wrote her this poem: 
 

My Mojo has taken to leaving,  
On trips to the hills and the coast.  
It cares not a jot for my feelings 
I believe it has been heard to boast,  
 
"Oh she can't paint a thing without me. 
She fiddles and fusses all day.  
Her friends say she's turning all grouchy 
And refuses to come out and play." 
 
It seems he delights in my sorrow,  
This Mojo who will not behave.  
If he isn't home by tomorrow,  
He's fired, the ungrateful knave.  
 

How is your mojo doing? 
 
Pat Buoncristiani 
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Annual U-MAS Rollover and Re-enrolment of Courses 
 
The annual rollover of our membership will occur on the weekend of the 5th and 6th 
December, 2020.  Here’s what you need to know! 
 
During the rollover period, U-MAS will be offline.  At that time, I will be converting all our 
current Active (i.e. financial) 2020 Members to a brand-new category of membership, called 
“Member 2020”.  This membership will not expire until 31st December 2021, and of course 
(and very importantly) you will not be paying any fees for 2021 if you are currently an Active 
Member! 
 
Once U-MAS comes back online, our new course listings for 2021 will become visible.  Please 
note that you must then re-enrol in your chosen courses for 2021.  You can do this by simply 
logging on via our website, and choosing your courses using the new drop-down lists – just 
like an online shopping cart.  Follow the instructions, and that’s all you need to do! 
 
Remember that some popular courses have restricted numbers, and when you enroll in these 
courses, you will be automatically “wait-listed”.  We will be finalising these wait-listed courses 
on Friday 11th December. 
 
Most courses will be continuing into 2021, but some are being retired, and there will be some 
new courses on offer.  This table summarises the situation: 
 

Retiring Courses 2020 Replacement Courses 2021 New Courses 2021 

Heritage Arts and Tourism 
(Donald Ellsmore) 

Nil Play Readings 
(Peter Saunders) 

The Greatest Art Theft in 
History 
(Anne Richardson) 

The Pacific, Captain Cook 
and Art 
(Anne Richardson) 

From the Cave to the 
Internet: How we 
Communicate Shapes How 
We Think 
(Pat Buoncristiani) 

French (Beginners)  
(Jean-Marc Lopez) 

French Language and 
Culture for Beginners 
(Donald Ellsmore) 

How Children Learn: What 
Adults Need to Know About 
Learning 
Martin Buoncristiani 

French (Advanced 
(Jean-Marc Lopez) 

Nil *Computing for Beginners 
(To be announced) 
 

Italian Conversation 
(Trish Carpenter) 

Nil  

The Beauty of Our Language 
(Mac Craig) 

Poetry 
(Mac Craig) 

Coffee Club 
(Maureen Trotter) 

Nil 

Exploring Victoria 
(Maureen Trotter) 

Nil 

• = Yet to be confirmed 
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For those of you who are not comfortable using computers, we have arranged an assisted 
enrolment day for Wednesday December 16 between 9am and 1 pm in multipurpose room 1 
at the Hub. If you need some help do come along. We’ll be very pleased to see you. 
 
If you have any difficulties at all during the re-enrolment process, please do not hesitate to 
send us an email at emeraldu3a@gmail.com, or give us a call on the U3A phone (0490-805-
743).   
 
I look forward to seeing you all in 2021! 
 
Bruce Richardson 
Membership Co-ordinator 
 
 

Australian History to World History 
 
For over 10 years I have been taking Australian History at U3A. Next year I would like to offer 
the following: 
 

1. A history of the world. This would include major events that made an impact on the lives of 

people, nations and the progress of the world. 

2. U3A have developed a program for teaching Australian indigenous history pre 1788. We now 

have resources to give everyone insights and understandings of the long (50,000 plus) years 

of the First Australians. 

3. A current development or happening in Australian History. 

I would be really interested in gaining you input on this proposed program. 
 
Dick Bartley 
 
 

Current Affairs 
 
Our regular meeting of U3A members to discuss world and local events has continued. As 
with the world media, it has been difficult to keep Trump out of the discussion even when he 
didn’t win the election. The COVID virus obviously has been the biggest issue and we have 
certainly provided the Government with plenty of advice which I am sure they appreciate. We 
are looking forward to having live sessions in the Hub building but for the moment we will be 
giving the benefit of our vast experience to the nation’s decision makers. 
 
Dick Bartley 
 
  

mailto:emeraldu3a@gmail.com
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Gardening Group 
 
Such a different year to what we had planned but next year is looking good as each venue we 
had planned to visit accepted our cancellation. They have all said they would love to have us 
next year. 
 
I think being gardeners and enjoying getting our hands dirty and watching things grow, has 
made lockdown easier for us than it has for so many others.  But it is so good to be out and 
about again. 
 
 Many of the bush fire victims in Mallacoota are now starting to rebuild their homes and 
gardens and as I write this on Thursday 24th November should have seen our collection of 
plants on its way to help. There has been a wonderful response from our members and we 
are so grateful to Corry and Guido for their help in transporting the collection in their van to 
Mallacoota. 
 
A New Year is full of promise and hopefully many wonderful meetings in glorious gardens, 
learning new ideas about gardening, making new friends and meeting up with older ones.... 
we look forward to 2021. 
 

 
 
 
Edith Colley 
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Book Issues 
 
This is just a small group (6-8) and allows us to have good discussion on current major issues. 
Recently we have completed a reading and follow up session on  
 

❖ Julian Assange 

❖ Bernard Collaery and the ASIO bugging of the East Timor Government 

❖ The Red Flag /China Peter Hartcher 

❖ The End of Certainty/ Katherine Murphy Quarterly Essay 

The topics are usually chosen by the members. If you like to study a topic in depth then come 
and join our group. 
 
Dick Bartley 
 
 

From the Philosophy Group  
 

Our most recent topic has been the philosophy of love in its various forms.  The word, love, is 
one of the most overworked in English - applied to everything from our spouse, to our 
children to our favourite dinner. We began with the ancient Greeks who had at least 4 
different words for love - eros (passionate desire), philia (friendship), storge (affection) and 
agape (disinterested care and compassion).  Our next class will focus on some recent 
philosophical approaches to love. Our final meeting (December 8th), Covid restrictions and 
weather permitting, will be a face-to-face outdoor party possibly at Emerald Lake Park. We 
hope to see not only those who have participated in our Zoom meetings but other members 
as well.  Here's hoping we are back to the hub at some point in 2021.  A merry Christmas to 
all. 
 
Keith Purdie 
 
 

The Beauty of Our Language 
 
What a mouthful. When I changed the course title to that, I thought it was a more precise 
description because we study both poetry and prose. However, it’s a bit wordy so next year 
we are reverting to Poetry to Delight. 
 
We are looking forward to returning to the Hub next year because there’s nothing like face-
to-face communication.  And, the state-of-the-art audio-visual facilities there will greatly 
enrich the experience of listening to poetry. 
 
Mac Craig  
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A Little History of our Walking Group 
 
We have been meeting as the U3A Walking Group for four years. Our group suddenly 
expanded when I transferred the whole group from Emerald Community House to Emerald 
U3A. 
 
I started doing weekly walks with Emerald Community House when I first retired in 2003.  
They were offering two walks a week on Mondays and Wednesdays. I signed up for both. The 
walks were led by Neil Pilger at the time. He took us to bush places I had not been to before. 

But Neil was planning to go back to 
England at some time so I began to take 
good note of our walking routes. While I 
was away in Africa in 2004, I got an email 
from one of the ECH walkers saying that 
Neil had quit and that both groups might 
fold. So, I agreed to take on the leadership 
as soon as I returned. Luckily, Neil had left 
some notes about the walks he did with 
the groups, these were a big help. About 
16 people were walking with ECH in two 
groups.  We decided to allow people to 
switch between the groups and walk on 
either Monday or Wednesday. After a 

while, the Wednesday group was favoured by most and we closed the Monday group.  Well 
actually I tried to offer a slow group and a faster group and everyone decided they fitted best 
into the fast group. Some of the people that were with the group then are still with us now.  
So now we have all become slower!!!  
 
