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President’s Musing
I don’t underestimate the struggles that many of us have been through lately. This pandemic
has been like a hammer blow for some. I am also very much aware that many of us have
actually enjoyed the peace and quiet, the slowing down. The day before the Grand Final was
a public holiday in Victoria. Several people have commented “how would we know?” I
understand this feeling of one day drifting into another.
I have been tempted until recently to look at the trials and tribulations of previous
generations as an example to us during lockdowns. My parents lived in England during WW2.
They had bombs landing in the back garden for goodness sake. So, I wondered why we
weren’t all just gritting our teeth and getting on with it. I recall hearing the writer Don Watson
express something similar, when he said, “It’s not the Siege of Leningrad”. Then I recalled a
photo of children in London during The Blitz. They were playing together on the rubble left
over from nights and nights of bombing.
That’s what is different this time. The word “together’ tells it all. The kids are not able to play
together. The mums are not able to get together over a cuppa and give each other hugs and
wipe away tears. The dads are not at work, not getting things done. We have Zoom, we have
Facebook, we have telephones. We can communicate. But we have not been able to be
‘together’. I think it is this inability to be ‘together’ that has been so hard.
I cannot begin to explain how much I am looking forward to us all being together again. I know
we are moving towards that. We are in the final stretch of this pandemic marathon. We are
tired, but the finish line is almost within sight. My finish line is simple – we are all sipping tea
or coffee together during a class break, in the Hub, and the place is filled with conversation.
Oh, yes, and I can visit my brother again.
Pat
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A Calligraphic Journey
The last few months have been lockdown months for all of us, but we
have kept going on our Calligraphic Journey. This group of eleven
calligraphers (yes, they have earnt that title); have worked hard
through almost continual lockdown, huge storms, power outages,
freezing cold, being lefthanded, having arthritis and whatever else has
been thrown at us
The beginners work, no longer looks like beginner’s work. And in-deed
you will find it hard to pick who they are from the beautiful work that
they have done. Following on from the Uncial Hand, they have been
learning the Foundational Hand both lowercase and capitals. This hand
is based on a circular “O” and is a nice round script.
Whilst the other two groups have amalgamated to learn Italic
lowercase and capitals. This is a simple looking script BUT it is more
difficult than it looks. It is based on an elliptical “O” and is written on a
slant of 7 to 10 degrees to the right.
We have tried different ways of presenting our calligraphy. Even
though it is quite difficult to demonstrate we did have a go at making
simple “pop-up” books and we also made a fold up book from one piece
of paper. This proved popular with some of the participants
grandchildren.

Ânne Richardson

Kay Wharton

Tanya Cooke
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Gail Parke
We have revisited “haiku poems” and most of the Spring entries were written and produced
by the calligraphers themselves. It has been interesting also to see the progression in the
ability of these calligraphers to add illustrations to their layout. Whilst some are artists in their
own right, most of the participants have not ventured into illustration before. So, it is amazing
to see the results.

Norma Pugh

Jeanette Wenzel

Mandi Keck

5

Dianne Cremean

Deborah Daly

I must mention that I have been teaching via the internet and have referred the participants
to a course that is available on-line. However, I have critiqued all of the work that has been
sent to me and provided exemplars to work from. Our face-to-face lessons have been
substituted by Zoom meetings and lively discussions ensue.

Elaine Hahn

Saw Teng

Nola Bianco

What a journey it has been!
Nola Bianco
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U3A Exploring Victoria Group 2
The U3A Exploring Victoria group has successfully operated for some years now. At the
beginning of 2021 it had a long waiting list so I started an Exploring Victoria group 2.
U3A groups have had a difficult year negotiating lockdowns. We have too but that has not
hindered us from forming a group of enthusiastic, friendly explorers. Early February saw us
meeting for the first time for a chat and morning tea at Emerald lake. After our first major
outing in March, it was agreed that we would always have coffee (morning tea) at a cafe close
by to where we are visiting and then lunch together after our exploring.
In March we went to the Blue Lotus Gardens at
Yarra Glen, where we had a relaxed, sociable day
exploring the beautiful and unusual gardens. April
saw the group at the Immigration Museum. I had
to pull out at the last minute because I was
unwell. That was when I realised what great
people were in the group. They all decided to go
ahead with the outing following the plans I had
made for the day. They had a wonderful day and
sent me photos.
Mont de Lancey in Wandin North’s historical homestead, outbuildings and gardens was our
May excursion. In June we were in lockdown. By July I was very happy we had come out of
lockdown because earlier in the year I had booked
for ten of us to go to the NGV for the French
Impressionists exhibition. It was another great day.
Coffee outside the Arts Centre then the Exhibition
where we spent at least 2 1/2 hours immersed in
the paintings. Lunch followed at South Bank sitting
at outside tables in the sun.
August was at the Jewish Museum and the Mirka
Mora art exhibition in St Kilda. I had made a slip up
as to the location of the museum. But once again
the group helped out and we ended up at the
correct destination. We had a lovely lunch together
afterwards totally oblivious of the lockdown which
was to occur the next day. We count ourselves
lucky we had such a lovely day. In September we
were in lockdown again. We’ll just have to wait and see what happens for the last three
months of the year.
Anne Bartley
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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 or 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 lighthearted approach to the subject.

Gaye Dunstan
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Using Zoom
Being a tutor and trying to continue your programs has been a real challenge for all
presenters, particularly when we have a new Hills Hub facility as our “live” venue. We have
all had an opportunity to use the rooms and facilities and cannot wait till to get back in the
Hub.
Originally, we regarded Zoom as a very temporary medium which I used for Current Affairs,
Australian History, and once a month for Book Issues. Bruce Richardson and Mal Bowmaker
have supported tutors to learn how to use zoom and how to improve our presentations. In
my case Jon Snyder has assisted me with showing films, videos etc usually from YouTube.
I believe we, as tutors, have all acquired new skills to present on Zoom. The medium is not
ideal as you miss the human interaction from the students. However, it is better than no
classes. Some members have made a choice not to use Zoom but it appears the classes still
have on average two thirds attendance of those people who are enrolled. Tutors and students
are all really looking forward to participating in live classes at our Hills Hub building. Let us
hope we are all back to normal very soon.
Migrant Nations and Australian History
This year we have looked at the history of countries where many of our ancestors have come
from. Obviously, Australia was colonised by the British and was (some still think it is!) part of
the Empire. From 1788 to post WW2 a vast majority of our immigrants have come from
Britain. English History is very much intertwined with Australian History. In fact, we were only
taught the Mother country’s history. Since 1946 the Greeks, Italians, Irish and Dutch, then
more recently, the Vietnamese, Indians, Chinese have arrived and made an impact on our
country. Our study included a history of the original country and focusing on the people who
migrated to Australia.
We have a few originals (Paul Bianco) who came to our class and gave us some of their
experiences.
Dick Bartley

10

Creative Writing Class
Like all other groups, we are missing having real face-to-face sessions. In fact, there have
been only nine sessions so far this year. We are desperately hoping that such sessions can
resume this year.
Despite the lockdown, we are still working on optional homework topics. The following is a
list of them so far this year. Sometimes there is a choice. This is why the list is so long.
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.
8.
9.
10.
11.
12.
13.
14.
15.
16.
17.
18.
19.

dancing like there’s no tomorrow
drawing a long bow
gratitude
ripsnorter
I couldn’t believe it was true
a piece that is “unfinished” where other members of the group could write
their own ending
a piece with many questions in it
a piece with many exclamations in it
a piece with many interjections in it
lineament / poetaster / glossalalia / magma / chiack / libidinous /
Wunambal flat / maiden / front / crush / Christmas/ hay / hatchet
green / anger / hearing / snake / weather / story announcements and
Restrictions
using any of the 40 characters / places / time settings / lines of dialogue /
lines of description that we used in a quick activity
here we go again
revolution
merry Christmas
time with family
Medusa’s Tresses
flames of destruction
Fire of renewal

There have been many excellent pieces written by members on the above. It never
ceases to amaze me that there is so much creativity and skill in our members. I am also
constantly amazed at how many different ideas we come up with when we all start with
the same starting point. Members of U3A who are not in the creative writing group and
who are running out of things to do in this horrible lockdown might like to choose from
the above list of brain teasers and see what you come up with.

Peter Saunders
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Photography
Thinking back, it’s hard to remember when we last met in The Hub, but perhaps it was a
practical session on shooting portraits. Since then, we’ve continued on our merry way via
Zoom. And now it’s October! Mamma mia! How time flies when you’re
having fun.
We’ve taken portraits of each other, (see Mal
at left), taken the cameras out on the oval to
try to capture autumn leaves being thrown in
the air, (see Pauline Bunker’s image at right),
fulfilled a set of challenges - a scavenger hunt
- like “looking up”, spider webs, a landscape,
etc, experimented with various camera
settings. We then shared and discussed our
photos on Zoom. The idea was to try to get
that aperture, shutter speed and ISO setting
just right for each situation.
Henk Van den Berg has captured Allan Pan as
he is – laid back, camera in hand, ready for the
next photo opportunity. This was on a group
outing to Kurth Kiln out of Gembrook. We are
all looking forward to our next planned field
trip to Cardinia Reservoir, something we shall
do as soon as these restrictions allow.
Although members have done well completing
projects at home, Zooming is just not the same
as being together live, and field trips are
always popular.
We recently had, Nick Wellman, a professional photographer, join us on Zoom to talk about
and show his special Covid lockdown project that he completed last year. The project involved
Nick photographing many of his neighbours in their front yards, in B&W. It was followed up
with an exhibition at Whitehorse Artspace Gallery in Box Hill this year.
Pauline van de Pavoordt

Kerryn Robinson
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These two images are from the set task to capture or suggest movement.

