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Membership, Courses and COVID: Some Important Notes for 2022
We have made a number of changes in preparation for 2022, and this Summer Newsletter provides
the ideal venue to update you all. So, here’s what’s happening!
New U-MAS Membership and Course Related COVID Restrictions:
Our membership database, U-MAS, has been updated to include new COVID restrictions for
members and courses, and these may slightly complicate your enrolment procedures for 2022.
“Member Details” within U-MAS now contains a “Double-Vaccinated” checkbox, which you must
tick before you can enrol in any face-to-face classes for 2022. If this has not been done, you will be
prevented by U-MAS from enrolling in such courses.
Unvaccinated members without an exemption certificate can enrol in dedicated Zoom or hybrid
Zoom classes, but cannot attend the latter on a face-to-face basis. Our Tutors will also able be to
see the vaccination status of their class members from their class lists, which we think is an added
safety precaution.
We now have an additional checkbox in U-MAS to allow us to record whether a member’s
vaccination (or Exemption) Certificate has been sighted. Hopefully, in the future, this will ease the
role of COVID Marshalls as they admit our U3A Members to the Hub.
Changes to Courses in 2022:
There will be a number of changes to courses in 2022. The following 2021 courses will no longer be
running:
Creating Photobooks (Graham Dunstan)
French Language and Culture (Donald Ellsmore)
How Children Learn (Martin Buoncristiani)
Online Spanish Conversation Group (Tony Forster)
Patchwork (Karen Black).
The following are being replaced with new courses:
Touring the Medieval Cities of Europe replaced by The Private Life of a
Masterpiece (Helen Waring)
Science and Civilisation replaced by Spotlight on the Environment (Bruce
Richardson).
There will be two brand new course offerings:
Photography for Beginners (Paul Bianco), a short, weekly course during
Term 1.
Hills Hub Craft Makers (Sue Farr), a new group for our crafters of all kinds.
There will also be some minor changes to course names, tutors and timetabling in 2022:
Art of Water Colour (Ted Horton replaced by Iain Johnston, and change of
name and content to Art: Open-Medium)
Book Group (Jill Lightfoot replaced by Tanya Cook)
Calligraphy (Nola Bianco). Class shifting to Wednesday afternoons 2+4.
Current Affairs (Dick Bartley). Monday classes will be run in the Art Space
(Week 1) and the Training Rooms (Week3).
Exploring Victoria 1 (Judy Stevens replaced by Heather Bishop)
Flowers for the Home (Elaine Hahn). Class with run 5 times during the year
instead of monthly.
Philosophy (Jon Snyder and Maurie Lean to Co-ordinate after Keith Purdie’s
departure)
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Photography for Beginners (Paul Bianco). Wednesdays 1:00-3:00pm.
Poetry to Delight (Mac Craig). Class changes from long course to short;
running from July to December
Spotlight on the Environment (Bruce Richardson). Class will run monthly,
not fortnightly.
Table Tennis (Linda Andrews and Ray Schmidt). For U-MAS and website
timetabling purposes, this twice-weekly class has now been
split into two (Tuesdays and Fridays), with participants being
allowed to enrol in both groups).
A Future Course Development Possibility
Recently, an approach has been made by Maurice Waring to
run Walking Football as an Emerald U3A activity. For those of
you who (like me) know nothing about Walking Football, it's
essentially football (soccer) played at we senior’s walking
pace! It is open to male and female players, as it is not
permitted to shoulder charge or use any physical force. It's
certainly good exercise, lots of fun and can be played both
indoors or outside. If you want to learn more, have a look at
this website:

https://www.footballvictoria.com.au/community/programs/walking-football
Recently, an approach has been made by Maurice Waring to run Walking Football as an Emerald
U3A activity. For those of you who (like me) know nothing about Walking Football, it's essentially
football (soccer) played at we senior’s walking pace! It is open to male and female players, as it is
not permitted to shoulder charge or use any physical force. It's certainly good exercise, lots of fun
and can be played both indoors or outside. If you want to learn more, have a look at this website:
This is something which a number of other U3As in Victoria have also taken up – indeed, if you
search through the Football Victoria website above, you will find videos of Walking Football being
played by members of Whittlesea U3A!
Before we potentially ask the assistance of Football Victoria to help us set up this up, we do need
an indication of how many of you would be interested in joining this class. If there are enough
people interested, then we'll take this to the next stage. So, if Walking Football is what you've
been waiting for, could you please let Maurice Waring know by emailing him at this address:
mwaring30@gmail.com.
Bruce Richardson
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Seven Centuries of Music
I wish I had tried harder at school to learn music and play the recorder, but I really
only wanted to play football and cricket. I learnt later that the humble recorder
had been an historically important instrument that had featured prominently in
the music of the Middle Ages, and in the Renaissance and Baroque periods that
followed. Admittedly, that would have made no difference to me; I was young
and had scant interest in history of any kind.
I am different now. I have still not learnt to play the recorder but have long been
interested in the development of music from the Middle Ages to the Twentieth
Century. I enjoy listening to the different styles of music that emerged over this
long span and am interested in events that had helped shape them. Luckily, there
is strong local and overseas interest in Early Music (as it is often termed), and
music from centuries ago is being played and recorded today. The Internet has
made it is easy to sample, select, and save music without cost, and this prompted
me to create Seven Centuries of Music in the hope that it will spark or revive an
interest and enjoyment in music that is similar to my own.
Mr Morgan, my old music teacher, would be surprised to hear of this interest
because I had shown none of it under his tutelage. I cannot explain it, but it grew
slowly rather than from some Damascene revelation. Perhaps I had learnt
something from Mr Morgan after all. His love of Bach lingered in my memory
while all other traces of him faded. I especially enjoy listening to Bach.
Eddie Vaughan
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Around The Circle We Hear…
U3A members become, during the session, different people. This is what happens when we read a
play together, aloud. Maybe you did this at school in the dim distant past, where the English teacher
allocated roles of “Hamlet”. Maybe you are still scarred by doing this or by being, much against your
will, the third spear-carrier from the left in a school production of “Tarzan In The Jungle”. Rest
assured, sessions of the play readings group are most enjoyable. Members are keen to take a role
of one or sometimes, by necessity, more than one role. Last year, we read some very interesting
plays by Australian and foreign playwrights. Some members had a go at using accents and different
voices. We enjoy the plays and each other’s company. We discuss the plays and the characters. At
time of writing this, there are no vacancies in the group. If one does become available, you are
welcome to join us. No previous experience is necessary. You can dive right into the deep end by
reading a major role or you can work your way up to this. The first play for this year will be “The
Importance Of Being Earnest”. Following that, we will move on to plays by Henrik Ibsen, George
Bernard Shaw, Anton Chekhov, Eugene O’Neill, JB Priestley and other writers.
Peter Saunders
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Art History
The Private Life of a Masterpiece