I have worked out more walks to add to our list over time and now we visit parks from Garfield 
through to Endeavour Hills. 
 
In summer we walk mostly on 
bush tracks often clambering 
over logs and traversing boggy 
spots. In winter we do more back 
road walks and wetlands walks in 
Berwick and Pakenham.  
 
We have developed some 
traditions over the years.  We do 
up to 40 walks a year in most 
weather conditions. Total Fire 
Ban days have always been out 
and now we tend not to walk in 
the pouring rain. But we have always said it doesn’t rain on Wednesdays.  And usually it does 
not rain till after lunch.  
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On one of my very early walks I got lost in the back blocks of Hamer Arboretum. It took till 
about 2pm to get back to Emerald. Not good, as some walkers had children to pick up from 
Kinder.  I have spent many hours poring over maps and making estimations about how long 
a walk would take. I think I have it down pat now. 
 

 
 
Each walk has a couple of drink stops and we share a sugar fix or some dried fruit or nuts. At 
the end of our walks, we go for a coffee together. At the end of each term, we bring a picnic 
lunch and share it at some bush spot. 
 
Our members say we are on a “Walk, Gawk and Talk,” as there are often stops to ID a plant 
or listen to a bird call. There are many opportunities to see flora and fauna. We see wallaby 
and roos, echidna, longnecked turtle, snakes, butterflies, and other insect life as well birds of 
prey, waterbirds, parrots and others.  

 
We have been on special outings to Werribee Zoo, Melbourne War Memorial and Healesville 
Sanctuary.  For many years I have compiled a photo DVD of our bush experiences, which has 
been a great memory to look back on.  Sadly, we have lost members due to ill health or they 
have moved away. We still invite people back to join us at our Christmas breakup lunches. 
 
I have really missed being out in the bush with our group, all these months.  Looking forward 
to doing it again next year. 
 
Wishing you all a safe and happy Christmas. 
 
Dot Radings 
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Musicians Sharing Group 

 
If you unexpectedly overheard 
sounds coming from the home of 
a member of the musician’s 
sharing group during this time 
when we have been meeting on 
zoom, you could be forgiven for 
wondering what on earth you 
were hearing.  Quite possibly you 
would hear some disjointed 
sounds that seemed to make no 
tuneful sense.  That would be 
because the person playing the 
musical instrument could hear a 
recording of a piece of music to 
which he or she was adding a part. 
To the instrumentalist playing 

they were making music as part of a group, to the unexpected listener they would only hear 
a part.   
 
Thanks to two members of our group, one in particular, but also her ‘offsider’, we have had 
backing tracks to which we have been able to play our individual instruments.  The parts we 
are each playing have been arranged for us by that same person.  Robyn Sorensen, we thank 
you for the work you have done and the time it has taken you.   
 
Robyn has also taken us down musical paths some of us never expected to venture.  We have 
explored improvisation using patterns such as 12 bar blues and pentatonic scales which were 
terms which had not previously been in our vocabulary.  We have even been introduced to 
software which enables us to arrange music for ourselves!  Are we now proficient in these 
new skills?  Well, one or two may be, but for many of us we have been introduced to new 
aspects of music which, when life returns to something like what we used to call normal, some 
of us may put on a shelf somewhere to gather dust! 
 
However, our period of Covid isolation has expanded our musical horizons in unexpected 
ways.   Even if we don’t use our newly acquired knowledge, we understand more of what 
goes into the music we listen to and play therefore when we resume our previous lives, we 
will be a little (or a lot) more informed about what we are hearing or playing.  That’s a real 
achievement for the age group we fit into and what U3A is about.   
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Another unexpected benefit 
which has come about 
through the Covid enforced 
zoom sessions is the ability of 
people who are a great 
distance away to join the 
sessions.  We have welcomed 
newcomers to our group.  We 
have gained from their input.  
It has also enabled a member 
who was absent in another 
state to remain active in the 
group whilst away. 
 
Nevertheless, I, for one, am 
‘hanging out’ for meeting together live and making music together.  I think we all would say 
the same.  Roll on the time when we can all meet again at the Hub and entertain ourselves 
and other with our joyful sounds. 
 

Gaye Dunstan 
 
 

Science and Civilisation 

“Chance” said the famous French chemist and pioneer microbiologist, Louis Pasteur, “favours 
only the prepared mind”.  I’m sure the designers of Zoom took this to heart as their software 
became the most important communication breakthrough of 2020.  And Zoom we did – from 
the beginning of April, right throughout this extraordinary year. 

It started off so well!  Our first 
session “The Germ Seekers” explored 
the early history of Microbiology, 
and at that stage, I had no idea how 
topical this subject would become.  
Our second session, “The 
Vaccinators” would provide another 
clue, but more importantly at the 
time, it marked the last occasion we 
would use our “old” home at St 
Joseph’s.  Session 3, “The Disease 
Killers”, looking at the history of 
antibiotics, also included the 
excitement of using the new Hills 
Hub for the first time. 
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Then, enter the virus.  With classes suspended indefinitely, we began to explore other ways 
to maintain our interest: first by email, and then by using Zoom.  How many of us had heard 
of this simple-to-use technology at the beginning of the year?  Not too many, I would bet.  We 
embarked first on a “test run” with a short class, just to see that PowerPoints containing 
embedded video material could be successfully shared, and that we were all comfortable with 
“Zooming in for class”.  Of course, it worked a treat. 

With the purchase of a Zoom license by Emerald U3A, the 40-minute time limit for Zoom-
based classes lifted, and we embarked on our full course offerings once more.  Building on 
the topicality of the pandemic, our first full Zoom session “Smaller than Small” examined the 
history of virology, and this was followed by two sessions on the fascinating history of 
genetics. 

An “interlude” between lockdowns offered our first opportunity to operate in “hybrid” mode, 
with a limited (and socially distanced) number of participants at the Hub, and the remainder 
joining via Zoom.  Consecutive sessions explored theories for the evolution of life on earth, 
from creationism to the primordial soup, and 
onwards to the voyage of the Beagle and 
beyond.  When the second wave of the pandemic 
locked Victoria back down, I made the decision 
to expand what was intended to be a 6-month 
course into a year-long one.  We were back to 
full-time Zoom classes, the first four of which 
were a linked series entitled “The Clockmakers 
and the Navigators” exploring the history of 
astronomy, map making, timekeeping and 
navigation.  

In between, we managed a couple of session of 
“Leftovers”, looking at material I had left out of 
the main talks.  A guest appearance by Martin 
Buoncristiani resulted in a fascinating discussion 
on the history of Networking and its increasing influence on our lives.  And our final session 
of the year, “The Fermenters”, asked the ultimate question: did civilisation develop around 
agriculture, or was it due to our evolutionary ancestor’s love of a damn good tipple?  The jury 
is out, but I have no doubts! 

I’ll be repeating this course (with some additions) in 2021, hopefully at the Hub for the whole 
year!  It will, however, be offered in “hybrid” mode, as so many of us have found the 
advantages of classes from home, especially during the winter months. 

I’ll finish with a little quiz (see the clues on the next page).  When I send out fortnightly email 
invitations to my sessions, I usually include some “teaser” questions to stimulate interest.  
Here’s a little selection - see how well you go!  No cheating – the answers are at the back of 
the Newsletter, so resist any advance peeking! 
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The “Who Said Science Was Dull?” Quiz! 

 

1. What night school did Joseph Banks attend to acquire his Tahitian language skills? 
 

2. And why did Botanist Banks need these skills to rescue a once-in-a-lifetime 
astronomical observation? 
 

3. Why did Captain Cook take a wooden-case pendulum long-clock mounted on a 
tripod to Australia and back? 
 

4. What SCUBA course did Edmond Halley undertake before embarking on his 
secondary career in Ichthyology? 
 

5. Which 27 priceless artifacts of early microbiology did the Royal Society accidentally 
"mislay"? 
 

6. Who was the failed Augustinian Friar from Brno who critically pivoted scientific 
understanding by working with peas? 
 

7. Name these prominent naturalists who changed our ideas of how life develops and 
alters: (i) a failed medical student and would-be pastor from a wealthy family; (ii) a 
dirt-poor land surveyor with wanderlust and an unfortunate unlucky streak. 
 