Elizabeth Streeter

Wendy Allen

The two images of flowers below were taken by Jan Whittaker on group outing to George
Tindale Gardens in Sherbrooke

Hopefully we shall eventually be
able to get out and about again,
especially the planned trip to
Cardinia Reservoir. This potentially
award-winning image, of Cardinia,
showing the tower on a cold, bleak
day is by Kim Buck.

Paul Bianco
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Poetry
I was lucky to have parents who recited poetry to me from an early age.
One of my first memories is sitting on my mum’s knee as she recited
passages from Henry Longfellow’s, Hiawatha or Alfred Noyes, The Highway
Man. I must have been about three.
Because of dyslexia, I found school difficult. Focusing on the line of text or
multiplying 7263 X 45 when the words and numbers keep moving around
the page is hard work. It remains hard work.
However, one subject I loved and found easy was poetry. I was so fortunate to have had a
couple of inspiring teachers during my school days who could make poems come alive and
those experiences have stayed with me for life. Aged nine, (the boy with the big front teeth –
I guess must have grown into them). I had a teacher who brought the magic characters
created by Lewis Carroll and Edward Lear to life. In high school, it was a charismatic teacher
who read DH Lawrence, The Snake. I remember it was a scorching day in that stuffy classroom
just like the stifling heat in the poem.
At the raw age of nineteen I was posted to a remote one teacher in the Wimmera, a school
of eight kids. Not another building or adult in sight for miles. Today it’s hard to imagine a
school without power, running water, telephone, or flushing toilets and so isolated. This was
a wonderful experience for a lad, but it was also a very lonely one. I kept myself sane by
learning lots of poems by Banjo Paterson and Henry Lawson. And they have kept me company
all my life. Once the habit was formed, I learned many more poems over the years. At one
time, I could recall about a hundred and seventy. In the years before mobile phones, I
sometimes got odd looks from other drivers when I was lost in my own world spouting poetry
to myself at the traffic lights. These days they would probably think I was just on the phone.
Learning poetry has so many benefits. Poems hold tremendous power because they are the
best language, in the best order, in concentrated form. They make you stop and feel and think.
They transport you to other worlds, away from your present troubles. Because they use words
with beauty and care, they demand to be read aloud with attention and without rush. They
are the linguistic equivalent of the best food and wine. If read aloud, and slowly, the rhythms
of a good poem can be calming and therapeutic regardless of its subject matter.
If you haven’t learned a poem recently, I would urge you to try a short verse to store in your
head. You won’t ever regret the time it takes you because it will always be there waiting for
you. Maybe, like me, you will recite it to yourself when the dentist is drilling or when you are
waiting for a bus or in some boring meeting. Here’s a very short poem you might like to try.
It is by Alfred, Lord Tennyson. Experience the magic of those thirty-nine words.
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The Eagle
He clasps the crag with crooked hands,
Close to the sun in lonely lands.
Ringed with the azure world he stands.
The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls.
He watches from his mountain walls,
And like a thunderbolt he falls.
Three poems by John Masefield 1878-1967
Mac Craig

Wine Appreciation Class
The Quiz.

May 2021

Q1:

Do you know how Merlot got its name?

Is it

(a) named after a black-bird
(b) named after the colour of the grape
(c) named after a French word.

The Wine Appreciation class continues to delight and inspire. It is the perfect marriage of
education and stimulation; fun and personal development. We are constantly honing our
skills and expanding our appreciation of all things grape.
Our tutor (renowned scientist and Master champagne maker) Henk van den Bergen sets a
quiz as part of each session. We research the questions at home, then check our answers in
class.
But more about the quiz later…
In May this year, (during a brief respite between lockdowns) we visited Kellybrook Winery, in
the Yarra Valley. We toured the vineyard with their extraordinary winemaker Stuart Dudine.
Stuart gave a detailed account of all aspects of wine making including: grape growing and
harvesting, climate, aspect and terroir; to pressing grapes, fermentation in stainless steel vats
versus oak barrels, organic and sustainable practices, chemical additives and more!
Stuart has a sound knowledge of scientific principles, which, when combined with experience
and inherent knowledge means he knows how to make wine and talk about it.
We relished the sweet musky fragrance of fermentation and the flood of information,
interrupting occasionally to ask questions, which Stuart enjoyed. Intuition also plays a part in
winemaking, the intelligence and spirit of the winemaker influencing the final product. Stuart
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generally knows what to expect from each harvest and how to tweak the wine for added
surprise.
He spoke about his preference to limit additives, favouring natural acidity, stabilisation and
wild yeasts rather than adding chemicals. Stuart does not use or like ‘fining agents’ preferring
the authentic character and distinctiveness of each wine to shine through. This however is
not without issue as we later discovered when tasting a cloudy red wine. It takes some
adjusting to accept cloudy wine because we are so used to seeing perfectly clear wine.
Stuart strives for a healthy ecology above and below ground, and practices sustainable,
organic agriculture, using no herbicides or pesticides. I congratulate him for this. Surely, it is
the future direction for winemaking.
We returned to the showroom,
completing the visit with an extensive
guided tasting of six wines and the
subsequent purchase of our favourites.
This trip was intended to herald a year
of further winery visits, an aspect of the
class I was certainly looking forward to,
following the long lockdown of 2020,
but it was not to be. Before we knew it,
we were back in lockdown again, and in
a repeat of 2020, out of the hub and
into the ethernet.
It is now September and since May we have experienced long lockdowns, an horrific storm,
an earthquake, relentless isolation and ever increasing Covid Delta cases. We have all suffered
without the support and comfort of family and friends. Yet through it all, every fortnight, like
clockwork, we gather in front of our screens for wine class. We are zooming of course.
Everyone is jaded, we want this Covid business to be over. We want to meet again in person
at the beautiful new U3A hub in Emerald where we spread out over two adjoining rooms.
(necessary when you consider the space needed by each person to taste up to six wines then
document them.
Those real-life classes - though I hardly remember them, are naturally, quite different to
zoom. But it is more than that. They are especially changed by Covid and the half-life situation
we are living in. In person we are better behaved. We try harder. Aim for decorum. Make an
effort. Everyone dresses up, looks good, smells good, and I have realised since then, how
much we communicate by inuendo and body language: a raised eyebrow, a wry smile, a wee
cough.
After nearly two years of isolation, I think a lot about those real-life classes, and how much
we took for granted. We lived such carefree lives, moving freely through the world, touching
people and things, sharing the same air and never questioning it.
I think about the intangible aura that surrounds humans in a room together. It used to be a
good thing. Now it’s dangerous. It used to be uplifting. Now it’s depressing. Now we go out
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of our way to avoid people. And the thought of a crowd rattles us. There was a beautiful
innocence to our BC lives, and I mourn the loss of that.
There is no doubt that humans need other humans. We are happier and healthier in close
proximity - even those who see themselves as loners, fiercely independent, solitary figures,
like myself, become better people, when interacting with those they respect and admire.
This has been proven by the lengthy lockdowns and anti-social behaviour we have had to
practice during the stubborn, persistent reign of Corona Virus. We are all feeling some degree
of anxiety or depression.
I love the members of our wine class and the atmosphere created when we are in a room
together but being human also means making the best of any given situation, which is exactly
what we have done, converting the wine class to Zoom. All credit to our Master tutor Henk,
who switched to Zoom, immediately the first lockdown began in 2020 and who has not missed
a class since.
Zoom is an interesting medium. Body language doesn’t play much of a part. Screens are small
and you really only see someone’s head. AC Zoom (After Covid) wine class entails sitting alone
at home staring at your screen with a bottle of wine for company. Our tutor sits in his house
doing the same thing. Screens are small and distances vast, so we rely heavily on SOUNDS to
get attention.
And we crave attention. After nearly 2 years of lockdowns no amount of attention is enough.
We embrace zoom, choosing our words carefully, often trying to be funny. Getting a laugh is
good. It ensures further engagement.
I have noticed that this year, now that we are back Zooming – indefinitely it seems, that we
are more competitive. With rising impatience and jaded nerves, we traipse through a second
year in isolation. It’s like cycling in quick sand. Insurmountable. We are more demanding,
more restless.
Our wine class is competitive anyway (in a friendly non combative way) but now we seem to
argue enthusiastically about everything. We are like children. We have no shame. We will do
anything to be heard. (Henk can mute anyone who’s waxing too lyrically but I don’t think he
does).
AC Zoom is about making the best of it. We have to, we don’t have a choice, even though we
are all fed up with lock-downs. And yet, strange as it may seem, we have managed to convert
the wine class – an utterly sensory experience – to Zoom - successfully. Who would have
thought this possible?
Swilling wine in a glass, noting the clarity, the colour, the nose (smell) - to a computer screen.
Sitting alone in a room, employing our olfactory sense, awakening our taste modalities,
sensing sourness, saltiness, sweetness, umami; noting the differences, writing it all down.
Scoring each wine we taste, carefully considering its attributes and flaws, scoring it out of 20,
then patiently awaiting our turn to tell.
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One member’s wife said “It’s a wine-club not a wine-class!” Which got me thinking. It’s funny
how a few tiny letters can alter meaning. Changing ass to ub. I really like the idea of a wine
club. I don’t know why. Perhaps the sense of fun appeals. I see us visiting France, touring
wineries from Champagne to Bordeaux. But wine class is fun. Even when zooming, I never
want to miss a class.
Perhaps the main difference between a class and a club is
that one is (supposedly) more educational.
Visiting French wineries would be educational. Besides, how
do you measure learning? Our wine class is brimming with
ideas. Is a club more informal? Our class is bubbly. Perhaps
we are a classub, or maybe a clubass?
The wine class runs for approximately two hours once a
fortnight. If you are curious about any aspect of the
wonderful world of wine, then you may wish to join.
The first hour includes a seminar and quiz. Henk prepares
both, emailing the quiz to us the week before class. The quiz is our homework. Both seminar
and quiz relate to the topic for that session. Sometimes we have a guest speaker. The seminar
may be on any aspect of wine making from grape growing, fermentation, chemicals, yeasts,
climate, terroir and so on.
Our most recent seminar was ‘The use of oak in wine-making’. You’d be surprised at how
much there is to learn about oak: e.g., why oak is the favoured wood for wine barrels, which
oak is the best, how barrels are made, how oak reacts to wine and influences its flavour.
(Being a scientist Henk dips into scientific explanations with ease, which I really enjoy). Did
you know that some oak barrels are charred on the inside? They are literally put over a fire
and burned which imparts desirable aromas into the wine. This process is called ‘toasting’ and
there is a scientific reason for doing it. Toasting caramelises the wood’s natural sugars. Lightly
toasted barrels provide subtle flavours of vanilla, caramel, coconut and cinnamon whereas
further toasting imparts stronger flavours of coffee, cocoa, honey and even baked apple.
Some people find wine tasting terminology over the top but it’s there for a reason. Science
can explain most things.
Most toasting these days is achieved using a hand held blow-torch but some barrels are still
toasted the traditional way.
But back to the quiz. Henk is trying to give us the answers, followed by a brief synopsis on
each question. He likes to explain the reason for the question, which is an excellent teaching
tool. We are busy marking our work sheets. Henk awards a prize to the winner and we are all
competing as usual. Today is much like any other class: we are hotly debating each and every
answer. Only today as we zoom there is a storm raging outside. The wind is howling, my roof
is rattling, and rain is lashing the window behind me. We are enmeshed in animated
discussion over every single answer. I have noticed that the quiz takes longer to correct, each
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week that lockdown continues. We obsess over micro issues, stew over each other’s answers.
Today the crescendo of our voices matches the rising tempest outside.
“Getting back to question 4” Henk says, to no avail.
My trees are now almost horizontal and the roar of the wind is deafening. Branches are
cracking but there’s no stopping us. We are beyond excited, gushing. We are challenging each
other over the exact size of the Yarra Valley, and everyone it seems has an opinion.
“How many square kilometers is it? No, no way! Where did you get your information? How
recent was it?... Oh 2014 – no wonder. Of course, that figure is out of date…. (we shout) “Have
you included the Upper Yarra and the Valley? The Lower Yarra? What? Noooooo, I’ve never
heard it called that! (laughter) and I’ve lived here for x years… Well, call it The Valley, OK OK
then, but have you included it in your figures?”
Suddenly one person who has not been squawking interjects “You should hear yourselves!
Anyone’d think the prize was a Maserati the way you’re all acting!”
Silence follows for 3 seconds as we ponder a brand-new Maserati on the driveway. I’d like a
red one, then we are right back into it, reaching dizzying
new loquacious heights. Someone is querying the exact
meaning of the words “vineyard’ and “winery.” Someone
else says “There are 2,837 hectares of vineyards in the
Yarra Valley”. Another person adds “no there are 6,157
acres of planted vineyards.” “Not all the acres are planted
with vines.” Another chips in. “What exactly are we
measuring here? Wineries or vineyards?” another person
says. “Not all wineries even have vineyards,” someone
else says. Then it’s my turn. I have had my hand up, have
been good, have been trying really hard not to interrupt.
I give my answer “I got approximately 2,500 hectares
from a group called Wine Yarra Valley.”
Then suddenly my zoom stops working.
And I am out.
In the dark.
The screen is dead.
No one can hear me.
NO
I bash at my phone, hitting reconnect… It doesn’t work. I need to be zooming. I swear at my
phone, bang at the frozen screen, stand up and flap my arms about. I am furious. Upset.
Devastated. I am desperate for air-waves – or whatever those invisible wifi signals are called.
But they don’t appear.
Wine class is over
Prematurely
And I am not happy.
Nora Sumberg
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In Appreciation
Thanks must go to Nola Bianco for the great zoom catch ups we
have had on zoom. This card is a combination of my ‘loves’ and
I am so very grateful to the talented tutors. I have made this so
I can email as a card! Think it is a combination of my U3A classes
and my passion for flowers.