The Last Supper

Liberty leading the people

The Kiss

Sunflowers

The Wave

The Scream

You probably know who painted these acclaimed masterpieces, but do you know, when, why,
where, and how they were made?
The Private Life of a Masterpiece will answer these questions in stunning detail by exploring
historical backgrounds, the life of the artists, stylistic periods, and artistic media.
You will discover what prompted Munch to produce The Scream, the method used by Leonardo to
produce his Last Supper, how Hokusai’s The Great Wave influenced western art, the political
background to Delacroix’s Liberty Leading the People, why Van Gogh focussed on Sunflowers and
much, much more!
Other works by the twenty- two artists who have produced the masterpieces showcased in this
course, along with works by their artistic contemporaries, will also be explored.
I am looking forward to sharing this exciting new course with you.
Helen Waring
Tutor – The Private Life of a Masterpiece
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Book Group 2022
Book Group commences in February and I will be embarking on my first experience as a tutor, which
I am looking forward to.
We have 13 members in our group, who I am sure, will add lively discussion and make for a great
year of sharing books.
I would like to start by thanking Jill Lightfoot for all her hard work over the years as the tutor,
especially the last two years by keeping us going on Zoom each month. This enabled us to get
together and express our thoughts, delving deeper into each book.
Emerald Library does a great job providing our group books each month and we have certainly been
provided with 12 great books of varying genres for the coming year.
Our first book for the year is Certain Admissions by Gideon Haigh.

Certain Admissions is Australian true crime at its best, and
stranger than any crime fiction. It is real-life police procedural,
courtroom drama, family saga, investigative journalism, social
history, archival treasure hunt - a meditation, too, on how the
past shapes the present, and the present the past.

This year we also plan to discuss and share books we are reading (other than book group books) and
also listen to and discuss some podcasts.
Looking forward to a great year of reading!
Tanya Cooke
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Creative Writing
Is This What Happens?
All eyes were fixed on the reader in preparation for what was about to be delivered to them.
Anticipation.
Silence.
Predictions.
What would this be about? Would it be prose? Would it be a rhyming poem? Would it be a poem
in blank verse? Would it be a play whereby other members volunteered to read the characters’
dialogue? Would it be a song, presented with a backing track? Would it be a factual piece or true
story, or one based entirely on imagination? Would it be humorous? Would it be serious? Would
it be suspenseful or have a twist at the end? Maybe it would be a combination of all the above.
A few minutes later, the piece had been read. Much approval was given. Discussion evolved about
the content and the actual writing. The group then moved on to hear the next reader’s piece which
was entirely different from the previous ones heard.
Dear U3A member, the above is a glimpse into what happens at the presentation section of creative
writing sessions. The significant word here is “creative” and the members have that in abundance.
We greatly enjoy each other’s company and written pieces. Hopefully, during the year, some
members will contribute pieces to this newsletter. At time of writing this, there are no vacancies in
the group. If one does eventuate, you are welcome to join us. If you have never written creatively,
fear not. I predict that you soon would be, perhaps to your own surprise and delight.
Peter Saunders
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For love of Italian
I first started teaching Italian at U3A maybe 14 years ago-could be longer could be shorter.
Unfortunately, I threw out my old attendance class list. Mandy Gipps had approached me knowing
I’d retired from teaching and that one of the subjects I had been teaching at Secondary School was
Italian. She told me that there were many members who wanted to learn Italian. I agreed at the
time never for a minute knowing that I would still be teaching.
In 2022.
Classes then were held in the Emerald Museum in Nobelius Heritage Park. It was quite a different
experience for me never having taught adults. They listened, they asked questions, they were
engaged. They were the polar opposites to my secondary students; it was a delight to teach them.
Two years later I needed to move my first students to a higher level. I needed to start another
beginner’s class. Aldo was more than willing to do so as he had sometimes filled in for me when I
couldn’t make it and he thoroughly enjoyed it.
And here we are 14 years later running four classes and we still love teaching them.
Off course, this is all to do with the students. Their love of Italian, their obvious appreciation of what
we do, and their willingness to help should we need it.
Unfortunately, we haven’t been able to run the classes the way we intended due to COVID.
Usually at the beginning of the year we would run an Italian film for all classes so they could get to
know each other. In the third term, we would go to an Italian Restaurant where they could practice
their Italian and then, at the end of the year, all students were invited to our house for a Christmas
lunch.
Fingers crossed perhaps this year we will be able to do some of these activities.
Dolores Bellemo

We began our Italian classes here
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From the Musicians’ Sharing Group:
During lockdown in 2021, our hardworking leader and music arranger, Robyn Sorenson, kept the
group in action via weekly Zoom sessions. We were able to stay in touch and have a good laugh
and keep practising, albeit muted, our ‘concert pieces’, should there come a time when we could
play them again. Members also played individually chosen solo pieces for the enjoyment of all. For
a player of less experience and confidence, this could sometimes be a challenge. In desperation one
week, I offered this instead. (Titles in italics refer to pieces in our group repertoire.
The Story of a Solo-less Night
The morning’s flown; it’s nearly ten
And Musos’ Zoom time once again
Oh, yes, of course I’m properly dressed!
Though very likely nothing’s pressed

Muscle memory you can train
It’s only practice, so they say Except those nerves I must allay

Well, now a solo is required Let me tell you what transpired:

I’ll have to find another way
I’ll never write a tune like Sway
But Words are always my best thing
I’ll stick to those
Though not to sing!

Couldn’t find a thing to play
No time left, it’s now Sunday!
Another lockdown week whizzed past
Gotta find some music - fast!