8. Who was the eminent astronomer with the seemingly unpronounceable name who 
lost his nose in a duel, possessed a pet elk that fell down the stairs drunk and died, 
had a clairvoyant dwarf in his retinue, and is rumoured to have been bumped off by 
his talented assistant for his data? 
 

9. Which two founding members of The Royal Society entered into a feud that would 
ultimately wipe one of their names from the record? 
 

10. What did Sir Cloudesley Shovell do on his Mediterranean cruise that required urgent 
swimming lessons? 
 

11. How did the Pharaohs pay their workers for building the pyramids?  And why did 
they consume it through a long straw? 
 

12. What is the world's oldest, continuously published, scientific journal? 

 
Bruce Richardson 
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My Journey With The Wine Appreciation Group 

 
Aromas of strawberry, tobacco, diesel, tomato 
leaves... 
 
Taste of citrus, grass, stone fruit, truffles... 
 
Excuse me? All this from a product made solely from 
grapes? Bah humbug, what nonsense, who’s fooling 
who? 
 
Many years ago, once a year we took a yearly 
weekend break with friends who were wine 
connoisseurs. We met in places like Rutherglen, 
Beechworth and would spend some of our time 
sampling the local produce, especially visiting the 
wineries.  As they waxed lyrical about the different 
qualities of the wines I would wonder about their 
sanity. However, as I was very fond of them, I gave 
them the benefit of the doubt.  Some white wines I 
enjoyed but red wines had only one characteristic 
that I could detect - the taste was like the smell of 
Indian Ink! 
 
So, what on earth made me join the U3A wine appreciation group? 
 
Well, I guess, I wanted to discern what it was that enabled our friends (and others) to make 
these strange claims about the wines they drank. 
 
It has been a most enjoyable, interesting and informative experience. 
 
My alcoholic tolerance is low so I guess I’m unlikely to become a great connoisseur of wine 
but I have become more discerning about what I like and why.  I have also realised more and 
more that people differ in their reactions to wines, as foods.  The particular properties of 
wines, the amount of tannins they contain, the acidity, whether they have a smooth feel on 
the palate, whether they leave a ‘puckering’ sensation or whether they make the saliva run 
with the tartness of their taste, all these and more become more readily discernible at the 
first smell or taste of the wine, 
 
But first.  Have you noticed that in most fields of human endeavour, there is a discernible 
degree of snobbery?  Whether it is literature, music, medicine, sport, psychology, food, wine, 
some will give the distinct impression that if you don’t discern the properties in the same way 
they do, you really don’t quite make the grade.  Well, the first thing I had to overcome was 
the impression that if I couldn’t appreciate a red wine, I really didn’t quite make it in the wine 
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scene.  I can say that while I have found some red wines that I can almost enjoy, generally I 
still prefer white wines.  Still or bubbly?  Neither one nor the other but some varieties of each. 

 
What makes the difference between a 
Shiraz and a Merlot, a Chardonnay and a 
Pinot Gris?  Did I realise that the various 
labels actually refer to grape varieties?  
Why, if one has two bottles of Shiraz or 
Pinot Gris from different wineries can 
they taste SO different? 
 
What is the terroir, what is malolactic 
fermentation, what is the argument for 
corks versus screw tops, why are some 
wines stored in barrels and some in 
stainless steel vats?   If barrels are used, 

why is there an argument about the qualities of French oak versus American Oak? 
 
If you meet me in the street, please don’t ask me 
questions about these things.  I might be able to 
give you an informed answer but I am more likely 
only to be able to give a very vague answer.  I do 
know far more than when I started on this 
journey, I’m just not certain enough of many of 
the facts and nuances to be able to talk about 
them with certainty. I do drink my wine with 
more ability to know what it is about one that I 
find more enjoyable than another AND 
sometimes I can even discern a hint of 
strawberry, or citrus, or truffle in a product made 
solely from grapes! 
 
If you want a fun experience with a great group 
of people gaining a heap of knowledge in the 
process join the Wine Appreciation Class.   
 
Note: There are many in the group who are very 
knowledgeable and want to delve much deeper 
into the subject than I, so don’t be put off by my 
light-hearted approach to the subject. 
 
Gaye Dunstan 
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HATs off in 2020  
 
The last session of the course titled ‘Heritage, Arts and Tourism’, that included a visit to the 
State Rooms at Government House in Sydney via Zoom, brought a fitting end to a series of 
engaging discussions throughout the year covering topics that ranged from Indigenous art 
and tourism in ancient and remote parts of Australia, to early industrial Britain and 
revolutionary France, to colonial New South Wales, to the heady days of La Belle Époque in 
France, and back to the Dandenongs.  
 
Throughout this journey U3A members revealed their passions for shared heritage, their love 
of travel and adventure, and their 
resourcefulness. As tutor of the course, I wish 
to express my warmest thanks to all who 
embraced the new technology of Zoom and 
continued to meet fortnightly to share their 
experiences and enthusiasm for the Arts, 
Heritage and Tourism. We each gained 
wonderful information from and about each 
other. 
 
The Quamby Tea Rooms, Olinda, which 
featured in a session by Mac Craig on the 
pioneering history of the Dandenongs (and where Anne Taylor found work and 
accommodation in 1955 in her first year out of Teachers College). 
 

 

 

 
Gaye and Graham 
Dunstan, provided a 
detailed report on 
their canal boat 
experience, seen 
here steering their 
narrow-boat into one 
of several locks on 
the Llangollen Canal. 
Their travelling act as 
lockmasters. 
 

 
2020 will be remembered as a year when we took stock and questioned the value of the 
activities, we each used to do routinely, while asking ourselves whether we will continue to 
undertake those activities, or do them differently, when things return to a post Covid-normal. 
For example, travel to foreign places, which so many of us have taken for granted in recent 
years, is no longer a luxury for the feint-hearted and will require some deep analysis of the 
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issues booking our next trip. At least not for now. I wonder how long it will be before we are 
again queuing in the Piazzale Roma in Venice for a 20 Euro slab of pizza?  
 

 

 
 
 

Cheryl Padgett, photo-
graphed in Monet’s 
kitchen surrounded by 
Japanese prints, provided 
intimate details of the 
works of Impressionist 
artists and an insightful 
visit on Zoom to Monet’s 
Garden in Giverny, France. 

 
The next frontier should be our own backyard, where wonderful experiences can be enjoyed. 
At the time of writing, Puffing Billy is again tooting near Pepy’s Land, within my audio range. 
I should probably prepare myself for the protracted waving when I am next held up at the rail 
crossing in Emerald.  
 
According to our HAT sessions there are many cultural adventures to be enjoyed ‘in our own 
backyard’, from Olinda, to Mt Martha on the outskirts of Melbourne to the Birdsville track, 
each of these places featured in the HAT sessions. The opportunities for discovery are many. 
 
Who amongst us is aware that the original owner of The Briars at Mt Martha, Alexander 
Balcombe, had Napoleon Bonaparte living in his garden chalet when he was a child on the 
Island of St Helena? Or, that his sister Betsy was taught to play guitar and sing French songs 
by the former French Emperor, or that in 1822 she brought Napoleon’s guitar with her to 
Sydney, where it remains. A collection of Napoleonic memorabilia can be enjoyed at The 
Briars. 
 

 

Curator at Sydney Living Museums, Matthew 
Stephens with Napoleon’s guitar. Napoleon 
was given the guitar by his sister and owned it 
near the end of his life, when he was exiled to 
the tiny island of St Helena. The guitar was 
made by Parisian luthier, Pierre Flambeau and 
sent to Napoleon in exile by his ever-
supportive family. Napoleon gave the guitar 
to Betsy Balcombe, who brought it with her to 
Sydney in 1823.  
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How many people would be aware that the Indigenous Gadigal women of Sydney sang while 
they fished or that they demonstrated exemplary skills of imitation when they sang the songs 
of European settlers that they heard drifting over the waters of their fishing grounds. These 
facts were revealed by research into the first Australian music for a session on Australian 
heritage of music and the Sydney Conservatorium.  
 
