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NEWSLETTER 

December 2021 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Offices: Beaumaris Senior Centre  

 84 Reserve Road, Beaumaris (behind the library)  
   
  Old Brighton Court House 
  63 Carpenter Street, Brighton (behind the Town Hall) 
  
Telephone: 9589 3798   Mobile: 0404 524 028  
Mail: P.O. Box 7269 BEAUMARIS 3193  
 
Email: baysideu3a@gmail.com  Web: baysideu3a.org 
 

2022 TERM DATES 
Term 1    31st January—8th April 
Term 2    26th April—24th June 
Term 3    11th July—16th September 
Term 4    3rd October—20th December 

 

Beaumaris Office: 

Monday to Friday  9:30am -  2:00pm  

 

Brighton Office  

Monday to Friday  9:30am - 12noon  

 

FROM THE PRESIDENT    

 
Dear Members 
 
Well this is it, newsletter wise, for the year. Time for us all to relax, enjoy the festive season 

and no doubt, the warmth (although wet La Nina is with us and more so for northern NSW 

and Queensland!) and catch up with friends and family. I do hope you’ve all got something 

out of 2021 through Bayside U3A. I know many have enjoyed attending and presenting 

Zoom classes, but there were many who did not Zoom, through choice or otherwise. 

Our major venues, even with (or because of) our absence, have suffered somewhat. Roof leaks and carpet issues at 

the Brighton Courthouse and vandals and storm damage at the Beaumaris Senior Centre. I’m sure these issues will 

be rectified by the time classes start in 2022. 

Huge ‘thank yous’ to our tutors who have put in top sterling efforts through trying circumstances and our office 

volunteers, who have looked after the renewals recently. A special thank you to all of those who emailed me or 

commented in person and others, appreciating the newsletters and/or my ‘President’s blog’. 

Special thanks to our Committee who have continued tirelessly, especially Sue Steele and Chris Logan for  

over-and-above work, new committee members Carol Sieker, Jenny Reece and Mary Downie and our new 

newsletter editor, Sue Newton. 

And if you haven’t renewed, please do! We would like to keep our numbers up and keep our tutors appreciated 

and happy. As ‘word of mouth’ is by far the main way we get new members, please pass it on to friends and family. 

I’m sure that despite current uncertainties, we’ll have the best year yet in 2022. If you can help by volunteering in 

some capacity please do. A hint – we will be attending the Farmers’ Markets in the new year! Call the office, leave 

a message or send an email. 

Very best wishes for Christmas and the holidays – keep safe and happy! 

Cheers 

Tony Aplin 

mailto:baysideu3a@gmail.com
https://baysideu3a.org/
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 BAYSIDE U3A HAPPY HOUR ...  Last one for the year!   
 
 

We were all very happy to chat 
and mingle together at last.   
 
Almost 50 members enjoyed a 
pleasant evening at the Hampton 
RSL. Several stayed on for dinner. 
 
Bad luck Helene – you missed out 
on the meat raffle this time … but 
our member, Olive Evans had the 
lucky ticket! Congratulations Olive! 
Hope the lamb was very tasty. 
 

Please join us next year  
on Friday 28th January. 

 

 

   LET’S DO DINNER    Convenor: Karen Hall         
 
Finally we could all get together to 
enjoy the last dinner of 2021!   
 

The Cheltenham/Moorabbin RSL lived 
up to its usual reputation with speedy 
service and plenty of food options. 
There was ample space around our 
large tables so that we could easily 
move around to chat. 
 

Thanks everyone for making the effort 
to find your red, sparkly dress-ups.   
You all looked marvellous! 
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COURSE and ENROLMENT NEWS   Convenor: Sue Steele 

 
2022 Enrolments  
Class allocations are underway. We will complete sending enrolment confirmations by Saturday 18th December. 
Please let us know if you don't receive one by calling mobile 0404 524 028. Popular courses will have waiting lists 
and places will be balloted. This is never easy. We try to get members into as many classes as possible but there 
are always some on waiting lists.  
 
2022 Classes  
Nex year during term 1, we hope most classes will be face-to-face. Some classes may be available face-to-face and 
via Zoom, with a cohort of class members in a room or hall and others joining in online. A few classes will remain 
on Zoom as it is more convenient for them.  
 
We may need to move some start and finish times to avoid large crowds arriving/leaving venues at the same time. 
Also we may need to move some classes to larger rooms in a different venue. When we do this we always try to 
find another venue close to the original one. 
 
