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Notes from President Pat 
 
A Language With a Mind of Its Own 
The English language is a strange beast, as are all mongrels. But it is also a strong one. 
Everyone knows that a mongrel dog is likely to be far more resilient and tough than a 
selectively bred one. Just as Rover’s ancestors might include a bit of Jack Russell, a smidgen 
of chihuahua and brief affairs with a boxer and a greyhound, the English language has a lot 
of ancestral influences. Together they have created a resilient, tough language that can rise 
to the challenge of expressing absolutely anything that you think. If it can be thought about, 
it can be said.  
Who were the parents of this remarkable offspring?  Between 500 and 700 the Angles, 
Saxons and Jutes brought their Germanic languages to Britain and dominated the 
indigenous Celtic languages. Between 800 and 1000 the Vikings arrived, and then in 1066 
the Normans invaded and brought the French language with them. The Normans (Norse 
men) are descendants of the Vikings who invaded France as well as Britain, and Norman 
French was influenced by Old Norse. By 1500 English was very much as we speak it today. It 
was the language that Shakespeare spoke and wrote. The Bard added to the mix by 
inventing around 1700 new words. He added prefixes, suffixes or simply coined brand new 
words. Dauntless, unaware, dwindle, sanctimonious, lonely, multitudinous, are all words 
first coined by Shakespeare.   
Science and technology have discovered things we didn’t know existed a century ago. Our 
amazingly flexible language has simply adapted or invented words for every one of them. 
Think of virus, television, feminism, emoji, blog, google, spam, genome, placebo, gluon and 
more.  
But mongrels can make classifications difficult, and often they won’t do as they are told. 
That just about describes the infuriating spelling and pronunciations of English words. 
Fought and rough, tough and ghost are all originally Anglo Saxon words that have lost the 
guttural sounds of the gh. We think it is because when we adopted the Roman alphabet 
there simply wasn’t a letter for that Germanic, back of the throat sound. So we used the 
letters gh and pronounced them as either ‘g’ as in “ghost” as ‘f’ in “cough” or we simply 
ignored them altogether as in “through”. Why?Who knows. Certainly not me. 
Knife is a Norse word and up until the 1500s the k would have been pronounced. Why did 
we stop saying it that way? No one really knows. But we do know that the pronunciation of 
words changes over time. English is a dynamic, growing and changing language that is 
constantly recreated by the people who use it. The so called ‘rules’ of the English language 
are all derived from how people use the language. As usage changes, so do the rules. I’m 
driven crazy by sentences that end in prepositions, but I know I am fighting a losing battle. I 
hang on to a few things that seem to me to be driven by logic – “different from” and “similar 
to” are a couple of examples. We seem to be losing the battle to retain a distinction 
between “alternative” and “alternate”, and “fewer” increasingly means the same thing as 
“less” to a growing majority of English speakers. I tremble to think that one day it will be 
considered correct to write “could of”, “should of” or would of’ because that’s what we all 
hear when we say it. 
  

Pat Buoncristiani 
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Book Group 
Our group has continued to meet each month either at the Hub or by Zoom.  Although 
Zoom is not quite the same as getting together personally it is a good way to keep in touch 
and have a chat about the book we have read for the month. 

With the cold weather and shorter days, keeping warm and having a good book to read is a 
good way to pass the time.  The last three books we have read were enjoyed by most of the 
group and we are happy to recommend them to anyone 
looking for a good read. 

The first, “The Rip” by Australian author, Mark Brandi is an 
urban crime novel about a young girl, on the outside of 
society sleeping rough in Melbourne.  The plot is simple but 
full of menace that keeps you engrossed in the story to the 
end. 

“The Language of Flowers” by Vanessa Diffenbough is also 
about a young girl who spent her childhood in the foster-care 
system in America.  Somewhat of a misfit she is unable to get 
close to people until she becomes a floral arranger and uses 
the meanings of the various flowers she uses to 
communicate her feelings.  Such use of flowers has been 

used over the centuries 
(Floriography) and became very popular during the Victorian 
era.   

The third book, “The Book of Colours”, Robyn Cadwallader, is 
the story of a 14th century female illuminator working in a man’s 
world.  The descriptions of the times and the work that were 
done are fascinating and this book was enjoyed by all. 

My thoughts and heartfelt good wishes go to all those members 
who were affected by the recent storm damage, power and 
water loss both in our group and the wider membership. 

 

Jill Lightfoot 

News from around the 
classes 
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Konnichiwa!   こにちわ   
 
There’s a new language appearing in U3A Emerald. A small group of eight enthusiastic 
members join our new Tutor, Sonia Morrison, to learn Japanese. 
We’ve started with some basic greeting phrases, like Ohayou gozaimasu (good morning), and 
Emerald ni sunde imasu (I live in Emerald). We then moved on to numbers and colours and 
some more phrases. 
Sonia is teaching Japanese at Emerald Primary School so is well-qualified and she makes the 
classes a lot of fun with quizzes and question and answer sessions. We are even starting to 
learn two Japanese written languages – Hiragana and Roomaji. 
One excellent way of learning the language is 
to play kahoot – a learning game which as its 
name suggests is a ‘hoot’! 
Before long, we might even venture out to 
some Japanese restaurants and try out our 
new skills! 
So if you hear a Hajimemashite (Nice to meet 
you) in the Hub next time you’re there, you’ll 
know it’s one of us trying out our Japanese 
phrases. 
Sayonara! 
Mal Bowmaker 
 
 

私たちは日本語のクラスでkahootをします 

 
 