One item of music discussed in this session, believed to be the first Australian printed music, 
is a quadrille call ‘Currency Lasses’.  The U3A music performing group has latched onto this 
little gem and has already started to learn an arrangement made for the group. Other U3A 
members might enjoy a live performance of this piece next year when we all re-group at The 
Hub.  
 

 

 
 

 
A print of Gadigal women fishing in ‘View of Port Jackson’, from The Voyage of Governor 

Phillip to Botany Bay, published by John Stockdale, London, 1789. The first Surgeon 
General’s recorded comments revealed admiration for the musical skills of the Gadigal 

people. 
 
A highly satisfying aspect of the HAT sessions in 2020 has been the generous contributions 
made by the enrolled participants. At the beginning of the year, when we could still meet in 
person, participants copied Indigenous rock art images in charcoal on card and learned to sing 
a song in Pitjantjara language — the same song that the Ernabella women’s choir sang at the 
handing back of Uluru in 1985. (It is already more than a year since climbing on Uluru was 
banned, although nobody in lockdown would have noticed.) Class members participated in 
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spirited discussion and shared in the ‘heavy lifting’ by preparing and delivering sessions on 
the colonial history of the Dandenongs, on travelling on the Birdsville track, on canal boating 
on the Welsh borders, and generally informing the presenters when facts began to drift 
towards fantasy. Yes, there were minor outbreaks of the Trump virus during the HAT sessions 
in 2020.     
 

 

 
Meryl Thompson setting up for the 
realisation of a lifetime dream to drive the 
Birdsville Track, an adventure that she 
shared with the HAT group on Zoom, 
mastering the technology in a manner that 
even the boffins at Zoom could not have 
anticipated. And what was the highlight? 
According to Meryl ‘…there is nothing so 
sweet as a beer at the bar once you have 
shaken off the dust and realised you can 
do it’.  

     
I shall leave the last word to Meryl and get on with the packing of my camping gear for a week 
at Cape Liptrap Coastal Park. No gorgeous retro caravan for me but I feel sure that the sea air 
will taste just as sweet as the froth on the beers at Birdsville — after the Lockdown. 
 
Donald Ellsmore  
Tutor, Heritage Arts and Tourism, 2020 
 
 

New Course starting August 2021 
 

The Pacific, Captain Cook and Art 
Tutor: Anne Richardson 
 
This course will be based around the DVD “The Pacific in the Wake of Captain 
Cook” with Sam Neill and the book of the same name by Meaghan Wilson 
Anastasios.  Before Cook, the Pacific was disconnected from the power and 
ideas of Europe, Asia and America.  In the wake of Cook, everything changed.  
We will take a look at Primitive Art before the arrival of Cook and early 
paintings of the Pacific by the artists who travelled with Cook 
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Over The Hills Singers 
 
It’s been a strange year for singing, mainly because there hasn’t been any. Well not much 
anyway. 
 
We started the year like all other U3A groups – moving into the Hub with great excitement, 
marveling at the facilities and the design and having our first classes for the year. 
 
We had hardly started when the dreaded COVID-19 forced us out of the Hub and stopped us 
singing with little warning. 
 
We quickly adopted Zoom and set about organising our meetings on line. What we discovered 
was that an unfortunate feature of Zoom is that video and audio don’t synchronise so singing 
on line is accompanied by strange looks from everyone in the group as all of us got out of 
time, out of tune and generally totally confused. 
 
After many thoughts and suggestions, we settled on fortnightly get togethers on Zoom, with 
one of our group putting forward a musical quiz. We had great fun working out the answers 

to questions about 
popular music, folk, 
rock n’ roll, classical 
and every genre you 
could think of. 
 
We also invited group 
members to listen to 
some favourites we 
found on YouTube, so 
every meeting we had 
been introduced to 
different artists from 

different eras. The member who selected the piece explained why it was selected and 
included information about the artist and the music. 
 
So, the year has passed with no singing but we’ve had some fun, we’ve learned something 
new and most importantly, we’ve kept in contact. We will be ready to restart our choir as 
soon as the Hub is open again. 
 
Merry Christmas to all our OTHS members – looking forward to a ‘normal’ year in 2021. 
 
Mal Bowmaker 
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Pickle Ball 

 

We have been thinking of starting a pickleball group. Several U3As are now including this fun 

game in their courses offered and it has become really popular. 

 

 

 

Pickleball is played on a court similar to a tennis court but smaller and is played with plastic 

bats and balls. The rules are similar to those for tennis but serving is underhand. The bats and 

balls are a little larger, so It suits we ‘seniors’ and is not too strenuous. 

 

For any members interested, you can find more detail by searching for ‘Australian pickleball’ 

on the internet. 

 

If you would like to know more or think you might like to join, call me on 5968-4922, or email 

me at mal42bow@gmail.com  

 

Mal Bowmaker 

 

 
 

mailto:mal42bow@gmail.com
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Calligraphy 
 
Well, we have journeyed through lockdown and also completed our calligraphic journey for 
the year 2020. We have kept our group together and even snuck in a couple of new people. 
We finished up with ten people altogether; six in Group 2 Advanced, three in Group 1 
Beginners and one in Group 1A a very recent Beginner. 
 
  

Tanya Cooke    Elaine Hahn 

 
 
Thank goodness for modern technology (and a husband who knows how to use it). Our group 
has kept in touch using email and of course Zoom. Zoom meetings, twice a month, have been 
lively – with discussion on many topics – mostly on things calligraphic. The use of pen and ink 
has proven to be quite a challenge for some people and there has been much discussion on 
which nibs and ink are the best to use and how to stop the ink from blotting when writing out 
a piece of text. Some ladies have enjoyed using their Pilot parallel pens, which are a type of 
fountain pen with ink in a cartridge and a nib that is quite wide depending on the nib size 
being used. Another important part of calligraphy is the paper you write on, and we have had 
quite a lot of toing and froing about how some paper “bleeds” when you write on it with ink. 
Finding a completely “bleed proof” practice pad has not been easy. 
 
 

Norma Pugh Jeanette Wenzel Gail Parke 

 
 
“Show and Tell” during Zoom meetings has certainly been a hit. It’s been inspiring to see the 
work that has been done and amazing how differently each person has interpreted each of 
the home-work “briefs”. It was good to hear the comments about the work shown and the 
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encouragement that was given, especially when something like a spelling mistake was 
noticed. (I made some myself!!). 
 
Adding illustrations and borders to the calligraphy, even by those who said they “couldn’t 
draw”, has been undertaken with style. The results have been both creative and stunning. 
 
 
 Dianne Cremean Deb Daly 

 
 
Teaching has been interesting, and having to work without personal demonstration is 
difficult. My husband made videos of me demonstrating letter formations for about seven 
lessons, these I sent to class members. I also filtered through calligraphic tutoring on the 
internet until I found a suitable tutor for other particular hand/script I wanted the groups to 
do. Nothing beats individual demonstration though! Yes, we have missed face to face 
teaching and hopefully we will be able to go back to that next year without worrying about 
the proximity of other people. Some of the processes used in the art of calligraphy definitely 
need a hands-on approach. 
 
 

Mandi Keck Kay Wharton 

 
 
I’m sure that classes like our Calligraphy class have helped fill in some of the time whilst we 
have been in lockdown and in the words of one of the ladies: 
 
“For me, Calligraphy has been a life-saver on all those wet & cold days when we couldn’t go 
any-where I was stuck at home …. you can only read so many books!” 
 
So now there will be more beautiful cards, book marks, place cards, etc. as a result of these 
classes. 
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Nola Bianco 
Tutor, Calligraphy 
 
 

A Vote of Thanks…… 
 
The year had barely begun when, after only one class in The Hub, everything was called off 
and our enthusiastic group of U3A Calligraphers were devastated….no face-to-face classes for 
the remainder of the year! 
 