No melody, just make it rhyme
Rhythm to keep it all in time
No need to fret I’m off the note
Or overblowing, to Robyn quote

So - classic, pop, old-time, or what?
Look at music that I’ve got
See what might be there on file
I’m hunting hard, right through the pile
Piano pieces, made to order, but just what’s
There for the recorder?

To find a solo got quite manic
But there was no need to panic
Look up ‘8notes’, the others said
Tunes there aplenty from the dead
Recorder versions for me, too But here’s my ‘tune’, From me to you

My books for the beginner? Must
Be something in a
Key that I can handle - oh, they’re nearly
All by Handel
Mustn’t have you all doze off - how ‘bout
Some Rachmaninov?

(Well, this was going to be a rap
To which I’d find a rhythm to tap
But somehow it just turned to verse
Or doggerel, or even worse!)

Nah, recorder’s not his whim
On lots and lots of notes he dotes
I’ll have to look past him
There must be something I can play
And get it practised - in a day?
I’ll try this one, it might be fun
Whoops, all those demi-semi-quavers Ooh, no way
Whatever I can find to play
Will need my fingers to obey
The messages sent by my brain

Jan Allen, recorder
Musicians’ Sharing Group
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Gratitude
Certainly, we have had challenges and have missed our U3A classes.
Speaking to others, reading articles on the topic written by psychologists and the like
about the practice of gratitude, I would like to share this. Many may already do this even in
a spasmodic or abstract way.
One recent article expressed the notion that we should try to concentrate our thoughts as we
wake on gratitude, choosing and bringing into focus three things that we are grateful for.
The premise explained was that if our very first thought is on - maybe doing something we
really don’t like e.g scrubbing out the rubbish bin, our mind is affected by this over the day. Do
the bin of course but without placing this thought it in the primary position of being your very
first thought of the day.
Instead, be aware and think about the beauty of a pleasant encounter, your ripening fruit,
the gorgeous smile of a child you see out shopping or in the coolness, the smell of the
eucalyptus after rain. That was the essence of the article so some may like to try it.
As we enter our year thank you to the Committee and our amazing Newsletter Editor ✍️
Elaine Hahn

give me the country, the hills and
Emerald U3A

Longing for a crisp autumn day and using some collected pieces
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Italian plans
Last year, during the pandemic I kept in contact with my advanced students via email
constantly, The response was extraordinary, approximately 80% participated. This year I hope
there will be more face to face contact In class although last year we managed to see each
other at our homes or parks at 2 monthly Intervals. This year, like any others, I’ll endeavour
to make my course more interesting as my students have been with me for 12 or more years.
‘Language evolves continuously and is undoubtedly associated with Culture’ as Kenneth Clark
wrote. I have the feeling that we should not try to assess a culture without knowing its cultural
use of words; so much of its character is connected with that. What I hope to do this year is
introduce a curriculum to study the Italian culture through historical periods of Western
Civilisation starting from Early Christian to the present day.
Of course, I will cite many personages who contributed greatly to Civilisation. The Middle
Ages, the Renaissance and the Republic of Venice are some of them. The church certainly
had a great influence. There are so many things I would like to add, but my paintings are
screaming what about us?
CIAO
Aldo Bellemo
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Poetry To Delight
When I mention TS Eliot, what comes into your mind? Perhaps boring lessons at secondary
school when you were asked to unravel the themes of his famous poem, The Waste Land,
considered to be one of the best poems of the twentieth century? This long poem about
brokenness and loss contains numerous allusions to the First World War and if you
understood it when you were a teenager, bully for you. I never did. But then I was never very
smart
TS Eliot (Thomas Stearn Eliot) 1888 – 1965 was born in Boston, US but emigrated to England
in 1925. He was a teacher, a banker, an essayist, a publisher, a playwright, a literary critic,
and a poet. In 1948 he won the Nobel prize for literacy. The Hollow Men, The Love-Song of J
Alfred Prufrock and Ash Wednesday are considered great modernist poems but today we are
going to listen to something much more light -hearted, his whimsical poems about cats.
Old Possum, as he was known by his colleagues at the publishing house of Faber and Faber,
wrote these enchanting poems in letters to his Godchild, Tom. Later they were collected and
published as Old Possum’s Book Of Practical Cats. They have been reprinted again and again.

In 1981, Andrew Lloyd Webber adapted these poems to create his fabulous musical, CATS
Long ago, when I was a teacher, it was my pleasure to introduce these poems to young kids,
for it is a joy beyond compare to stimulate children’s imagination and kindle their innate love
for literature. At the end of this article is a link to where I recite seven of the fourteen poems.
These are the poems I still remember. I’m no longer concerned about making perfect
recordings. The days when I was a professional voice over artist are now a distant memory.
Growltiger’s Last Stand
Growltiger was a Bravo cat, who travelled on a barge:
In fact, he was the roughest cat that ever roamed at large.
From Gravesend up to Oxford he pursued his evil aims,
Rejoicing in his title of The Terror of the Thames.
Gus The Theatre Cat

13

Gus is the cat at the theatre door
His name as I ought to have told you before
Is really Asparagus but that’s such a fuss to pronounce
That we usually call him just Gus

The Pekes and the Pollicles
The pekes and the pollicles everyone knows
Are proud and implacable passionate foes

Skimbleshanks, The Railway Cat
There’s a whisper down the line at 11.49
When the night mail’s ready to depart
The Song of The Jellicles
Jellicle cats come out to play
Jellicle cats come one, come all
Jellicles come to the Jellicle Ball

Old Gumbie Cat
I have a cat in mind, her name is Jenny -Enny- Dots.
Her coat is of the tabby kind with tiger stripes and leopard spots
Old Deuteronomy
Old Deuteronomy’s lived a long time
He’s a cat that has lived many lives in succession
He was famous in proverb and famous in rhyme
A long while before Queen Victoria’s accession.
Mac recites from TS Eliot's Practical Cats if you enjoy funny cat poems, click the link.
The incidental music is from the musical, Cats