 
KONICHIWA! I have recently joined the Japanese Class. I am finding it really interesting. The 
Tutor, Sonia Morison, is fantastic and goes out of her way to make the lessons interesting. On 
our first lesson we learnt how to introduce ourselves in Japanese. It was a lot of fun and 
although we struggled, it was a great way to start  and we learnt about each other.  We have 
learnt colours and numbers and started learning HIRAGANA. Sonia has a great style in 
teaching and has a way of telling us little messages to help us remember the HIRAGANA 
characters. There is one problem. I wish I had a better brain so I can remember everything 
that the tutor Sonia is teaching us without having to go through my notes when we are asked 
a question. I am looking forward to our next lesson after the school holidays and in the mean 
time I am going to revise all the lessons we had so far so I can answer questions when Sonia 
gives us the next game of “BINGO” using Japanese words. Sonia, we are lucky to have you as 
our Japanese Tutor. 
SAYONARA!! 
 
Connie Mifsud                           日本語のクラスに参加しました   
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Musicians sharing group 
 
When mask wearing makes singing and playing some instruments 
impossible (horns, oboe, recorders) our very able and versatile 
leader Robyn, has us playing the boom whackers.  This 
challenges us in music reading, time keeping, co-ordination 
and much more and we have fun doing it. 
  
Gaye Dunstan                                                                               
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Genealogy in Winter 
 
What better time than winter for sitting inside researching the Family Tree? 
We've had a few on and offs with meetings but we are looking forward to getting together 
again. It is much more sociable, swapping information on where to look for records or how 
to work out the DNA or asking where a certain parish records can be found.  
 
Croydon U3A undertook to teach some of their genealogy members how to keep folders in 
designated files with a system to enable the researcher to find filed records easily.  
That’s something that all dedicated researchers need and understand. There seem to be so 
many records and it is easy to lose them in that black hole called the computer. I notified 
our members and a few of them are joining the course. I can teach the class to be aware of 
keeping the family tree programs, indexes, transcripts and copying records but a system on 
how to keep those records is more involved and takes up precious time as well. It also 
enhances a better understanding of the computer and will be handy to apply to lots of other 
courses.  
 
This, to me, signifies what U3a is all about - Learning, Sharing, Friendship. 
 
Hilary Thomas 
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Garden Group 
 
Enjoying the first pick of this striking salvia I thought others might enjoy 
seeing and hearing about this plant. Hot pink looks wonderful with the 
orange pokers and purple sage in the winter garden. 
     It has grown very fast to about 12ft in height in less than 2 years and as 
many will know, it attracts many birds. 
I have so many cuttings that can be shared at a future meeting. They are 
an interesting addition to my flower vases although they do drop. This said, 
once they have, what remains is also worthwhile. 
 
Elaine Hahn 
 
 

Flowers for the Home & Gifts 
 
We are already a third of the way through winter. All the rain has added a richness to the 

garden foliage and the lack of colour in this photo 
highlights the actual flower placements. 
 
 
As winter progresses, I encourage everyone to 
reflect on the way flowers light up a room. Buy a 
bunch or share the purchase and pleasure with a 
friend. 
 
If you, like me, have had holiday plans cancelled, 
trust me - you deserve the joy they will give you! 
 
Elaine Hahn 
Tutor 
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Current Affairs 
 
Like all groups we have been flip flopping between live sessions and ZOOM. Our format is to 
discuss issues for 10 minutes then spend 20 minutes on a major topic. Participants choose 2 
or 3 from a draft list. Recent minor topics include; The lockdown /vaccination 
rollout/quarantine facilities/the role of the state Govt and Federal Govt. 

• The role of China in Australia 
• Australia’s international reputation             
• The future of the economy 
• Recent major topics include: 
• Big Govt versus Small Govt 
• The National Cabinet 
• Australia Talks responses 

Dick Bartley 
 

 

World History and Australia 
 
This year we have been studying the influence of various migratory groups. Obviously, the 
English were the first group, given Australia was established by England to supposedly 
transport the excess criminal population to Mars as some of the convicts thought they were 
going to. We looked at the history in the mother country to determine how the country was 
colonised and what effect it had on Australia. 
So far, we have studied the history of Ireland, China, Netherland, Scotland and Italy. We 
have had class members who have migrated here and have related their experiences. 
Unfortunately, no convicts!!!!!! 
Dick Bartley 

 

Book Issues 
 
Each month we select a book, article, film etc which we each read or view then spend an 
hour discussing the content. Currently we are reading What Is To Be Done by Barry Jones. 
Last month we all read the Quarterly Essay Getting To Zero by Alan Finkel. We invited Peter 
Cook, a local activitist on climate change, to our discussion. 
In the near future, we will read, Care And Fear :The New Politics by George Megalogenis. 
We are a small group and would welcome visitors or more participants. 
 
 
Dick Bartley 
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Play Reading Group 
 
This new group has enthusiastically read several plays together in the manner of sitting in a 
circle where members are allocated a role.  Even though members know little about the plays 
and roles beforehand, they have quickly "got into character" in bringing them to life.  We have 
missed several sessions due to lockdowns and Easter but have enjoyed the following: 
Ten Times Table - by Alan Ayckbourn (an English comedy about a committee planning an 
event) 
The Ham Funeral - by Patrick White (a rather strange Australian play set in a London boarding 
house) 
Summer Of The Seventeenth Doll - by Ray Lawler (a famous Australian play about the 
breakdown of a mateship and a relationship) 
Early Blight, Short Changed and Theatrical Digs - 3 short plays by Jean McConnell where each 
of the characters is sitting on a deckchair. 
Where There's A Will, There's A Way - by our member Ted Horton (a comedy farce about the 
beneficiaries of a will) 
The Next Contestant - by Frank Gilroy (a short play with a sudden dark 
ending about a quiz show) 
Joining The Club - by David Tristram (a short play about a husband leaving 
his job just when his wife finds that she is pregnant) 
The One Day Of The Year - by Alan Seymour (a famous Australian play 
about Anzac Day) 
 
At the end of reading each play, there has been interesting discussion 
about the play and characters. 
 
