
1 
 

                                                                                                                                                             

 
Greater Western Newsletter (GWN) 
 
 
May 2020 
 
Dear Readers, 
Welcome to GWN’s bumper Mother’s Day edition.  
Once again, our contributors have served up a smorgasbord of infotainment - with a side of 
laughs… and we could all do with a few laughs - right? 
 
In order of appearance, submissions gratefully received were from Sue Bailey, Linley Bartlett, 
Peter Anderson, Isabel Halton, Ian Keith, Glennis Henning, Joan Stammers, Moi, Ron Geddes, 
Colin Iles, Joan Mazoudier, Glenda Lloyd, Rosemary Hayes, and Robyn Vermeer. Thank you 
one and all! 
 
This issue also includes a Mother’s Day quiz, photos of mums and bubs, plus quotes on 
motherhood from women who have obviously been there and done that. 
 
Till next month, best wishes for a Happy Mother’s Day to all mums… and to those who have 
mums. 

 I think that’s everyone…  
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 

Enjoy! 

Carmel.           
Carmel Liddell 
 Email:editor.gwn@bigpond.com           
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Greater Western Update 
 
Single Session Tuesdays 
 
Our Single Session Tuesdays are set to recommence from 14/4/2020. Some of our presenters 
have agreed to do their presentations on Zoom and some have also offered to do additional 
presentations. I’ve bought a subscription, so we’re not limited to 40 mins.  
14/4 Marie Palmer from the Sydney Harbour Trust will give us a presentation on the 
extraordinary places on Sydney Harbour-past, present and future. It will include past and 
current photos of the Harbour’s hidden gems.  
28/4 Noel Phelan from the National Maritime Museum will tell two stories -“Wooden Boats 
and Iron Men”, the Halvorsen story  and also the story of the Japanese Midget Submarine 
attack on Sydney Harbour. 
  
Emerging Science 
 
24/4 Our next presentation is by PhD candidate Scarlett Kong.  
 Smart Engineering and Design of Materials for the Future 
This workshop will explore how and why materials behaviour the way they do. We will 
investigate how the physical and mechanical properties of materials are linked to their 
microstructure and how we can engineer and alter their properties for specific applications. 
These will include smart materials used in space and for biomedical implants. The interactive 
activities will include performing mechanical testing on everyday materials, using elasticity 
for target practice, playing with Shape Memory Alloys and deconstructing computer hard 
drives  
 
If you are interested in attending any of these presentations, please send me an email. 
Closer to the time, I’ll send you the link as well as a document listing a number of YouTube 
clips to help you connect to Zoom (if you need it).  
 
Sue Bailey 
Course Coordinator Greater Western  
sueb0356@gmail.com 
 

Like a bit of slow T.V? 
Visit the GW website to view Ian Keith’s video of the new metro train ride from 
Kellyville to Rouse Hill.   
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Photographers Online  
 
Linley Bartlett sent in these photos taken at the Captain Cook Memorial above 
Corner Brook, Newfoundland, Canada. 
 

 
 
 
From 1763 – 1767, Captain James Cook RN directed a survey embracing the greater part of 
the coast of Newfoundland. As a result of his success, he was selected to ‘discover’ and 
charter Australia. Previously in 1759, he surveyed a channel in the Gulf of St Lawrence 
enabling soldiers to be landed prior to the Battle of Quebec on the Plains of Abraham. 
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Italy – Teatro La Fenice Opera House, Venice 
 Peter Anderson - following his passion for opera in Venice! 
 

 
 
As the birthplace of opera, Italy has always taken a great deal of pride in its opera houses 
and their ability to present this greatest of art forms in the best possible way.  
Teatro La Fenice (The Phoenix) has truly lived up to its name, rising from the ashes twice 
since it was first built in 1792. It is one of the most famous opera houses in the world and 
has seen many renowned operatic premiers by wonderful composers such as Giuseppe 
Verdi, Vincenzo Bellini, Gaetano Donizetti and Gioachino Rossini. What a delight it was for 
me to be able to attend three operas (Norma, La Traviata, The Elixir of Love) and experience 
numerous Magic Moments in Opera in this wonderful building.                                                                                                               
Among the countless luminaries to perform in the theatre were Maria Callas, Luciano 
Pavarotti and our own Joan Sutherland. It was after a performance in this theatre that Joan 
Sutherland was given the name 'La Stupenda’.  