Only a novice at the botanical art, I did not draw the rose
but it remains my goal. I have used the techniques learnt
at the couple of classes I attended this year, stippling,
feathering, and highly unstructured zentangling. The
latter somewhat wild but I like that too. 🤣 Explored
some paints further, coloured inks and how I could use
my slowly acquired lettering in Calligraphy as a lefthanded writer.

Elaine Hahn

Prevention being better than cure, I am just wondering if anybody has seen these two very
informative nutritional videos:
1.Zinc https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yISH-sCvHXU
2.Vitamin D https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LfZpLllgd5Q

Bronwyn Gardner
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Our Musicians Overcome the Lock Down
What, I ask, can we possibly do to keep interest going in our zoom sessions? Our resourceful
musicians keep coming up with interesting and enjoyable performances which remind us that
there is ‘life’ and activity out there beyond our own ‘four walls’.
To emulate playing together we mute ourselves then play to a backing track which Robyn has
made and which Michael plays for us over ‘zoom’. This keeps us ready for when we can again
play as a group. Each week several people will play a solo item to which we can listen. There
are some very talented people in the group who not only perform but compose their own
music and write the lyrics.
To give us moments of laughter and fun one creative member wrote a ‘lockdown song’. The
words are applicable to each member and their characteristics within the group. Moments of
laughter also come with renditions of humorous songs.
Recently we have introduced a short segment when one member speaks about other
activities/pastimes which they enjoy. To date we have learnt about lawn bowls, Powerful
Owls and coming up are other topics such as “Animals of Africa”, Musical Instruments from
the past.
This group of people have been amazing with their ability to keep giving to one another
through sharing performance, creativity, conversation and loyal attendance throughout this
trying time of ‘Covid life’.

Gaye Dunstan

21

Fragile
Age is just a number so I'm told
So, meeting with my maker is still on hold
But this hold on activity is impacting my fragility
And exposing my resistance to the cold.
So, I need just an hour on the loose
My sensitive neck free from this noose
All I need is a minute to get myself in it
and dream up some `valid' excuse.
So then dreaming of what can I do
Something different and entirely quite new
The penny just drops
I'll trot off to the shops and pick-up an item or two.
Then I hear in the background a word
And then something like `haven't you heard?'
There’re things you should know before you set off and go
Straight away my interest was stirred
We now order things on the `net'
Can you see where it's going, you bet!
Through no fault of mine it's all done `on line'
With a list of the things you must get.
If you come from my era by chance
My dilemma appears at a glance
At a time in the past when the pace was less fast
A laptop was some naughty dance!
So, a stumbling block suddenly appears
Producing the sum of all fears
I'll have to learn some new jargon
To still get a bargain
And prevent it all ending in tears.
To contribute my bit to the nation
I'll adhere to some obscure regulation
But I won't go `on line'
While I'm still feeling fine
I don't need the additional frustration.
My interest has been quickly diminished
My scheming it seems
Were a fragile man's dreams
And so sadly my jingle is finished.
“Yours, Alan B.”

Alan Beckwith
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The Love of a Garden
This is the view from my living room onto my small but much-loved garden. I live on a 420 sq
meter block in Berwick. Now in our second year of the pandemic and having been subjected
to the world’s longest and harshest lockdowns, our little or large gardens assume an even
greater importance in our lives. Well, certainly mine!
Spring has arrived and the bulbs, daisies, lavenders, primula, and iris are so colourful. The
orange tree is covered in fruit. Climbing peas, silver beet, rhubarb, broccoli and assorted
herbs provide some wonderful fresh food.
The spinebills and wattlebirds visit the salvia while blackbirds are busy scratching the ground
constantly. It’s a small suburban area and not particularly special except through my eyes. I
love it. It sustains me. I love planning where my summer veggies will go and preparing the soil
with my own compost, picking posies of spring flowers, trimming and weeding. Or just sitting
back in my living room as I am right now watching the sun glistening off the damp leaves and
flowers from recent rain.
The beauty gives me such pleasure and I feel very lucky to have my small much-loved space
in these difficult locked down times.