Peter Saunders   
 
  

Creative Writing Group 
 
This group has quite a few new members this year.  Unfortunately, we have lost 2 sessions 
because of Easter and lockdown.  
We hear a short part of an episode of "My Word" which was a BBC radio show by two 
extremely clever wordsmiths, Dennis Nordern and Frank Muir. 
We do a quick writing exercise to fire up our brain cells and then hear these pieces, often 
with amazing and hilarious results. 
We then hear the pieces from the optional homework topic set at the previous 
session.  Once again, these pieces are very varied from each other with poetry, short stories, 
plays, songs and factual articles.  We are always amazed at how creative our collective 
minds are.  We then set another homework topic for the following session and adjourn to 
the cafe over the road for more lively discussions. 
 
Peter Saunders  
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Artists at work 
 

 
   Mandi Kek 
 
 
                                                     Kay Craig 
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Photography                    
Since the Covid restrictions were re-instated, then relaxed, the Photography class has 
enjoyed a mix of live meetings and ones on Zoom.  The most recent classes on Zoom still 
saw members share photos taken as part of various projects that had been set. Our next 
class is due to be held on July 14th, hopefully live in the Hub. We shall be covering editing 
methods using a variety of programs with members, where practicable, bringing their own 
laptops. 
Below are a number of members’ photographs taken to meet a number of set challenges: 
landscapes, a bird’s-eye-view, self-portrait and something unusual.  
 
Paul Bianco 
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The Terrible Storm of Friday,11th June 2021 
 
The weather predictions were really quite dire, 
The wind was gathering up all of her skirts,  
The leaves were frantic with jittery fear 
And the rain started spewing tempestuous spurts. 
 
The clouds were all tumbling, darkly amassing, 
The blackness was seething with ominous dread, 
The wind, it erupted, hurricane harassing,  
The birds clinging tight from their heels to their head. 
 
The volume of noise was something atrocious, 
T’was like twin jet engines roaring above, 
The cascading rain was really ferocious,  
And the earth said: ‘This is not love!’ 
 
The soil became soaked, just like a marshmallow, 
The roots of the trees found no longer support, 
The hurricane roared, ‘Here’s one to bowl over!’ 
And the centuries-old tree succumbed to its sport. 
 
Again and again, more massive trees tumbled, 
Plummeting down on roofs and on roads, 
Gardens were smashed and wires got all jumbled, 
As power poles splintered and lost all their loads. 
 
Next morning, the folk stumbling out of their beds, 
Saw incredible mess, such a frightening sight, 
Everything round them was torn into shreds, 
The cars couldn’t move to left, nor to right.  
 
The roads were all blocked, no-one could get through, 
This lasted for days and proved such a pain! 
Look around - devastation, all was askew! 
Thoughts of clearing was a strain on the brain! 
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The heroes arrived with their chain-saws they scrambled 
To cut through great trunks, branches all in confusion, 
Help traumatised people, straightening the shambles,  
Removing the debris - unwanted profusion. 
 
For days without power and the food going rotten, 
With cold winter weather and dampness as well, 
No washing or lighting, ‘cept candles in kitchens, 
Naught to allay stress, nor the fears to dispel. 
 
Government has offered generators for power now, 
It is such a help to put things to rights, 
’Tis a long road ahead to get back to normal,  
But we’ll rise to the top to reach previous heights. 
 
The Dandenong Ranges, are known for their beauty, 
The country up here is exceptionally fine, 
Maintaining our landscape is our special duty, 
From this disheartening set-back we will re-align 
 
Our homes and our gardens - we’ll clean up the mess, 
With help from our neighbours, and army’s strong blokes, 
The carpenters, builders and our S.E.S., 
The people with food and the comforting folks,  
 
This shocking disaster has shown each good friend 
Who gives practical aid and compassionate touch. 
You people who’ve helped us to make and to mend, 
We thank you, dear all, we owe you so much. 
Anne Taylor  
 
The film footage of the destruction along the Mount 
Dandenong Tourist Road from Montrose towards Olinda taken 
the morning after the great storm.    Mac  
https://youtu.be/EOHGQ3rErqU 



 

 13 

The Breakfast Show  
It starts as it usually does, a quick move, a breaking of the patterns of the leaves and branches 

high up in the trees, enough to alert one’s attention. What’s that?  Then another quick move. 

It’s a bird for sure. Then a flurry of feathers as two white cockies break out wheel around and 

move in on an indistinguishable something in the eucalypt branches.  

Then stillness.  

Where is the scope? The scope is on a heavy tripod and each time I have to relearn which 

knob, stick, twist and turn I need to get it out of the locked-in position currently pointing to 

the clouds. While fiddling randomly I can see the birds playing out their attacks, or, I wonder, 

are they just playing?  

That indistinguishable something being hassled must be one of the resident goshawks I think. 

But surely a goshawk wouldn’t attack a sulphur-crested cockatoo with its vivid yellow crest 

splayed out to the sky, wings spread wide and a puffed up white chest like a wall of whiteness. 

But then the goshawk probably knows the cocky is all bluff, mostly feathers. On the other 

hand, a cocky’s beak is ferocious, destroying window sills as it does.  

