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Greater Western Newsletter (GWN) 
 
September 2020 

 

Hello Possums! 
As a nod to the place we call home, page 5 has a brief history of Wattle Day, September 1st. 
Plus, as the first week in September is History Week, Judy Buhagiar has forwarded information 
from The Sydney City Council’s special events on zoom. See News/Courses on the GWR 
website for details.  
 
This issue also includes Reader’s Bucket List submissions – so energising that I’ve added to my 
list! (Well, who wouldn’t want to fondle an elephant’s foot? Page 3) So, for the pleasure of 
fellow armchair travellers, please continue to share your favourite experiences. Lovely! 
 
A big thank you to all contributors (in order of appearance) Judith Saville, Maisie and Alan 
Grady, Peter Anderson, Isabel Halton, Ian Keith, Colin Iles, Anita Stevens, Joan Stammers, 
Rosemary Hayes and Trish Robinson.  
 
 
Enjoy! 
 

Carmel.  

                                
Carmel Liddell 
 
Newsletter Editor 
 Email:editor.gwn@bigpond.com     
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Photographer’s Bucket List  
 
Judith Saville submitted the following from her Bucket List trip to London!  Story p 10. 

 The Ritz 
 The Dorchester (entrance) for High Tea 
 Claridges 
 Plus, lunch at the Shard was lovely and seeing “my London” from there gladdened my heart!   

 

 
 
Carmel Liddell was surprised and humbled by Mother Nature in the Norwegian fjords.                                      
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Photographer’s Bucket List 
 
Maisie and Alan Grady in Africa!  
 
Maisie submitted the following from her Bucket List travels. More of Maisie’s adventures 
are in her story, Anyone for Afternoon Tea? page 10. 
 

 
 

‘…Another unique experience was a full meal, beautifully cooked and served, out on the open 

plains of Africa. We had experienced a wonderful time with semi habituated elephants, where 

we could walk with a trunk resting on our shoulders and were permitted to touch their feet 

and wiry tails as they lay down for us. Then we ate our meal sitting at a table, covered with a 

clean white cloth. First, we washed our hands in a bowl with soap and hot water. A huge 

elephant stood between us while we had a photo taken…’ 
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Magic Moments in Opera 
 
Peter Anderson tells of items ticked off his Bucket List in New York, 2017. (Internet images) 

 

             
 
What a terrific time I had on holiday in New York in 2017! There was so much to see and do 
in the Big Apple, the city that doesn't sleep. The Metropolitan Museum of Art ,National 
Museum of the American Indian, Statue of Liberty, Central Park, Broadway &Times Square, 
Empire State Building , the United Nations building  and of course The Metropolitan Opera 
House these are just a few of the attractions that make New York such a terrific place to 
visit. The Met as The Metropolitan Opera House is affectionately known is one of the 
world's great opera houses. New Yorkers boast that it is the largest and one of the busiest 
opera houses in the world. The house is famed for its acoustics, the twenty-four- karat gold- 
leafed ceiling, beautiful facade and 32 crystal chandeliers. There are 21 chandeliers in the 
auditorium and 11 in the lobby. At sunset, the chandeliers in the lobby catch the light from 
the huge front windows and send rainbows shimmering around the walls. Even more 
impressive is watching the 21 beautiful chandeliers in the auditorium rise to the ceiling as an 
opera is about to commence.                                                                                                                                                                                                               
The highlight for me of my visit to New York was attending three performances at The Met, 
Werther composed by Jules Massenet, Rusalka by Antonin Dvorak and the glorious opera, I 
Puritani by Vincenzo Bellini. In fact, I will tell you a secret; the main reason for visiting New 
York in 2017 was not to attend the above tourist attractions but to part of the audience for 
Werther, Rusalka and especially Bellini's, I Puritani. To be able to experience so many Magic 
Moments in Opera made my visit to New York an experience I will never forget and cherish 
forever. ----Ends 

When I left my hotel in New 
York city on the way to the 
airport to return to Australia, 
I could not help humming 
that terrific tune made 
famous by the one and only 
Frank Sinatra, 'New York, 
New York'. Most people of 
my generation know the 
words:  
                                                                                                                             
"Start spreadin' the news,                                                                                                   
I'm leavin' today                                                                                                            
I want to be part of it                                                                                                                                           
New York, New York" etc.                                                                                    
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Wattle Day 1st September! Carmel Liddell 

There are over 1,000 species of acacia throughout Australia, which ensures that somewhere, 
at some time, wattle is in bloom. Although our national floral emblem is the golden 
wattle (Acacia pycnantha), any acacia may be worn to celebrate Wattle Day.   In the past, 
wattle wood was used to make rustic furniture, fences, baskets, tools, and weapons. Today, 
as well as in fine furniture and crafts, the wattle’s seeds are powdered and used to spice food 
(ice cream, biscuits), in medicines or roasted to produce a coffee substitute.  