Margaret Edwards
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What Have You Been Up To?
Apart from the usual forms of escape, (walks in beautiful nature, gardening, phone chats,
Zooms, good books, preparing nourishing meals and in my case continuing with my parents’
story) from the deluge of the daily ‘blah’ news about Covid, I have been listening to my VERY
OLD cassette tape of Mario Lanza Favourites. His version of You’ll Never Walk Alone is so
relevant right now and the last line which he delivers like his heart would burst out of his
chest, has me in tears, EVERY TIME. Likewise, ‘Che Gelida Manina’ from La Boheme. What a
voice! Sometimes I also play my old Israeli dancing cassette and dance around the kitchen.
Anyone walking past might think, ‘Yeah, she’s lost it.’
Words in poetry, reading it, or writing it, transcend and articulate what we think of as
ordinary, and seem to evoke and heighten memories and experiences. Jacqueline Kennedy
Onassis loved ‘America, The Beautiful’ an ode by Katharine Lee Bates and it later became a
patriotic song. One of my all - time favourites is Max Ehrman’s ‘Desiderata’ and another little
piece by max, ‘Whatever Else You Do’.
Some more that I love:
Seamus Heaney’s ‘Postscript’ describes the impact a drive through nature has.
‘Make me a Channel of Your Peace’, a prayer of St. Francis of Assisi.
‘One Art’ by Elizabeth Bishop about how the art of losing isn’t so hard to master.
William Shakespeare’s ‘Sonnet XV111’.
Emily Dickinson’s ‘Hope is the Thing with Feathers’.
Robert Frost’s ‘The Road Not Taken’; William Butler Yeats’ ‘The Lake of Innisfree’; ‘My
Country’ by Dorothea Mackellar written when she was 19; ‘In the Park, Looking’ by Barbara
Giles. And... my grandson Sam wrote ‘The Surfers Call’ when he was about 12.
He LOVES surfing.

A natural untouched world
Relentless waves crashing on the rocks, like a wakeup call to me
Salty air brushing past my face
the endless line of swell urging me to enter the icy glassy water
the mesmerising waves
peeling across nature’s swimming pool the surfers call
my reality
my future

Anna Gdanski

24

A Letter from Aldo Bellemo
I missed celebrating my 80th birthday last year and again my 81st this year with my family
and friends. My Art Exhibition was postponed from September last year to May this year and
I hoped we would have gone back to normality. No way!! back to lock down.
I was not going to surrender. I was resolute to fight. I did not accept the proverbial Italian
expression: COSÌ È LA VITA (such is life). No, I must adapt to a new way of teaching at the U3A.
I did not want to abandon my students who have been with me for 12 years.
I chose to teach via email every week 2 or 3 times a week. I was cheesed off by the pandemic.
My students even bought me a new book to use it as a text book. I knew they were keen to
learn. They speak to me in Italian as much as possible. I knew that most of them were able to
read and express themselves in Italian. So I put together a series of extracts from what I
gathered from my Italian friends in Facebook. These writings are very interesting, and I must
say they are philosophical and the students themselves are telling me they are mind
challenging.
I write the letter in Italian; my explanations are in Italian (by the way I was tempted to write
this article in Italian but I wanted it to be printed!). I ask them to translate the extracts and
do you know what? Some of them translate also what I write.
Of course, there are some grammatical errors. I send them back with some corrections and
when we come back to the Hub, we will be re-examining them and make some additional
corrections if necessary. And I must add that there is a particular student who studies Dante
Alighieri in great details and she was one of 3 students who translated an interesting article
from the school of Venice which was an optimal translation.
Besides this I finished a painting (a city scape) and I
read 3 excellent books. My favourite one was
CIVILISATION by Kenneth Clark. It was a BBC
television series. Clark emphasised that it was not a
history of the Arts, but a history of life-giving beliefs
and ideas through the medium of Art. The second
book is ARTS AND IDEAS by William Fleming. It’s a
history of the humanities, Art, Architecture, music,
literature, and philosophy from ancient world to the
present day. The third one is MAINSTREAMS OF
MODERN ART from French Impressionism, Italian
Futurism and German Expressionism, American
Abstractionism etc, etc. So many isms.
I have a lot more to say. I think I said enough… Ciao to all

Aldo
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A Bit More from Aldo
I’ve been sorting out some drawings while I was doing for the Architectural course at the
RMIT. Amongst hundreds of them I’ve chosen these 3:
A proposal of Williamstown Terraces. Since I’ve just come from the lagoon of Venice, I
proposed a small township with canals and bridges with shops and places to eat or just sit
down for a cafè or a drink. You have to remember it was late 60s. The reaction in the design
class was surreal. Nobody else thought to come out with such an idea. We certainly had a
great time discussing it.

The other 2 were part of my thesis: A Multicultural
Centre in Victoria Street, on a site black-listed by
the construction union. I submitted my thesis in
1974. The subject was very topical so I took the
opportunity to propose such a centre. All the
drawings were done in ink on tracing paper.

The painting is the last one I’ve finished
in May: it is The New RMIT opposite
the old one. No students to be seen.
Complete lock down.

Aldo Bellemo
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Filling Up Lockdown Time
About 2 years ago, I bought plans for a radio-controlled yacht. It’s constructed in 3mm ply
and is 600mm long. It’s a fairly simple design and when I finished building it, I took it sailing
on Emerald Lake. Controlling its direction and getting it to come back to where I was standing
proved a challenge. However, I discovered there is an active model sailing club at Lilydale so
started planning a trip down there to join the activities.
Like many other people, my plans were put on hold by lockdowns and our little craft has sat
unused in the garage for many months.
Not to be deterred, I ordered another set of plans from the US with the expectation of having
two yachts to sail when the Lockdown ceased. The new yacht is 122mm long and is somewhat
more complicated to build. The way things stand, I think the lockdown will be finished well
before the second yacht. However, the project is soaking up time and I’m learning new skills.
My time at U3A Working with Wood class has helped and there’s always YouTube.

Mal Bowmaker
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Moroccan Spiced Tea Cake
This has been our favourite morning/afternoon tea recipe during lockdown. It is a real winner!
Kay and Mac Craig
Ingredients:
75g sultanas
75g dried chopped apricots
75g chopped prunes
½ cup dried blueberries
½ cup dried cranberries
250ml hot black tea
225g self-raising flour
2 tsp Moroccan spice
150g. raw sugar
2 eggs lightly beaten
milk

75g currants
¼ tsp salt

Method:
Combine all the fruits in a bowl and pour over the hot
tea. Cover and leave in a cool place overnight to allow
the fruit to absorb the tea.
Preheat the oven to 190c (180c fan forced) and line a
1 litre loaf tin with baking paper.
Mix the flour, Moroccan Spice and salt together, then
add the sugar. Add the fruit mixture (including the
liquid) and the eggs, stirring till combined. The batter
should be dropping consistency – if too thick add a
little milk.
Scrape the mix into the prepared tin and bake for 5055 minutes until a skewer inserted in the middle comes
out clean. Remove from the oven and set aside for ten
minutes before inverting on to a cake rack to cool.
Slice and spread with butter to serve. The loaf will keep for 3 days, after which the slices may
be toasted. Enjoy!
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A Lockdown Reflection from a Reformed Camera Collector
Perhaps one good thing about
lockdown is that it challenges you to
find ways of passing the time that you
would not normally risk or want to
consider. Like reading Wittgenstein or
Schopenhauer, for instance, or, in my
case, cleaning and polishing the
collection of old German film cameras
that I had deliberately hidden from
sight years ago in the hope that it would
cure me of the mad compulsion to
collect more. I was taking a big risk. I
had been an addicted collector of old German cameras ever since I visited the Camberwell
Sunday Market years ago. I had gone there to look for an old brass bathroom tap, but became
distracted almost as soon as I walked through the gate by the sight of a young Asian man
standing behind an open violin case at his feet. The case contained a pile of shining old
cameras. I was immediately transfixed, and in retrospect think that I had lost my senses
without understanding why. I forgot about the tap and bought a Voigtländer Vito B instead.
I remembered seeing one advertised in a magazine when I was a schoolboy, and I marvelled
at having found one at the Camberwell Sunday Market decades later. It still worked, it looked
utterly beautiful, and I know that fellow camera collectors will understand completely when
I say that the Skopar f3.5 lens compared well with the Skopar f2.8 and the six-element Ultron
f2.0 when stopped down to f8 or f11. I learnt that later, of course, when I was truly mad.
I feel relieved that this risky lockdown flirtation with
my old cameras has not revived my former mad
passion. I am completely cured now. Well, alright, I
happen to be looking for a Rolleiflex 2.8 Bayonet 3
hellrot filter at the moment (please contact me if you
have one to sell) but, hey, that is quite normal.

Eddie Vaughan
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Trivial Pursuit

Is much enjoyed by Joyce Bell in her Lifestyle Village. Thanks for sending these questions in,
Joyce. Try not to look at the right-hand side as you test yourself. Yes, I know it’s hard but it’s
possible. Have fun.
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With so many stresses and strains in our lives at present, your editor has decided to
inaugurate an Agony Column to help you with some of the more important problems that
may beset us. Our highly qualified expert will answer your queries in a compassionate and
intelligent way. I hope this will be a valuable service for our U3A community.

Aunty K’s Agony Column
Dear Auntie K,
I have become increasingly frustrated with the difficulty of opening many commercial
products because of the ridiculous packaging and sealing that is employed. I am not
a doddery, feeble senior as I belong to a vibrant and youthful minded U3A, and yet, I
am made to feel powerless by these uncaring companies.
What can I do?
Marguerite M. Menzies Creek
Dear Marguerite,
I can entirely empathise with you and the very difficult situation you find yourself in. I also am
NOT a doddery, feeble senior. I do cryptic crosswords and Pilates - not at the same time of
course but I too, share your frustration.
Only this morning I spent ages trying to find the wrench in the tool shed to undo a screw top
bottle of organic almond milk.
Even then, it took a marathon effort and the organic almond milk squirted all over my organic
stone benchtop. The benchtop presents a bit of a problem as well as it needs cleaning with a
special paste. My husband bought the said organic paste called Click ‘n’ Clean with a
guaranteed Super Safety Top, but so far, he has been unable to click or clean because he can’t
get the Super Safety Top off! Anyway- back to you Marguerite.
I think the solution for you is to grow your own produce and forsake commercial products.
Stick to tap water for your drinks, although I find turning taps on and off can also present a
challenge. This is where an efficient plumber can help. Our plumber is very helpful on the
domestic front and in summer he wears very short shorts which I find quite refreshing.
Many people grow their own produce not because, as they claim, they want fresh, organic
tasty food, but because they can’t open the bloody packages from the supermarket. So, Grow
Your Own is big.
If this is not an option for you, I suggest a banana-based diet where the packaging is simple
and easy to remove.
Best of luck!