The birds are quiet and I eventually find the right knob.  

The scope is my eyes into the world of birds that hang around in the tops of our mountain ash 

trees 70 metres above the ground.  But it’s a challenge to find the birds and impossible to 

follow them as the flit from branch to leaf to branch.  

I twist a ring that enables a wide view. A wide view for a scope is a narrow view for me: I can 

find the tops of the trees easily enough with their thick bunches of yellow-green leaves 

against today’s cerulean sky.    

I move my ‘scope eyes’ down the dead sticks of the mountain ash that is being slowly killed 

by mistletoe and down the narrow trunk. The bark is starting to split and that means the tree 

is expanding so it must still be growing and I’m pleased.   

Each year in summer the bark of the mountain ash 

splits revealing long slits of clean white flesh, the new 

bark for the coming year. The old bark can be tens of 

metres long, hanging from the high up branches, 

jostling with its neighbours, swinging like long braids 

in the wind - a low percussion whoosh like the wire 
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brush on drum skin punctuated by crackles that rise to a pitch in strong winds.   

First Nations people would have had a word for this bark and its sounds and behavior. Maybe 

they have it still, I must ask.  

 

In that final dance the bark whirls out from the tree like pieces of a long skirt. Still metres long 

it breaks away and sails to the forest floor. Here it will move into its next phase of life and 

become home to invertebrates and small mammals, and food for minute critters that will turn 

it into soil.   

Back to the birds and my scope eyes move down the trunk watching carefully in the few 

metres either side trying to pick up the pattern of white and reddy-brown tightly spaced 

stripes across the goshawk chest or catch a twist of its head.  Without moving its body it can 

rotate its head 180 degrees to look directly behind to check for what’s available for breakfast, 

or look for that cocky so it can disturb it again.  

Before I find it in the scope the goshawk bursts out of the leaves chasing the cockatoo, then 

a second cocky comes in. There is a tangle of flying through the tree tops then stillness. I’ve 

seen where the goshawk has gone and find it in the scope. A female I think, after checking in 

the bird book as it has stronger colouring than the male.  There is a determination in that 

yellow eye with the dark centre and the steel grey smooth-feathered head and hooked beak.  

She’s facing into the breeze and individual front feathers are being lifted changing the bird’s 

shape. A bit like a tent; a tent with a head, powerful beak and yellow legs. Now that’s an 

image.  

The cockies are nearby. Whose turn is it in this game?  

Then they all break away and disperse. Game’s over. What’s happened?  I stand back from 

the scope, put my own glasses back on, and see it: a wedge tailed eagle is drifting across. It’s 

bigger and bolder than all of them. A young one I notice with its dark feathers and white linear 

patches. Usually they are in pairs but if it’s young it will not have found a partner yet.   

This ends the breakfast show for today.  The coffee is cold but who cares.  

 

 

  

Karen Alexander 
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                              Truth Seeking: Un-faking the News 
                     

Martin Buoncristiani 
 

 
 
In 1959, the BBC asked mathematician and philosopher Bertrand 
Russell what advice he would give to future generations. He 
answered: 
 
“When you are studying any matter or considering any 
philosophy, ask yourself only what are the facts and what is the 

truth that the facts bear out. Never let yourself be diverted by 
what you wish to believe or what you think would have beneficial 

social effects if it were believed, but look only and solely at the 
facts.” 

 
These words were taken from Rutger Bregman’s book, “Humankind: A Hopeful History”, 
Bloomsbury Publishing, London, 2020 page 255 (with the words in italics added by me for 
clarification).  
 
Russell’s advice is even more important today as social media has changed the way in which 
information is exchanged. Before the arrival of the Internet, people got their news from a 
small number of sources, radio or TV broadcasts or newspapers and magazines. Because the 
flow of news was from a few sources to many consumers it did not vary much among the 
various sources. Public opinion was formed from a fairly consistent collection of 
information.  
 
The advent of the Internet saw a significant change in the pattern of how information flows; 
the one-to-many pattern of the past changed to a person-to-person network, literally an 
anyone-to-anyone network. This then enabled the development of many more ‘news 
sources’ including many with a one person to many people pattern. With these changes to 
the network of communication came a decrease in the reliability of information exchanged.  
 
There is an important distinction between two types of unreliable information:  

misinformation is information which is incorrect, 
disinformation is information which is incorrect and designed to deceive. 

Many of the new ‘news sources’ distribute disinformation; their audience is often those 
who are inclined to accept incorrect information as fact. 
 
While we should strive to correct all error, it is disinformation that poses a threat to 
democracy. As Russell stated, the truth relies on facts and facts rely on evidence. So how do 
we get this evidence? Individuals seeking information to formulate sound judgements need 
reliable information and the ability to verify contentious facts. It is a difficult problem and 
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most of us have little experience dealing with it. What follows are some ideas for gathering 
and verifying the facts. If you have other ideas, please let me know and we can share that 
information with our U3A community and beyond. 
 
