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Greater Western Newsletter (GWN) 
 
 
June 2020 
Welcome Readers, 
 
This month, GWN has embraced the worldwide trend of ‘bear hunting’.  Images of teddy bears 
(and parts thereof) are scattered throughout this issue and your mission - should you choose 
to accept it - is to count them. Answer p.17.  What’s it all about? See page two. 
 
Once a gain a round of applause for contributors (in order of appearance) Isabel Halton, Linley 
Bartlett, Peter Anderson, Ian Keith, Anita Stevens, Joan Stammers, Ron Geddes (The last in a 
series of Emails from India. Looking forward to more of Ron’s Emails – after travel restrictions 
are eased!), Colin Iles and Glennis Henning. Thank you one and all. 
 
Emails too, were gratefully received!  
Till next month, put the kettle on and hunker down. 
 
 
 
 
  

Enjoy! 

 
 
 

Carmel. 
Carmel Liddell 
 Email:editor.gwn@bigpond.com     
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‘What’s it all About?’       Carmel Liddell 
 
 
 
 

 
Reference:  
Wikipedia. 

 
 
Book Therapy                   Isabel Halton   

                                                                                                          
Greek National Library – Athens 
 
In this time of isolation and little social contact, this theory of reading being good for mental 
and physical health may help us cope.  
In Ancient Greece libraries were built next to hospitals and labelled ‘Places for Healing the 
Soul’. Books are a great way of escaping worries of everyday life. Research tells us reading 
for pleasure 30 minutes per day can reduce anxiety and help depression.  
Every time we read a book or poem we share a human experience. 
Set aside a half an hour a day to read and be lost in another world. Choose books you love 
and jot favourite lines or passages to re-read when you feel low. Reading is an unique tool – 
when you read something that reflects your own thoughts or feelings – you feel connected 
and never alone. 
So, why not try it now when we have so much more time on our hands at home? 
Thanks, Isabel. Carmel  

 

Uniting people in an unexpected way, is the notion of ‘bear hunting’- as in 
the children’s book ‘We’re Going on a Bear Hunt’ adapted from an 
American folk song by author Michael Rosen and illustrated by Helen 
Oxenbury. The book about trauma and healing has sold over 9 million 
copies since 1989.   

In the story, five children and a dog set out to hunt a big scary bear. On the 
way they encounter obstacles they can’t go over and can’t go under but 
must go through. But they’re not scared! No! The children face their fears 
(the bear) and eventually ‘come out the other side’… 

So today, during the coronavirus epidemic, bears are being placed in 
windows for Little Ones to ‘hunt’ whilst out walking. The hope is that by 
counting not so scary teddies children will take comfort in knowing that 
others know about the bear, understand how they feel, and are also going 
through the same troubling times. 
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Waiting for libraries to re-open? Me too – but an alternative could be close to home! 
 

Little Libraries: Out on a Limb. 
Story and photo by Carmel Liddell 

Maureen Partridge and her Baulkham Hills Street Library. 

Whist out and about in the neighbourhood, keep your eyes open for a rare species blooming 
in Australian gardens: Little Libraries. The idea began in 2009 when Wisconsin man Todd Bol 
installed America’s first neighbourhood book exchange in his front yard. His ‘one-room 
schoolhouse’ style book cabinet was such a hit that in 2012, he founded The Little Library 
Movement, a concept which has spread to eighty countries, including Australia.  
Seven years ago, Newtown resident Nic Lowe founded the Street Library Australia 
organisation which helps people establish their own pop-up book exchanges.   Ready -made 
cabinets are available but libraries can also be quirky, one off creations. Think weatherproof 
doll's houses, microwave ovens, cupboards and telephone booths etc…  
 
In 2018, Maureen Partridge decided to share her love of literacy with neighbours by planting 
something different in her front yard. It needs no water and won’t attract feathered friends, 
but the locals love it!  
Maureen said (quote)  
‘I set up the library after seeing one in a disused phone box in New Zealand and another 
outside a Tasmanian B & B. My friend John Murray designed and made the library, keeping it 
in context with my weatherboard house. I stocked it with books no longer needed, but within 
two weeks about 40 books were taken and 30 donated. I think it is going to be a great success!’ 

Two years hence, Maureen’s Little Library continues to bring joy. Locals supply No.30 with a 
variety of titles, leave notes of appreciation and at times - book reviews. So, if your crowded 
bookshelves need pruning, why not follow Maureen’s lead? Visit and donate books to an 
existing street library - or plant one of your own.   Life’s sweet rewards are within reach - if 
you go out on a limb….  