---Ends  
                  

 

Peter’s new course is waiting in the wings! For details on his 

 Magic Moments in Opera 
proposal and expressions of interest visit our website. 
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Book Review 
The Book of the Month Club meeting was cancelled in March however Isabel Halton sent 

in the following review of a book she believes, in time, will be regarded as a classic.  

 
This autobiography is written in simple, straight forward English – easily read but tells the 

amazing life of an African American girl born on the South side of Chicago. 

Michelle’s childhood, her accomplishments studying at Princeton and Harvard becoming a 

corporate lawyer are told including her struggles being the only African American woman in 

her college classes. She pays tribute to her parents and extended family who encouraged 

her all the way. 

 

 Then Barack Obama enters the story and the book becomes both their stories. 

 

He changed the course of her planned life and led to many more achievements in her own 

right. Their marriage and birth of their children follows, and she was reluctant to be a 

politician’s wife but felt Barack must follow his dreams. 

 

His career is told from Michelle’s point of view and the reader learns a great deal about how 

a Presidential campaign is fought. Barack becomes the first African American President and 

Michelle his First Lady – almost unbelievable at the time. 

 

The final part of the book is a detailed account of their public and private lives as they and 

their children lived eight years in The White House. 

Thank you, Isabel. Carmel 

Becoming  
Michelle Obama 
 
‘This book will become a classic in the years to come recording this 
most important event in American history – the first  
African American Presidency.’  
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Mother’s Day Quotes Editor’s Pick. 
# I want to lean into her the way wheat leans into wind.  
Louise Erdrich, The Beet Queen (1986) 
 
# I sharpen more and more to your likeness every year. 
Michele Wolf, For My Mother in Sandra Martz edition When I am an Old Woman I Shall Wear Purple(1987) 
 
# Whenever I’m with my mother, I feel as though I have to spend the whole time avoiding 
land mines. 
Amy Tan, The Kitchen God’s Wife (1991) 
 
# No matter how old a mother is she watches middle aged children for signs of 
improvement. 
Florida Scott- Maxwell, The Measure of My Days (1968) 

 
Mothers and Babies –enough said!  
                                                                                                                                                                                                                  

            
                                                                                                                                                                                                                     

Speaking of babies –a few more quotes from women. 
*There is no innocent sleep so innocent, as sleep shared between a woman and a child, 
the little breath hurrying beside the longer, as a child’s foot runs. 
Alice Meynell, Solitude, Essays 1914.  
 
*Now the thing about having a baby- and I can’t be the first person to have noticed this-  
is that thereafter you have it. 
Jean Kerr, Please Don’t Eat the Daisies, 1957. 
 
*Even when freshly washed and relieved of all obvious confections, children tend to be sticky. 
Fran Liebowitz, Metropolitan life, 1978. 
 
*Home alone with a wakeful newborn, I could shower so quickly that the mirror didn’t fog, and 
the backs of my knees stayed dry. 
Marni Jackson, The Mother Zone, 1992. 
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Mother’s Day Quiz-Do you remember - 
1. How many countries worldwide celebrate Mother’s Day on the second Sunday in 

May? 
2. Who began the Mother’s Day gift giving tradition in 1908? 
3. When, and by whom, was the tradition begun in Australia? 
4. What does the chrysanthemum symbolise? 
5. The world’s most prolific mother (69 live births!) was -??? 
Answers on page 21 
For the stories in full – see the May 2017 newsletter. 

