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NEWSLETTER 

Term 4  

 
 
 
 
 
 
Offices: Beaumaris Senior Centre  

 84 Reserve Road, Beaumaris (behind the library)  
  CLOSED 
 
  Old Brighton Court House 
  63 Carpenter Street, Brighton (behind the Town Hall) 
  CLOSED 
 
Telephone: 9589 3798 Mail: P.O. Box 7269 BEAUMARIS 3193  
 
Email: baysideu3a@gmail.com  Web: baysideu3a.org 
 

Bayside U3A Facebook group - members only. To join, follow the link 
above and click on the join button and enter your name and member 
number. Your application will show as 'pending' until it is processed. 

 

Beaumaris Office: 

Open Mon 14th to Wed 16th December  

9:30am to 12noon 

Reopening mid Jan date to be advised 

Contact mobile: 0404 524 028 

 

Brighton Office remains closed until further 
notice 

FROM THE PRESIDENT: 
Dear Members 
 
In the words of a childhood-remembered doggerel ‘spring has sprung the grass is riz, I wonder 
where the birdies is’ – as our Writers group (pages 5- 10) have ably portrayed. In fact we’ve 
skipped through spring, our gardens and the birds are going gangbusters, and we are now 
officially into summer. In our extended family it’s been the major birthday season with our 
godson turning 20 and two grandsons 12 and 17 and a few others as well. All good reasons for 
celebration even if at ‘arms length’ until the last 2 weeks. But here we are now relatively free – 
and the social calendar is active, including a late night to almost midnight! And we are taking  

a short trip to the King Valley with ‘click for Vic’ as I think the slogan goes.  
 
The great news for us at Bayside U3A is that the ‘space’ rule for indoor community centres has been relaxed to 
1 person per 2 square metres – which doubles our ‘capacity’ from the previous requirement and means we can 
have some face-to-face classes.  
 
The 2 square metre rule means we can have up to 40 people seated in the large hall at the Beaumaris Senior 
Centre or 20 for an exercise or movement group. We can have up to 32 in the courthouse hall (16 for exercise). We 
have a lot of things to work through before multiple classes can return. Many classes may continue with Zoom or 
as hybrid classes (some ‘in class’ and some on Zoom). This is not easy and will require cameras, sound equipment, 
fast internet and probably large TVs. I have been chasing up our Council (repeatedly) to see if we could negotiate 
arrangements to make use of the larger venues of the Brighton Town Hall and the Beaumaris Community Hall 
whilst the space restrictions apply – but I’m not getting much sympathy so far. 
We will require a COVID monitor for each venue every time it is used. Challenging times continue! 
 
We have over 1050 renewed or new members to date (vs 1300 mid Dec 2019) so there’s plenty of scope for more 
– please encourage your friends (and husbands etc) to join us.  
 
Thank you so much to all our tutors, some who went ‘above and beyond’ in delivering additional classes and 
helped keep our members fit and healthy mentally and physically. And many thanks to our committee and other 
volunteers who kept on with it and especially Sue, Chris and Deb for their exceptional efforts and commitment and 
all the contributors to our fortnightly newsletters. 
 
Come what may I’m absolutely sure that 2021 will be marvellous compared to 2020 – so please take care. I am 
looking forward to seeing you in the new year. Happy holidays and Merry Christmas. 
 
Very best wishes          Tony Aplin 

mailto:baysideu3a@gmail.com
https://baysideu3a.org/
https://www.facebook.com/groups/BaysideU3AMembers/
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Course and enrolment news 
 
Musical opportunity 
 
This is good news for our members who are musicians. One of our members is interested in forming/tutoring a 
chamber music ensemble for three or four musicians. Please email us if you are interested in this opportunity. 
 
She may also tutor one-on-one with a member who is somewhat advanced, maybe got to grade 6 when young, or 
playing now in an amateur orchestra. 
 
2021 Enrolments 
 
Class allocations are complete and by the time you read this many of you will have received your 2021 
Confirmation of Enrolment. We will complete sending enrolment confirmations by Tuesday 15th December. 
Please let us know if you don't receive one by calling mobile 0404 524 028. 
 