We'll all need to be flexible and creative to ensure a successful 2022. We'll continue to work on solutions during 
the break.   

 

SOCIAL MEDIA OFFICER NEEDED 
 

We are seeking a social media officer to join our team of volunteers, to manage all aspects  
of Bayside U3A’s website and FaceBook.  
 
We require a dedicated individual with knowledge and skills in these areas.  
 
If you, or someone you know, can assist please contact Jenny at baysideu3a@gmail.com or call and leave a 
message on 0404 524 028  

 

        HAVE FUN, MEET NEW PEOPLE and HELP OUT 
 
 Do you enjoy meeting people and making new friends? 
 
  Do you enjoy helping out at social events? 
 
 

With the thought that lockdowns are a thing of the past, Bayside U3A would like to hold social activities again.  
 
To do this, we need a small but dedicated team of people – our small team consists of Mary, Geoff, Heather, Julie, 
Sophia, Lynette and Julie but we would really like some more.  
 
This would enable us to offer more events and be seen in more places throughout Bayside. 
 
In addition to the many activities Bayside U3A run  – social morning teas, RUOK day and our charitable fundraising 
Morning Tea, we also attend and represent Bayside U3A at community events such as the Farmers’ markets. 
 
It’s a great way to meet others and remain active. 
 
If you are interested, we’d love to hear from you. Please email: baysideu3a@gmail.com or call and leave a message 
on 0404 524 028  

mailto:baysideu3a@gmail.com
mailto:baysideu3a@gmail.com


  Bayside U3A Newsletter December 2021 

  4 

 UKELE 
 

Here are our intrepid and creative UKE3A class members meeting outdoors before the lockdown ended.  

Sadly, Paul Wadeson our tutor, cannot continue next year. We would be delighted if anyone else is willing 
to take over so the class can continue. 

 CREATIVE CONVERSATIONS   Convenor:  Susan McCarthy  
 

We made plans, we changed plans but throughout the 
unpredictability of the year, the gentle art of hand stitching 
sustained us.  
 

Quilt and patchwork projects have been completed, jumpers, 
cardigans and blankets knitted and embroidery and crochet items 
finished.  
 

Projects that were half forgotten saw the light of day and were 
completed. 
 

When we could, we met face-to-face but Zoom has been a 
boom in keeping us in touch with one another. We have 
grown together as a group, sharing knowledge and 
information and learning new skills and techniques along  
the way. So, a productive and creative year has resulted!  
 

Thanks to the work of the Committee in enabling us to keep 
meeting throughout the year. In particular, to Sue Steele for 
sourcing alternate venues when density limit restrictions 
prevented us from meeting in our normal space. 
 
 

From all at Creative Conversations we wish you all Joy, Happiness and Peace this Christmas and in 2022. 

The Creative Conversation Ladies 

BALANCE and BONES     Tutor: Janneke Casson 
 

Zoom ... Balance and Bones 2022  
 

This class will end on Thursday 16th December and resume on Thursday  13th January 2022 
 

I hope the year's end will be relaxing and fun. 
And that the weekly efforts in front of your screens have been enjoyable. 

 

Life, joint and limb are individual, never a competition! 
 

Stay in the moment and love what you do each day. 
 

Here's to a glorious New Year. 
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BITCOIN and a Merry DeFi Xmas to you!   Tutor: Dr Juan Solertron 
 

There is a tsunami quietly building up in the finance industry and it has no interest in including the traditional 
banks. In fact, banks are frantically trying to get in on the action but unfortunately for them, they are the very 
reason this is occurring. 
 

Why? Let’s start with a quote from Nathan Rothschild: ‘I care not what puppet is placed on the throne of England 
to rule the Empire. The man that controls Britain's money supply controls the British Empire. And I control the 
money supply.’ There are a few variations of this quote out there and there is no proof that he actually said it. 
Regardless of attribution, the truth in this statement is clear. History has given us many examples of how this 
works. 
 

Decentralised Finance (DeFi) isn’t just a new fad in the technology firmament. It is a clarion call to all traditional 
financial institutions that those who were born in technology and understand it as one would understand one’s 
own native language, are going to re-shape the world to their ideals. This should neither alarm nor frighten us,  
it is simply evolution. Think of finance without middle men. That is DeFi. How is DeFi accessed? By using Dapps 
(Decentralised Applications). What do you trade with a Dapp? Cryptrocurrency. Already there are more than 2,000 
Dapps out there. Things move fast in the cryptosphere. 
 