 
 

 

 

Three- way Mashed Potatoes – Ian Keith 
 

 
 
The following recipe is based on everyday mashed potatoes, but the mash was done in a food 
processor not by hand.  The processor provides a smoothness not possible by hand. 
Serves 2 – 4 as a side 
 
600g potatoes 
Milk/cream as required.  Be careful to only add the minimum required 
60g herb and garlic butter.  Pre-prepared see below. 
Salt as you would normally add to boiling potatoes. 
Black pepper to taste  
 
Ingredients for the butter. 
60g of butter softened 
4 cloves of garlic mashed 
1 tablespoon chopped parsley leaves 
Using a hand mixer blend all ingredients until fluffy. 
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(I made this mix again and saved it by spooning into an ice tray so cubes are available as needed)  
 
Once the potatoes are cooked to your satisfaction, soft but not falling apart, drain in a colander to 
remove as much water as possible.  Return to the pan and carefully apply a little heat to maximise 
water removal.  Mash as best you can, adding the garlic butter progressively.  If milk/cream is 
needed add very carefully to taste.  Too much will make the mash very sloppy.  
 
Alternative to garlic butter, add about a cupful of shredded cheese (again taste test. If you can’t get 
a good cheese taste add more) or 40 to 50g of butter, not margarine.   
In the non- garlic mash be adventurous, add some mixed herbs or some chile etc.   
 
This mix can be frozen by placing in a freezer bag when cold and take care to remove as much air as 
possible. 
---Ends.   
 
 

Poet’s Corner 
 
A Change of Fortune © Glennis Henning 

 

 
    
A breeze blew through the eucalypts and fanned 
the bending backs of tall, wet, bearded men. 
The waters gently rippled as they panned, 
revealing specks of colour now and then; 
and as he worked old William dreamt of home, 
a cool and misty place where roses bloomed, 
a land beloved, far distant o’er the foam, 
but where hardship and sorrow once had loomed. 
Then suddenly he burst into a song, 
his voice resounding loudly, clear and bold, 
and weary miners all the creek along 
knew that their wild companion had found gold. 
Within his grasp a life of ease, at last, 
but still – the haunting shadows of the past. 
----Ends 
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Coronavirus © Joan Stammers  

   
I’m feeling a little bit blue 

Because I’ve got nothing to do. 
So at least once a week,  
Some words I will tweak 
And write a poem for the likes of you. 
 
 
The quality I cannot guarantee, 
But hey, I’m sending it for free. 
If poetry is simply not your thing, 
I could perform a dance, or sing (you’d pay me not to!) 
Just press delete, I won’t be offended, 
But I’ll keep going until this crisis has ended. 
 
Week 1 
There’s a bug called Clovid 19 

The likes of which we have never seen. 

With no hug and no kiss,  

We will still get through this 

With toilet paper in the latrine! 

 

Week 2 
I got up at 6, at the shops 7am 
Rest assured, I will never do that again.  
Everyone raced to the toilet paper isle, 
I swear that journey was more than a mile. 
There was pushing and shoving as we all made a grab 
But there was very little toilet paper to be had.  
This man and I reached for the very last pack, 
The final one from a very small stack. 
‘Do you have a large family?’ he asked, looking grim 
(I thought tears would be wasted on a man such as him.) 
Well, he said he had three kids at home  
And though down to my last roll, I do live alone. 
I let go my grip and he walked away. 
I could try again another day. 
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I had kitchen towel if worst came to worst 
But I’d finish that box of tissues first. 
I wheeled my trolley down the next isle  
As we filed past each other in single file. 
I met the man coming straight towards me 
He had the grace to look as sheepish as could be. 
I saw indecision upon his face 
Then his conscience kicked in and he had the good grace 
To pick up his pack, place it into my cart 
I misjudged that man, he had a good heart. 
Ten minutes later, we met outside 
And opened that pack- we split it wide. 
There was half for him and half for me 
Then we both went our ways, as pleased as could be. ----Ends. 
 
A true story except I wasn’t really down to my last roll – poetic licence! 
Stay safe. Joan Stammers  
 
 

Darby and Joan- in Lockdown © Carmel Liddell 
 

 
With heaps of time to spare, 
Joan sat in her office chair 
to face her computer - 
minus a tutor - 
and buy stuff online with flair. 
 
Her gifts were varied and many. 
Joan spared not a cent, not a penny. 
For Darby she bought 
a flagon of port, 
and kippers for her moggie, Benny. 
 
Darby was merry on port for a while. 
Till he developed a twinkle and smile. 
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But once a-quiver 
he could not deliver  
and that wiped the smile off his dial! 
 