Popular courses all have waiting lists and places were balloted. This is never easy. We try to get members into as 
many classes as possible but there are always some on waiting lists. For example across all our Balance and Bones 
courses we have 175 places and there were 261 enrolment requests; 121 people applied for 100 places in Yoga 
classes and 74 people applied for 56 Tai Chi places. 
 
2021 Classes 
 
During term 1 next year some classes will be face-to-face, some will be on Zoom and some may be a hybrid - with 
a cohort of class members in a room or hall and others joining in over Zoom. We may need to move some start 
and finish times to avoid large crowds arriving/leaving venues at the same time. We'll all need to be flexible and 
creative to ensure a successful 2021. We'll continue to work on solutions during the break.  

An email from James Newbury MP Member for Brighton  
  
I want to let you know that I took the opportunity to congratulate  
your work with Bayside U3A and your recent end of year event in 
Parliament recently. 
  
I spoke about Bayside U3A in Parliament, saying: 
  
“Bayside U3A is a powerhouse in my community. U3A offers short courses for people active in retirement. The 
group recently invited comedian Denise Scott to celebrate the end of year. We heard how her doctor claims Denise 
is her favourite comedian but has mistaken her for Denise Drysdale. Congratulations to President Tony Aplin and 
the team.” 
  
 Thank you again for your work with Bayside U3A. 

Exploring Meaning in the Beatles Lyrics - Bob Mason (Tutor) 
 
2020 has been a busy year for the U3A sessions looking into the Beatles' lyrics, with 1.5 
hour Zoom meetings each week from mid-May to mid-December, with a one-week break. 
You might think we've covered a lot of territory but there is so much of interest in their 
early songs that we are just starting on their fourth album, 'Beatles For Sale'.  
 
This is the perfect point for a break because it is the end of the early Beatles. Their next 
step is to go to America for their first huge concert tour and then finish 'Beatles For Sale'. While in America they 
will have their pivotal first meeting with Bob Dylan, who will introduce them to psychotropic drugs (marijuana). 
The rest of their career, and indeed all of the West's popular culture, hangs on this moment. When we get back 
next year, we will begin exploring this new Beatles. 
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Bayside U3A On the Community Block 
 
Below is the link to an interview Stephen LePage gave to Southern FM recently on Bayside U3A and our plans for 
next year and how we handled COVID. 
 
https://www.southernfm.com.au/show/community-block/bayside-u3a-on-the-community-block/ 

Shakekspeare Reading Group - Peter Summons (Tutor) 

Our Shakespeare Reading Group had its final Zoom class for the year last Monday. 
 
We are meeting for an end of year breakup at the Middle Brighton Baths at 11.30am on Monday 14th December. 
All past and present class members are most welcome! 
 

Intermediate French class (Thursdays, Beaumaris) - Jane Olsen 
 
Thanks to Judy Bissland for forwarding ‘Un selfie’ of the intermediate 
French class at their Christmas break up. 
 
Nous souhaitons un Joyeux Noël à tous les members de Bayside U3a.  
 
  

UKE3A - Paul Wadeson (Tutor) 
 
Class members enjoyed their third outdoor meeting at Dendy Park pavilion on Wednesday 9th December. For our 
last class of the year, our beginner’s group led by Peter McDonald and the UKE3A class led by Paul Wadeson joined 
together for the first time since February. A total of 21 people and 1 whippet attended, the weather was warm – 
not too windy and we had a great time. 
 
We have been very lucky in that the 
weather each Wednesday has been 
warm and not too windy (the music 
books get blown around).  
 
Congratulations to all of the UKE3A 
members who have persisted with 
the Zoom classes throughout the 
year. 
 
We are all very happy to be meeting 
up again and playing and singing 
together. 

https://www.southernfm.com.au/show/community-block/bayside-u3a-on-the-community-block/
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Writers Group - Cheryl Threadgold (Tutor)  

The word of the month was 'Spring' but not all entries are on this topic. 

 

SPRING POEM by Norah Dempster 
 
Stop Spring, don’t taunt me 
with your green promises of hope, 
wildflowers of fleeting joy, new 
shoots of verdant grasses  
peeping though. 
I trust the winter, 
the truth of branches bare 
stretched taut against a grey sky. 
It knows what happens,  
this brumous season.  
 