Mac Craig
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GIVING THANKS
Returning, I give thanks that greeting me
a dreaming mountain range of misty blue
reclines above shades of merging greens
that swathe steep gradients to hide away
a peeping roof or two.
My gaze falls dreamily on summer blossoms.
Blue bank of burgeoning agapanthus nods
across to glowing colours: turquoise, gold,
coral, azure, ruby, lavender, violet,
rose, posing in foliage.
Proudly the heron struts beside the pond,
whisking out froglet snacks too fast to see,
applauded by the kookaburra’s chuckle.
The treetop choir maintains its serenades,
and blesses blossoms to fertility.
Some birdsong messages I can’t unhear:
‘I’m here, I’m here! I’ve come for tea!’ Another
repetitiously invites: ‘Across the road!
Across the road’! But parrots’ orders: ‘Feed
me seed’! are sometimes met.
Caressing furry mate for purring welcome
I lead him out to greet some happy hens
with feline intensity; before two sheep
come running to the wire, where nose to nose
they join him munching grass.
My soft recliner pets my weakened joints
and puss on lap is company enough.
A quick and easy switch is all that’s needed
to warm or cool my cosy little home,
where gadgetry means easy working.
I take my early raspberries to the deck.
Wisteria’s purple clouds shade off hot sun
where aunt’s old sunlounge comforts aching muscles.
I lift my eyes to hills that gaze upon me,
proclaiming help descending from above.
Dorothy B. Williams
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Letter to the editor
Dear Mac,
I am working on the idea of adding a postscript to Kay's excellent account of your
impressions in Afghanistan, as I find there are the odd incidents from there lodged in my
mind even after nearly 50 years! Meanwhile, I thought of offering you a poem that I wrote
at the time.
Regards
Peter

Herat 1977
Afghani child
What future was there for you
When your handful of days
Ended
Unexplained.
I met you on your last short journey
Face to shrouded face
Of treeless journeying.
Surrounded by grief
Shuffling to the place of burial
They pass their beloved
From arms to loving arms
According to custom.
I stood aside
But would have carried you too
Sharing in that symbol
The caress of grieving poverty.
What was your destiny, my child?
To be murderer or victim
When anarchy stole your land?
Allah indeed was merciful.
Peter Weatherhead
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Peter is an Honorary Life Member, one of our 1992 founders of
Emerald U3A

Salt
I love the taste of salt on your lips
The smell of the sea on your fingertips
The touch of your body, velvet and silk
And your skin like toffee and milk

You have transformed me into a sensual being
Feel like a mermaid diving through the waves
See the shimmering light through the water
Like a million flakes of gold
Feel the fizzing, salty air kiss my face.

I love the rush of the endless sea
The sting on my skin when the day draws in
The cooling shock of the sand at night
As we walk in quicksilver light

You have transformed me into a sensual being
Now I am a bird surfing the airborne waves
Feel the breath of the wind on my body
As I dive into the deepest blue
Feel the fizzing salty air kiss my face.
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Gillian Sealby

One of life’s lovely little surprises
U3A Emerald has just delivered a very nice surprise to me in the form of a
connection to my childhood years. Through a bit of detective work, Mac alerted me
to the fact that a member he had been emailing may have been someone who was a
close neighbour where I grew up in Blackburn.
A further email revealed that, yes, this was my former neighbour and so a phone call
resulted in a long chat reminiscing about our growing up in a wonderfully close
neighbourhood that we were very lucky to be part of.
It was amazing to think that nearly 70 years on this connection suddenly popped up.
Thanks U3A for making this possible. One of life’s lovely little surprises.

Kay Craig
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My daughter in law recently placed a post on Facebook that, to me, really
reflects the strange times in which we live. It read as follows:
When you’re putting your two year old son to bed and he looks you in the
eyes, raises his hand, gently cups your cheek and says “luff you Mummy. Keep
you safe.” My heart melts and I wonder what I did to deserve such a sweet
little dude.
We all know that young children learn by listening and example. Remember
when we used to say goodbye to family and friends with a cheery “Love you.
See you soon. Have a great weekend.” Now, in these uncertain times, our
somewhat anxious parting words are obviously heard, remembered and used
by children. So glad that our little man hears the “luff you” too.

Louise Lean

19

Casey/Cardinia For Refugees
Is a refugee activist group situated in the
in the City of Casey and Shire of Cardinia,
and mostly in the seat of La Trobe held by
Liberal member Jason Wood. Our group
formed in 2017 with the aim of raising
community
awareness
of
issues
surrounding Australia’s treatment of
refugees and asylum seekers. We have 10
active members who meet monthly and
some 50 members on our mailing list who
are generous with donations and support
our activities.
We also raise funds to distribute to those held in offshore detention, those in PNG and some
held in community detention in the local government area of Casey. In August 2021, 6 men
were released from the Park Hotel / Prison into Community Detention in the City of Casey
and we have been able to help them with furniture, home appliances, vouchers, and
friendship.
Since May 2018 we have held a weekly vigil on Saturday mornings from 10 am - 11am (when
Covid possible) at a busy intersection in Berwick with many signs and messages of support for
refugees. We have now staged over 100 such vigils. Following our vigil, over coffee in a local
cafe, we write a letter to our local member Jason Wood who is the Assistant Minister to Alex
Hawke Minister for Immigration, We hand delivered it to his office the following week. We
have been requesting a meeting with him for over three years without response. We have
letters published in our local newspaper, The Pakenham Gazette almost weekly, enjoying
good support from the editor Garry Howe.
Our group modelled its weekly vigils on those staged at the Belgrave roundabout on Saturday
mornings, with Prue Licht from Grandmothers for Refugees initially providing support and
guidance. We attend rallies in the city and at the Park Hotel / Prison in Carlton where 32 men
are detained in small hotel rooms, denied sunlight and fresh air, in some cases for over 2 and
a half years. Some of these men, like Medhi have been detained for over 9 years. He came to
Australia as an unaccompanied minor at the age of 15 and has just “celebrated” his 9th
birthday in detention.
We will continue to raise our voices for refugees and asylum seekers until the time that
government policies toward them reflect a caring, and humanitarian approach to their plight.
Anyone interested in more information or wishing to be on our mailing list please contact us
at: caseycardiniaforrefugees@gmail.com or on 0429 930 541