Auntie K

Golden Light
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That gorgeous golden Australian light
That filters through the shivering gum
leaves
Dappling and fluttering
Then lying in long honeyed bars across
the land
In the late afternoon.
There’s nothing like it in all the world
It gives a dusty halo to every bush and
tree
Every creature is coated in its pollen
We can raise our hands to the light and
almost see through them
We are kissed by light
Dancing in light
Moving joyously in light.

Gillian Sealby
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OK, Here is Some Good News
Martin Buoncristiani
There is so much negative news about the many and diverse problems we face that
sometimes really good news is overlooked by the media. The cold, hard fact is that our
problems are real; the world we live in tolerates those chained by poverty, tyranny and
inequity, countries are in conflict, the environment is threatened and we are in the midst of
a pandemic. These serious problems are newsworthy, but so are efforts to alleviate them.
One such effort began in September 2015 when the UN convened a global summit to address
the most compelling problems the world faces. The result was a program of Sustainable
Development Goals (SDG) which provide encouragement for all countries to ensure
opportunity for everyone on a healthy planet; to promote prosperity while protecting the
environment.

Here is a description from the UN:
The Sustainable Development Goals are a call for action by all countries – poor, rich
and middle-income. They recognize that ending poverty must go hand-in-hand with
strategies that build economic growth and address a range of social needs including
education, health, social protection, and job opportunities, while tackling climate
change and environmental protection. More important than ever, the goals provide a
critical framework for COVID-19 recovery.
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These are idealistic goals, but important since they represent the first time that earthlings
have come together in such a united effort to ensure a sustainable future for everyone. We
can argue about the independence and efficacy of the UN, but the SDG remain a written
document to which the countries of the world are committed. This is the good news. A glass
half full and a call for all of us to keep an eye on that glass. Here is where to focus your eye:
https://www.un.org/sustainabledevelopment/.
The program began with an initial systematic assessment of developed nations; a “stress test”
of rich countries preparedness to act on the SDG [1]. Conspicuously absent from this
assessment is China so there have been independent assessments of its compliance [2]; they
conclude China is strongly compliant with many but not all the goals.
Below is the report’s assessment for Australia.
Overall
Australia ranks 18th out of 34 countries across all dimensions of this study’s SDG Index. t
numbers among the top five in seven of the 34 indicators. Australia’s performance, however,
varies considerably. On eleven of the indicators, it can be found in the bottom third.
Strengths
On average, Australians can expect to live 73 years in full health; this places the country
among the best performers for this indicator. Australia is also among the top countries for
goal 11 (inclusivity, safety, resilience and sustainability of cities and human settlements).
Australians enjoy considerable domestic space, with 2.3 rooms per person, with particulate
matter air pollution below World Health Organization safety thresholds. In addition, the
country ranks fifth in gross agricultural nutrient balances with a surplus of just 15 kilograms
per hectare of agricultural land, indicating that nitrogen and phosphorous are used in farming
in a way that minimizes pollution. By comparison, the average OECD country has a surplus of
67 kilograms while South Korea, the worst performer on this indicator, has a surplus of 259
kilograms per hectare of agricultural land. Also noteworthy: Australia ranks among the top
five countries in this study for goal 14 (which calls for the sustainable use of oceans, seas and
marine resources). The country comes in fifth on the Ocean Health Index and second on the
use of its fish stocks. Australia’s fish stocks are overexploited at a rate of “only” 15.2 percent,
better than the very high 17.8 percent OECD average and just 0.2 percent behind front-runner
Japan, but still illustrating how some of today’s best performances simply are not good
enough.
Weaknesses
With 47 tons per capita, Australia has the worst rates of domestic material consumption
among the OECD countries. The country also generates 647 kilograms of municipal waste per
capita, putting it 30th among the 34 countries studied. These two indicators jointly measure
the sustainability of consumption and production patterns (goal 12).
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Australia’s performance is equally dismal for goal 13 (which calls for action to combat climate
change and its impacts). In terms of both greenhouse gas emissions and CO2 emissions from
energy production, Australia ranks 33rd, with the country’s fossil fuel energy production
causing 17 tons of carbon dioxide emissions per capita. By comparison, the top five countries
each emit less than 5 tons per capita.
The United Nations Sustainable Development Goals provide an opportunity to change the
trajectory of humanity toward a sustainable and equitable future. At the very least we all
need to be aware of it; better if we can encourage rational participation by government.
References
[1] Kroll, C. “Sustainable development goals: are the rich countries ready?”, Published by
Bertelsmann Stiftung (September 2015). Are the Rich Countries Ready?
[2] Assessment for China https://www.nature.com/articles/s41598-021-87376-8

Martin Buoncristiani
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Philosophy Musings
Many of us have been exercising our deeper thinking for
years in our philosophy group. Losing our tutor Roland Keele
some years ago left us all wondering what we would do. The
fates were smiling on us when Keith Purdie came into our
lives. Keith has had us all searching again to understand the
greatest thinkers of the past, and to come to our own
understandings of some of the most important questions in
life. Our group has benefitted profoundly from Keith’s
erudition, clarity of explanation, and encouragement for us
all to think a bit more deeply and a bit more broadly. We are
a diverse bunch, with a range of views that we don’t hesitate
to express. Thank you, Keith for always making each of us feel
valued. Those Tuesday mornings, when for two hours we would step off the daily treadmill
and just think hard, have been like nourishment for many of us. We all wish Keith well in his
move and his new life in western Victoria. I suspect there will be a very lucky U3A somewhere
over there.
Pat Buoncristiani
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The War Of The Worlds
The human race is at war with the Covid 19 Virus.
Like all wars, we are pitting our knowledge of
things (Vaccines) against a pitiless, foe. (Virus)
We have huge amounts of knowledge, and a
well-oiled machine, against a chemical molecule
of matter that is invisible, odourless and
tasteless.
The molecule attaches itself to human cells, does
damage, and replicates at an alarming rate,
leaving humans infected and able to pass that infection on multiple times. The trigger for
them to mutate (change form), is a reduction in their infecting properties.
Do they ‘know’ why they change?
MUTATION
A mutation is not produced alone. It is one of a number of changes that can occur at that
time. Each change competing against one another for maximum effect. The Darwinian
concept of survival of the fittest is evidenced by this process. Whether it creates an ALPHA or
DELTA or other strains is not controllable by man.
Unlike The War of the Worlds, in the fiction of
‘things’ from Mars attacking the world, we won
because the ‘things’ rusted in our atmosphere. We
have no simple solution. Our leaders talk of such
things as ‘hope’ without any real evidence that we
will be able to change things.
My, ‘hope’, is that the virus degrades itself, and
moves towards self-destruction. When will this
occur?
Dr. ‘Who knows’ (?)
Brian Passmore. 🤨
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A Cautionary Tale for Authors Looking for a Publisher
It all started at the beginning of 2020. I’d finished my book and I was ready to find a publishing
house. An Australian one preferably. I was a published author. This would be my second
book. My first was a memoir which did very well. This time around I decided to try fiction. It
gave me free reign to say what I wanted to. Fiction for me is truth in disguise. I can write what
I like and don’t have to worry about stepping on delicate toes. I decided to try my luck with
the mainstream. Of course, nobody had warned me how difficult that was going to be.
My first choice was Scribe Publications who were accepting unsolicited submissions for
literary fiction. Unfortunately, they only had two windows of opportunity in 2020 and I had
missed both. In fact, most of the publishing houses were closed. Still, I spent most of that year
researching publishing houses. I picked approximately ten that interested me and I thought I
was ready to go. I prepared my biography, synopsis and my manuscript to suit my first choice:
Scribe. So, I thought everything was hunky-dory.
In 2021 I had two windows of opportunity – 1 April through to 21 April; 1 September through
to 21 September. Warning that any submissions received outside these periods would be neither
read nor responded to.
So, I did some trial runs in the interim. In the email subject I placed the title of my manuscript
and my name. In the body of the email as specified,
I included my 500-word synopsis and an extract of my manuscript of up to 1500 words and a
brief CV.
That’s when the trouble started. Up till then I was using Pages. But Scribe wanted Word.
How difficult could that be, I thought. Well, it was bloody difficult. Besides, enlisting the
help of two very generous men: Paul Santo, appropriately named in this instance, and Morris
who has the patience of a saint, all was done on the phone so progress was slow. After much
trial and error and a few extra grey hairs I managed to place all the above into the right font:
Microsoft Word document as required. I was ready for the window of opportunity.
I couldn’t be happier. I thought I was now set for all the other submissions. But nothing could
be further from the truth.
Every publishing house has its own ideas on submitting. Some were only accepting
submissions during the first week of every month. Others, as Scribe had windows of
opportunity. Many had their own submission forms. None were exactly the same as the other.
Some wanted the synopsis as a 500-, 300- or 200-word document. While others specified only
a 50 words biography, while wanting to know everything about you.
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As for the manuscript some preferred a Word Document while others wanted it PDF format.
One wanted the first three chapters, others wanted anything from 20 pages to 100 pages from
the start of the manuscript and then there were those who wanted the whole Manuscript. And,
of course, the electronic versions of Manuscript should be 12pt Times New Roman font and
margin all around at least 4cm. etc. etc.
And unfortunately, there were those I couldn’t send to because they expected you to wait for
their answer before you send it elsewhere. And that could take anytime from three months to
6 months.
I came across some-literary agents-who wanted a lot, money and gave very little. Although
I’ll keep them in mind should I win the lottery.
And finally, while most send an automatic email acknowledging receipt of your submission
they all tell you if you are not contacted within four months or six months or whatever the case
may be, to please assume that they have decided not to pursue your manuscript.
However, by far the funniest part of this whole story is-today I received a response from one
of my choice of submissions. At least I thought so. I was beside myself thinking I had finally
hit the jackpot. It was from Austin Macauley Publisher saying while they liked my story it
didn’t meet the following requirements: non-fiction. And as my submission is outside of those
requirements, they are not able to consider it for publications.
Of course, I answered directly and I couldn’t stop laughing as I wrote back, ‘I’m suffering from
delirium sending too many submissions. I meant to send it to Pan Macmillan.
p.s.
Hi Mac, and shortly after I finished writing. I had a reply from Olympia Publishers offering a
proposed publishing contract. Perhaps all my efforts have come to fruition.
Who knows I may be able to pick and choose? Fingers crossed.
Dolores Bellemo