Nola Bianco, our Tutor, came to the rescue!! She organised regular (mostly fortnightly) Zoom 
Meetings for our group, with homework to do between each meeting. She made videos for 
us (with Paul’s help) and gave every person in our group individual attention and feedback on 
their tasks done as homework. She helped us to solve problems & difficulties that people 
were having with their Calligraphic endeavours due to the fact that the classes could not be 
face-to-face. She kept the morale of the group at a high level and even managed to enrol 
some new members!  
 
Our regular Zoom Meetings were an absolute “life-saver”! - they enabled everyone to 
maintain the friendships they had built up since these wonderful classes began as part of U3A. 
 
To Nola, who has spent countless hours supporting our group during the year & helping us to 
move forward with our Calligraphy skills, we all sincerely thank you. You are an absolute 
treasure!!!! 
 
Kay Wharton 
 
 
 

 
 

Saw Eng Tan 
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Some Reflections on my Covid 19 experience 
 
A wonderful time of relaxation and sense of not having pressure to do anything. The zoom 
meetings were so easy to get in and out of.  
 
I loved not using the car at all and doing our shopping with the bikes. 
 
I loved being home based and was grateful every day for my lovely home, garden and 
surrounds. SO grateful! 
 
We were locked down but there was still lots of freedom to sail around the area on our bikes. 
Even 5km gave us plenty of scope. 
 
 I loved the domesticity of it. I loved spending much more time than usual in planning and 
cooking meals. 
 
 I loved all the time to nurture seeds into seedlings on my window sill, always being about to 
keep them moist. Being about for my garden and enjoying watching it grow. 
 
I loved the Pen pal project that was set up between Emerald U3A and the Emerald Primary 
School. I also loved writing letters to my grandchildren and receiving them back. Posting 
parcel to them. Receiving parcels. Having birthdays last for months due to the postal service 
woes. 
 
It's been a time for a lot of reflection, 
sometimes too much introspections. 
U3A discussion group became very 
important for the sharing of our ideas 
and our biographies. I missed the choir 
very much but a creative zoom 
alternative has become a fortnightly 
delight with us sharing our favourite 
pieces of music and holding music 
quizzes and having some good laughs. 
 
It’s been a time of growing concern 
about our planet and world politics 
and what the future holds for our 
coming generations. Of fear for so 
many who could lose their homes, 
their jobs their livelihoods. One of my 
nephews has lost his job but is lucky to 
have the backing of his family. Many 
won’t have that. So many businesses 
will never recover.  
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So many talented artists forgotten by the Government, struggling to survive. Overseas 
students also forgotten. Refugees in detention also forgotten and living in very unsafe 
cramped conditions in hotels in Melbourne and Brisbane. It’s a national disgrace! 
 
Now the restrictions ease and we can begin to plan again. To use a diary again. catch up with 
friends, even in a cafe! Hug the grand children at last. Visit our families! Yet I am reluctant to 
return to the previous pace and will be more selective about what I do with my time. I’ll find 
it easier to say no to things I simply don’t want to do. 
 
I do not want to see things return to the old norm. I want to see a new respect for the front-
line workers, paid a pittance, who kept us safe and put their lives at risk in hospitals, health 
centres, supermarkets, warehouses. etc. I want to see more job security for all. 
 
Want to see something actually happen to change our Aged Care sector so that it is not a cash 
cow but an affordable, safe, caring Government - run alternative for those who can’t live at 
home any more. What has been revealed over this year is shameful and should never have 
happened. 
 
Refugee activist groups have had better opportunities to network with each other this year 
via zoom and it has been a privilege to be a part of that. 
 
Creativity as displayed in YouTube, emails, movies, opera and ballet on line is constantly 
inspiring. 
 
Our eyes have been opened in such different ways and people have come together in new 
ways showing their humanity and respect for one another. The opposite has been on full view 
in the USA this year as well. Thank goodness for the election result! 
 
As we emerge, I hope that people respect the situation and remember that the virus is still in 
our community and we must remain vigilant. Melbourne has had such a long tough ride for 
the past 15 weeks or so and none of us wants to return to the severe Lockdown that 
hampered our lives for much of the year. It’s been an important moment in history that we 
have been part of. It’s given us a chance to reprioritise, and fully appreciate how important it 
is for us to have social connection. 
 
And finally, for the first time since March my friends and I can resume our weekly vigils in 
Berwick on Saturday mornings 10- 11 am to raise awareness of the plight of people seeking 
asylum in Australia! Please toot if you see us! 
 
Margaret Edwards  
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I’m Dreaming …………. 

 
It’s that time of year when thoughts turn to by-gone festive times. Having spent most of my 
life in the Northern hemisphere my recollections are mainly of dark, cold wet days. It’s little 
wonder that even the pagans had a mid-winter festival around the time of the shortest day, I 
suspect half the population would not make it through the winter without it. Apparently, they 
were so frightened of the increasing darkness the making of light by any means was 
considered necessary to prevent total darkness, and it worked every year! 
 
Once the Brits have burnt, for the several hundredth time, some guy who had the good idea 
of blowing up Parliament, thoughts turn to the festive season. Every supermarket from Lands’ 
End to John o’ Groats plays Jingle Bells, Bings classic, and Brenda’s Frosty ad nauseum, town 
centers compete for the best show of lights and Salvos bands are out playing Christmas carols 
in town squares. Little wonder that every child under the age of 8 is in a state of hyper long 
before Christmas day. 
 
As for a white Christmas – it just doesn’t happen, the nearest to it is the Christmas cards 
showing scenes of Olde England with children skating on frozen ponds and scenes reminiscent 
of Pickwick Papers. Well actually it does happen but rarely. It so happens that when our son 
decided to bring his future Aussie bride over to England it seemed the traditional wet 
Christmas was likely. After a few days in London they travelled to North West England – not 
sure what son had told future d in law about northern England but I could tell she was 
somewhat surprised that we had hot running water in the house and I didn’t wear a flat cap, 
keep a Whippet and have pigeons in the rear yard.  However, the unbelievable happened – it 
started to snow on Christmas Eve and we soon had a white blanket covering the ground. I 
feared this poor girl from ‘sunny Australia’ would decide to hibernate until it was time to 
return home, but no such thing- she was in clover (well actually snow) and loving it! That said 
she did take some persuading to leave the pub with its roaring log fire where we lunched. The 
snow and cold weather stayed until they left to return home and I think she is still under the 
illusion that was a typical British Christmas. 
 
Most of us think back to when our children were young and the delightful time had by all at 
Christmas time – really?  It was always my way to buy something special for each of our three 
children – just from me. For eldest daughter aged 11 an Enid Blyton book, tiny 4year old 
daughter the largest Cadbury Selection Box to be found and for 9 years’ son additional track 
for his Scalextric and the latest John Player Special black and gold car – he is absolutely 
thrilled. The same cannot be said of eldest daughter who disappears in a sulk to her room, 
little one is content having found a quiet spot behind the Christmas tree and making her way 
through chocolate bars at a rate of knots. The real action however is on the track with the JP 
Special being put through its paces. Peace and quiet ends however when, being allowed to 
race with the JP, my car actually laps sons’ and he explodes in floods of tears. At that precise 
moment little one’s tummy decides it cannot cope with any more chocolate bars and deposits 
most of them on the lounge room carpet. That is a cue for our crazy Dalmatian dog to enter 
the Christmas spirit and rush to help remove said deposit from the carpet. In fairness I can 
hardly blame her as the aroma from the obese turkey Spouse has insisted we purchased and 
has been in the oven for several hours is enough to inflame anyone’s taste buds. The incident 
calls for Spouse’s intervention and she restores calm by banning me from driving the JPS car, 
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confiscating the Selection Box and bringing eldest daughter back into the family fold – she is 
now seated in a quiet corner reading Little Women, little one has discovered she likes Enid 
Blyton and son is back driving the JPS car, even the dog has decided to have a sleep. Spouse 
is a miracle worker but not, I fear, giving off vibes of Christmas cheer to yours truly. 
 