Reference:Wikipedia ( Images, Street Library Australia, SMH).  
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Little Libraries – Big Imaginations  

Internet ideas from around the world. 
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Photographers Online  
Linley Bartlett on location in Churchill, Alaska, the polar bear capital of the world! 

 

Churchill is regarded as the Polar Bear Capital of 
the world. 
Many bears come ashore near Churchill in 
autumn when alliances between bears are made 
but if they wait too long before going back to sea, 
they are trapped on the land until the water 
freezes on Hudson Bay before they can return to 
sea again to hunt for their main food source – 
seals.  
They are in danger if they remain in the town, so 
residents carry guns but naturally are not allowed 
to kill. Therefore, there is a 5klm controlled area 
around the town where Rangers assure the safety 
of residents. If a bear becomes a problem, it is 
tranquillized and taken by helicopter to be 
released far from town. If it returns, it is put in 
the ‘polar bear jail’ then released back to the wild 
when the Bay freezes over. The bear is not fed as 
if it is not kept isolated and unfed, it will be an 
unpleasant experience and it will learn not to 
return to the town area! 
 
There is no road into Churchill. Tourists either fly 
or take a 40hr train journey to Churchill.  
A bus took us to the ‘Launch Site’ and for the next 
three days, our feet did not touch the ground (so 
we were safe from bears). We drove along rough 
and bumpy roads created by Canadian and US 
Military to ensure that no further damage is done 
to the tundra ecosystem. 

Thank you, Linley!                                                
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Thompson Street, the main street in 
Churchill. Tourists have a choice of staying in 
accommodation in Churchill or staying at the 
unique Tundra Lodge. The Tundra Buggy has 
a maximum speed of 10kph so you can see 
more if you stay at The Tundra Buggy Lodge 
instead of driving to and from Churchill every 
day! 
The Tundra Buggy Lodge (left)  
is made up of modules identical on the 
outside, but each is set up differently inside. 
The modules are- 
Generator, Store and Staff Quarters, Kitchen, 
Dining Room, Lounge, two Bunkhouses (each 
accommodating 16 people) and containing 
2xtoilets, shower, and double bunks lining 
the walls. They were surrounded on three 
sides by plywood walls and the fourth side 
had a thick denim curtain which could be 
fastened with Velcro strips so that the bunk 
was private. There was a 9” sturdy shelf 
along one wall with light and power point, 
also a hammock for clothes and small items. 
Not being tall, I had space for my bags at the 
end of the bed. All cosy and comfortable! 
These modules were connected but the 
Tundra Buggy itself could be disconnected 
which is what we drove around in over three 
days. It was like a bus with a toilet, stove for 
warmth and cupboards for food and spare 
coats etc. Viewing platform was at the 
back…up high! 
 
Bear footprints as seen on the way from the 
airport to Churchill 
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Photographers Online  
Peter Anderson - Vienna State Opera – Austria 

July 30, 2013 was a special day in my life. It was the day I was part of a small group that went 
on a guided tour of one of the world's great opera houses, Wiener Staatsoper - Vienna State 
Opera.   
                                                                                             

    

It was once said that the person in charge of this historic opera house was the second most 
important person in town, second only to the person running the country. The guide said that 
the opera house has had many renowned musical directors including Gustav Mahler -1897 to 
1907. When Mahler became the director people could eat, drink, play cards in the auditorium 
during a performance. Patrons could come and go as they pleased. However, Mahler stopped 
all of this. He ordered the dimming of lights and the doors to the auditorium closed once the 
performance began, practices regarded as the norm in opera houses around the world today.                                    
Because of the Coronavirus the opera house is closed. Consequently, thousands of people 
have this year been denied the opportunity to experience magic moments from operas such 
as Verdi's, Aida and Nabucco, Donizetti's, Lucia Di Lammermoor and Puccini's, Madame 
Butterfly.  In these wonderful operas the composers have given to the world music that 
transcends reality and takes us to places far, far away in our imagination.              ----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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Photographers Online  

Looking for places to go, things to see - including a miniature railway? 

 Visit Ian Keith’s slideshow of Nurragingy Reserve Blacktown on the GWR website. 

 
Keep Smiling in Lockdown! 
 