Marg Edwards
Casey/ Cardinia For Refugees
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A Perspective on Climate Change
In 2021 the International Panel on Climate Change issued a challenging report, the latest in a
long series of such reports. This current report provides the consensus of 10’s of thousands
of climate scientists. Each statement is accompanied by a statistical assessment of the level
of certainty of the statement. As a scientist and especially as one who worked in support of
NASA Atmospheric Sciences, I am concerned about these results. In fact, I have been for 3
decades. I am particularly concerned about the response of the Australian government, both
Labor and Coalition, to this crisis.
Listed below are the first four findings of this report. The AR5 referred to is the 5th IPCC
Assessment Report released in 2014.
A.1 It is unequivocal that human influence has warmed the atmosphere, ocean and land.
Widespread and rapid changes in the atmosphere, ocean, cryosphere, and biosphere have
occurred.
A.2 The scale of recent changes across the climate system as a whole and the present state
of many aspects of the climate system are unprecedented over many centuries to many
thousands of years.
A.3 Human-induced climate change is already affecting many weather and climate
extremes in every region across the globe. Evidence of observed changes in extremes such
as heatwaves, heavy precipitation, droughts, and tropical cyclones, and their attribution to
human influence, has strengthened since AR5.
A.4 Improved knowledge of climate processes, paleoclimate evidence and the response of
the climate system to increasing radiative forcing gives a best estimate of equilibrium
climate sensitivity of 3°C with a narrower range compared to AR5.
While the consequences of a 3°C temperature rise are dire, however, there is time to decrease
this prediction, but only of action is taken soon. Many governments around the world are
taking effective action. Ours is not. Neither major party has an adequate plan. As the graph
below shows, we are at the same level of emissions as we were in 1995.
What follows is a set of facts drawn from Australian government reports on our annual
greenhouse gas (GHG) emissions; they are easily verified as the links are included. I offer these
as facts with no opinion.
The graph below is from the report “National Greenhouse Gas Inventory Quarterly Update:
June 2021” produced by the Australian Government’s Department of Industry, Science,
Energy and Resources; it is the latest such report available at this writing. It represents
Australia’s total annual GHG emissions, including contributions from Land Use Land Use
Change and Forestry (LULUCF).
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https://www.industry.gov.au/data-and-publications/national-greenhouse-gas-inventoryquarterly-update-june-2021
I compared the Australian data with that published by Climate Action Checker
https://climateactiontracker.org/countries/australia/ . While the data values are not
identical, they are very close and so provide an independent check on the government data.

Labor
Coalition

Figure 1. From the National Greenhouse Gas Inventory Quarterly Update: June 2021. I have
added the terms of the government to the timeline.
The graph on the Australian government website is interactive and displays the numerical
value of the data points when the cursor is passed over them (the above graph is a copy and
not interactive). Some of these annual values at critical years are shown in the table below.

Government

Year

Howard
Rudd
Gillard
Abbot Turnbul
Morrison
COVID Period

2005
2007
2013
2013
2021
2020 & 2021

GHG
Emissions
(Mt CO2 e)
626.5
646.5
560.6
560.6
498.9
530.9

Decrease in
Annual
Emissions
from 2005
NA

Months
in
% Of 2005
Office
Baseline
to June 2021
NA

71.3

11.4

70

61.7

9.8

99

32.0

5.1

The annual emissions from each country during the year 2005 is considered an international
standard baseline to measure reduction in GHG for that country in subsequent years. As
shown in the second line of the Table this is 626.5 million tonnes of CO 2 equivalent (this is a
single number which describes the emissions from the major GHGs). The total decrease in
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emissions since the beginning of the Rudd Gillard administrations is 21.2 % of our annual
emission in 2005, with 11.4% due to Labor policy 9.8% due to Coalition policy.
The last 15 months of this data represents the time of the COVID pandemic when restrictions
on social and business activity and travel were in place. These restrictions had a large effect
on GHG emissions worldwide as well as in Australia. As indicated in the Table emissions during
the COVID period were reduced by 5.1%. Part of this 5.1% is due to the COVID restrictions
and part due to Coalition policy.
To estimate the part due to the current government policies and not the restrictions, the
monthly average reduction of the Coalition government over their pre-COVID administration
is calculated to be 0.43 per month. So, assuming the same rate of reduction during the COVID
period, the Coalition’s contribution to reductions would be 1.0%. This means the total
emission reduction from Coalition policies to date, excluding the effect of COVID, is about
5.7% of the 2005 annual emission; this can be rounded up to 6%.
To summarize, the 11.4% reduction from Labor policies occurred over their 70 months in
office. The 6% reduction from the Coalition administration policies occurred during their 99
months in office. The remaining 3.8% (of the total 21.2% reduction) is due to COVID
restrictions over the last 15 months of the data. Both parties benefit from the reductions due
to Land Use, Land Use Change and Forestry, which is not a reduction in actual GHG emissions
occurring from industry, transportation, and personal use.
Martin Buoncristiani

23

Aged Care Program
The Federal Government has a care plan to allow the elderly members of our
population, to remain at home, instead of being moved out of their homes, into
Retirement homes or villages.
To enable this to happen, you must be assessed by staff, with experience. The staff reviews
your house to note where you need help. The process takes time and is limited by the
amount of capital available at that time. This too takes time. You are graded on scale 1 - 5.
Level 5, being the most needy. After you are graded, the government allocates the grant
and then you have to select a provider to manage what help you need, and the staff to
manage the tasks needed. There are many providers available on the web. You are best to
get advice on this decision. Once you start the chosen provider, you can change if you are not
happy. There is time limit on the choice of providers.
A few months are allowed then the grant is put aside till the next capital supply.
Once the funds are in the hands of the provider they will arrange staff to deal with your
problems. If, you’re not happy with these choices, they can be changed. Your grant is
provided by the allocation of a fixed amount of your grant plus administrative costs. If you
don’t use this amount, it is not lost. You can stockpile the money, and use it for a single item,
of high Cost. We have such a package, on level- 2. It took my wife, Delphine, and myself, two
years, to negotiate the process. Hints. Be very patient. Don’t DIE
I’m classified as Frail Aged at 88 years old. Delphine is classified, as my carer – that she is.