Dinner over, children in bed, time for the Christmas telly, Spouse has located some ancient 

Gloria Swanson film on an obscure 
channel and mercifully with the aid of a 
wee dram I’m away in slumberland. I 
awaken to the sound of Spouse in floods 
of tears and fearing she is recalling 
incidents from earlier in the day that may 
have ruined her Christmas am 
immediately feeling guilty. No need to 
worry Gloria Swanson’s character has 
mercifully just passed away!  
 
A follow up to the JPS saga is that the 
following day in attempting to smash the 
lap record I overheat the cars’ motor 
which seizes up and JPS is a ‘write-off. Son 
has still not forgiven me. 
 
So, this year it will be a family gathering at 
‘little’ daughter’s house, unfortunately 
eldest daughter and family can’t make it 
due to Covid. Roles are now reversed and 
Spouse and I are treated more like the 
small children. One thing that will no 
doubt be repeated is my sinking into 
slumberland after dinner. It will probably 
be to strains of Spouse recalling the 
wonderful Christmases we had when the 

children were younger, son complaining about his JPS car and d in law extolling the virtues of 
an English white Christmas. One thing for certain though, I will not be dreaming of a White 
Christmas! 
 
Season’s greetings to everyone. 
 
Yuletide Pom 
Maurice Waring 
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The Empty Bus 
 

With great anticipation 
I waited at the station 

for the last train of that day. 
All was quiet at Menzies Creek 

as I sat so comfortable on the seat  
then in peace I dozed away. 

 
Staying awake just did not last  

and for me I think an hour had passed 
when Peter the Station Master came. 

“What you doing here at half past four? 
“I was passing by when I heard you snore. 

Starting from today there is no train! “ 
 

Peter, who lives in the Railway House nearby 
explained to me the reason why 

No trains running to keep the Virus at bay  
If you hurry now you could catch a bus 

and get to Belgrave with little fuss  
I hadn’t anticipated this alternative way. 

 
Sadly, at home I ‘d left my Myki Card 

which made catching a bus really hard. 
I wondered what the driver might say? 

Very soon the bus appeared  
seeing my arm stretched out …into the bay it steered 

and the driver greeted me with a welcome GOOD DAY  
 

“Look I’ve got no card to flash today, 
can I come on board - Is that Okay? 

With mumbled response he let me board 
“Going to Belgrave? Why, that’s four stops only! “ 

- the bus is empty you must get lonely “ 
…WITH OVERT EMPATHY WE STRUCK ACCORD 

 
Ted……. anticipate ……. TED 
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Mallacoota Visit 
 
Hello all, 

Last Friday, 20th November I received an email from Anne Richardson of U3A, asking for 
assistance with a van or large car. I found out that our wonderful U3A Garden group, had 
been growing plants to benefit the Mallacoota community.  

Before we realised what was happening, we had offered assistance, planned to go on an 
adventure into the country, and were met on Wednesday by the wonderful Edith Colley, the 
Garden Group tutor and coordinator of this magnificent project. We met at the home of 
Johannes and Jeanette in Belgrave South and even found a local reporter waiting for our 
group to take photographs, and interview us, while trying to load up Edith’s car and our ute 
as well as the two trailers. There were triple layers of trays of plants in the trailers, plants on 
the back seats and in the boot, and all were grown by the Emerald U3A garden group during 
the year.  

Well, after an early 6 am start and a very long 500km drive, we arrived in Mallacoota around 
lunchtime on Thursday with lots of plants to benefit the local community that were so badly 
affected by the bushfires in January. We found out some 300 houses were lost in January, and 
there was plenty of evidence of forest and trees burnt, still being cleared by road crew, but 
also visibly regenerating. The bush had been badly burnt right up to the beach, from where 
local people were evacuated by army and navy personnel. Quite a moving experience, when 
you realised this community was completely hemmed in by the bushfires unable to escape, 
sheltered in the water.  

 

In one of the streets we looked at, all blocks had been cleared, all vegetation was gone, and 
just some grass had started to regrow. While driving we saw complete houses (in five parts) 
being trucked along the narrow and winding access road, to be deposited onto these empty 

Corry & Guido Pynaker with 
Edith Colley (garden group 

tutor) with some of the 
donated plants 
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blocks. Apparently, all connections, facilities, fixtures and fittings are prefabricated, ready for 
assembly, so these houses were almost completely ready when they arrived in Mallacoota.  

 

 

No doubt there will be some very happy new residents, welcoming some of our plants into 
their gardens, and spreading some 
Christmas cheer with hope of a better 
2021.  

I have taken a few happy snaps, just 
so U3A members can picture a little of 
our adventure to Mallacoota. We had 
a lovely but exhausting couple of 
warm days with the amazing Edith 
Colley.  

Thank you, Edith for this wonderful 
venture and organisation, and to all 
the members of the U3A garden club 
that have been growing these 

beautiful plants to benefit the bushfire, and now coronavirus affected, Mallacoota 
community. No doubt these will be much appreciated.  

The Mallacoota welcoming 
committee helping to unload 

the plants 
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It was also really heart-warming to see so many tourists in town, and during weekdays, 
hopefully some additional funds will further assist the community in recovery. I feel privileged 
to have been involved in this wonderful project to benefit this resilient community.  

Many thanks and best wishes to you all for 2021 from Corry & Guido Pynaker. 

 

Trees are looking greener but many are black 
and dead on the forest floor 

The jetty and beach where the evacuation 
took place 
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Bushfires burnt right up to the beach 

 
 
 
Corry Pynaker 
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The Quamby Cafe 
 
Once upon a long time ago, some hunters and gatherers from the Education Department 
came to Dandenong High School to entice students into applying for teacher training courses 
at Melbourne Teachers’ College, and with offers of being paid to train, it was a great 
temptation. With seven other friends, I signed up to start the next year, following 
matriculation, to study for a career that has lasted and influenced most of our lives.  
 
Our family had not long been in Australia, arriving from the Motherland at the end of 1948, 
to follow my father who had been reconnoitering for a place to settle and build a home. Dad 
returned to England to fetch us for this new chapter in our lives, but my mother was terribly 
homesick and Dad had to take her back to England periodically to see her brothers, sisters 
and friends whom she had left in a vale of tears. At first, I was really unhappy too, leaving my 
friends, some of whom I still maintain a connection after all these years; but I soon found my 
feet in a happy new school with the coeducation - very different to the girls-only school which 
I had been used to in England.  When I meet my old friends, we can pick up just where we left 
off. Those shared memories of our happy childhood still bubble up to the surface whenever 
we are together. 
 
The family left Tilbury on a P&O liner called “Maloja” and enjoyed six weeks of fun and 
friendships with Scottish and Irish folk going to settle in Australia. I came off the ship with a 
mixture of accents blending with my Devonshire delivery, and many vivid memories of new 
experiences of ports and different life styles. 
  
Arriving in Dandenong when I was fourteen and three quarters, to find our home not finished, 
we had to stay in a house at Black Rock for six weeks. I thought the ship must have taken the 
wrong turn and that we had landed in America because all these bronzed young people were 
wearing peaked caps and were such excellent swimmers in the bay - so different from our 
white English torsos. It was a great learning curve! 
  
Dad had organised the building of a triple-fronted brick veneer house, 77 Stud Road, (now an 
expanded building used as an Endodontist clinic), we settled into life in the friendly market 
town of Dandenong, Eileen and I starting at the High School there, and joining the Girl Guides, 
and having sewing, tennis and music lessons. Cows used to be herded along the roads to the 
Tuesday market sales, and once a cow leaned over our fence and completely chewed the top 
of a beautiful fuchsia which I had given my mother for her birthday. I was so upset, but that 
severe pruning turned out to be the best thing that could have happened, creating a 
magnificent bushy plant. That was a good lesson in good gardening, although I don’t use cows 
for pruning now!  
 