Linley Bartlett sent in the following internet gems.  
 
 

1. The world has turned upside down - we have to sneak out, as the children are telling 
us to stay home 

2. You think things are bad now but wait.   In 20 years, Australia will be run by home-
schooled people who think that a couple of drinks per day count for chemistry 
lessons! 

3. The virus has done what no wife has been able to do.   It has cancelled all sport, shut 
down all bars, kept men at home and got them to do those jobs which have been 
waiting for months. 

4.  Don't call the police if you see suspicious characters in the neighbourhood.    It is 
just your neighbours without make-up, hair extensions or natural hair colour. 

5. I never thought that the comment "I wouldn't touch him with a 6foot pole" would 
become the national law. 

6.  Me:     What is the weather doing this weekend? 
 Brian:  It doesn't matter, we are not going anywhere. 

 

 Bored?     Editor’s indulgence… Thank you, internet. 

 

          Cats can cope well                               however -   ‘Big Poppa’ just wants to go outside…      

 
 
     

 
 



9 
 

 
Ian Keith’s Kitchen  

12.4.20 

G’day Carmel, 

Here’s another. I saw this on Facebook which a friend of mine had posted.  I made them 
tonight see photo and they were very good. Cheers! 
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****Garlic Herb butter – Ian’s adjustment to his May recipe. 

Ingredients 

 1 Cup Unsalted Butter (softened) 
 1 Teaspoon Salt (leave out if using salted butter!!) 
 3 Large Garlic Cloves (minced) 
 2 Tablespoons Parsley (fresh, chopped) 
 2 Tablespoons Herbs (fresh, chopped, rosemary, oregano thyme, etc.) 
 1 Teaspoon Black Pepper 

Instructions 

 In a small bowl, combine all the ingredients. 

Spoon into an ice block tray and when frozen store in the freezer in a zip lock bag etc    

 
PS. Paws for thought… 
 

 
 
I’ve become philosophical in my old age and my recent experience with Little Libraries (story 
page 3) has me questioning the benefits – or otherwise – in having too many choices. 
Of course, this may just be me... 
When bombarded by too many things (in supermarkets, department stores etc.,) I opt for 
the familiar. In the library, it’s the fiction section. Little Libraries, however, are bijou affairs 
that provide titles from all sections - including the ones I bypass! 
Cue my selections from Baulkham Hills. 
Fiction: ‘The Crying Tree’ by Naseem Rakha which I thoroughly enjoyed.  
Non- Fiction: ‘The New Bread Basket’, by Amy Halloran which tells ‘the story of how a 
radical band of grain pioneers…are reinventing community grain systems and reintroducing 
grains as a viable local food crop.’  
The well written book (a few of Amy’s phrases will be prompts for GWN Writers Online) is a 
look into the way ‘local grain production benefits, people, local business, and the 
environment.’ A gem, and one I would never have discovered in ‘the big library’. 
P.S. The  charm of Little Libraries have given me paws for thought… Read, Return, Repeat. 
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Poet’s Corner 
The Bear in the Window.  © Anita Stevens  

 

 
I’m a bear in the window - I’m lonely as can be! 
 
For weeks I have been hiding, cooped up in solitary. 
 
I just stare out the window and look for passers-by 
 
But they are few, far between - It’s sad, I almost cry… 
 
 
 
There’s a bear across the road who’s looking back at me 
 
And he is wearing a mask against germs, for safety 
 
And there are more at windows all looking out, on guard, 
 
Hoping children will spot them but we’re finding it hard... 
 
 
 
We’re all starved of affection; we yearn to hear a voice,  
 
The laughter of grandchildren but sadly there’s no choice.  
 
They cannot come to see us or give us a big hug. 
 
They have to keep their distance ‘cause of this awful bug. 
 
 
 
I wonder what they’re doing?  Are they missing us too? 
 
While they are cooped up like us finding something to do? 
 
We just stand at the windows, hope for a better day  
 
When this pandemic is over and once more we can play.             ----Ends. 



12 
 

Keeping Busy © Joan Stammers 

 Stay safe, stay sane, stay slim, stay sober! J. 
 