MELBOURNE by Gwen McCallum 
 
Summer Autumn Winter Spring, 
not always in order in my town. 
Some move to tropic zones 
live in houses without fireplaces, 
propped on spindly legs 
to fool white ants. 
 
In my town we picnic  
under summer fruit trees, 
drive to mountain coolness, 
gorge on homely preserves 
and hot scones. 
 
Prima Donna spring 
dumps carefully cultivated 
wet rose petals, on  
haute couture ladies 
first Tuesdays in November. 
 
Sunday southerlies 
blow us indoors 
to sprawl by spitting logs, 
view the week  
through straw- coloured wine  
in Auntie Dot’s 
handed down glasses. 
 
 

 

SKYPE IN SPRING by Margaret Boyes-Pringle 
 
Two little red  
and blue bundles 
 
stomping in puddles 
splashing through rivulets  
 
their dinosaur wellies  
fearless across the savannah. 
 
Two precious little red  
and blue bundles 
 
running and laughing 
and teasing each other 
 
calling out to mum,  
turning to be caught 
 
in the camera’s eye 
again, again, again. 
 
Two precious little red and blue 
bundles, Stefan and Andreas, 
 
waving and calling out, “Hi … 
Love you” and blowing kisses … 
 
the spring in their step, 
my delight  
in these small, remembered 
freedoms. 
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THE MAYOR’S GARDEN by Sandra Stirling 
 
Her sister had invited her to stay. “It’s Spring,” she said. “There’s about six gardens that we can visit.” 
 
The drive down had been pleasant, blue skies, a light breeze and sunlight streaming through the magnificent gums that lined 
the country roads. 
 
After dinner, and a game of Trivial Pursuit, which her sister always won, they chatted about the gardens open for inspection. 
“And the Mayor has promised scones, jam and cream when we visit his garden,” her sister laughed. 
 
“Well, I’ll leave you to it, girls,” smiled her brother-in-law. “Happy to drop you off there, but I’ve got to work on the car 
tomorrow.” It was a plan that suited them all. 
 
The first Spring garden was ablaze with colour, a sight that welcomed in all gardens. Drifts of daffodils led to from doors, 
hedges of lavender scented the air, camellias of all colours and shapes beckoned the sisters along pathways covered with 
violets. By the time they opened the wooden gate to the Mayor’s garden, they were more than ready for the promised tea 
and 'scones with jam and cream'. 
 
“Delicious,” said one. 
 
“Perfect, and the scones are so light,” said the other. 
 
“It must have taken years to create this idyllic setting,” said her sister as they relaxed on the deck. “All those superb blossom 
trees with the hyacinths underneath - and the pretty flowers spilling out of those enormous pots.” They sipped their tea, 
watching as visitors strolled along the pathways before joining them on the deck. In time, they left the garden and returned to 
the town centre. 
 
And in a flamboyant gesture, the popular Mayor and his partner, Alan, rode along the Main Street in a horse-drawn carriage, 
ably handled by the town’s garage mechanic. Cheers and applause greeted the couple from the many bystanders, both local 
and from the city, who were then rewarded with a theatrical wave from the Mayor. 
 
“A wonderful day,” the sisters agreed, as they were driven home. The family chatted about their day as they enjoyed the 
evening meal. 
 
“Home tomorrow.” 
 
“Yes. Another game of Trivial Pursuit?” 
 
They all laughed. 
 
“Why not,” she agreed with a smile. “Why not.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



NEWSLETTER TERM 4 2020 

  6 

SPRING by Helen Graham 
 

Others may bemoan the vagaries of Melbourne’s weather, but I love the challenges it throws my way. What to wear, what to 
cook, where to go? Like a chrysalis emerging from the cocoon of winter, spring warms my body and soul. It is my favourite time 
of year. 
 
My pleasure starts when bunches of daffodils appear, some still tightly closed, others trumpeting their arrival, tied together, 
sitting in buckets, ready to be sold by the enterprising shopkeepers in Hampton Street, at seemingly ridiculously cheap prices. 
Yes, it can be pointed out that daffodils are for sale in late July, early August whilst spring does not officially commence in 
Melbourne until September. 
 