Brief History. 

1899 Wattle was used as a symbol of the first day of spring by field naturalist Mr. A. J. 
Campbell who formed a ‘Wattle Club’ in Victoria. For several years thereafter, the club 
organized bush outings on the 1st September. 

1908 During his speech in September, Mr. Campbell first suggested celebrating Wattle Day. 

                                                                                                  

1910 The first Wattle Day was celebrated in Sydney, Melbourne, and Adelaide.  

On 23 June 1992, Bill Hayden, then the Governor-General of the Commonwealth of Australia, 
declared that 

 ‘1st September in each year shall be observed as National Wattle Day throughout Australia 
and in the external Territories of Australia.’  

2010 was the centenary of the celebration of Wattle Day on 1 September 1910 in NSW, 
Victoria, and South Australia.  

                                           
                           Wattle Day, Sydney, 1935     References: Wikipedia information and internet images       

 
A.J. Campbell and his photograph of a woman 
amidst the blooms of a Cootamundra Wattle.  
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Book Review 
Isabel Halton (Book of the Month Club) in the following revue. 

 
 

This book tells the story of the author’s triumph over immense odds to gain an education 
which she did to the standard of PHD in history at Cambridge University which she attended 
having won a scholarship. 

She was raised in a Mormon family whose father believed the government was conspiring to 
take his children. Because of this, Tara was not registered at birth, never attended school 
nor ever saw a doctor and was schooled at home by her mother. Throughout her childhood 
she and her siblings also laboured manually for the father and had almost no contact with 
other people apart from attending church. 

However, helped by an older brother who had left home and gained an education, she 
made it to the local Mormon college when she was seventeen. Here she was confronted by 
teenagers leading completely different lives from hers and by great gaps in her knowledge 
because of her schooling. 

Again, she won through by sheer hard work and determination. And, helped by a tutor who 
recognized her potential, won a scholarship to Cambridge. She also realized later that her 
father was bi-polar which helped her reconcile his behaviour.  

Altogether, this book is an extraordinary account of overcoming an almost unbelievable 
childhood to becoming a most successful adult due (she credits) to education – the most 
important factor in life. 

Isabel Halton. 

  

 
Educated 
 
By  
 
Tara Westover. 
 
An international best-selling memoir by American 
Author. 
 
‘…a really good read…’  I.H. 
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Mushroom Risotto                                                         Thank you Ian Keith 

 
           Ingredients 

 2 Tbsp butter 
 2 cups mushrooms such as shiitake, chanterelle, or oyster mushrooms, cleaned, 

trimmed, and cut into half inch to inch pieces 
 2/3 cup brandy, vermouth, or dry white wine 
 5-6 cups chicken stock* (use vegetable stock for vegetarian option) 
 1/3 cup of peeled, minced shallots (OR 1/3 cup of yellow or white onion, finely 

chopped) 
 1 3/4 cups arborio rice or other risotto rice 
 1/3 cup freshly grated Parmesan cheese 
 Salt and freshly ground black pepper 
 2 Tbsp chopped fresh parsley or chives 

Method 
 1 Bring stock to a simmer in a saucepan. 
 2 Sauté the mushrooms: Melt the butter in a wide saucepan over medium-high heat. 

Add mushrooms and shallots and sauté about 5 minutes (if using chanterelles, dry 
sauté first for a minute or two and let the mushrooms cook in their own juices 
before adding the butter). 

 3 Add rice and brandy: Add the rice and stir to combine. Add brandy, bring to a boil, 
and reduce liquid by half, about 3-4 minutes. 

 4 Add simmering stock, 1/2 cup at a time, stirring enough to keep the rice from 
sticking to the edges of the pan. Stir the rice almost constantly — stirring sloughs off 
the starch from the rice, making the creamy sauce you're looking for in a risotto. 

 Wait until the stock is almost completely absorbed before adding the next 1/2 cup. 
 This process will take about 25 minutes. The rice should be just cooked and slightly 

chewy. 
 5 Stir in the Parmesan cheese and season to taste with salt and pepper. Garnish with 

chopped fresh parsley or chives. 

 Prep time: 10 minutes 
 Cook time: 45 minutes 
 Serves 4-6 
 The recipe calls for risotto rice with grains that are 

shorter and fatter than most other rices: Arborio, 
Carnaroli and Vialone Nano varieties will yield a 
creamy texture when cooked. 
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GWN Writers Online 
 

Prompts for October’s newsletter – deadline 25.8.20 – are  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
GWN Writers Online  
 
Reminder – Below the prompts for September.  Relax and enjoy!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Poet’s Corner 
 
MIA CASA ©Colin Iles. 

 
When I first retired: I needed to buy a home to avoid being placed in an aged care facility 
A bargain was what I sought because it was dependent on my home loan repayment ability. 
Queensland would have been my first call 
“No; you can’t have that all.” 
“Your family live here.” 
“You need to live; close and near! 