39

Crocodile Capers
Anyone who has lived in Papua New Guinea outside of the main centres has crocodile stories.
Here are three of mine.
At one stage I was posted to a village school about two hour's drive from the main centre. I
tended to go into town on a Friday afternoon to shop for supplies and return on Saturday
evening after a round of golf. After having got caught up in a poker game one Saturday evening
I was driving back at about 4.00 am on the Sunday morning. I was almost home when I saw a
movement by the side of the road and a ten-foot crocodile ran across in front of me. I gunned
the car at it and hit it with both sets of wheels. In the side mirror I could see it lying stunned
in the gutter before taking off into the bush. I wasn't stupid enough to get out of the car and
enter the bush in search of it!
Crocodiles being fairly uncommon in that area, when I told friends who passed through on
Sunday afternoon that I had run over one they asked how much I had had to drink in town,
had I run over or under the crocodile, and had it been pink with green polka-dots.
Unfortunately, my tale was vindicated when a few days later a woman in the village closest to
my encounter was taken by a crocodile.

On another posting I was on a huge lagoon. The villagers were getting upset by a crocodile
which had lately appeared and was taking a village dog from time to time. They feared for
their children. Early one afternoon a villager rushed up to tell me the croc had surfaced in the
middle of the lagoon and would I come and shoot it. They knew I had a .22 rifle. I grabbed a
few of the older kids who rushed home to get their paddles, commandeered a double-hulled
canoe and, standing on the prow of the canoe feeling like Sanders of the River, headed
towards the crocodile which was still on the surface. I managed to get one shot at it before it
dived and that was the end of the encounter. It was only in retrospect that I realised that had
I hit it with such an ineffective weapon as a .22 it might have become enraged, upsetting the
canoe with undesirable results.
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(Mentioning the .22 rifle allows me to digress for a moment. The villagers, having received a
cow as part of a bride price and not knowing how to slaughter it (few of them had ever seen
one) asked me to shoot it, which I did. My reward, brought to me that evening, was a huge
platter entirely covered with a gigantic quivering liver).

Towards the end of my PNG career I worked for the Office of the Chief Minister where I was
in charge of the 'political education' of the whole of an administrative District. The Whitlam
Government had indicated that independence would be coming very soon to PNG, but many
villagers were implacably opposed to the notion. The job of District Government Liaison
Officers, as we were titled, was to visit as many villages as possible and convince the people
that independence was coming and that it was good for them. The Western District where I
was based is huge and I had to charter planes and then trek to get to many of the villages.
On my visit to Lake Murray, on the
upper reaches of the Fly River,
where I experienced the hairiest
landing, I'd ever had in a light plane
(but that's another story) I had time
to visit an isolated crocodile farm. I
was walking along the narrow
muddy tracks between the cages
when suddenly a huge crocodile
lunged at me. I got the fright of my
life. I was less than two feet away
from where its bloodied nose hit
the arc-mesh fence. Seeing that the
arc-mesh
was
strong
I
contemplated walking past the croc
again but, what do you know folks, I
just couldn't do it!
Later the ranger told me that that particular crocodile had just been captured from the wild,
which accounted for its aggression. (Most crocodiles in farms or zoos just lie around looking
inert, except for feeding time).
So that's the croc stories. I'll save the snake stories for next time.
Bill Pell
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Memories of Afghanistan
Afghanistan!
A country of stupendous mountain
ranges, vast deserts, ancient villages,
beautiful cities and fascinating
people.
This was the Afghanistan that Mac
and I travelled through in the late
60s on our way to India with five
other companions in a Volkswagen
Combi Van. Our accommodation was
a tent and our kitchen was the back
of the van. With no toilet facilities
and washing limited to a small basin
of water each day, it was a bit of a
challenge.
But it was fantastic.
We entered the country from Iran and drove to the third largest city of Herat. We were able
to wander about freely looking at the shops and bazaars while people, mostly men, chatted
to us and called us to come and inspect their wares.
From there we drove to Kandahar, passing villages where we would stop to buy the beautiful
flat bread that was baked in a hole in the ground. It was delicious, but sometimes we would
find a stone embedded in the crust which was a real tooth hazard. Kandahar was beautiful
with lovely architecture and
fascinating
shops
and
markets. It was in one of
these shops that I tried on a
burka, the garment worn by
the Afghani women which
covers them completely. It
was heavy, hot and scratchy
and the lattice eye piece
made seeing difficult. I was
very glad to take it off and
the man who owned the
shop and had persuaded me
to try it on laughed when I
breathed a big sigh of relief.
Shopping in Kandahar
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On to the capital, Kabul. Again, we saw a city of beautiful buildings and gardens, bustling with
people going about their business. The
Afghani men were the best looking I had
seen anywhere- tall, dark and strong
looking. The few Afghani women we saw
not wearing a burka were also very good
looking and graceful.
We discovered a restaurant called The
Khyber near the American Embassy
which served American comfort foodroast chicken, salads, and lemon
meringue pie! After weeks of a very
limited diet this was just wonderful and
we had several great meals there.
From Kandahar we drove to Jalalabad, the last city before heading to the Khyber Pass and
down into Pakistan.
It’s hard to watch what has happened to Afghanistan in the years since then. So much of what
we saw and experienced during those weeks has gone but the memories of our amazing time
there will always be with us.
In the Khyber Pass