Their bright yellow hues signify the end of winter and the promise of the joy of spring. Legend has it that their genus was so 
attributed because their bending, sometimes nodding heads are a reminder of Narcissus, conceited, self-indulgent son of the 
river god, Cephissus and the nymph, Liriope.  
 
Spring has really arrived in Hampton when I spy a rough handwritten sign – nothing fancy, the letters formed by a hand which 
knows the value of hard work. It reads – ‘Fresh Koo-wee-rup Asparagus’ – no upper-case letters to commence the wee or rup, 
as is the official way to spell the farming district which proudly proclaims itself to be ‘the largest asparagus growing’ area in 
Australia. A corruption of the Indigenous word, Ku-wirup, meaning ‘abundant blackfish’, the former marshland was reclaimed 
in the 1870s, under the guidance of Carlo Catani. He was the visionary government civil engineer, who was responsible for the 
realignment of the Yarra River from Richmond to Princes Bridge, the creation of the Alexandra Gardens and Alexandra Avenue, 
roads to Arthur’s Seat and Mt Donna Buang, the Elwood Canal, reclamation of St Kilda’s foreshore and Lake Catani at Mt 
Buffalo. 
 
My local greengrocer loves to buy from the small producers, so his Koo-wee-rup asparagus is fatter, juicier and greener than 
the often anorexic offerings from the large supermarket, just a few shops away. The snap of the stem signals the freshness of 
the bunch I buy. Popping the stems into a glass of water, it’s time then to decide how to cook these tender morsels. Will I 
simply boil them in salted water and serve drenched in butter and freshly ground black pepper, or sprinkle them with a mixture 
of lemon, garlic and salt, add a dab of butter and wrap them in a blanket of foil before roasting them? Perhaps under the 
griller, wrapped in bacon or blanched and added to a salad or added to a quiche? The options are endless for this distinctive, 
earthy flavoured, seasonal delight. 
 
All too soon, Koo-wee-rup Asparagus disappears from my greengrocer’s shelves as Spring morphs into Summer.  

EXTRA EXTRA: SRINGTIME IS HERE by Ilse Zipfel 
 
True to earth’s movement 
over here 
down under 
recognitions appear 
forming in slow motion 
early light through slats 
 
I’m set then 
smiling at isolation me 
striving toward beauty salons invite 
to invest in ways assets improve one’s status 
my trusty wheels 
surely get me there 
 
Spring beginning brought callistemon sprays across 
for songbirds to meet 
next to my English Claire rose 
thriving against its warming wall 
I get going with domestic duties 
for snails’ and slugs’ nightly beer-on-tap offering 
 
was I thinking of another recipe to share 
now that doughnuts accumulate? 
I think no 
as lately vegetables in their natural state become salads 
my mixer swirls tomatoes to saucy perfection 
adding Mediterranean herbs mid-warming 

 
 
 
no 
I will not reminisce of family walks way back earlier 
through meadows bountiful with bees and flowers 
or forest echo shouts 
nor ruined medieval castles to roam about 
near Roman roads and walls 
 
we in Victoria 
survived winter’s season in severe lock-down 
keeping us imprisoned for very good reasons 
until one glorious morning 
light filtered through pollen-ridded trees 
toward wild weather seasons 
 
doors open inviting past living norms 
resolute discussions glide next to pensive steps 
travels unlock demands for individual thriving 
 
 
I must find 
like many survivors 
willingly reset my compass 
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SPRING by Geoffrey Dobbs 
 
Where did it come from? We knew where it went to, where it finished its journey. Its source we never found. One summer day 
we children had clambered up the bracken clothed hill, following the silvery, glittering rivulet to the very top. But hunt as we 
might amongst the forest of fronds, the spring itself eluded us, the one steady stream we knew became a confusing web of 
trickles.  
 
The little stream was an ever-present accompaniment to our childhood lives. It flowed between our village and our primary 
school. Each school day we crossed and recrossed a narrow stone slab laid across the stream. Some of us leapt across instead. 
Occasionally some luckless child would misjudge and land knee deep in chilly water, emerging with soaked shoes and socks 
striped with green filaments. Even in high summer, when the stream shrank down towards its muddy, green bed, the water 
was blissfully cool and so clear that we drank from it, cupping our hands and sucking up sips from our palms. In winter the 
stream was bitingly cold. A sip from it would freeze lips, tongue and throat, the cold sinking through the rest of the body like 
iced lead. 
 