Independent News Sources 
Independent news sources claim not to be influenced by their suppliers of their financial 
support; they mainly get operational revenue from donations. But still, they may not be 
entirely free from bias. The two top-ranking independent media sources in Australia are 
The Guardian and The Conversation. 
These were selected from an extensive list of independents: 
https://www.michaelwest.com.au/where-can-australians-find-trustworthy-news-and-
opinion/  
 
Fact Checking Sites 
There are organizations that work to check the facts. Snopes is an independent, nonpartisan 
website which researches urban legends and other rumors. It is often the first to set the 
facts straight on wild fake news claims: https://www.snopes.com/ 

 
Two good Australian fact checkers are:  
RMIT: https://rmit.libguides.com/factchecking  
The Conversation: https://theconversation.com/au/topics/factcheck-6544  
 
Most Australian universities have a service like this. This site lists several other fact checking 
sites: 
https://www.iste.org/explore/Digital-and-media-literacy/Top-10-sites-to-help-students-
check-their-facts  
 
One important step toward stopping disinformation is to call out when you suspect it. If you 
read a suspect fact try to verify it and then respond to the sender with a reference they can 
use to check for themselves. When you post something on social media give a reference to 
it. 
 
 
 
A little about Martin Buoncristiani (editor)   
 
https://au.linkedin.com/in/martin-buoncristiani-b10b1aa 
 
https://www.amazon.com/Martin-
Buoncristiani/e/B005ONP1WU%3Fref=dbs_a_mng_rwt_scns_share 
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   Zest For Life        
 
A bit like the plagues imposed on Pharoah when he wouldn’t allow the Jewish slaves to leave 
Egypt. Global crisis from COVID, devastating damage from storms, mice in NSW, and I hope 
that’s the end of it. I asked a Christian neighbour if she thought God was angry with us. “God 
is all things” she replied .  
People have suffered through loss of livelihoods, sickness, death of loved ones, smashed 
property, loneliness through isolation, postponement of important events – weddings, 
birthdays, holidays, and funerals where sadly not all close associates of the deceased are able 
to attend. 
Some of us have more resilience than others. Some people buckle, others “soldier on”. It’s 
not a criticism, just an observation. There are those who lend a hand, and there are the 
looters. 
I have many photos of my parents on my walls. Most are immediate post WW2 photos. My 
parents were Polish Jews who were incarcerated in concentration camps for 3-4 years. Most 
of their families were murdered. My mother had a child by her first marriage. She had to hide 
the child when the Nazis invaded Poland. I never found out what happened to that child, my 
half sister, after liberation. I didn’t ask the right questions. Mum’s husband didn’t survive and 
she married my father in 1946. I am still trying to find a trace of Nusia, who would be 84 now 
if she survived. 
Many of the photos were taken by my father in the post war years with a Leica camera and 
tripod he was able to obtain whilst black marketeering with his mates, other survivors of the 
Holocaust, and came to Australia with enough money to buy a house. With no English and 
little education many of these amazing people opened factories to manufacture all types of 
goods needed after the war. My father had been a glazier in a small village in Poland and I 
wondered what he could possibly have known about setting up a women’s shoe factory. But 
he was unstoppable. 
After all their traumas, these people learned to live again. My parents were young, still in 
their low 30’s. The photos show their smiling faces, out with friends having a good time, 
dancing, laughing, going on holidays. Certainly, they had their demons. I was witness to 
depression, rages, tears and nightmares. Today it would be labelled PTSD. 
I have often stared in amazement at the photos on my walls and found inspiration at the 
strength and resilience contained there. Compared to what my parents and millions of others 
went through, my complaints and grumbles about the inconveniences, restrictions and 
dashed plans over the last 18 months have waned and evaporated. I express gratitude every 
day for what I have and can still enjoy.  
 
 
Chana Gdanski 
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                                               CANDLES 
 

 
 
 
One small candle 
defies the world’s darkness. 
One small candle is enough 
to illumine words 
of ancient wisdom 
or char to ashes 
the dissident speech of heroes. 
  
One small defiant candle 
begins a conflagration 
that bares the bones 
of the world. Its creatures 
flee. One small candle 
set on a window ledge 
or a mountain 
lights home the lost 
cheers the sojourner 
inspires the adrenalin rush 
of the venturer. 
  
One small candle is radiant 
in the fog of confusion 
or short-sighted disbelief. 
The candle was never made 
to last the night 
or burn the fingers 
that snuff it out. 
Its invisible flame endures                           
in the dark radiance  
 of eternity. 
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 Dorothy B. Williams 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Poms at Large (or Innocents go North) 
 