Today the total value locked in Bitcoin alone is over $1trillion. There are more than 12,000 types of crypto 
currency. In 2019, Decentralized Exchanges saw the lowest amount of sector growth within the DeFi ecosystem, 
increasing total value locked by a mere 334%. This year, this rate of growth will be dwarfed in almost all sectors  
of the crypto industry. It’s a new world alright. Yet it reminds me of a visionary of old – Herbert George Wells. 

 

AN EXCERPT FROM ‘THE DISCOVERY OF THE FUTURE’ by HG Wells: 
We are in the beginning of the greatest change that humanity has ever undergone. There is no shock, 
no epoch-making incident--but then there is no shock at a cloudy daybreak. At no point can we say, 
here it commences, now; last minute was night and this is morning. But insensibly we are in the day. If 
we care to look, we can foresee growing knowledge, growing order, and presently a deliberate 
improvement of the blood and character of the race. And what we can see and imagine gives us a 
measure and gives us faith for what surpasses the imagination.  
 

It is possible to believe that all the past is but the beginning of a beginning, and that all that is and has 
been is but the twilight of the dawn. It is possible to believe that all the human mind has ever 
accomplished is but the dream before the awakening. We cannot see, there is no need for us to see, 
what this world will be like when the day has fully come. We are creatures of the twilight. But it is out 
of our race and lineage that minds will spring, that will reach back to us in our littleness to know us 
better than we know ourselves, and that will reach forward fearlessly to comprehend this future that 
defeats our eyes. All this world is heavy with the promise of greater things, and a day will come, one 
day in the unending succession of days, when beings, beings who are now latent in our thoughts and 
hidden in our loins, shall stand upon the earth as one stands upon a footstool, and shall laugh and 
reach out their hands amidst the stars. 

 

A merry Xmas and Safe, Happy New Year to all U3A denizens. 

 SCULPTURE GROUP     Tutor:  Roy Bird 
 

The sculpture group have survived lockdown by working at home, the images of Sculptures below represent a 
variety of different techniques and material. These were completed by Netta. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 Face in Plaster and Acrylic  Dried Arrangement  Clay Multi coloured Vase  
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CLASSICAL SPANISH MUSIC    Tutor: David Peake 
 

I have always been fond of Spanish music even the Spanish style music composed by non-
Spaniards. Accordingly, here is my program - I hope you enjoy it. 
 

The Paso Doble is a well known Spanish dance. Here are 4 short instrumental ones played 
by the German Radio Philharmonic in concert in 2016.   https://youtu.be/VF3f6cpa3B4 
 

Ravel was French, however he came from the Basque region of France and thus well 
qualified to compose his Rapsodie Espagnol, played here by the Frankfurt Radio Symphony Orchestra in an 
all Spanish concert in 2017. Appropriately it is conducted by a Spaniard, Pablo Heras-Casado.    
https://youtu.be/bbIAPqQcWkQ 
 

Both Tchaikovsky and Rimsky Korsakov composed Spanish pieces. Here is Rimsky Korsakov’s Capriccio Espagnol 
from the same concert as the item above.    https://youtu.be/X_HSpn3tE_A 
 

Another French composer, Emmanuel Chabrier composed several Spanish works. Here is his España composed in 
1883 played by the Berlin Philharmonic conducted by Placido Domingo at the summer open-air concert in 2001. 
https://youtu.be/-v3_WOCsbLw 
 

Another Rimsky Korsakov work - his Scheherazade orchestral suite. OK, so it’s not Spanish but it’s suitably exotic 
and this is a splendid performance by the Slovenian Youth Orchestra that I have featured quite often.  
https://youtu.be/17lEx0ytE_0 

 

To finish, here is a piece by a real Spaniard, Manuel De Falla. His ‘Nights in the Gardens of 
Spain’ is a lovely work (It is really a piano concerto). This fine performance is by the 
Chicago Symphony Orchestra conducted by Placido Domingo with Daniel Barenboim on 
the piano.   https://youtu.be/6ythXbVxQ9k 

 

FINAL COMMENT FOR FELDENKRAIS STUDENTS OF 2021 
 

Marie Arendsen - Physiotherapist and Feldenkrais Practitioner - retired 
 
Thank you to all those who have joined me in taking a leap into finding ways to take 
care of yourselves via the Feldenkrais Method this year.  
 