Those three years at Dandenong High School were wonderful: with excellent teachers and 
the making of lifelong friends. Sport, music and art with English, (Expression and Literature), 
French and geography were my favourite subjects. But the history teacher used to say “Um” 
so many times it became a trial listening to him and we used to compare the number of times 
he said it, rather than listening to the facts he was ‘umming. But now I actually love history. I 
battled with maths but after failing for two terms I asked our next-door neighbour who was 
good at maths and in the same form, if she could help me. Her father was a maths teacher 
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too, so I really studied hard and at the last exam for the year, Miss Armstrong kept my paper 
till last and said with such sincerity: “This has given me the greatest pleasure as Anne has 
been struggling these last two terms and she has made such a great improvement, she has 
gained a credit!” I turned to Marion and said “Thanks so much!” I didn’t take maths any 
further in my school studies, though. 
 
At teachers’ college, it was so exciting - so many different personalities and attractive males 
- it was hard to choose with whom one could “go out”! 
 
We girls from Dandenong High were allotted positions in the historic 1888 building being used 
as a hostel (now part of Melbourne University), to board there, and this proved very useful 
for me when my parents visited England to refresh Mum’s links there. (My younger sister left 
school to train as a nurse at the Royal Melbourne Hospital, so that solved her boarding, too).  
 
In my second year at the college, I became head girl in the hostel and changed from doing a 
primary teaching course to an extra year’s training to complete an Infant Teaching course 
which meant making a new set of friends. These have remained on the radar of my life ever 
since, organising eight reunions of those ninety girls since leaving teachers’ college in 1954, 
the last one was the 65th anniversary of leaving Teachers’ College. We had some great 
lecturers for that course who were regarded as our revered mentors for many years 
afterwards. My third year at the college was my best year ever - becoming very involved with 
the student life as vice-president of the Student Representative Council and going to Adelaide 
and Perth with the netball team and all the other sports teams, on the train and a ship to 
return to Melbourne. Great fun! And such a rewarding course teaching us how to teach! 
Principals valued employing an ITC trained teacher. 
 
Graduating from Teachers’ College in 1954, I applied for Olinda Primary School, preferring a 
small country school rather than a big city school which would mean travelling daily to the 
city from Frankston where my parents were then living. I loved the bush scenery and the 
wildlife within. 
 
It was an attractive little school with two teachers - so I actually was a vice-principal in my 
first posting!! Having 28 children in three grades in the one room was a lot of work and I 
assiduously prepared my blackboard for each of my grades: preps, one and two, every night 
before leaving for my boarding place with a branch of the Murdoch family who lived in Range 
Road. This was in 1955. I started a Girls’ Youth Club and with another lad starting one for the 
boys, we used to trundle down the hill in my rattly Ford Prefect which Dad had bought me 
cheaply from a mate of his who had a car yard, to do youth leadership training at Mt Evelyn 
with Phyllis Frost, a wonderful person. She later started the Women’s Prison in Fairfield and 
became a Dame. Fanny, my Ford, regularly gave up the effort of chugging along and I would 
have to get out to turn the crank handle in the front to get it going again. Reminds me of 
stopping in the middle of Burke Street in that car… but that’s another story! 
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The first Quamby Café, 1914 (at left). The 
second Quamby Café (below) added the 

extensions to the roof-line and verandahs 
and the expansion of the rooms inside. 

It was improved even more later on. 
 
 
 
 

One night on my way back to 
my ‘digs’, after a Youth Club 
meeting, I had called into the 
local milk bar near the corner 
in the centre of Olinda for 
some supplies, and a tall, 
dark sleazy looking bloke 
came in and eyed me up and 
down. Leaving the shop, I had 
a gut feeling to really hurry up 
Range Road to the 
Murdoch’s. I feared he would 
probably be following me and 
as it was so dark with no 
street lighting, I always carried a torch, but this time I was afraid to use it and fell into a gutter 
trying to find my way to the small garden gate. This led to the long path up to the back of the 
house. I thought I could hear his footsteps and I became quite frantic and frightened. Quickly 
shutting the gate as quietly as I could, I scrambled up the seemingly unending path to my door 
and collapsed on the floor after locking the door securely. Staying there for half an hour, I 
eventually stood up and timidly knocked on the adjoining door to the Murdoch’s’ and 
quaking, I asked Mr. Murdoch to please check if there was anyone outside. He was quite 
elderly and wouldn’t have stood a chance had there been any altercation with any burly bloke. 
Satisfied that all was safe, I was nevertheless somewhat terrified about staying in that lonely, 
dark place.   
 
The next day there was a Mothers’ Club meeting after school, and I mentioned my experience 
to them. One of the members, Nancy Smithies, said “Well, you can stay with us if you like.”  
Knowing she had six daughters and ran the Quamby Cafe, I was quite anxious that I would be 
creating a huge workload for her, but she assured me that three of her girls went down to the 
city for work and teacher training during the week, and I could have the big room with the 
foldaway bed in the lower area of the building, if I went home to Frankston for the weekends. 



 36 

It proved a great move. It was so much more relaxed and sociable than my staying at the 
Murdoch’s’. So, I shifted my lock, stock and baggage to the Quamby Cafe. 
 
The Quamby had been famous for its strawberries and cream, which sold at sixpence a dish. 
It had a great reputation for the day-trippers who used to come up from the suburbs of 
Melbourne and call in for a reasonable meal or a snack. 
 

Pauline, the youngest 
daughter was in my prep 
grade and she and I used 
to walk to school every 
morning. She had lost her 
front teeth when I first 
knew her - being only 6 
years old, so she lisped 
beautifully. I loved nature 
and always had a fish tank 
in my classrooms, and at 
this particular time we 
had tadpoles. One of my 
students brought a queer 
looking water creature 
and on researching 
Leach’s Australian Nature 
Studies, we discovered it 

was a ‘Death Beetle’. We popped it into the tank and when we arrived at school the next 
morning, Pauline went straight over to the aquarium and immediately screamed: “Oh, Mith 
Buckland, that Death Beetle hath deathened all of our tadpoleth!” We were very upset! 
 
Leonie was in Mr. Curley’s fourth grade and sometimes walked with us. Judy went to Upwey 
High School, so was on the bus for that destination early in the mornings.  
 
When I got home from school, I’d help get the dinner ready or serve in the cafe. I learned to 
make thrifty hamburgers, as Mum Smithies ticked me off for putting too much minced meat 
on the bun as that was losing all the profit! Soft fried onion and sliced tomato, with pepper 
and salt and a bit of lettuce to decorate before the other half of the lightly toasted bun was 
placed on top, completed the concoction. Wrapping it in grease-proof paper was the finishing 
touch - no plastic wrapping in those days.  
 
In 1955, a Film Society began in Olinda and the first meeting was hosted and organised in the 
Quamby Cafe by my boss, Keith Curley. We rearranged the cafe to accommodate the 
expected number of people attending that first meeting. I remember the evening very well. 
It included a film “Monsieur Hulot’s Holiday”. I still think of the hilarity in the room which was 
full, with the audience watching the stilted movements of M. Hulot. It was a1953 French 
comedy film starring and directed by Jacques Tati. It introduced the pipe-smoking, well-
meaning but clumsy character of Monsieur Hulot. I absolutely loved it, crying with laughter. 
The monthly Film Society meetings were held regularly at the Quamby after that. 
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The Smithies had chooks at the back of the cafe and Albert Smithies used to regularly catch 
some hens for the customers’ consumption, and I’d often be doing my bit of plucking and 

gutting. One day standing at 
the sink on the tiled floor, 
Albert, who came from 
Manchester, said with his 
thick northern accent to my 
back view: “Gee, Annie, 
you’re two bluddy axe-
handles across!” I’ve never 
forgotten that compliment!!  
 
He had a bad leg which had 
been damaged in WW2 and 
every now and then a sliver of 
shattered bone would 
emerge from the wound and 
cause Albert a great deal of 
pain. It never seemed to heal. 