Brian Passmore
https://www.myagedcare.gov.au/help-at-home/home-care-packages
https://www.myagedcare.gov.au/find-a-provider/
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Our own Meteorologist in Antarctica
On the Eve of Australia Day, our son, Matthew Thomas has gone into Quarantine for at least
two weeks as he is preparing to travel to Antarctica on the RSV Nuyina. Matthew is a
meteorologist with the Weather Bureau in Hobart. This year he is forecasting for Antarctica.
Australia has bases in Antarctica and Matt’s job is to forecast for shipping – especially in
iceberg season which is on now, as bergs break off from the ice mass.
They must identify the icebergs with the aid of the satellites and notify ships in the area.
One of the most important jobs, though is to forecast for the planes that leave the bases and
fly into Casey base, preparing to return to Australia. The bases rely on the planes bringing in
personel, food and necessities for living on the bases. They also rely on the planes returning
people to Australia. Currently, with the warmer weather, the snow is very powdery and this
is making landing more difficult. If a plane flies 20 people in from another Base to be returned,
but the weather is bad and the plane is unable to take off from Casey. This leaves 20 extra
people to be fed and housed for maybe up to 3 days which would mean an awful drag on the
food supplies of Casey - especially when all of the food and goods have to be brought in by
air.
The RSV Nuyina is an ice-breaker floating laboratory, full of exciting scientific equipment for
observing the sea floor, drilling into the ice to read the CO2 levels of many years ago, counting
the krill and to measuring the different krill varieties to assess the health of the ocean.
Nuyina has twin keels which can be lowered and raised according to wave levels.
Matt did get seasick on the Australis when the waves were 10 metres high and the ship was
bobbing around like a cork – so these keels are to act as stabilizers. They also have sensors
fitted. Recently Nuyina was in the news with the discovery of a cavern underneath the ice.
Nuyina is out on her commissioning trials, and they have struck a few problems so she may
have to go into dry dock before her first trip. Hopefully for not too long or Matt will be fed
up with quarantine although he is still working through the day.
The Nuyina will be stopping at Macquarie Island where Matt on a previous trip, was
forecasting for the helicopters taking on supplies following the much-publicised ridding of
vermin on the island. The ship will then move onto the bases.
It is important not to take Covid down to the bases. The Belgians were unfortunate enough
to pick it up just walking through an airport and all their base was contaminated.
To follow Nuyina try https://www.antarctica.gov.au/antarctic-operations/
Incidentally, Matt was a Pupil at Silvan South Primary when our Honourable Newsletter Editor
was Principal – how many years ago was that Mac? (answer 42 ) And you never did manage
to stop him climbing those pine trees, did you!
Jim and Hilary Thomas
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A Timely Reflection
Secularist or religionist no person reading this article will have visited both Melbourne
cathedrals (St Paul's and St Patrick's) and the main Melbourne (or any) mosque. A triple
experience never taken!
However, when we tour overseas, we are likely to ensure that great cathedrals (of any
persuasion), smaller chapels of great beauty, and ancient mosques are on our itinerary. We
marvel at the great rose window in Notre Dame de Paris (wonder if it's still there?) whilst
being careful to avoid the ancient Arab beggar-woman at the entrance lest we feel obliged to
drop a coin into her tin (after all it cost us thousands to get here). And we are obliged to pay
to enter the Sistine Chapel (Catholic) or Westminster Abbey (Protestant). I think the Blue
Mosque is free, but you must take your shoes off. Risky - no Muslim will steal them, but your
fellow travellers might. I can't remember if entry to the Hagia Sophia is free or not, but you're
certainly not free to point out that Turkish President Erdogan is a (choose suitable negative
expletives here).
So, we light a candle at the Christian sites (regardless of denomination) and take our shoes off
in others and as the years (and visits) roll on, are hardly able to distinguish the various
locations, but retain a general perception of their grandeur, and peacefulness.
For me, two break the mould. The first on the grounds of sheer beauty and the other on its
story of hope.
The best guidebook to Moscow (probably Lonely Planet) says words to the effect that even
the most jaded traveller will be enchanted when they come around a corner at the Kremlin
and see the collection of 'onion-domed' churches. I can vouch for the truth of this statement,
not that I was ever jaded on my travels, tired sometimes. But the feeling of enchantment is
much the same when one first sees the stained-glass windows at Sainte-Chapelle in Paris.
Here they are.

I’d been to Paris several times, but
Sainte-Chapelle is 'difficult' and
I'd never had the time. On this
occasion, I was staying in an
Aussie friend's apartment for a
fortnight (which he lets to friends
at a nominal rental) and I had the
time to do all the things which I'd
neglected on previous trips.
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The Frauenkirche in Dresden is a beautiful symbol of peace and hope. In a previous article for
U3A I have told of my visit to Dresden before Die Wende (the Fall of the Wall). On this first
occasion I was unaware of this church, as it lay in ruins, still, following the disastrous bombing
of the city in February 1945. It was many years later that I visited Dresden again, by which
time the church had been rebuilt by many nations as a symbol of peace. I sat in it quietly,
admiring its Rococo styling, and felt a great peace overwhelming me. I'd be back again from
time to time.