You will have learned a greater understanding of how your movements, sensory skills, self-talk, ability to think 
more clearly, and emotional states are all intertwined with each other. This has opened up options for change, 
greater flexibility, general improvement in your everyday lives and keeps all the connections in your brains alive 
and buzzing. 
 
Changing the pattern of a daily function to a more efficient, less taxing one, has an impact on your emotional state, 
leading to a greater feeling of wellbeing and a reduction of the effects of stress, possible injury and illness. 
 
You have discovered things from your experiences, which are necessary before you can explore and then explain. 
Then you can change the recipe if you are looking for specific tastes. 
 
It also provided possibilities for open-ended, new learning and how you could use this to expand your worlds. You 
have gone through the 4 stages of learning: 
 
1. Unconscious incompetence - you don’t know what you don’t know. 
2. Conscious incompetence - you know you should do it, but you don’t know how. 
3. Conscious competence - if you really focus on it, you can do it. 
4. Process of integration - unconscious competence - you don’t need to think about it, it just happens (like a reflex). 
            

            (continued next page) 

https://youtu.be/VF3f6cpa3B4
https://youtu.be/bbIAPqQcWkQ
https://youtu.be/X_HSpn3tE_A
https://youtu.be/-v3_WOCsbLw
https://youtu.be/17lEx0ytE_0
https://youtu.be/6ythXbVxQ9k


  Bayside U3A Newsletter December 2021 

  7 

WHEN DID THE FIRST AIR FLIGHT IN AUSTRALIA TAKE PLACE? 
 

When it comes to talent, there’s no shortage at Bayside U3A.  
Take Helene Rogers, for example. 
 

Helene has recently published her book ‘Lighter Than Air – Australian 
Ballooning History’ spanning the period from the 1850s to 1995. 
 

Lighter Than Air showcases the exciting history of ballooning in 
Australia and gives us an insight into these larger-than-life pioneers  
of the skies and the emergence and expansion of modern ballooning. 
 

Helene’s interest in ballooning began when she saw a film by Chris 
Dewhirst ,‘Flight of the Wind Horse’, a documentary he made of his 
flight in a hot air balloon over Mt Everest in 1991 – the first person to do so. Chris launched Australia’s first 
commercial hot air ballooning operation in 1980 and he was instrumental in founding ballooning over the city of 
Melbourne, one of the few cities in the world to have regular scheduled hot air balloon flights above the CBD.    
 

After seeing Chris’ film, Helene was inspired to research and write Australia’s ballooning history. Helene has 
worked as a freelance journalist, as a communications officer and as a media consultant. These skills, combined 
with her love of history and fascination for ballooning have resulted in this marvellous book. She has also taken 
more than 15 balloon flights, her favourite in Victoria being the Yarra Valley and in Turkey, it was flying over the 
fairy chimneys of Cappadocia at dawn. 
 

Ballooning has an interesting past. Fledgling balloonists in nineteenth century Australia re-invented themselves  
as showmen and women. They performed daring acrobatics from trapezes and parachutes, touring towns and 
cities all over the country. Along the way, they faced primitive and challenging conditions, experienced petty 
squabbles, and farcical incidents such as aeronauts blown out to sea and onto rooftops. Many were crippled.  
Some even died.  
 

It is widely believed that the first flight within Australia took place in March 1910 when Ehrich Weiss, better  
known as escapologist Harry Houdini, made Australia’s first recognised flight in a Voisin biplane at Diggers Rest, 
covering 3km.  
 

In fact, the first successful air travel occurred much earlier, in 1858, when balloonist Joseph Dean’s gas-filled 
balloon The Australasian, travelled a total distance of 7 to 8 miles from the Cremorne Gardens Amusement Park  
in Richmond, Victoria and landed in Plenty Road. The flight lasted for 25 minutes. 
 

Helene is a member of Bayside U3A and enjoys participating in scrabble and book club meetings. She has spent 
decades researching, writing and editing ‘Lighter Than Air– Australian Ballooning History’ and has also published  
a monograph ‘Brown, Dean and Coppin and Early Ballooning in Australia’. She was also commissioned by 
Encyclopaedia Britannica to write the first chapter for their book, Hot Air Ballooning on the history of ballooning. 
 

Copies of Helene’s book are available at the Bayside U3A Beaumaris office for $40 and at selected book shops for 
$45. This book would make a wonderful Christmas present for an aviation or history buff. 