“I think we’ll have a trip up North” announces Spouse. 
“Don’t be silly, in the middle of winter we’ll be frozen” – it appears I had forgotten the sun 
goes north in Oz and my vision of experiencing the north of Scotland in January is misplaced. 
“Anyway” says I “the place is full of dangerous animals and I heard some politician say you 
get ‘Troppo’ up there, whatever that is”. I am adamant that this trip will not happen. 
The flight to Darwin is so long I fear we have got on the wrong plane and are halfway back to 
the UK. On touchdown I realise Spouse is quite right, it isn’t cold, in fact at 30oC my duvet 
jacket worn at Melbourne is proving to be a bad choice. 
The hotel in Darwin is superb and we locate an excellent restaurant serving good food and 
even better beer (the Ducks Nuts!). On a trip out to a crocodile park we have our first 
encounter with these incredible animals. I attempt to show my newfound Aussie knowledge 
by sharing with the guide that I have been told if you are attacked by a shark to ‘punch it on 
the nose’. “What’s the best thing to do if one of these blighters attacks you?” I ask. ‘Pray” 
says the guide to everyone’s amusement. I ask no further questions. I think I have caught 
‘Troppo’. 
We collect our hire car to head out of Darwin and are delighted to learn we have been 
upgraded to a Camry Sport. I take the wheel for a few kilometers and hand over to Spouse. 
Her take off is akin to Lewis Hamilton on pole and my shouts of “Whoa!!” are met by 
immediate braking, my query as to ‘what’s happening’ is met by sarcasm, “I am simply 
pressing this little pedal with my right foot to go forward”. Sarcasm can be the lead into 
dangerous territory so I tread carefully and ask her to show me exactly what she did. I realise 
she has placed the gear lever in ‘S’ instead of ‘D’ and point this out. My fault apparently for a 
poor handover. I am sure I have caught ‘Troppo’. 
We arrive at our hotel which is somewhat isolated, but our room is excellent and the place 
looks good. We have plenty of the day left and decide to drive out to Jabiru. Following lunch 
courtesy of the obligatory Aussie bakery and then a bit of exploring around this interesting 
mining town we then head back to the hotel. Spouse has spotted a lake a few kilometers off 
the main road and thinks there may be a walk to be had. She’s quite right. A small carpark 
leads to a track around the lake. Mid-afternoon so time for tea before the walk. A pleasant 
walk, albeit in 30o+ heat and back to the car park. I decide to have another drink. What 
happens next is still a bone of contention several years later. One of us has put the flask back 
in the boot along with the car keys. There is no way of retrieving them and our only course of 
action is to walk back to the road and hope we can get a ride back to the hotel. Spouse is 
convinced it could be two days before anyone comes along. Unbelievably we are in luck, a 
minibus picks us up and drops us off at the hotel. I arrange for someone to come out from 
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Jabiru to retrieve the keys and he and I head out to the lake. The young guy is very efficient 
but as dusk falls we realise we are being eaten alive.” No worries” announces the young guy 
“I’ll get the spray”. However, we have to ‘worry’ as he discovers he has left the spray in Jabiru. 
I am wearing the same shorts and tee shirt from our outing and can feel bites to legs, arms, 
neck and face. We eventually get entry to the car and I start to drive back to the hotel only to 
discover that I appear to be on a one man mission to kill every moth and nocturnal insect in 
the NT. Having driven in the UK most of my life I am OK in snow blizzards but this is beyond 
my capabilities to handle and I realise the only way of clearing the windscreen is to pull in to 
the side. Fortunately, nothing else is on the road as I find myself on the wrong side of the road 
once the windscreen clears. I eventually arrive back at the hotel to be greeted by an 
unexpected response. “Where on earth have you been, I’ve been ready for dinner for ages 
and if you don’t get a move on we’ll be too late to get served”. My pleading to have a shower 
and get changed fall on deaf ears. We enter the dining room and I realise I’m somewhat the 
centre of attention. It may be my impression of an Indian war dance as I attempt to scratch 
legs arm neck and face simultaneously, but Spouse informs me that it is probably the bites on 
my face giving the impression I have smallpox that is the cause. I am convinced I have caught 
‘Troppo’. 
The remainder of the trip is somewhat uneventful after our ‘locked car’ episode. We enjoy 
Katherine and Kununurra and the only disappointment is when Spouse, having discovered 
some English Lord founded a town called Wyndham, decides that we have to make a trip 
there. There is no stately home and gardens, but the red bitumen road is new to us. The jetty 
appears to be halfway to PNG and the mountain of iron ore close by reveals the cause of the 
‘red bitumen’.  No stately home so we lunch in the ‘Rusty Cabin’ (and it was).  
Back to Darwin via a pleasant stay in the Litchfield National Park, where a swim in the lagoon 
at Wangi Falls is vetoed on account of us being the only people there, “ And there’s no way I 
would come in to help you, and don’t you dare put the car keys in your swimmers!” Spouse 
is reading my mind too easily these days. Think it’s since I caught ‘Troppo’. 
Back in Victoria we reminisce about our enjoyment of Darwin, Jacana birds ‘walking on water’ 
at Kakadu, the exciting boat trips up Katherine Gorge and on lake Argyll and the incredible 
Ord River project. We are even able to laugh at the ‘lost keys’ episode but I am still convinced 
I caught ‘Troppo’!. 
 



 

 21 

 
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Pom at large. 
Maurice Waring 
 

My Short Radio Career at 3MBS 
 
I have long been an admirer of the works of the German operatic composer, Richard 
Wagner, and at one stage was a member of the committee of the Wagner Society of 
Victoria. Towards the end of the 1980s three members of the then committee, including 
myself, attended a training session at the Melbourne classical music station, 3MBS, to 
prepare us to present a new programme, 'The Richard Wagner Society Presents'. Training 
was difficult because CDs were not fully established by then and the 3MBS library comprised 
only vinyl discs which were notoriously difficult to 'cue'. 
 
Because I had had some radio experience when working in the Office of the Chief Minister 
in PNG I had the privilege of presenting the first programme. 
We presented excerpts from Wagner's operas, which because of the near-total integration 
of story, voice and music in Wagner's works are known amongst Wagnerians as  'bleeding 
chunks'.  Sometimes we played single acts of our favourite operas - single, because most of 
the  acts in Wagner operas are  much longer than those in 'standard' operas. 
 
The lasting memory I have of this experience was the negative attitude of some of the 
'music lovers' at 3MBS towards Richard Wagner and all his works. Such attitudes might well 
be held, too, by our U3A members! Anyway, we lasted a little over a year. 
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Following that I had the pleasant experience of presenting other programmes such as 'Vocal 
Chords' (a very popular Saturday morning series of opera excerpts); and another called 
'Programmer's Choice' (where one of my fan letters said they enjoyed my selections after 
fearing that I'd clog the programme with Richard Wagner!) I also had the onerous duty of 
occasionally presenting the Wednesday Night Opera late at night, where one just put the 
opera on and read a book for the duration. 
 