Now Joan, to keep Darby content, 
thought sleep would be good for her gent. 
So, whilst tippling wine 
she bought pills online  
but her order - was not what was sent… 
 
Darby forgave - but never forgot. 
Those little blue pills in a pot. 
His Viagra haze, 

lasted for days…  
and the couple had fun - quite a lot!  
 
Half -truths were told ‘bout that faddle.  
If asked, Joan would always skedaddle. 
But she never denied 
she was happy inside, 
now that Darby was back in the saddle! 
 
 

Emails from India     

By Ron Geddes 
Hi again Milly, 
 Off to visit Jaipur’s forts and palaces! The Amber Fort is world famous for many things, 
including the opportunity to ride an elephant to the top. I looked at the creatures and 
wondered if they were sad, their work almost penury. I would not be surprised if one shed a 
tear.  
  Our driver could have driven us but we walked up to the complex’s four courtyards, palaces, 
halls and gardens. At over four acres, it’s big.  In the evening is a sound and light show in 
English, followed by dinner at the 1125AD restaurant. The food is excellent and the 
experience sublime, like being transported back to the Maharajas’ time.  



12 
 

  Above the Amber fort, in the clouds, is another fort, the “Jargath”. If you’re keen there’s a 
passageway linking the two but as our option was to walk uphill instead, we used our driver. 
It was built in 1726 primarily to guard the Amber fort which in elevation, is below it. It’s not 
as big as its protected counterpart but is still three-square kilometres in area.  By early 
afternoon, fed and watered, we went to an elephant sanctuary down a laneway in a large 
field. To one side, were two elephants. The man in charge came over and related what he and 
others were trying to do …  care for the elephants on his “reserve”. Then it came! For the 
small sum of one hundred and twenty-five US dollars, each … we would be permitted one 
hour’s access to the elephants to pat, ride, walk, paint and generally socialise. The timing was 
perfect. My phantom pregnancy showed itself and we left. The next day we directed our 
driver to another elephant park we googled and enjoyed the animal’s company for a lot less 
money! 
  The remainder of the day was spent at the Pink City, a vast wall enclosed complex built 
around 1799 by Maharaja Sawai Pratap Singh. It was coloured pink to impress Prince Albert 
during his 1876 tour of India and the law prohibits any other colour use, even to today. It’s a 
marvellous gathering of shops selling everything you don’t need. Additionally, there’s the 
Jantar Mantar, an astronomy park built in the early to mid-eighteen hundreds to observe the 
precise location of celestial objects. Another interesting place is the Pink Palace. Once the 
seat of government, it is now the Jaipur Royal family’s home and a museum. We splashed out 
$AUS75 each for a tour of the family’s private quarters and were not disappointed.  
 We also had time to visit a modern shopping complex with excellent buys and a world class 
our Domino’s pizza. We gave our driver the night off and asked him to be ready at 8.00 AM 
to take us to Agra.  
Take care Milly. Lots love from Danny and me, xxx.        
 ---Ends 
 

GWN Writers Online 
May prompts for the JUNE newsletter (please submit by 26/5) are 
 
 
 

Writers Corner 
GWN Writers Online 
April prompts for the May newsletter were 
 
 
 

 
1. They were both misfits but they misfit together nicely. 
2. Her disapproval tutted like a pneumatic drill. 
3. He was tall with physique of a wet teddy bear. 
 
N.B. All prompts may be ‘juggled’ to suit your story. 

  

 
1. Fading memories are like losing bits of yourself as you go along. 
2. They called him Tom Jones because chest hair crawled out the top 

of his shirt. 
3. A boy’s most ardent fan is his mother. 
 
N.B. All prompts may be ‘juggled’ to suit your story. 
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Writers Corner 
 
CORONA BEER © Colin Iles 
 
As it happened, I finished up in a queue to enter a Woollies supermarket: I have never had to 

do that before.  My physical stature can be described as somewhat large, but I am disabled 

by the stoke I suffered years ago. Behind me in the queue was a contingent of the old lady’s 

brigade. 

The team decided that I could impede the gang’s ability to storm the last bastions of toilet 

paper.  They talked about my assumed physical prowess and guessed capability of running to 

the aisle of the most valued paper product. 