FINAL COMMENT FOR FELDENKRAIS STUDENTS OF 2021 … CONTINUED 
 

You have come to realise if you just mimic a movement - you have not understood HOW you learned the 
movement… and failed to reach the stage of unconscious competence. 
 
You have given yourselves the gift of opening up as you age, rather than walling yourself in with fixed ideas, 
movements and emotions. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Feldenkrais always said:  
“Good health is being a person’s ability to live his or her ‘avowed’ and ‘unavowed’ dreams.”     

“Make the impossible, possible, and the possible, easy.” 
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BAYSIDE U3A WRITERS GROUP    Tutor: Cheryl Threadgold 
 

Word of the month ‘ONCE’ 
 

UNSENT  By Geoff Dobbs 
 

Nearly sixty years have passed since we met, loved—and parted. For most of those years there have been 
moments when you have slipped quietly into my consciousness before fading away again. Sometimes you are 
framed in a summer afternoon at Virginia Waters, sometimes by a night in a shabby London bed sitter with a 
rattling, squeaky bed and often, by a railway carriage at Waterloo Station. It is that last scene that is the most  
vivid, still. 
 
Recently, your memory became more insistent. Perhaps because, for the first time in over fifty years, I am alone 
again. Or maybe it is a natural feature of old age when, it is said, our earlier memories become brighter and 
sharper. And it may be too, that for all those years, the love and the pain of loss have been anaesthetised by 
another more profound love and by Life itself.  
 
Once, I found a couple of photos, buried deep among others in an old shoe box. God knows how they got there  
or survived there for six decades but there we were, you and I, together. One taken at a party, was a happy one.  
I am sitting on the floor in front of you. You are kneeling, your hands resting on my shoulders. Our smiles are the 
laughing, carefree ones of a moment when all our lives lie before us, open and unused. In the other photo we are 
both smiling too but they are different smiles. Suddenly I yearned to know about your life: where and how you had 
lived. Some few facts I knew: you had married soon after returning to Rhodesia and had a daughter named Tracy.  
 
I contact a mutual friend from all those years ago, the only one who might still know you. Nothing. I try Facebook, 
churning through every permutation of name and place that I can think of. Nothing. So all I have left of you are the 
photos and brief flickers of memory. It is the second photo that captures the most significant memory. 
 
You are leaning out of a railway carriage about to depart for Southampton and the ship that will bear you home, 
out of my life. There is a flower in the lapel of your coat. I remember buying it for you that morning. You are  
smiling but your face is shining with tears. I am also smiling, the meaningless rictus of someone surprised by a 
camera. I remember a moment later the train jolts and begins to move. I walk alongside, holding your hand and  
we kiss. The train speeds up, I lose my grasp of your hand and my walk becomes a run, a run down an endless 
platform, as you move faster and faster away from me.  
 
“I’ll never forget you,” I shout. 
 
How could I have known then that I ran against earth’s spin, against Time’s brute thrust? That shard of memory is 
the brightest, sharpest of all. It still cuts deep. I’ve never forgotten. Have you? 
 
 
 

SEASONS  by Norah Dempster 
 
Once I was soft, 
heart of thistledown, 
a chicken’s wing, 
a feather softly beating, 
a gentle breeze. 
But now I feel  
my granite bones, 
hard stones forming. 
I turn my head. 
The wind whips icy 
at my cheek. 
I have a different vision. 
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ONCE   by Jan Storey 
 

Once I was famous. I hasten to add, the period of fame was brief - probably lasting about two weeks. It wasn’t  
as if I had done anything awesome or that I had film star parents. No, nothing as clever or glamorous as that.  
 

At the time I was a shy six-year-old secretly enjoying the notoriety as I wandered the school grounds. “That’s her,”  
I would hear kids whispering, their words leaving me feeling smug in the knowledge they were referring to me.  
Me! My moment in the sun emanated from the fact that I was the kid who lived closest to the school – just a hop, 
skip and a jump from my house to the school gate.   
 

Because I lived next door to the school, I was free to go home for lunch. But I longed to stay and play with my new 
friends under the giant peppercorn trees. In our little girl minds there was a Wonderland in amongst the tree roots, 
where fairies ate tiny iced cupcakes and sipped sparkling pink lemonade from delicate cups.  
 

I begged and pleaded to have lunch at school. ‘Please mum, please.’ Eventually, my mother, worn down by my 
entreaties, agreed.  
 