Bill Pell 
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The Warrumbungles 
 

 
 
 
We set off to visit the Warrumbungles just a few days after Easter. Up the Newell Highway, 
with very little traffic, a few trucks and not a lot of cars – perhaps they had all headed home 
after Easter. We had planned for some time to try to visit the Warrumbungles and when the 
chance came along to take a holiday, it made sense to us to drive up  and to combine a visit 
there along with a holiday in Caloundra and Port Macquarie.  
 

 
 
 
The Warrumbungles are situated in 
Western N.S.W. the closest town being 
Coonabarabran.  They are a circuit of hills 
created from volcanoes many millions of 
years ago. The literature cites 13- 17 
million years ago.  At least four layers of 
the lava and basalt flows mixed with layers 
of volcanic ash over a period of time 
formed great layers of rock several 
hundreds of metres thick. When dome-like 

plugs of fast-cooling lava eventually blocked the volcano vent, it caused the rocks in the area 
to shatter and that made them less resistant to weathering. Over the years, the surfaces of 
some of the hills have eroded leaving behind narrow pointed monoliths spiralling directly 
upward.  One such is named the Breadknife due to its long, pointed stance.  
The hills are covered with trees interspersed with large rocky outcrops in some interesting 
shapes as you drive through the park. 
 
 
 
 
There are plenty of walking trails and adequate camp sites. We especially wanted to walk up 
to Tara Cave, a couple of kilometres uphill where there are known Aboriginal tool grooves 
and rock art.  So we set off, crossed the stream with rock stepping stones and tackled the 
upward hill. Here and there brick pavers have been set into the path which make the footing 
safer.  And when you get to the top you are too tired to rock! In actual fact, when we did get 
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there, we were a bit disappointed. The 
cave has had to be fenced in as a result 
to vandalism so you cannot get a close 
view of the tool making grooves and 
some of the rock art has been stolen.  
 
 
 
However, when you stop and look 
about you, the massive valley, hills 
covered in trees, the incredible peace, 
the calm and gentleness of the place, a 
great feeling of contentment comes 
over you. It takes you back to 

imagining early mankind surviving in the valleys, living in the cave, sharpening tools, chasing 
wallabies, and from there back to the actual formation of the earth. Which brings to mind Dr 
Bruce's wonderful videos that we watched on Zoom last year – and there it is was almost laid 
out before me. A great feeling of contentment.   
Ok, then down the hill, across the stepping stones, back to the car and on the road to the 
Coonabarabran Visitors Centre to visit an ancient ancestor of one of our lodgers – the 
Diprotodon – a skeleton form of the Wombat dinosaur. While we were in the area another 
skeleton jaw-bone was found in a river a short distance away. There have been several found 
in the area. At the Visitors Centre we received directions to the Pilliga caves, about 35Km 
away and they actually proved to be a much better cave set-up.  A lot of caves in Sandstone, 
20 or more of various sizes, heights and depths but again the caves with the tool grooves and 
rock art had to be fenced off.  A more gentle walk in – about one and a half km, some seats 
for the weary and explanations in both Aboriginal local language and English of the 
environment, flora and fauna.  Again, beautiful views across the land - not quite the depths 
of the valleys of the Warrumbungles but miles and miles of trees.  We very much enjoyed that 
set of caves not advertised on the road but the  directions were very clear and accurate from 
the visitors centre in Coonabarabran. 
Well worth a visit.        
 
 Hilary Thomas 
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COLIN   
 

Colin the Caterpillar 
                                                   From an egg on a leaf            
                                                        Tiny and hungry 

Started life so brief . 
 

Growing from lavae to Pupa 
He never stopped eating 

Farmer Joe’s crops 
In sun with  clouds  fleeting . 

 
In no time at all 

He grew fat and juicy 
Voraciously eating 

Like his cousin sweet Lucy 
 

He then built his own house 
called a cocoon                           

Next door to Chris and Liz 
Under the light of the moon . 

 
Sometime later 

Colin  hatched an idea 
To become a colourful butterfly 

And…… have no fear ! 
 

Defying gravity 
 He fluttered around 
In sunlight so pretty 

He surveyed all the ground. 
 

The other caterpillars            
Down on earth  stayed behind 

Devouring strawberries and cabbages 
Like harvesters combined ! 

  
 
 
Ted Horton 
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Your	Voice	Counts!		

 
 
The results of our recent Member Feedback Survey 2021 have now been collated and collected into 
an extensive report that your committee has been reviewing. This is the first time in the history of 
U3A Emerald that such a survey has been undertaken. 
 
Between 14-April 2021 and 5th May 2021, emails were sent to members with an invitation to click 
on a link to our online survey. All responses to the survey questions were completely anonymous 
and optional.  
 
We wanted the survey to provide a voice for members and for your Committee of Management to 
understand more definitely what we, as an organisation, are doing well and how we can do even 
better in the future. 
 
And the response was huge! We received 229 responses which represents 60% of members.  
 

The following are some excerpts from the survey report. 

 

Some Comments from Members 
 

“U3A Emerald helps the community to get together, keeps the mind active and the body fit.” 
 
“The U3A Emerald is a great organisation to have in the community with so many different 
classes to choose from covering so many aspects of life.” 
 
“U3A provides a safe place to meet people when you retire, keeping depression and loneliness 
away.” 
 
“Tutors have their time allotment to give to the course which I appreciate, but some do an 
extraordinary amount of work between onsite classes, which is amazing.” 
 
“Newsletters last year were marvellous!” 
 
“Thanks! I do enjoy being part of U3A.”   “Well organised” 
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Some Survey Responses 
 
 
(The following tables and charts are examples taken from the members’ responses to questions.) 
 