Kay Craig
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Adding to Mac’s Editorial Burdens:
Procrastination, Statistics, Deadlines and Marine Pollution
Mac’s quarterly emails begging for Newsletter submissions often send a shudder down my
spine. It’s not that I don’t want to write something for him – I am always full of good
intentions – but having been born with a dominant procrastination proclivity gene,
approaching deadlines have been known to fall by the wayside. The gene’s activity seems to
be directly statistically correlated with each passing birthday. Which reminds me, I must get
around to writing a paper about that…
But I do have sympathy for Mac’s position. Being an editor can be enormously satisfying, but
also a burden of balancing ethics, deadlines, content, artwork, layout and proofing, not to
mention having to deal with the whims and peculiarities of authors. My sympathies stem
from having been an editor of an international scientific journal for the past 21 years.
In my instance, this journal is Marine Pollution Bulletin, and
the section within it that I edit is called “Baseline”. Commonly
referred to simply as “MPB”, the journal has just celebrated
its 50th anniversary. It’s origins in the UK date back to the 1968
Torrey Canyon incident, in which that vessel (like so many
before it) foundered off the Scilly Isles in a storm releasing
what was, at that time, the world’s largest marine oil spillage.
Working at the Dove Marine Laboratories of Newcastle
University in those years was Prof. Bob Clark, who instigated
a monthly mimeographed newsletter with the intent of
keeping fellow scientists informed about the new advances
being made in treating, controlling and preventing marine
pollution, including oil spills.
Two years later, the
mimeographed newsletter would morph into the first
formally published issue of Marine Pollution Bulletin, published then by Macmillan.
Publishers would change over the years – next would come Pergamon Press, who were
subsumed by Academic Press, and finally would come the present publishers, Elsevier.
MPB was, and still is to a great extent, an
“oddball” journal. Known affectionately in its
early days as “Clark’s Comic” for the publication
of regular cartoons, its content, unusually for a
scientific journal, included a “news” section
whose origins date to those rather old-fashioned
mimeographs.
There were also regular
Editorials and Viewpoints – opinion pieces,
rather than strictly scientific articles. The
broadening of its scope to cover multiple aspects
of marine pollution led to a secondary title “The
International Journal for Marine Environmental
Scientists, Engineers, Administrators, Politicians
and Lawyers” which remains to this day.
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Bob retired in the 1990s, and the Chief Editorship was handed to Charles Sheppard from the
University of Warwick. The journal also changed, incorporating a new section (Baseline), first
edited by Eric Hamilton and then by a close friend of mine, the late Dave Phillips. Let’s face
it, we were a pretty small, but tight-knit bunch in those days! The journal’s international
coverage expanded greatly in the following years, and with ever-changing sources of
pollutants, focus shifted from oil spills to heavy metals; pesticides to industrial wastes;
sewage to endocrine disruptors; and most recently, plastics (and even more plastics).
When I took over Baseline in 1999/2000, the internet as we now know it was still in its infancy.
Authors submitted their neatly written manuscripts and carbon copies (remember those?)
via snail mail. As Editors, we sent out those papers for review by post, and once the reviews
were returned, the comments would be mailed back to the authors for revision. It was a timeconsuming and tedious process! Soon, however,
papers began to arrive on new-fangled disks –
both floppy and hard - and quite remarkably, by
2003, Elsevier was in a position to begin a switch
to completely electronic journal management,
from submission through to publication. And now,
today, the hard-copy journal is set to be a thing of
the past, with all material being published online.
My two decades in the editor’s chair have
coincided with these enormous changes. As a
result, our throughput of papers has risen
dramatically and, concomitantly, we have
witnessed a rapid increase in the diversity of
papers from regions throughout the world. Notably, papers from China have vastly increased,
to the point where they now represent our second largest authorship region (after the United
States). There have also been notable rises from South America (especially Argentina and
Brazil); the Middle East, including Iran; and more recently, the Indian Subcontinent (especially
India).
Electronic publishing has also resulted in a few changes that have raised eyebrows of concern
amongst many scientists. It’s now far easier to keep records and data relating to a journal’s
performance; and of course, the same applies to the authors themselves. “Journal metrics”
are big business, and the better a journal performs, the more authors want to publish in it.
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The commonest measure of a journal’s worth is its “Impact Factor” – roughly speaking, a ratio
of the number of times papers in a journal are “cited” (i.e., referred to in other published
articles), and the number of papers published by that journal over a period (usually one or
five years). Journal Impact Factors, which are released annually around July, are eagerly
awaited, especially by the publishing bean-counters! MPB’s Impact Factor this year rose by
almost 30%, to 5.533, ranking us as the number 3 journal in the world for marine and
freshwater biology. Not bad for a journal that began life on an office Roneo machine!
If journal managers love these metrics, so to do modern University managers. They want to
measure how good their institution is in comparison with others, and journal metrics feed
right into this mindset. Added to this are the metrics available on individual scientists – the
so-called “h-index”. This measures a scientist’s “status” based on a set of their most cited
papers and the number of citations that they have received in other publications. As you may
well imagine, these sorts of metrics have been used (and misused) for appointment and
promotional purposes. And of course, the more you publish (especially in highly ranked
journals), the higher your h-index is expected to rise. So, publish and be damned has become
the norm for many, even if you don’t put a professorial pen to paper during the process.
Students have, alas, become part
of this ever-spiraling folderol. In
some places, Ph.D. students need
to publish at least two papers in
international journals before they
can graduate. And, to make it
worse, some organisations specify
that those papers be published in
journals ranking in the top 5 or
10%. It’s little wonder that, more
and more, our journal inboxes are
flooded with student papers, often
poorly written, cut and pasted
from theses in preparation, and
even more frequently in a barely
discernible version of English. It’s also little wonder that our rejection rates are so damn high.
So, Mac, should we make your editorial life an even greater hell by instigating journal metrics
for U3A Newsletters, so that we can see which region is producing the best copy? No bloody
need, says I – Emerald would win it, hands down.
One last piece of whimsy, Mac. My own most cited papers have frequently included the
phenomenon of titular colonicity (the presence of a colon in the title), which has been
suggested by some over-zealous researchers (with far too much time on their hands) as an
important factor increasing their value. This one isn’t going to make the grade.
Bruce Richardson
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How’s The Boy?
She was one of those friends you begin to think of more as family, as a sister who has to be loved,
tolerated and frequently forgiven. It’s probably because there is so much shared history. You’ll
understand what I mean in a few minutes.
We were shopping together in that grand old dame of a department store, “Georges”. If you don’t
come from Melbourne, and if you aren’t old enough, you have missed a treat if you have never been
to Georges. It was at the Paris end of Collins Street. There was always a doorman to help mothers with
their prams as they negotiated the stairs from street level to the store entrance. The ladies’ room
comprised the usual, but there were also some lovely old fashioned elegant writing desks with writing
paper and a few comfortable upholstered chairs so you could take the weight off your feet. I don’t
think I ever bought anything there.
My friend Eva and I were there, wandering around the carpet department. A little background is
needed here. Eva had reluctantly owned a large black Doberman dog – left behind by a discarded
lover. She also had a small boy, about three. Eva and little Edward would go to the local park to
exercise the dog and Edward would play on the swings and slide in the playground. She became a
regular and often chatted briefly to other locals exercising their own motley crew of dogs and watching
their children play. Not so sadly for Eva, the dog died. Happily, Edward grew and thrived and life moved
on.
As we were inspecting a particularly attractive Persian rug a woman approached us, smiled at Eva and
greeted her with, “Hello. It’s been ages. How are you, and how’s the boy?” This was one of the park
ladies from four or five years earlier. I have no idea what possessed Eva to interpret the question the
way she did. She looked the woman frankly in the face and replied, “Oh, he’s dead.” I saw the wave
of compassion that spread across the poor woman’s face. “Oh no! What happened?”
“Yes, he died about four years ago. Some kind of leukemia I think they said”.
“That’s terrible. You must have been heartbroken”.
“Not really. He was growing so fast, so boisterous in a small house. We were sad at first, but actually
it was a bit of a relief in the end. It was a mistake from the start. My husband hated him”.
The woman was clearly horrified and rendered speechless as Eva concluded the conversation while
walking away. “I’m sorry, we must go. Nice to see you again.” With that Eva swept off towards the
elevator with me close behind her.
“You do realise she was asking after Edward, surely?” I asked her.
Eva looked at me incredulously. “Stupid woman”.
We were friends for decades. I often think back on the number of times I followed behind her trying
to pick up the shattered pieces she left in her wake. As I said at the beginning, she was almost family.
We all have them, don’t we? Actual family like the uncle who gets drunk every Christmas and insults
the Italian neighbours. Or the younger brother who makes passes at every female friend you have
ever had? And friends, who just behave like family, demanding to be forgiven and loved in spite of
everything.

Pat Buoncristiani
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Poms at Large (Innocents Abroad)
“I’m going back to the best country in the world, Queensland!”. My thoughts are drawn back
to the occasion on saying cheerio to son and his fiancé at Manchester Airport as they leave
England to return to Melbourne. A young lady (?) is letting everyone in the airport know
exactly where she is bound. I remark that Queensland is actually a state and not a country.
“No mate Queensland is THE STATE” she retorts.
Why should I recall this incident? It’s our anniversary soon and I have decided that this year I
will make a strong challenge for ‘husband of the year’ given that my previous attempts have
fallen woefully short. This year, not only will I remember our anniversary, we will have a
holiday to celebrate the occasion, and where better than Queensland- THE STATE!
We had already visited Noosa so I decided we should venture further north. Close scrutiny of
the map and a few searches on Google and I decide on Port Douglas. Not only do I decide on
Port Douglas but I choose one of the best resorts to stay!
Our apartments are placed either side of a tumbling brook that tumbles down the centre of
our resort, take a swim in the natural pool served by the brook, eat in the superb restaurant
and enjoy a stroll after dinner on the mile long beach next to the resort’. Sounds just right!
The flight to Cairns and collecting the hire car go without a hitch, we drive up the beautiful
coastal road, enjoying a superb lunch en route. “Things are going too well” I mutter to myself.
We arrive at the resort and to my relief it actually looks even better than the images on the
internet. Our room is first rate and yes there’s the ‘tumbling brook’. Just time for a stroll on
the beach before dinner. ‘Visitors are advised to keep away from the beach due to a large
crocodile currently residing there’ – so reads the notice on the approach to the beach. We
beat a hasty retreat and instead walk into Port Douglas. I knew things were going too well but
it could be worse – we could have been the crocodiles’ dinner!
Next day we venture to the Daintree National Park taking a picnic lunch with us which we
choose to consume at a convenient park. Spouse decides it’s time to ‘powder her nose’ and
disappears off – she spends a lot of time ‘powdering her nose’. Meanwhile I have found a
table and start to unload the picnic items when I spot a large lizard ambling towards me. Being
an animal person, I encourage it to come closer and though it obviously hasn’t a clue what
I’m saying I chatter away to it. “Be careful with that” – a voice from the next table warns me,
“it’s a lace monitor and it can give you a nasty
bite” I discover the gentleman giving me the
warning is from Tasmania having moved there
from Queensland. “That’s a big move” I venture
to suggest, ‘why did you leave Queensland?”
“Well,”, says the gent you know what they say
about the wildlife in Queensland. It either stings
you, bites you or eats you!” The crocodile
comes to mind!
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Next day I decide we must visit Cooktown, after all James is a national hero and having been
on the replica of his ship Endeavour moored at Whitby we can’t pass up the chance to visit
the town named after him. It’s further than I thought, but then again everywhere in Australia
is further than I thought. As soon as we arrive Spouse needs to desperately ‘powder her nose’.
We find some facilities on the shore front. I venture into the male area and raising the seat
notice a painting of a brightly coloured frog on the side of the bowl- nice touch I think to
myself. It is only when the ‘painting’ blinks that I realise it’s actually not a painting! I tell
Spouse about the frog and she insists on seeing it for herself – fortunately Cooktown is very
quiet. I am not sure if I should maybe top up the fuel to get back to Port Douglas but decide
we should be OK. My mistake. As the fuel gauge falls further towards the red I have a horrible
feeling we will run out of fuel some distance from Port Douglas. I decide to warn Spouse who
is far from amused. Just as I am getting desperate we come across a billboard declaring a
garage in five kilometers. My hopes are dashed however when I realise it is well after 6 p.m.
and this isn’t the Monash freeway. “It will be open” says Spouse confidently. I cannot believe
our luck not only is it open but we can get a hot drink and some snacks. ”I told you it would
be open” says Spouse with a smile on her face which is reminiscent of the delightful Elizabeth
Montgomery in ‘Bewitched’.
Our next trip is to the rainforest at Mossman, a real treat and on the boardwalk, I spot a huge
bird about the size of an ostrich but with the most remarkable cone and blue head. “That’s a
Cassawary” Spouse informs me, “apparently they can be quite aggressive in the wild” The
words of the friendly gent at Daintree come to mind so we beat a hasty retreat!
Our final trip is on the Kuranda scenic railway. Apologies to Puffing Billy, but this really is
scenic with fantastic views to the coast and over Cairns.
The trip has been a great success, we haven’t been stung bitten or eaten, but we never did
get our ‘after dinner stroll’ on the beach thanks to the crocodile. I don’t think it was the
crocodile’s fault, but I still failed badly that year in the ‘husband of the year’ stakes.