With great excitement I joined the other girls under the biggest tree and opened my brown paper bag. I was 
horrified by what was inside. Where were the triangles of neatly sliced, white bread with a thin layer of red jam  
like my friends had in their lunch bags? Instead, I was faced with two thick slabs of brown bread containing sliced 
apple and chopped walnuts. Oh, the ignominy! How would I live down the shame?  
 

I shoved my sandwich back in the bag, ran to the nearest bin and swiftly dumped the source of my humiliation.  
 
 

THE DISCOVERY  by Gwen Zammit 
Stella is in her early 20s and has migrated to Australia from England after a traumatic event. This is an extract from 
a longer story. 
 

Stella was not used to long drives. She had borrowed a car to explore the countryside around Melbourne, longing 
to soothe her soul with wide skies and distant horizons. Consulting the Melways, she found that Werribee Gorge 
was not in Werribee but double the distance and in a different direction. It was going to take longer than planned, 
even venturing over the recently opened Westgate Bridge. Her confidence began to diminish. 
 

Reaching the bridge, she dithered over what coins to toss into the toll bucket. The sign gave confusing options – 
two or three axles, dual or no dual tyres. Cars were tooting behind her, increasing her anxiety. She tossed three  
20 cent coins into the bucket. That seemed to work.  
 

She drove steadily enough until a turnoff took her on to a narrow, single lane highway. Everyone drove fast and 
seemed preoccupied with overtaking. Cars raced towards her, only returning to their rightful lane at the last 
minute. She knew she should maintain a steady speed but had to fight the temptation to press the brake in 
anticipation of an accident.   
 

She was relieved to reach the Gorge safely. She had planned the Circuit Walk but the Stella who planned that was 
not the Stella she was now. Did she really want to walk an unknown route for four and a half hours? What dangers 
might there be? Would it start getting dark on her way home? Did the lights on the car work? 
 

Stella set off on a shorter walk. She was disquieted to find herself alone. A few returning walkers passed but did 
not greet her. She tried to settle into the walk, breathing deeply, looking around at the unfamiliar landscape and 
feeling the warmth of the late afternoon sun. Soon she would cross a creek and climb to the top of the Gorge 
where she was promised panoramic views. This is what she came for, she could do this. But the knot of tension 
would not dissipate, her head ached and she felt nauseous. 
 

Then it happened. She reached the creek and saw him; lying face down, head to one side, body blending into the 
shade and undergrowth. She saw his familiar hair, black with ringlet curls, his olive skin, slight build. He looked 
asleep but she knew he wasn’t. You couldn’t sleep if you weren’t alive. He was an illusion. He was haunting her 
because of what she had once done. 
 

She crossed the bridge and touched his cheek. It was cold, there really was no life in him. Grief knifed down her 
gullet to her belly. Is this what the future held? Would there really be no chance ever for her to touch his living 
body?  
 

Shivering and weeping, Stella turned, walked back to the car and drove home. 
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ONCE  by Sandra Stirling 
 

Meryl’s determined enquiries at the bicycle shop, which fronted the main road, led to her being taken to the back 
door by the owner. 
 

Standing outside in the sunshine, he looked at her. “Is this what you wanted to see, dear?” 
 

At 74, she was used to such ageist comments. “Yes, it is,” she replied, looking up at him. “Thank you.” He turned 
and walked back inside the shop. 
 

Tears welled in her eyes as she stared at the ruin that had once been her grandmother’s home. The magnificent 
tree that had stretched its branches across the roof, had long been cut down. In fact, most of the roof had fallen 
into the building, pulling guttering and a tangle of wires with it. The front door, once always open in welcome to 
her, now lay broken across the entrance. She could almost see her grandmother, or ‘Ma’ as she had always called 
her, dressed in a crisp lemon blouse, with its faded scent of lemon, straight skirt and ‘sensible’ lace-up shoes, a 
legacy of her days as a nursing sister in the 1950s. 
 

The sun threw Meryl’s shadow across the crumbling brickwork to where the chimney stood firm, reminding her  
of the warmth of their fireside chats and lunches of sandwiches and a glass of milk. Memories came flooding  
back to her. The trip to the grocer, where the floor was covered with sawdust and large hessian bags with 
mysterious odours, leaned against the wooden counter. Mr McHenry always called her ‘Missy’ and gave her  
a small bag of broken biscuits - “To share with Granny when you get home,” he smiled. Even then, she knew that 
her grandmother did not like being called ‘Granny’! 
 