 Are you sick of coronavirus yet? 
I’d say that’s a given, a jolly good bet. 
I went to the letterbox, the highlight of my day. 
I waved to the gardener along the way. 
For this excursion, should I wear tiara and ball gown 
To look like a lady from the high end of town? 
But I decided that my tracksuit would do 
And thongs instead of the high-heeled shoe. 
Normally I would not stop to greet  
A lady on the opposite side of the street 
But she stopped and said ‘Hi,’ taking her dog for a walk. 
We spent ten minutes, and we had a good talk. 
We agreed this isolation was very hard 
Then I went back inside and around my back yard. 
My yard is the size of a postage stamp, but, 
A few laps of that should keep my steps up. 
Then round and round the dining table,  
I’ll keep doing that as long as I’m able. 
We must exercise, that’s very clear 
So, I tried doing star jumps - exercise quite severe, 
But the jarring I discovered, can cause one to leak!  
That’s enough for now, maybe some more next week. 
I looked in the fridge, nothing new in there,  
And I fossicked around in hopeless despair 
But hidden at the back was a bottle of wine 
And I live alone so every drop is mine!!! 
Then I put a piece in my puzzle jigsaw, 
The likes of which you never saw – 
Almost every single piece is black 
It’s like looking for a needle in the proverbial haystack. 
I put a stitch in my cross-stitch just now 
The last few weeks it’s kept me busy somehow. 
So far, it’s taken several years to tweak 
But I’ll have it finished by the end of next week! 
Now I must look for a teddy bear 
To look out the window so it can stare 
At non-existent people passing by  
Though for the life in me, I don’t know why!                                 ---Ends 
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Emails from India        

By Ron Geddes 

Hi Milly, 
  We made a good early start from Jaipur, navigated around cattle, horse drawn carts and slow busses 
and trucks in the outside lane, plus villages where the two nearside lanes were crowded with street 
vendors, all causing enormous traffic jams and delays. Outside on the open road, it passed through 
agricultural landscape.  
  Near noon, we diverted to the ancient abandoned city of Fatehpur Sikri, thirty-five kilometres west 
of Agra. It’s a vast assortment of palaces, plazas, temples, gardens and harems, over three square 
kilometres. Used as the old administrative centre from 1571 to 1610, it’s been subsequently occupied, 
although not full time. Most buildings are red sandstone with multi-denominational religious carvings 
and architecture. Happily, it’s now a UNESO site and well looked after. 
  In the afternoon, we exited the dry dust and bedlam of Agra’s streets and entered to wallow in the 
lush greenery of the Hilton’s gardens. It was so relaxing as we went into a vast cool foyer and checked 
in. The lunch was just what we needed. Refreshed, our driver, with a guide, took us to Agra’s Red Fort, 
another ancient monument in cream and red sandstone, originating from the middle of the sixteenth 
century. It has great views over the Taj Mahal. Like everything else, the architecture and craftsmanship 
were outstanding. 
  Our last day and the best - we were going to see the Taj Mahal. We were told morning is the best 
time to see it, after the sun burns off the river mist. In the cool and shade, we bought our twenty-five 
Oz dollar tickets and started the tour. It was a casual stroll to the Great Gate and once through it were 
two noticeable things. First was the breath-taking creamy white (with a blue tinge) Taj Mahal itself. 
The other was the thousands of other people. Where did they come from?  
  Lots to see, especially the mausoleum. On either side are a mosque and the original women’s 
quarters. During the day, the outside of the Taj changes colour, image and aura. Shaded walls suddenly 
shimmer as semi-precious stones set into the building, begin to play and flash. With no glare, much 
script is legible. The inside of the building is not large, and crowds force you to keep moving. However, 
if you step back, you can view the adornment at leisure, despite poor lighting.  The Taj Mahal is one 
place to put on your bucket list. So, this part of the holiday is over. Impressions, feelings, reactions? I 
am working on an adjective (s) to describe our trip. It may be a while. Meantime, off to Udaipur.  
See you soon. I have a super recipe for Indian vegetarian tacos/nachos. 
 
TTFN Love GnD xxx  
 
 

GWN Writers  Online June prompts for JULY are 

 

 
1. Trouble entered their marriage – not in the marital bed – but in the 

marital bathroom. 
2. He had good taste in clothes, he just kept them too long. 
3 ‘They’re not really conquests,’ he said,’ they surrender without a shot 

being fired.’  
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Prompts for the JUNE newsletter were 
 
 
 

 
 
I’m No Tom Jones! © Colin Iles 

They have never called me Tom Jones; that’s because I am not as handsome as him and I have 

a face like a smacked bottom.  As for hair, I just don’t have any on top of my dome, so my 

natural grey coloured mohair personal singlet is unsightly (a silver backed gorilla in reverse).  