 
There would often be a 
pen with a flock of day-
old chicks in the kitchen 
with one of those heater 
lamps over them to keep 
them warm.  This was to 
keep up the supply of 
chooks for the cafe 
culture. It was always 
dicey when the chickens 
were placed in the shed 
outside, and if it got too 
cold unexpectedly, 
resulting in a large death 
toll. This was a big 
financial loss.  
 
The time living with the Smithies provides such pleasant memories. I was taken on as the 
seventh daughter, older only by two years than the oldest girl, Brenda, who was training as a 
hairdresser; then Kaye training as a teacher as also was the third daughter, Nola, who went 
on to become a leading educator at the Charles Darwin University in the Northern Territory. 
The three youngest girls also became teachers later, too. Nancy Smithies was always my Mum 
Number 2, and I loved her very much. She was a bright, intelligent woman who had a great 
sense of humour and patience. She was an avid reader and that is probably one of the reasons 
nearly all her daughters were teachers. I asked her once why she thought the “town” girls 
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always came back at the weekends, and she said: “Because I let them go!”. Wise words from 
a parent. 
 
In 1958, the year after I left Olinda school, the Smithies sold the Quamby cafe to Willi and 
Karin Koeppen. Willi was Australia’s first TV chef, with a regular program, The Chef 
Presents, on Channel 7 in Melbourne. Karin had arrived in Melbourne in 1956, meaning to 
stay only long enough to watch the Olympic Games.  She met Willi and they were soon 
married. I met Willi before he disappeared in 1976, it is surmised that more than likely he was 
murdered by some underworld criminal to whom he owed money. I told him I had lived in 
the Quamby cafe for nearly three years when teaching at the Olinda school, and he scoffingly 
said “Oh, it was such a dirty place to clean up before we could build!” I guess that might have 
been because Albert could not work as well as Willi would have liked, because of his painful 
leg. The Koeppens built the “Cuckoo” Restaurant and ran it as the first smorgasbord 
restaurant in Australia at the time. After Willi’s disappearance, Karin was left to continue with 
the ‘Cuckoo’ restaurant, running it very successfully with a loyal staff.  
 
But that was the end of the Quamby cafe, which moved off the map with the passing of time. 
 
Anne Taylor 
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Science Quiz Answers: 
 
1. Joseph Banks was the botanist who sailed with James Cook aboard the Endeavour, famously 

exploring the coasts of New Zealand and Australia.  Their primary mission, however, was to 

measure the Transit of Venus in Tahiti.  Many members of the Endeavour’s crew became 

enamoured with the Tahitian women they met, and Banks famously embarked on a (ahem) 

“passionate relationship” with the Tahitian queen who, in Banks’s words “did me the honour with 

very little invitation to squat down on the mats close by me”.  This night-time liaison apparently 

vastly improved (amongst other things) his Tahitian language skills! 

 

2. The Tahitians at the time of Cook’s visit were renowned “magpies”.  Objects from the Endeavour 

that they fancied, they simply pilfered.  Unfortunately, one of these was the beautiful Quadrant 

that Cook had bought from England to measure the Transit of Venus.  Banks was sent to liaise 

with the locals to secure its return – in the nick of time! 

 

3. Accurate watches were not available to James Cook on his first voyage, and they took along with 

them an extremely well-built long-case pendulum clock, mounted on a tripod, again to measure 

with as great an accuracy as possible the timing of the Transit of Venus.  The clock is still operating 

to this day and is currently held by the Royal Society in its London offices. 

 

4. Edmond Halley, of course, is famous for his astronomical work (indeed, “Halley’s Comet is named 

after him).  However, he had many other scientific interests, and among these was the study of 

fish.  In 1691, Halley tested a diving bell of his own design, first in the Thames, and later among 

wrecks along the British coast.  Amazingly, it worked extremely well, according to Halley’s notes 

which are today held by the Royal Society. 

 

5. Antonie van Leeuwenhoek invented a held-held microscope of extraordinary design around 1670, 

and is credited with being the first person to see living bacteria with this instrument.  He was also 

a long-term correspondent of the Royal Society, and in 1724, dispatched 27 of his microscopes 

for their use.  In the 1800s, the Society loaned the microscopes to one of its members, and never 

got them back! 

 

6. The gentleman concerned is Gregor Mendel.  He became a Friar in order to obtain an education, 

but unfortunately failed at university.  Returning to the monastery where he would spend the 

rest of his life, he re-engaged his youthful love of gardening and beekeeping.  Famously, of course, 

his studies of garden peas became the foundation of modern genetics. 

 

7. The failed medical student is none other than Charles Darwin.  He did initially follow his father’s 

footsteps into medical school, but absolutely hated it.  He then undertook an arts degree at 

Cambridge, with the full intention of becoming a parson.  The voyage of the Beagle overtook 

these events!  The dirt-poor land surveyor was Alfred Russel Wallace whose collection visits to 

South America and Borneo, although dogged by bad luck, resulted in a theory almost identical to 

Darwin’s.  Indeed, they published a paper together in the Royal Society’s journal.  

 

8. The man with the unpronounceable name is the Dane, Tycho Brahe (I’m reliably informed this is 

pronounced Tea-co Bra-he, but there are countless other variations).  All those strange facts 

about him are true, except the rumour.  In his later life, Brahe moved to Prague, and employed 
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an assistant – one Johannes Kepler.  Brahe’s theory of planetary motion was severely flawed, but 

after his death, Kepler would use Brahe’s enormously detailed data to propose his own theory, 

which would eventually become the foundation stone of modern thinking.  Although Kepler was 

accused of poisoning Brahe with arsenic to get his hands on the information, this has been 

disproven by detailed studies of Brahe’s moustache hair following a recent exhumation of his 

body! 

 

9. The two Royal Society members in question are Robert Hooke and Isaac Newton.  Both 

polymaths, their personalities were radically different – Hooke the outgoing attention seeker, 

and Newton the withdrawn, self-obsessed academic.  Hooke vehemently objected to Newton’s 

theory of light, and of gravitation, and the dispute concerning the former resulted in a public spat 

which absorbed Britain’s scientific community at the time.  After Hooke’s death, Newton became 

President of the Royal Society, and famously removed Hooke from many of its records.  Indeed, 

there is no known portrait of Hooke, as Newton is said to have burned the Royal Society’s original 

in the furnaces of the Royal Mint! 

 

10. In October 1707, the Admiral of the British Fleet, the wonderfully named Sir Cloudesley Shovell, 

was on his way home aboard the flagship “The Association”, in triumph after recapturing Gibraltar 

and winning the Battle of Toulon.  Unfortunately, ships in those days could only make a poor 

estimate of longitude, and the fleet foundered on the rocks off the Scilly Isles with the loss of 

some 2,000 lives (including Sir C. Shovell, who apparently also suffered the indignity of having his 

ring finger dismembered by a local lass for the highly valuable bauble attached thereto).  As a 

result of the disaster, Queen Anne established The Longitude Act, and offered a prize of £20,000 

to solve the problem of measuring longitude.  Although never formally awarded, the “prize” 

would be won by John Harrison and his son for the invention of their timekeepers. 

 

11. The Pharaohs paid their workers in the commodity of the day – beer!  Brewing techniques of the 

time weren’t quite what they are today, and there was quite a large amount of sediment at the 

bottom of their beer jugs, hence the need for drinking through a straw. 

 

12. The world’s oldest scientific journal is Philosophical Transactions of the Royal Society, published 

first in 1665.  Famous early authors who published their work in Phil. Trans. include Christopher 

Wren, Robert Boyle, Edmond Halley, Robert Hooke and Isaac Newton.  Today, the journal is split 

into two parts: Phil. Trans. A publishes material from the mathematical, physical and engineering 

sciences; and Phil. Trans. B publishes biological material. 

 

THANK YOU 
to everyone who contributed to our newsletter throughout the year! 

 
It has been a difficult year and your contributions have brightened it up for 

all of our members. 
 

Mac 
Newsletter Editor 

m.craig01@bigpond.com 
0425 789 556 

mailto:m.craig01@bigpond.com
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Merry Christmas 
To 

You All! 