Their next stop was at the milk bar where “My granddaughter will have a small ice cream cone, topped with 100s 
and 1000s, thank you, Mrs Johnston.” Her voice still held that air of authority associated with being in charge of a 
hospital ward. 
 

They would then return home, where Meryl would sit beside her grandmother as she played simple melodies for 
her on the piano. And often they would sing nursery rhymes together, Ma smiling at her. 
 

Such happy times, she reflected. Stepping carefully over the broken glass hidden in the tangle of weeds and long 
grass, she made her way to the back garden. And there, by the side fence was the lilac tree, it’s withered trunk 
supporting a single branch that held the remains of its blossom, her grandmother’s favourite. 
 

She stood, staring up at the pale blue sky. A grandmother herself, Meryl had loved her four grandchildren, 
unconditionally, as she had been loved by her dear grandmother. Breaking off a small piece of the blossom, she 
tucked it into her pocket. And with a last glance, she turned and slowly returned to the shop. “Goodbye, Ma,” she 
whispered. “Goodbye.” 

 

ON TOP OF THE HILL  by Geraldine Colson© 
 

A few months back, I sent a card to a friend welcoming her to the ‘Top of the Hill’. It was her 80th birthday and 
she’s a year younger than me. I ‘worried’ the metaphor, telling her we were not yet over the hill, only teetering  
on the top, how steep was the incline before us, but how together we would retain our footing and our hold on  
life and living. So clever. 
 
That was before. Before certain events in a week during lockdown and the hasty visit to my GP. Before the tests 
and examinations which not only disrupted my week and my life, but took it over completely. Before the very real 
signs that the senses were blunted and the extremities very much slower to respond. Before ‘The Hill’ actually took 
shape under me and I was truly feeling my mortality. 
 
Disability is not new to me. It developed in childhood. Not drastic enough to curtail education altogether or find 
work in my chosen field, nor to deter me from the relationships and most of the activities I wanted to pursue. It 
was more than enough though to help me learn patience and resilience and to accept that I could achieve much 
but maybe through slower, alternative routes than most, and that pain and limited options are not immutable  
objects, but challenges to be addressed and overcome. It brought the realisation that my journey might be some-
what different to most of my peers, but maybe it allowed me to encounter a broader or at least different range of 
options and influences, and enhanced my overall learning through new people and experiences I would not have 
met on the straighter trajectory. Whatever! 
            (continued  overpage) 
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               CONTINUED....          ON TOP OF THE HILL   by Geraldine Colson ©  
 

As the generation overcome by a Pandemic, we have had a transforming experience, whether we’ve been involved 
at the forefront in the health industries or merely following directions and feeling the restrictions in the ranks of 
the locked-down population. Those of us over 60 – for the most part and if we have dodged COVID – have been  
the privileged ones. With the advances in science and technology and enlightened thinking about the protection  
of vulnerable populations, we have just had to sit it out and keep our heads down. There is a huge range of options 
open to us through IT and computerisation, as well as connections such as those through U3A, so for most of us  
it’s been a case of keeping our interests alive, maintaining friendships and continuing our preoccupations, if at a 
distance. The limits on personal connection have been undeniably ‘inhumane’ for all people, but of all ages surely 
we have emerged less ‘scathed’ than those younger than us. 
 
It’s been noticeable that creativity has suffered. It has underlined how much our interaction with others is 
mandatory to find ideas and stimulus and living locked down with plenty of input via media but restricted human 
contact, affects our abilities and sensibilities. Speaking personally, the writing which could have been achieved … 
hasn’t. Okay, I’m only a very small sample of one. But my peers say the same and in the wider world, it’s been 
noticeable that we will soon get to see many works in the arts and entertainment worlds which have been on  
hold, but there’s not much evidence that lockdown has brought forth much innovation or new beginnings.  
Maybe the most important goal has been to maintain the status quo, or maybe the dormancy has been stultifying. 
History will tell. 
 