The hysteria drew a disapproval of serious “tutting” to the extreme: I didn’t know Woollies 

were intending to install a basement with the amount of pneumatic drilling going on behind 

me. 

To ease the tension, I turned and told the belligerent team,” I am only here to buy, of all 

things, beer.  I bloody hope you lot don’t run into the liquor section and buy it all before I get 

chance to stock up on a precious life blood commodity!” 

My impudence drew more tutting about my rudeness with the gang master adding between 

drilling, “It’s not even ten o’clock!  This shopping time is for seniors and the disabled.” 

To add to the disinformation being bandied around: I thought I would add some of my own, 

“I hear that Corona beer from Mexico; cures Corona virus, but one must drink at least ten 

bottles a day. Don’t forget you need to add the lime wedge: because it cured scurvy.  The 

scientists think the lime mixed with the cactus beer, is the secret.” 

The ripple turned into a tsunami. Word passed down the conga line like an olden day 

telephone party line, “Did you hear that?  Beer cures Corona virus!” 

No one actually checked on the source of the deliberate misinformation, but it became fact 

at the end of the two hundred metre line of senior Australians.  Wouldn’t you know it when 

the doors opened a stampede of older Australians who should know better stormed the liquor 

section; leaving the paper product aisle alone.  I was bloody lucky to get two cartons of beer 

in my trolley.  My catch brought the scorn of those who were unlucky, 

 “You selfish bastard.  Why are you stock- piling all that beer?” 
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At the checkout I only saw trolleys laden with cartons of beer and no toilet paper.  I saw my 

male contemporaries smiling as they pushed their beer laden trolleys to the front of the store. 

What they didn’t know was my ailing self- managed superannuation fund had just purchased 

thousands of dollars worth of shares in Carlton United Breweries. Sure enough that night the 

financial section of the news reported a spike in trading of brewery shares. 

Thank you, ladies of the Tutting Brigade.  I think I might leave this small photo with you about 

how discrimination can start…. 

Colin’s photo – Colin’s fridge! 
-------Ends. 
 

When Odds Become Even © Joan Mazoudier 

 
Clive Jenkins was hardly your chiselled chin body building life-saver type, in fact he was tall 

with the physique of a wet teddy bear and a soft gentle nature to match. A slightly receding 

lower jaw, wispy lack-lustre hair and a pasty complexion with pale blue eyes didn’t add to his 

general appeal. Still living with an overbearing possessive mother, he was rather down- 

trodden lonely soul, who found comfort in books. As a librarian this was his haven. 

In contrast, Martha Matthews was an imposing figure, her wild red hair more often than not 

scraped back into a ponytail, revealed a high forehead. She had a prominent chin which 

needed constant attention to control odd hair growth. Bold dark brown eyes stared fiercely 

above a largish, slightly hooked, nose. She walked with a very determined stride. 
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However, Martha was an avid reader, and this was how they met. Over time, Clive became 

accustomed to her preference in books and he would put aside ones he thought would 

interest her. This often led to a discussion and after one particularly heated exchange they 

decided to meet for coffee to settle the argument. Many more such meetings took place and 

eventually, discovering that they had similar hobbies such as theatre and gardening, the 

friendship grew into something more. They were both misfits but they mis-fitted together 

nicely. 

It took some courage but finally Clive ventured to take Martha home to meet his mother. This 

did not go well. Whilst she was polite, but not friendly towards Martha, it was a short visit. 

After they left Clive’s mother Hester sat contemplating the possible loss of her son’s undivided 

attention to her needs and whimsies. She could barely wait for his return to declare her 

disapproval. 

It came as a shock to Hester when Clive declared his love for Martha and his intention to ask 

her to marry him. His mother’s protests only made him more determined and he appeared to 

grow three inches before her very eyes when she dared to forbid it. It was when Clive, who 

had never spoken to her this way before said, 

‘Well, I don’t care what you think, I will marry her - if she will have me!’ 

His disapproval cut her like a pneumatic drill. She collapsed in tears and Clive being the gentle 

person he was said, 

I am sorry Mother, but I will go ahead with my proposal and you can either accept it or not.’ 