Why Join U3A Emerald? 
 
What motivated you to join U3A Emerald? 
 

Responses Count % Percentage of total respondents 
Social (e.g., to meet people, for 
friendships, companionship) 

137 59.83%  

Learning (e.g., for mental 
stimulation, to gain skills and 
knowledge) 

153 66.81%  

Well-being (e.g., to improve 
confidence, connections) 

42 18.34%  

Physical (e.g., to improve 
fitness, be more active) 

43 18.78%  

To attend a particular 
course/activity 

138 60.26%  

Other (Please specify) 11 4.80%  
(Did not answer) 4 1.75%  
Total Responses 528*   

 
*Note the Total Response will sometimes reflect a multiple choice question 
 
 
 
Overall, what benefits have you gained from your participation in U3A Emerald? 
The majority of responses indicated that social, learning and well-being were the most important 
benefits, with physical being very important.  

Responses Count % Percentage of total respondents 
Social 182 79.48%  
Learning 179 78.17%  
Well-being 105 45.85%  
Physical 60 26.20%  
Other (Please specify) 9 3.93%  
(Did not answer) 9 3.93%  
Total Responses 544   
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Satisfaction 
 
In general, how satisfied are you with the variety of courses we offer? (Weighted Score: 
4.26) 
Over 80% of the following responses indicate that our U3A offers a particularly good range and 
quality of classes. 
 

Answer Count Value % Percentage of total respondents 
1 - Not Satisfied 2 1 0.87%  
2 3 2 1.31%  
3 - Satisfied 30 3 13.10%  
4 86 4 37.55%  
5 - Very satisfied 99 5 43.23%  
(Did not answer) 9 NULL 3.93%  
Total Responses 229 

  
 
In general, how satisfied are you with the quality of courses we offer? (Weighted Score: 
4.34) 

Answer Count Value % Percentage of total respondents 
1 - Not 
Satisfied 

1 1 0.44%  

2 2 2 0.87%  
3 - 
Satisfied 

27 3 11.79%  

4 81 4 35.37%  
5 - Very 
Satisfied 

109 5 47.60%  

(Did not 
answer) 

9 NULL 3.93%  

Total 
Responses 

229 
  

In general, how satisfied are you with the Hills Hub for our course venues? (Weighted Score : 
4.29) 
The majority were very satisfied with only 14 respondents less than satisfied. 

Answer Responses Value % Percentage of total respondents 
1 - Not Satisfied 5 1 2.18%  
2 9 2 3.93%  
3 - Satisfied 26 3 11.35%  
4 53 4 23.14%  
5 - Very satisfied 121 5 52.84%  
(Did not answer) 15 NULL 6.55%  
Total Responses 229 

  
 
Do you have any comments re the Hills Hub? 
Only 14 of the 229 respondents gave a “less than satisfied” score. 

• Positive for the Hub 8 
Comment counts critical of the Hub were: 

• Room not matching activity 12  (Issues have since been resolved) 
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• Noise from adjacent rooms 2 
• Technology issues 1 
• Parking inadequate 4 
• Tea/coffee/café 2 

There were 7 other miscellaneous ungrouped comments. 
 

Where to in the Future? 
 
Are there any classes or activities that you would be interested in attending that we do 
not currently provide? 
Ideas put forward were many and varied – 70 in total.  (A few were requested because of no 
vacancies in an existing class.) 
1. Language classes: 
French requested by 9 people, Spanish by 2; Indonesian by 1 
2. Cooking classes: 5 requests - Vietnamese, Thai, Chinese, Asian, International 

Small group to cook a few dishes in a communal kitchen, eat together, then sharing 
the leftovers to take home.  

3. Sports and other Exercise classes 
4. Dance classes 
5. Music 
6. Art  
7. Drama 
8. Craft Skills 
9. Academic  
10. Writing 
11. Computer Skills 
12. Indigenous 
13. Social 
 
It is apparent there is significant interest in attending classes that we don’t currently have, 
but many of them require a qualified or at least very knowledgeable person to lead some of 
the suggested courses.  
 

In Summary 
Overall, our membership is happy with the quality and variety of courses offered.  Some expressed 
suggestions for further extension of U3A Emerald’s offerings. 
 
The U3A Emerald Committee appreciates the views and suggestions that members have 
contributed to this survey – this will help to guide your committee with future directions. 
 
Note: we will be publishing the Survey Report in full on our website in early July.  
You will receive an email in the next week or so with details as to how to access this report. 
 
Jon Snyder 
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U3A Trash and Treasure/ Garage Sale 
 
For several years the Emerald U3A has been hosting a Trash and 
Treasure market. Firstly, outside the U3A rooms before the Hub was 
built and in the last 2-3 years in the grounds of Fernlea op-shop, 
Kilvington Drive Emerald.  
For various reasons our numbers have dwindled considerably and we 
are now reaching out to see if we can encourage new stall holders. 
Stalls are available on a permanent basis or simply if you want one 
day only to sell your unwanted goods. 
At the moment, we hold the market on the 3rd Sunday of the month 
from 9am until 2 pm. (Weather permitting) 
 
If you are interested, please call Judi Roberts on 0409166142 for 

further Information.  
 
 
 
 
A note from the editor        
 
Once again, despite the lock downs, the dreadful 
world news, the great storm, the loss of power and 
the internet, you have done it again. Many thanks 
to all the contributors who make us all proud to 
belong to Emerald U3A. 
 
Mac Craig 
m.craig01@bigpond.com 
0425 789 556 
 
Our telephone help line is 0490 805 743 
Our email address is emeraldu3a@gmail.com 
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