So back to the hill. It’s crowded and there’s not much room because a lot of squirming is going on,    a lot of striving 
to maintain dignity and to ‘keep up appearances’. For example, how to face the world. Going grey, or white, or 
not? Party-girls of the 60’s established the habit of makeup. Sometimes lots of it. So how to accentuate the eyes  
of the 80-year-old when sight and accuracy are failing and texture feels decidedly ‘different’. How hard is it to  
greet others with spontaneity and warmth when getting up from a chair (not even suddenly) causes the world to 
spin and legs which sturdily withstood so much weight and activity, now appear not to be connected and there is 
the disconcerting pause, or is it the ‘dodder’ in ‘doddering’. How awful too to be finally embraced by those lovely 
grandchildren one’s been yearning to touch for so long, to find your balance gone and they have to hold you  
from falling and everyone gets into a muddle of concern and helpfulness when all you want is to be able to say  
a ‘proper’ Hello. 
 
Now it’s a case of staying power, how to stay here, on top of the hill. Peering over the side into permanent 
disability or hazy confusion and/or loss of dignity, personality and control, is not worth doing and the likelihood of 
sliding downwards is impossible to accept at the moment. This Hill has to be wide and long and well-protected. 
Glimpses over the side might open up at times, but resistance to sliding off has to be maintained. I’m in frequent 
contact with a friend living in a nursing home. I’ve watched a vibrant, vital woman become a docile, mostly bed-
ridden ‘patient’. She’s 80 too. She is ‘over the hill’. Would she have fallen off had she remained in the community? 
Who’s to say. 
 
These are the decisions and life changes which are sometimes within our control and often not. 
The bastions which will keep us safe on top are firstly friends and family and as much interaction with them as 
possible. Then we need the ways and means to keep finding absorption in the things we love to do. Lockdown  
has afforded me more skills online and made me more innovative in terms of research and seeking out 
information. U3A is thankfully still being maintained by capable and incredibly dedicated volunteers to whom  
I’m eternally grateful. With lockdown lifting I will venture forth again – maybe a bit more tentatively – meeting 
friends and gadding about, slower than previously. I am fortunate in this game of ageing and genes, being still on 
top of the hill at 80. 
 
I’m just taking a long time to say that The Hill is now my refuge and my joy and I will be here on top for as long as 
possible. Welcome to anyone else approaching their nadir. It’s not so bad after all. 
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DELIVERY SCAMS               (BYTE SIZE TIPS     NOVEMBER 2021/VOL 28) 
 

You have done your lockdown shopping online and now you are waiting for the parcels to arrive. As we can be 
impatient with the waiting, scammers can use our impatience to bombard us with delivery scams in this peak 
season. 
 

Since September 2021, many Australians have been targeted with delivery scams. They usually refer to DHL and 
other courier services like TNT and AusPost, and always ask you to take some form of action in relation to the 
'delivery'. 
 

Messages can include: 

 Scheduling a delivery time 

 Tracking a delivery 

 Managing a delivery that is 'in transit' or will be 'delivered soon' 

 Telling you it's your last chance to arrange pick up/delivery of a parcel 

 Asking you to enter your details to receive a package 

 Getting 'more information' about your delivery. 
 

Example of delivery scam text messages 

 You have (1) Pending Package! Ref: DHL-6461W Last chance to pick it up  

 Your DHL package is on ITS way! Click to track 
 

Just recently, Australia Post has also warned its customer about fraudulent emails that are circulating advising 
customers of unpaid delivery fees and prompting them to click on a link to complete the payment.  Once clicked, 
the link will lead to a fake Australia Post website which is designed to steal your personal and financial 
information. 
 

With the use of stolen logos and brand information, these emails may seem legitimate and hard to decipher if it is 
a scam. So pay close attention to the text or the sender’s email which is important. 
 

Ways to avoid delivery scams  

 Do not click on links in the text messages or emails that contain a link with a series of random letters and 
numbers. 

 Do not call back the individual who sent the text. 

 Delete the message or email immediately. 

 Never give your personal information. 

 Go to your local post office or delivery centre if necessary. 
 

Have you been scammed?  

 Make a report to ReportCyber if you have been a victim of a scam. 

 Report scams to the ACCC via the report a scam page: https://www.scamwatch.gov.au/report-a-scam. 

 If you have lost personal information to a scammer and are concerned, you can contact IDCARE. 

 Spread the word to your friends and family to protect them. 

 

 

The Bayside U3A Committee of Management extends 

warm festive season greetings to all members. 

We farewell the challenging 2021 year and welcome 

in a safe, healthy, happy and fulfilling 2022. 

 

https://www.scamwatch.gov.au/report-a-scam
https://stayintouch.us12.list-manage.com/track/click?u=67b3f15e161a36aabf90f4e1b&id=dafee9fc4a&e=8ef5d00ddd