With this he left her to go to Martha for her answer. 

 Three months later they were married and almost nine months to the day, Martha was 

delivered of a beautiful baby girl they named, Serenity. 

 There had been some conjecture among friends and family as to who the baby would take 

after. As she grew Serenity became more beautiful by the moment. She had all the best 

qualities of her parents and none of their peculiarities. Tall and willowy with soft golden wavy 

hair, amber eyes, a flawless complexion, a straight nose and above all, a chin just the right 

shape. To say her parents were proud would be an understatement. Strangely their 

appearances seemed to have changed, Clive’s chin gained strength and Martha’s had 

softened. Even Hester had to admit that she was a darling. And after realising that she hadn’t 

lost a son but had gained a family, they all lived happily ever after. 

---Ends. 
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Tut- Tut © Glenda Lloyd. 

 
Her disapproval tutted like a pneumatic drill. These two were a pair of misfits and did not fit 

into her order of her society. But they were misfits together and they misfit together nicely. 

Her grandson Jack was tall with the physique of a wet teddy bear, blue eyed, pale skin. His 

partner was a squat figure made to look the more so beside the lanky one. Robin had dark 

eyes and dark skin, quick to take umbridge at the least little thing. Her grandson, on the other 

hand, was so withdrawn that he didn’t notice if anyone insulted or praised him. When they 

moved in together was when the tutting started. In the society of Grandma, couples did not 

share accommodation unless they were married. This surely would not do. This was hell fire 

and damnation stuff. 

This relationship was doomed! 

She was kept informed of what was going on despite her resistance. They let her know that 

they had bought their own apartment. They let her know that they had acquired a rescue dog 

and two cats. They let her know that the business they were running together was going quite 

well, thank you. They let her know that they would travel overseas together in the New Year. 

The tutting revved up notches with each revelation. 

And then it happened. 

Coronavirus and social distancing. No-one came near the old lady. No neighbours checked 

that she had supplies that she needed. No-one checked on her isolation and the mental strain 

she might be suffering. Not even her daughter who was three blocks away and using the 

excuse that she was feeling a little under the weather herself and should not be chancing the 

contact. 

 One the first Saturday morning after 18th March less than a week after the world had ceased 

to be normal, Robin and Jack arrived on her doorstep. Robin was carrying a beautiful potted 

orange begonia and gushing that pink would have been prettier, but Jack said everyone’s 
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world needed brightening up as much as possible. They had brought $50 worth of essentials 

– soap, pasta, rice, tinned corn and veg, soups, tuna - and toilet paper! 

They each gave her a hug and despite what the media was trying to spread like a virus, she 

did not get sick – and could even admit to feeling a lot better for it. They stayed long enough 

to prepare lunch for her – fresh salmon followed by a sponge cake that Robin had made. Robin 

also asked if there was anything needed doing – hastening to add that everything did look 

clean and neat – but Gran was just to say. 

 Having established that Gran was coping they settled down for a few hands of gin rummy 

and then when Gran stifled a yawn, the two young men took their leave. 

Gran watched them go down the path, hand in hand. She had stopped tutting. The pneumatic 

drill was quiet. 

---Ends 

 

Defiance © Rosemary Hayes 
 

Chertsey Lock, Surrey. 
 

Janet sat by the first-floor window gazing at the slow pace of the river that ran 

alongside the bank of the house where she lived, near Chertsey Lock in Surrey. It was a quiet 

part of the world but in summer, it was busy with painted boats decked out with flower boxes, 

flags and bunting of every kind; holidaymakers plying their way to the next lock. They would 

wave and shout greetings buoyed by their holiday mood. Janet would wave back, envying 

them their adventure along the river. Crowds of people littered the towpath, picnicking, 

walking dogs, wheeling prams, tourists from all countries. Every day was a gala day. 

She took her surroundings for granted but thought it would be fun to have the 

company of such jolly people. Of course, winter was different. The river took on a dark grey 

look and heavy rains sometimes flooded over the banks causing much concern. But she knew 

her parents were pleased with their home and would not countenance any change. The home 
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had been in the family for generations and they were creatures of habit. They were both 

misfits but they mis-fitted together nicely. 