When my protein enriched keratin crawls out of the open neck of my shirt it’s enough to 

scare white horses: thank goodness for neck ties.  A tie justifies why I have my shirt buttoned 

up to the collar. 

Unlike Tommy Jones, I have never had women throw their undies at me; I think that is because 

I have a follicle challenge in the cranial region! 

The birds nest happening on my chest doesn’t match the most noticeable shaven solar 

collection unit.  It’s strange how things happen: I don’t have a sweet tenor voice, like Sir 

Thomas, but an annoying deep baritone boom in “B” flat – it’s very difficult to whisper quietly.   

I am convinced the hair thing has a lot to do with the fact I cannot sing: in fact, house rules I 

am barred from trying to sing even when in the shower; not only singing, humming, whistling 

or tapping are also prohibited. 

Mr Jones has great qualities as a singer and performer, but I prefer orchestral classic music so 

I am not tempted to try to sing along with the artist. 

When working as a labourer on building sites I would not remove my shirt as the amount of 

sweaty chest hair looks like a bird’s nest; gone wrong.  Shirt removal would attract the ridicule 

from the rowdy builders and I didn’t want female admirers from the adjoining office blocks 

throwing their undies at me. 

I won’t travel to Japan because karaoke is a very popular pastime and guests are expected to 

take part in singing with their host.  Shock, horror a few beers and me singing a Tom Jones 

love song, getting carried away: shirt removal – night over.  Tommy you have nothing to worry 

about! 

 
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. 
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As you can see, we are of a similar appearance - and could easily be mistaken for each other - 

except in the singing department…                               ---Ends 

                                                                                                          
 

 

 

 
 
A Singular Tune © Glennis Henning. 
 

 
During this trying time of isolation 

I’ve been reading through my writing every day; 

recordings of thoughts, moments, interactions 

unique words, stories gathered on the way. 

And as I’ve read I’ve pictured past and present 

connected as the limbs of a large tree, 

all joined into a oneness, somehow recent, 

and a sense of wholeness has enfolded me. 

Since memories slip as dry sand through fingers 

our writing helps to keep a hold on things, 

so loved ones, dreams, achievements, losses linger, 

become a story castle linked with strings. 

No doubt we lose bits as we go along, 

but revisiting has roused a rare, rich song. 

---Ends 
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Emails  
24.4.20 Pamela Arkins 

Thanks Carmel.  I’ve read all the stories and poems.  Enjoyed them all so I must say, the May 2020 
Newsletter is a jolly good read. 
 
Loved the story about the beer queue at Woollies! 
 
Thanks Pamela. Carmel  
 
 26.4.20 Joan Stammers 
Hi Carmel, that's an amazing newsletter. It must have taken ages to put it all together. So 
much excellent reading for this horrible time. 
Well done, and thanks, Carmel, an excellent newsletter. 
Cheers, 
Joan 
Thank you, Joan. Carmel  

 

26.4.20 Colin Iles 

Carmel 
here is my attempt at a self portrait.  I used monochrome to replicate the exact colour of my 
dwindling hair. 
Exiled prisoner being held in solitary: cell number 18 on Elba Isle 
Colin  

Thanks Colin - Carmel. (See Colins story p 14) 
 
27.4.20 Rosemary Hayes. 
Thanks for a great read. Your poem was witty and stories a good mix. Enjoyed the 

contributions   
Thanks, Rosemary. Carmel 

 
27.4.20 Ian Thompson 
Hello Ian 
I must thank you for your instructions on how to make the perfect mashed potato as found 
in your latest GW newsletter. Great for someone who loves cooking like I do. Need to buy a 
new food processor though or ricer as mine is a bit wonky. 
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Do you have any recommendation for the best potatoes to buy for mashing, or does any 
do?  I know that some are best for baking and some for mashing, however never know what 
is what. 
Also love your Metro train ride viewed from the driver’s seat. (Slow TV video on website) 
Best regards 
Ian Thompson 
 
Thanks, Ian. Lovely to hear from you. Carmel 
 
 

Teddy Bear Total? 10 
‘A hug’ is the collective noun for a group of teddies. How good is that?  
 

 
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! 
 

 

 
 
 See ya! 

Carmel.                   
 
Carmel Liddell 
Email:editor.gwn@bigpond.com The end… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