In 2018 I was in Leipzig for ten days for an opera cycle and was struck by a premonition (getting
older and poorer?) that I might not be coming that way again and this meant Dresden as well.
I packed an overnight bag, left everything else in the hotel, and took off by train for a night
and a day in in Dresden. I said farewell to the Frauenkirche, shed a tear – probably for my own
mortality, and returned to Leipzig.
I am so pleased I made this trip. My premonition hadn't included the advent of COVID, but it
was this which put paid to any 'next trip' planning, and now that I've decided not to renew my
passport my farewell to Dresden has taken on a significance and a memory which will last me
all my life.
Bill Pell
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Resistance is Futile: Thoughts on the Smart Phone
I decided some time ago to abandon New Year resolutions because I wanted to avoid the guilt
and failure that always assailed me in the second week of January, when I invariably reverted
to old habits. Sorry, I now tell people, but I have decided to stay the same. I had imagined
that this would be difficult to justify when so many decide the opposite and dedicate
themselves to some kind of personal self-improvement, but I need not have worried because
it has been easy so far. Well, except for the smart phone. My resistance is proving more
difficult to maintain.
Without doubt, advances in technology have made our lives easier and more enjoyable, and
I thought this recently when buying a new car. The salesperson assured me that I would be
amazed by the difference between the car he was selling and the old Land Rover I was trading
in. There had been huge advances in technology since 1996, he assured me, and this was well
illustrated in the new car’s Infotainment System, which was immensely more capable and
sophisticated than my Land Rover’s primitive cassette player. It was a paradigm shift, I
remember him saying. He was good.
I have still not worked out how to use the Infotainment System, even after struggling through
fifty pages of diagrams and flowcharts in the Driver-System Interface Instructions, but am sure
that I will get the hang of it one day and discover that it is completely intuitive, as the man
promised. In the meantime, I use a knob to turn on the radio.
Advances in telecommunications technology have been no less amazing since the mid-1990s.
The smart phone is a technical marvel that could not have been imagined back then, although
I still think that a telephone should ideally be simple and intuitive to use. (I had great trouble
explaining the telephone message recorder and playback to my 90-year old mother, and
found it easier in the end to give up.) I must admit here that I seldom need to use a telephone
since I retired. I make, at most, two or three calls a week on the landline phone at home. I
have a very simple mobile phone, which features a torch but nothing much else, that I reserve
for emergency calls, such as regular calls to the RACV when the Land Rover broke down.This
meagre phone usage must appear socially deviant when compared with usual smart phone
standards, but it had convinced me that I did not need to upgrade and buy a smart phone. I
am reconsidering.
I still cannot see much benefit for me in having a smart phone, but am starting to see
disadvantages in not having one. Avoiding disadvantage or discomfort is not so compelling a
reason for doing something as seeing a powerful benefit in it, but, as with my reason for giving
up New Year resolutions, it can be persuasive. We acknowledge the same when we put on a
face mask.
There is a point about smart phones that I had not fully considered, namely, that they have
other uses besides calling up the plumber, the police, or the RACV. I should have attached
more weight to them, although I still see nothing much among them to attract me. Smart
phones are commonly used for completely trivial purposes: googling, scrolling, texting,
messaging, and posting selfies or pictures of lunch. I ask myself: Would I soon find myself
glued to the screen doing the same? Would I spend hours ignoring people and surroundings
to read Facebook posts, or google weirdly esoteric subjects such as, say, the population of
London during the Black Death? (In case you are wondering, it was about 30,000, or roughly
twice the population of Emerald). These are rhetorical questions, I hope you realise. Of
course, I wouldn’t. I am a serious man. I use a fountain pen.
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More pressing is the fact that there are uses that I cannot comfortably ignore. I might soon
need a smart phone (with the requisite ‘app’, of course) to open doors in the Hills Hub. For
all I know, that might already be the case. Things are heading that way inexorably. I don’t like
it, but I don’t want to be locked out. I am struggling. I shall ask my wife. She has a smart phone.
Eddie Vaughan
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When I Realised I Had Become An Adult
I awoke that morning, decades ago, from a deep, dream free sleep. I opened my reluctant
eyes and stared at the crack between the closed bedroom curtains. There was shaft of
sunlight peeping through it dancing on the carpet at the side of my bed. Time to get up.
It hit me like a lightning bolt, and as I looked around my room I was filled with the most
awesome sense of responsibility. Awesome, in the sense of being filled with awe. And let’s
face it, things that fill you with awe can be rather scary too. Everywhere I looked I saw
responsibility.
There was dust on the bedside table. I needed to deal with that. I hadn’t filled and run
the dishwasher the night before – slack. Under the shower it occurred to me that I hadn’t paid
the electricity bill or the phone bill. The crumb drawer in the toaster hadn’t been emptied for
months. The inside of the kitchen tidy had a dank smell when the lid was raised. The car
needed new tyres 1000 kilometres ago and the roses needed pruning.
Everything I looked at or thought about suddenly pulsated with responsibility. It was like an
aura around both the detritus and the foundations of my life.
So this was what adulting felt like, was it?
Holding my marmalade toast in one hand I turned on the radio and began a kind of
barely coordinated jigging to the sounds of the Chainsmokers on Triple J. “Ooops. That’s not
adult”, I thought, and flipped across to ABC Classic FM. That certainly stopped the childish
jigging.
The day continued like that. I wanted to skip to the railway station. Why not? The sun
was out, I was feeling refreshed and the marmalade toast had been instantly converted into
usable energy that needed to be dealt with. Thank heavens I realised just in time that this
wasn’t an adulty thing to do, I stopped, and walked sedately the rest of the way.
I felt like humming as I walked (sedately) from the station to work. But adults don’t walk along
humming, so that needed to stop. Nor would an adult call in at the milk bar and buy three
liquorice straps for morning tea. I would have grown up milk arrowroots today, or perhaps a
scotch finger.
At work I couldn’t focus because the thoughts of all the adult, grown up things I still hadn’t
done were running circuits in my head. Pay the phone bill, pay the electricity, do the dusting,
get the clothes out of the dryer and fold them, deadhead the hydrangeas, fix the leak in the
laundry tap, sign up to sponsor a child in Africa, donate blood, save up a house deposit, finish
off the diploma, ask for a raise, tell mum I’m sorry and I didn’t mean what I said, phone
Georgina and thank her for dinner last Saturday, check the car insurance, clean the toaster …
the list went on and on and on. So many adult, grown up things that needed to be done.
I tried. I really tried. All those many years ago. For quite a while I kept my thoughts firmly on
being a responsible grown up. But the dance music, the skipping, the humming and the
liquorice straps eventually won. Adulting is over rated. There are much better adults than me.
They may even enjoy being adult. I’m just not cut out for it. My inner child has never been
prepared to sit quietly in the corner while the grownups talk. Oh, sometimes she will zip her
lip, busying herself with colouring-in, and letting the sensible adults she knows have centre
stage for a bit. But it doesn’t last.
Pat Buoncristiani
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Auntie K’s Agony Column
Dear Auntie K,
I have a problem with my immediate neighbour, Cornelius. We have always had an excellent
relationship and I call him Corny for short. He refers to me as Mrs ND (Next Door). Anyway, a
few weeks ago we were both doing pre- summer burn offs when Corny went into his house
and came back out with an armful of books with beautifully illustrated covers. He
then proceeded to throw them on his fire, one at a time. As an ardent bibliophile I was
outraged and screamed at him to stop such wilful destruction. I called him a biblioarsenist
and a man with no cultural morals. He ignored me and we have not spoken since then. I have
now found out that Corny’s wife, Delilah, ordered him to burn all her personal journals as she
did not want anyone to read them after her death. Corny always does what Delilah wants, so
he carried out the task. I feel this is all Delilah’s fault and I don’t know how I can get back on
friendly terms with Corny. What should I do?
Mrs. N.D. Macclesfield