“Janet, could do with a cup of tea, dear.” Jeremy, her father, called up the stairs. 

 “Coming, Dad,” a term he detested. He was such a snob. 

“Father, thank you very much” His disapproval tutted like a pneumatic drill…He had a 

military background and used to have a straight back but was now a tall man bent over, like 

a ragged wet teddy bear. Her parents lived in a time warp and Janet and felt the need to get 

away or her life would be stifled by conformity. 

 Over dinner that night Janet had broached the idea of being a nanny in her Gap year, 

somewhere far away. English nannies were very popular in Europe, the States and in Australia. 

Now that had a ring to it. Australia! Bronzed Aussie men - tall, tanned and fun loving. 

“I have a great idea.” Janet smiled. 

Forks and knives went down and her parents turned to give her some attention. 

“Yes dear,” her father asked. “What is it?” There was a hint of sarcasm in his voice. 

Janet took a deep breath and began her spiel. 

“As you know it is my Gap year. No good hanging around. Thought I might do some nannying. 

I have applied to an agency in Australia.” 

“No way Janet! That’s nonsense, travelling to the Antipodes. Convicts, that’s what they are!” 

“Don’t make it hard, I’ll be coming back.” Janet pleaded. She lowered her voice. “I’m not a 

child and I’m determined to go.”  

With that Jeremy threw down his napkin and stormed out of the room banging the door which 

set the glasses jangling on the table. 

“See what you’ve done, you selfish girl!” Gwendoline grimaced at Janet and burst into tears. 

 “Sorry Mother but I’m going. I think you are both being selfish.” 

With that she flounced out of the room. 

“Come on Charlie, let’s go for a walk. Get your lead.” The old Labrador wagged his tail. Gosh, 

how she ‘d miss him. Her steps were long and brisk. She was angry but glad she was firm with 

her parents. 

 

     Janet knew it was time to return home and with trepidation stepped through the kitchen 

door, ready for a good bollicking. 



19 
 

There was her father, a whisky bottle before him and a half- filled glass. Gwendoline was 

nowhere in sight. Typical! She’d gone to Bridge as usual. 

“You’ve been a good while,” he said crankily, “sit down, let’s talk.” His voice slurred a little. 

Charlie sat at her feet sensing something was up. 

“I’ve been thinking. Not much life for a young girl here. You must be lonely. Your friends are 

away and two crochety parents are no company for you.” He paused. 

“I told your mother of my decision and she huffed off to Bridge. God knows she’s hardly ever 

here anyway. Janet, you are a darling girl and I’m in favour of you nannying even if it’s in 

Australia. Go for it.”  

Janet raced around the table and gave him a huge hug. 

“Oh Father, thank you. Your permission means so much.” 

Her heart skipped a beat. 

“I have grandmother’s money. I can use that.” She reassured him. 

“No. We are going to buy you the ticket return and fund you as necessary. My mind is made 

up.” 

Now it was a matter of waiting for the right family to want her and she ‘d be on her way. It 

was a wonderful turn of events. Now to pack in readiness she thought, but that could wait. 

Father and daughter sat looking at Aussie brochures and the Nanny Agency and requirements. 

Her dream would become a reality! 

---Ends 

 

FAMILY© Robyn Vermeer 

 
 