Beyond the school the stream dipped sharply for a few yards before its brief rush dissipated in a patch of flat grassland. But its 
journey wasn’t over: another sharp dip took it splashing gently over ledges of eroded limestone to reach its resting place, a 
pool in the rock. Stilled, it spread out and stagnated, providing a home for water insects like the fascinating water boatmen. 
The younger girls called this dark, frond shadowed place ‘the falls’ and ‘the dell.’ They made grass bowers for the fairies they 
knew lived there and which some claimed to have seen, dancing across the water in the summer dusk. In spring and summer 
frogs chorused around the pool. Although we could hear them, they were frustratingly hard to find. Catching one was a rare 
accomplishment, celebrated by smuggling the creature into the classroom and stowing it away in some luckless girl’s desk or 
schoolbag. 
 
In cold winters the slower parts of the stream froze. At first there would be crinkly patches on top of the water that would 
disperse when touched. Then would come sheet ice, glassing over the stream, creating a mysterious underworld beneath the 
ice. Through the glassy, ice screen we could watch weeds and grasses moving sluggishly and reluctantly as if stirred out of 
death. Sometimes ‘the falls’ froze too creating glittering miniature daggers of ice. They didn’t last long, being snapped off to 
drop down the back of someone’s shirt or, more daringly, down a girl’s blouse. 
 
Some years ago, I revisited the village. The old schoolhouse still stood, at bay, surrounded by clusters of bright new bungalows. 
But when I tried to find the stream all I found were a few ledges of limestone that had survived a road widening. They were 
dry as old bones. The stream had vanished, blocked off maybe by new houses. Or perhaps the secret spring that fed it had 
been snuffed out—forgotten, along with frogs and fairies. 
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BLACK ROCK SPRING by Greg Every 
 

You have the appearance of having seen history and it is clear that you stood tall over everything that happened around you, 
but you have never complained about what you witnessed. But there is more to you than this simple summary. 

 
Oh how the world has changed around you. There were originally simpler times when indigenous folk enjoyed the shelter you 
provided. You have provided sanctuary for man and beast and watched as father time marched on through the good times 
and bad, through wars, wind and wild weather. Nearby a man’s castle grew and in the intervening years many men and 
women have built their own versions of castles or far more humble abodes. 

 
Nearby Port Phillip Bay brought you regular afternoon sea breezes and sometimes, on just a few occasions a year, the sea air 
so thick and dense that residents could scarcely believe that air could be so solid and all-enveloping, yet so safe. Sometimes 
wild winds whipped up salt spray that embraced you then evaporated leaving a layer of salt. 

 
You have played host and provided a multitude of nature’s gifts to birds and even bats as well as crawling and creeping insects 
and never have you wanted to either offend those creatures or wish them harm. As you grew, you would not only see the sun 
overhead but you could witness its final plunge into the bay each day. Sometimes the sunset was so glorious people would go 
to the nearby cliffs to watch, along with you, and you could keep watch over them. Young or old, healthy, or sick – you were 
always going to outlive them. You are as close to immortal as we mortals can know. 

 
You have heard the crashing of waves on stormy days and their perpetual lapping on millpond days. You have heard the 
foghorns of ships telling smaller vessels, the fishing boats and yachts, that they were unsure of the smaller craft’s intentions. 

 
You delight with the laugh of the kookaburra and the wonderful chortling magpies as the changing generations passed on to 
their young their stories of you and where you live. The birds know that they and we who are sentient beings are transitory 
and only here briefly to witness spring, summer, autumn and winter. And as we people delight, grumble, and contemplate 
what may be, and how life could have been better for us, or even worse, it would be a rare individual who would think of how 
life has been for you. 

 
Some of us hope that you live forever, to bring the same joy to those not yet born that you have brought to those of us who 
are alive today and those who have long left us. 