Dear Mrs ND,
I am so glad that you are not a neighbour of mine. To harass a person who is quietly doing
what his wife asked him to do seems to me to be the height of bad manners and constitutes
the action of a bully. Corny’s wife may well have had a very good reason for initiating the book
burning. With a name like Delilah, one can imagine what sort of salacious activities might be
contained in the journals. I think you should apologise profusely to Corny for your unworthy
behaviour. Let us hope the world has not lost a literary masterpiece in Delilah’s Diaries!
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A handful of paintings done at the beach this summer
Every year we spend four weeks in a caravan at the beach with our extended family. It's been
going on for decades and some of the adults camping with us now were babies when we
began. I have a hard time when I am unable to paint for an extended period. I miss my paints,
even if I don't do much with them. Four or five years ago I switched from acrylic paints to oils.
I can never go back. Any oil painters reading this will understand. But oil paints and their
solvents stink, and I really cannot subject my super tolerant husband to them in the confines
of our Jayco caravan.
Water colours would seem to be the obvious solution. Nope. They reduce me to
language that might make a fish wife blush. I just can't get the hang of them. Every now and
then I have dived in and produced something acceptable, but I never know quite why the
paints did as I asked them this time but won't behave as I ruin piece after piece of beautiful,
expensive Arches water colour paper. Water colours are not the solution.
Then I discovered water mixable oil paints. They are real oil paints, just pigment and
oil. They behave just like oil paints. Science has performed yet another miracle and managed
to alter the molecular structure of the oil so that it will now mix quite happily with water. That
means there are no solvents, no smell and simple clean up with detergent and water. Perfect
for camping, right? Not quite. You see, they take just as long as regular oil paints to dry - days
and days and days. Juggling them around in the caravan and then transporting them home in
a car loaded with camping equipment tested every bit of my patience and ingenuity. But I got
them home and here are four small pictures that survived against the odds.
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Flowers painted from my summer garden by Kay Craig

Magnolia delavayi

Roserai de L’hay
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Lantana with Sawtooth butterfly

Strelitzia
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Iain F Johnson Art -Open Medium

Cardinia Dam
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“Welcome the Highland Goose.” In the highlands of Scotland, the goose symbolizes the “The
Holy Spirit” rather than the traditional Dove. On the bottom left-hand side is the St John’s
Cross at the Iona Abbey in Scotland. On the right on the other side of the world is Emerald
looking north from Pinnock’s Road

Emerald looking north from Pinnock’s Road

Iain F Johnson Art -Open Medium
37

Mandi Keck’s applique project
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VALE: JUNE DUDLEY
June was born in Shropshire, U.K. in 1923 and came to Australia when she married John
Dudley. They moved to Emerald from Bayswater in 1990 and grew to love the Emerald
Township and the community, joining a number of clubs especially Emerald Arts Society and
U3A, donating time and being on committees. June was treasurer of the Arts Society for many
years and is a life member.
June passed away peacefully in Bairnsdale on the 18th of January 2022 with family by her side.
She was the most thoughtful and caring person I have ever met. Her intelligent mind never
stopped and was always thinking of the next poem and painting she was planning, and of
course her family; they always came first. Being an avid reader and writer many of her poems
reflected the sensitive person she was. June was also a very good cook and loved entertaining
her family and friends, happy memories of all the dinner parties we had.
June was a gifted drawer and painter winning numerous prizes for her art. Her landscape
paintings were mainly done plain air. I have such happy memories over more than 20 years
when we went together on our annual painting trips all over Victoria with the Town & Country
Painters. She loved her classes at Emerald U3A especially poetry and Botanical art, which she
excelled in. She was a very social person enjoying the company of others where ever she
went.
June was also a committee member of the prestigious Twenty Melbourne Painters having an
exhibition every year to display her wonderful watercolour and oils paintings.
For the past 12 months she was in care in Bairnsdale to be close to her family. Being such an
independent person losing the use of her legs and having to rely on other people was hard
for her but she always made the best of it. She spent Christmas lunch with all her family which
was of great joy to her.
I will really miss my dear friend and will think of all the happy times we were together.
Rest in Peace.
Chris Britton
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Vale Roger Willsher
I knew Roger through the Emerald U3A, the
University of the Third Age. I organise the
Current Affairs and Australian History Classes
of which Roger was a very regular and active
member.
Roger had a great ZEST for learning. He did
have some pet topics such as trains, the
Eureka stockade, climate change, electricity
charges and often issues probably labelled
centre left. He was not backward in
expressing his views. When he first started in
the classes. I did as convenor, have some
trouble confining his responses on particular
topics to a few minutes.
However, he was very passionate and made
some significant contributions to the
knowledge of our members. In the Australian
history class, we were all highly informed
about the Dutch ship that was possibly
wrecked of the coast near Warrnambool.
On the lighter side he did not enhance my reputation as teacher. He was caught a few times
nodding off in some of the ZOOM sessions that I lead this year.
The U3A is an excellent institution for people in our society to continue lifelong learning as
well as opportunity for social interaction. Roger realised the values of being involved and was
very keen to do so. Often, I received a frantic phone call because he could not access the
Zoom link. We did have difficulties delivering a program on Zoom at times.
Roger’s positive contribution to U3A is acknowledged and he will be much missed.
Dick Bartley

VALE Ian Ford
It is always sad to lose one from our midst. Ian Ford passed away in December. He was a
member of the ‘Over the Hills Singers’. Ian struggled to read the music as he had very poor
eyesight. Nevertheless, he persevered and joined in with the rest of us making a valued
contribution to the men’s voices. He was always cheery and when we were able to get
together for a meal was good company. He enjoyed telling a story and making people
laugh. We extend our condolences to his family.

Gaye Dunstan
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A note from the editor
A big hand to all our contributors. I really didn’t expect such a tremendous response during
the holidays and in the middle of the Omicron flare up. On behalf of each one of us readers
thank you very much. Your effort is really appreciated.
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