They stood in a dark corner of the laneway, misfits who misfit together nicely.  They hugged 
each other and wrapped their scarfs tightly around their necks, too afraid to enter the large 
building opposite. 
The door of the imposing building opened and a man sauntered out lighting a cigarette.  He 
was tall with the physique of a wet teddy bear, not particularly scary. The couple advanced 
towards him hoping he wouldn’t notice them until they were close.  
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“Where do you think you’re going?” the man yelled. 
“We’re here to see Lady Greystoke,” they replied. 
 “Is she expecting you?” 
“No, but she will see us if you give her our names,” they said. 
“OK sunshine, what are they?” he said looking at the girl. 
“My name is Rosemarie and this is Giles my brother, we are long lost relatives of hers.” 
“A likely story” replied the man. 
“We’ve come a long way to meet Lady Greystoke, we are tired and hungry, please give her 
our message” Rosemarie said. “Perhaps if you mention the name Alister it might help.”       The 
man looked Rosemarie up and down and felt a tinge of sadness for her, which was unusual 
for him. He looked them both over and told them to wait while he went inside. 
They waited for what seemed an absolute age, they could hardly stand up on their weary legs, 
but managed to support each other.  Just as they thought all was forgotten, the door opened 
with a creak and a lady dressed in a maid’s uniform ushered them into a large drawing room, 
they looked around in wonder at the breath taking grandeur of the room and as their eyes 
turned towards a large high backed chair, they saw Lady Greystoke for the first time.  She had 
soft white hair that was tied up in a knot on top of her head, her dress was silky and flowing 
as if draping itself over her body, her face showed little emotion, in fact they thought it was a 
little stern as her disapproval tutted like a pneumatic drill at the sight of them.  Clearly she’d 
never had anything to do with homeless people before.  
“Don’t just stand there” she uttered, “tell me what you know about Alister.”  
“He was our Grandfather Ma’am.” Giles replied. 
“Was!    What do you mean by that, is he dead?” 
“Yes Ma’am” Giles said as his sister began to cry, “He became very sick and the last thing he 
told us to do was to contact you, he said he knew you would take care of us”. 
“How can I possibly believe what you’re saying, you could be anyone coming here with a 
story.’  With that she leaned over and rang the bell on the table beside her, the maid appeared 
back in the room. 
“Take these two upstairs for a bath and find some clean clothes for them,” turning towards 
the children she said they would continue their talk at a later time. 
Lady Greystoke retired to her bedroom to think. Could this sad lonely pair really be the 
Grandchildren of her beloved brother Alister? If Alister had died, how did it happen? So many 
unanswered questions. 
The guilt she had bestowed upon herself all these years was very raw now, she had always 
meant to make the first move towards healing old wounds after her Father’s death, but 
people and time somehow got in the way.  The boy Giles certainly had the good looks of 
Alister, along with a noticeable habit of pulling his right ear when nervous and the girl had a 
strong presence that was very much a family trait. 
After the young couple had bathed and consumed a large amount of food, Lady Greystoke 
directed them back to the drawing room, she had never married herself and therefore had 
no children of her own which made this situation quite uncomfortable for her. 
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Rosemarie and Giles had no trouble going through their family history, answering all the 
questions put to them and although they were quite poor they’d been well educated and had 
an air of confidence that seem to come quite naturally to them, someone had taught them 
well. 
As the evening progressed, the air that had fallen heavily between them somehow lifted and 
they all found themselves swapping stories and even sharing a giggle or two.  It seemed all 
the worries Rosemarie and Giles had had were behind them, they had found their new home 
and an Aunt who would now lovingly take care of them. 
---Ends 
 
 

 Quiz answers 

1. 86.  2. American woman, Anna Jarvis.  3. Janet Heyden in 1923.  4. Optimism and 
joy. 5. Mrs Valentina Vassilyev between 1725 and 1765. 

 

    

 

Emails 
29.3.20 Colin Iles 

Carmel 
here is my attempt to make light of the world as seen in Woollies from my solitary cell of 
forced imprisonment. 
Social Pariah 
prisoner Colin 

Thank you, Colin. Delightful as ever – story on p13.  
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23.4.20 Isabel Halton 

Thank you once more for the newsletter – always interesting reading. 

Ann Orel’s story of her childhood days in Germany was very interesting and touching. Maybe 

you could suggest others write their stories? 

Thanks, Isabel. Good idea.  

Can you rise to the challenge, Readers? Send in your personal stories!  

 

Submission Guidelines. 
* Submissions approximately W 800. 
* No advertising, religion, or politics. Sex? In moderation…  
* Photos must have your subject’s consent and please, no children in the frame.  

Sharing knowledge, growing, socialising and passion are the 

buzz words. 

Be in it, Readers –send in your submission! 
 

 

 
 
  
Till next month, 

Carmel.                 
 
 
Carmel Liddell 
Email:editor.gwn@bigpond.com  
 

 
 
 
 
 

 