 
You have seen a range of people pass by from famous explorers and significant politicians to humble local folk and those with 
Boon Wurrung history and heritage. In nature’s way, none have been as prominent as you, the magnificent Moreton Bay Fig 
at Black Rock House. 
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GERALD SZARKA by Sue Hardiman 
 
In 1953, news was not immediate as it is today. No television, no emails, no mobile phones – newspapers and wireless owners 
relied on teleprinters and cables.  

 
We sat at the breakfast table as a family – Mum, Dad and my two brothers. Our wireless was always tuned to 3DB as dad 
insisted that they had the best news and racing coverage. On this November school day, mum rushed from the breakfast table 
in tears with dad following her. My brothers were concerned, but I didn’t take much notice. Dad sent me off to school telling 
me the nuns would give me lunch. His explanation for mum’s sudden tearful disappearance was our cousin, Gerald Szarka had 
been eaten by cannibals in New Guinea. As a seven-year-old I didn’t know what cannibals were, but I knew it was exciting and 
rushed off to school to tell anyone who would listen to my story. And the nuns gave me lunch with chocolate biscuits because 
they thought I would be sad. Sad? No. Excited, yes. 

 
Gerald was a patrol officer and was posted to the remote station of Telefolmin. He worked with a cadet patrol officer, Geoffrey 
Harris, and made the foolish mistake of splitting the patrol sending Harris to one section whilst he visited the western section. 
On 6th November, Harris and one of his police boys were attacked and Harris died from axe wounds to the head. Szarka and his 
police boys were attacked in a village called Misinmin. Szarka was beheaded and the attackers began to sing and dance before 
killing a pig and carrying the pig and Szarka’s dead body into the bush. There the pig was eaten, as was part of Szarka. The 
District Commissioner for the Sepik area took charge of the investigation and 165 natives were arrested and 34 were 
sentenced to death in the Supreme Court in Wewak.  

 
Gerald’s family lived in Sydney and the coffin was flown into Sydney airport. The Government sealed the coffin which had been 
weighted down, and some years later his parents died not knowing that his body was not in the coffin.   

 
On a trip to Papua New Guinea in 1972 I visited the area where Gerald was killed, and was advised not to talk about this case 
as the locals were still sensitive about it.  

 
Jim Sinclair, a former District Commissioner in the Eastern Highlands wrote Sepik Pilot, published by Lansdowne Press in 1971 
and devoted a chapter to ‘The Telefolmin Massacre’. Jim was one of the investigating officers and lent me his file on condition 
I did not show it to my mother. 

 
Gerald’s parents never recovered from his death. The administrator of New Guinea, Donald Cleland, acknowledged in a letter 
to the then Minister for Territories Paul Hasluck, later Sir Paul Hasluck, Governor General of Australia, that there was a cover-
up by the government. Life doesn’t seem to change. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
NOTE: Sue Hardiman's story is a factual recollection from her childhood, substantiated by a later visit to New Guinea in the 
early 1970s. 
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Thank you to Ruth Rolls for this contribution to the newsletter: 
 

THE RED GERANIUM 
 

A blood red, traffic stopping geranium 
Stolen from a curb-side plot 

Graces my scaggy garden patch. 
 

In a jar this tiny piece nestled 
On my kitchen ledge. 

Until at last it gained its place among the  
Other striving plants. 

 
With hope and pleasure I watched it flourish,  

Surviving creatures who would destroy it, 
And the unforgiving summer sun. 

 
This blood red plant is a mirror of our being. 

We too emerge, struggle, are fed and watered,  
To take root in the challenging garden 

 
Of our lives. 

 
 
 
 

Thanks to Laurie Gwillim for this contribution to the newsletter 
 
For a Smile 
 
A man buys a Parrot, and takes him home. However the parrot starts insulting him and gets really nasty, so the 
man picks up the parrot and tosses him in the freezer to teach him a lesson... 
 
The man hears the bird squawking for a few minutes, and then suddenly the parrot is quiet. 
 
The man opens the freezer door, the parrot walks out, looks at the man and says "I apologise for offending you 
and I ask for your forgiveness.". The man says "Well, thank you, and I forgive 
you." 
 