Maurice Waring
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Locked Down Voyaging
Floating without direction upon a sea of uncertainty,
With no course and no clear destination.
There is no chart for these seas, and no almanac.
The compass is broken, the chronometer has stopped.
There is no GPS in this realm, no latitude, no longitude.
We must rely upon our inner navigator.
Time becomes meaningless
Tony Fairbridge

Our Website
Remember to visit our Emerald U3A we site every now and then.
It has all the latest news and events.
And the results of the member survey we did earlier in the year.
There are some very interesting points made in the summary.

Emerald U3A Web Site
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Haiku Mood in Lockdown
bears on coffee cups
two needles ply fur fabric
bare-weather friendship

waiting for the post
many birds have come and gone
among falling leaves

breathing eucalypts
exercise bike gathers rust
on the verandah

counting grave seconds
this clock - put the question
why green leaves fall

solitary flower
leans in the specimen vase
where is the rose bush?
Editor - Dorothy Williams

51

The Royal Perfomance
Did you notice the spelling error of performance?
Later I will tell you why it is so.
Did we really rehearse for six months? It was 36 years ago
and memory can play tricks but it surely felt like 6 months.
We were learning the orchestral score of an exciting work
composed by the Australian composer, Robert Southwood.
It had been commissioned by The Dandenong Ranges
Music Council for a celebration of Victoria’s 150th year of
European settlement.
The music was titled Elements and comprised four
movements, Earth, Water, Fire and Air. It was written for
no less than 42 parts that included a full orchestra of
strings, woodwind, brass, percussion, didgeridoo, a bush
band, a recorder band, children’s and adult choirs, and beautiful poetry to introduce each of
the four movements – after all these years, I still remember a couple
of the lines introducing the element, Fire.
Winds are likely, strong and gusty. Watch the green turn into flame.
In all, there were 300 musicians aged between 7 and 77. Yes, it was a
massive project.
We first performed the work for an audience on a Spring day of clear
blue sky and bright sun at Emerald Park Lake. It was a very happy
occasion, our final dress rehearsal before the big event at the Royal Botanic Gardens on
Saturday November 3 1985. It wasn’t until the day before, because the textile printer was
running late, that we all received our crisp white T-shirts with the words printed boldly on the
back. ROYAL PERFOMANCE 1985 Dandenong Ranges Music Council. We soon tired of people
behind us pointing out the mistake.
The Botanic Gardens looked so beautiful as we poured out from a fleet of buses that morning.
It was one of those magic days, cloudless, skies and warm sun.
A large stage had been constructed on the north side of the lake where we looked towards
the small bridge leading onto the island. It was on this bridge that Charles and Di would stop
and turn towards us ready for our presentation at 2pm.
We had a full rehearsal that morning. The amplification was stupendous. We could be heard
in crystal clarity all over the gardens. Even a whisper into my mic. floated right across the lake.
Talk about power in my hands.
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By 1pm the gardens were packed. It was almost standing room only. By 1.50pm we were
literally keyed up to concert pitch. Our composer and conductor, Robert Southwood, was in
contact with the royal party as we all waited with bated breath. The entourage started to walk
across the bridge, and I stood out front holding that amazing microphone with the first words
ringing in my head, your Royal Highnesses, Prince Charles and Princess Diana, distinguished
guests, ladies and gentlemen, girls and boys we present ….

The photo
shows a
few of the
musicians
with the
narrator,
yours truly
sitting out
front.
Conductor
on the dais

And then it happened. A media helicopter roared above us and there it stayed, suspended in
time and space. Our conductor grabbed my arm and hissed, “we can’t start until this bloody
helicopter leaves.”
It dropped lower, no doubt to get better film footage
and the noise was deafening. Meanwhile, Charles and
Di were poised at the crest of the little bridge looking at
us and us looking back at them. It seemed like an
eternity but it was probably 2 minutes before that damn
helicopter moved out of earshot. And then the royal
performance began.
Footnote:
150 years was a milestone in Victoria’s history but, now
36 years later, I believe we would be more mindful of
the invasion that took place in 1835, the wholesale theft
of land, the destruction of the natural environment, the
termination of a 60,000-year way of life and the murder
of so many first Australians. This too is our legacy.
Mac Craig
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Discovering Family
In the 1960s, my grannie Margaret Mary and I often strolled in the
garden of a lovely old home named Claremont in the South
Melbourne area. Grannie was the family storyteller who made
things come to life. She would talk about the old days and the old
ways. When any of her grandchildren were not feeling well Grannie
had a cure. For a stye she would take off her gold ring and roll it
along the stye to make it feel better. Eucalyptus oil was dependable
for sore throats. "Just a few drops in the water to gargle dear". Cold
tea compress for sunburn and fresh lavender from the gardens at
Claremont always made a beautiful tea together with her scones.

Unst

Grannie told beautiful stories about a place called Unst in the
Shetland Islands, and a sea faring village Baltasund where the men
fished on the North sea. The girls and women were as hardy as the
men folk. They also made beautiful lace wedding shawls and
knitted patterned hats and jumpers from hand dyed wool.
Unst

Her father was from Unst; a fisherman who crewed
numerous ships. His name was Andrew Pennant. When he
married, his marriage certificate showed his residence as the
ship Ly-ee-Moon.

Unst

I was able to follow Andrew's journeys through the Shipping, Rates, Births, Deaths Marriages
and Census records. He was an Able Body Seaman and rarely home, crewing for months at a
time. From Shetland Andrew arrived in Australia 17 March 1876 at Port Fairy. He was on the
Scottish vessel "Alcandre". From his arrival to Australia, he continued to sail on numerous
vessels. It was 1883 Andrew Pennant married Mary Emma Kenneth who was born at White
Hills, near Bendigo. Her family travelled overland and settled in Emerald Hill. Andrew came
home and usually left after a couple of weeks. Mary Emma bore eight children during his
absences. I have written Mary Emma's story and found her to be a strong capable woman of
her time.
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Vessel of the period doing the Britain to Australia run in about 4 months

During the research on Andrew, I also found records for several of his brothers who were also
fishermen and on ships, sometimes serving with alongside him. They were Lamp Lighters,
Master Mariners and even a ten-year-old apprentice who was "on the ropes".
My father was Mary Emm's grandson. We often talked about the good old days. No wonder
my father's favourite place to be was at the bow of a ship riding the ocean troughs. No
wonder my nan loved telling her stories. and no wonder I love family history.
Maggie Bain

3rd Mary Pidgeon married
Thomas Trevennion Kennett/th
She was Mary Emma's mother
My Great Great Grandmother

Margaret Mary my paternal
Grannie

Mary Emma was the wife
of Andrew Pennant
She was my paternal
great grandmother
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Crossover Courses
It’s been a while since our small group of Monday walkers have shared a stroll. But here' s a
picture or two from our walk to Birdsland Reserve on a lovely, sunny winter’s morning back
in June. One might have thought it was a U3A photographic course as quite a few of us took
the opportunity to capture a few pictures. Traditionally, at the end of term, we have a picnic
at the conclusion of the walk. Perhaps it could be a three-way crossover if we combined that
with a bit of wine appreciation Cheers!
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Our Email System has been upgraded

UMAS Emerald has for some time had to cope with an unreliable email system - members would
report that they hadn’t received our emails, or that the emails went straight to their Junk folders.
The source of this situation was, earlier this year, narrowed down to our use of the default U3A
Network SiteGround system, which has proven to be faulty.
As a solution, U3A Network undertook an upgrade of UMAS that would allow individual U3A’s to
connect to an SMTP server of their choice - we chose PostMark.
On Tuesday,14th September, the new email system was configured and activated. We have
successfully sent over 600 emails at the time of writing.
We are now able to track the status of emails, using PostMark’s reporting system. (The delivery of
each email sent, gives us valuable feedback as where problem email address may occur.)
We now have renewed confidence that we can rely on email to communicate to all members. This is
especially important while we remain under lockdown restrictions.
The format of the emails has also been updated to a more professional look. As well a feature is that
recipients can also click links at the top of their email to open our website, log into UMAS for
Members or send a reply email.
Jon Snyder
U3A Emerald Committee member
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A note from the editor
Thank you to each of those 33 members who have contributed great articles for the
newsletter. Just as I was entertained and educated looking at their work, so too will you be.
Did you click on the hyperlinks? They are there to enrich your pleasure and knowledge. Some
links may take a little while to download. This is particularly so for YouTube videos.
Being an editor is a joyful occupation when so many members contribute really great work.
Mac

0425 789 556 m.craig01@bigpond.com

Just one last laugh!

58