The parrot then says, "If you don't mind my asking, what did the chicken do?"   
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RECIPES 
 
In The Australian Weekend Magazine of 5-6th December John Lethlean paid tribute to the chefs who have provided 
us with tried and tested recipes in the fine print on the packaging of grocery items we all know (and love!). Some 
examples he listed are: the Lemon Cheesecake Recipe on the block of Philadelphia Cream Cheese, the recipe for 
Melting Moments on the box of Foster Clark’s Custard Powder, Traditional Shortbread on the pack of McKenzie’s 
Rice Flour and old favourites Chocolate Crackles on Coco Pops and Honey Joys on Corn Flakes. For more interesting 
recipes check out the packaging on your next shop.  
 
 Barbara Shying 
 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

My friend Deb in Alaska sent me this recipe which has become ver popular in our household. The recipe is not in 
metric but I know that won't bother you. 

Halibut Olympia (for reasons unknown as Deb uses any firm white fleshed fish with great success) 

Ingredients:  

2 lbs halibut (or firm white fish) fillet 

2 chopped shallots (a small diced onion, or even a couple tablespoons dried onion works fine) 

Tablespoon chopped parsley (dried parsley flakes work fine) 

Juice from 1/2 a lemon  

Small amount white wine if you have. I have cooked without the wine, with no change in taste  

Mayonnaise (no amount given, see instructions below) 

1/4 cup (or half a stick) butter, melted 

Bread crumbs I prefer Italian seasoned ones 

Directions: Preheat oven to 375 F degrees. Melt butter in a separate small dish, and pour off just enough into 
baking dish to coat the bottom. Put remaining butter to one side. Sprinkle shallots or onion and parsley in the dish. 
Place fish in one layer on top of onions.  

Season fish with lemon juice and wine. Spread mayonnaise evenly on top of fish. This is tricky. I try to get as 
smooth and thin a layer as possible, but it always ends up sort of patchy looking. Still OK after cooking. 

Lastly, mix several tablespoons of bread crumbs into remaining butter with a fork until it's crumbly, then sprinkle it 
as evenly as you can over the mayonnaise.  

Bake for 15 to 20 minutes, until top is golden and fish flakes easily with a fork.  

 

Deb Stephenson 
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NEWSLETTER  
 
Thank you to all our members and tutors who have helped to create the newsletters that 
have been published every 2 weeks since April. It has been great to receive your articles and 
photos and has made my job very much easier. 
 
This is the last newsletters for 2020 so I would like to take this opportunity to wish you all a 
very Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.  
 
The next newsletter will be our Term 1 newsletter in February.  
 
         Deb Stephenson 

Member Feedback 
 
Thank you for continuing to send out such interesting newsletters. I very much appreciate them and, as a person 
involved in another organisation's newsletter, understand the effort involved in this sort of task. Thank you to all of 
you and I hope that you know how grateful members are. 
 Ann Nield. 
 
I joined U3A at the beginning of the year and was fortunate enough to have a few dance classes before the 
lockdown. I would like to comment on the newsletters keeping everyone updated and making me feel that I had 
made a great decision in joining a group with true community spirit. I look forward to arrival of all the news in my 
inbox. So a big thank you to all involved. 
 Wendy Stirling  
 
Ellie’s Tai Chi classes helped us maintain a connection with others during isolation. The mindful physical activity 
was important for our overall well-being. Her contribution is very much appreciated. 
 Lyn Curtis  
 
Thank you for all the hard work you have done this year, especially bringing out these newsletter. I certainly have 
appreciated them.   
 Ruth Rolls 
 
Thank you to all the people responsible for the wonderful newsletters.  
 Barbara Shying.  
 
I am very grateful for the fortnightly newsletters. They have been marvellous help and kept me in touch during all 
the hardships. Sincere thanks to Tony and the team. Merry Christmas 
 Audrey Caldwell 
 
 

HAPPY HOUR CHRISTMAS GET-TOGETHER 

Many members have dropped in to meet new and old friends on Zoom at Friday's Happy Hour or 
the morning/afternoon chat sessions. Happy Hour will not be run over Christmas and New Year but 
will hopefully recommence towards the end of January 2021. The final Happy Hour for 2020 will be 
held at the Urchin Bar, 424 Hampton Street on Friday 18th  December at 5.00pm. Note: no discount 
applicable 