 
1. The Bucket List  
2. The old caravan was bleeding rust at its seams. 
3. The unpainted weatherboard house staunchly announced its 

age and experience in salt and pepper tones. 
 
. 

 

 
 Like a flock of birds, the family rose as one and disappeared out 

the door. 
 She knew what was going on. She picked up signals like a wireless. 
 She patted her big sister’s face with starfish hands because she 

knew she was sad. 
 N.B. Juggle one, two or all three prompts, to suit your story. 
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The old house no one wanted was at the end of the street,  
But to me it looked kinda neat. 
The bride said, "That will do.” 
“You can paint it; can’t you?” 
Amazing; for the first time we agreed, she liked it too. 
 
“You now have all the time to fix the things that come with age.” 
To start with: paint it beige. 
It was hard work at first; the slog and grind 
But at least it was ours so I didn’t mind. 
The colour, to paint outside, was chosen by someone other than me; I didn’t get a say, 
 but I still had to pay! 
 
Off to the paint shop; to choose a paint pot, chop, chop. 
What colour matches with bald? 
No; pink is too ribald 
I picked shiny and pink 
In the shop didn’t that cause a stink: you can’t paint a home that colour?  What would the 
original owners think? 
 
How could you be so dumb? 
Are you thinking with your bum? 
It must be in cottage cream. 
The bride told me without a doubt, “That is my dream.” 
The old homestead lived through several wars but still didn’t come to any harm 
I think it may have been part of an old dairy farm. 
 
Still it is solid; and not a worry of any termite 
I behold our home as beautiful to my sight. 
The building has defied time 
The blistering paint is not a crime. 
How many families have lived in and called this place their home? 
Now that the weatherboard paint has aged and is showing a salt and pepper tone. 
 
The repairs are very slow 
There is still so much more to go. 
This is a true story not authorised by my wife. 
When she sees this poem; I am in strife. 
Then it will definitely be for me the much wanted Queensland life! 
---Ends 
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Bucket List – Just Reminiscing © Judith Saville. 
 

The Palm Court – internet image. 
 
I had many things on my Bucket List when I planned our first trip to London.  One was Afternoon Tea 
at the Ritz.   
 
Since then, we have enjoyed many English “High Teas”, well before they became popular in Australia.  
Memorable ones have been at the Savoy, The Dorchester, Langham Hotel, Claridge’s (memorable for 
the many photos of “The Royals” way back when…), Mayfair Hotel, Harrods and Fortnum and Mason.   
 
But, best of all was the first time we went to The Ritz for High Tea.  We were staying in a hotel in 
Mayfair and the taxi journey was quite short.  We pulled up at “the side entrance” (which I have seen 
many times since and on television) and I thought it to be quite unedifying and could be called “drab”.  
What a surprise was in store for me.  The doorman opened the door for us, in his Ritz livery, and we 
were then greeted by many men similarly attired and taken to The Palm Court where Afternoon Tea 
is always served. 
 
My memory is mostly of never having seen so much gold.  Everything seemed, at the time, to be 
astonishingly bright and one had to blink to get used to the golden opulence.   The chandeliers, the 
beautiful flower arrangements were more than my eyes could adjust to.  We were ushered to our 
seats, treated like the aristocracy (I don’t know if it would still be like that) and enjoyed our lovely 
array of treats.  Delicate finger sandwiches, cream cheese and cucumber, of course, perfect scones, 
with jam and clotted cream and tiny petite fours.  My delicate rose flavoured tea was perfect for the 
array of offerings.   Waiters hovered, without being intrusive, and insisted on taking our photos.  I had 
been in fantasy land and was floating.  AND the ladies’ toilets are another story.  In one word opulent. 
 
We did go to The Ritz on one other occasion for a “birthday breakfast” which was just as glamorous, 
but nothing has ever surpassed Afternoon Tea at The Ritz.   
 
The unpainted weatherboard house staunchly announced its age and experience in salt and pepper 
tones could in no way describe another favourite of mine in England – the thatched cottages.  We 
drove through Buckinghamshire many times and admired the many and varied thatched cottages, 
with their beautiful, well maintained, English gardens.   
 
On one of our visits to England I decided I would like to find where my ancestors came from in East 
Grimstead (my maiden name was England).   We found an old church and there were dozens of 
references to the “Englands”.   On every wall there were plaques, many commemorating their service 
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in the World Wars.  Serendipitously, as we wandered in the old cemetery, attached to the church, we 
met the Parish Warden who told us “Oh you will find lots of “Englands” around here”.   
 
He directed us to the two elderly ladies who kept all the Parish records in their thatched cottage, 
almost next door to the church.   The cottage was beautiful and had, perhaps, been renovated.   We 
had afternoon tea and they told me much about my ancestry. 
 
How long will it be before one can visit the UK???? 
---Ends 
 

Anyone for Afternoon Tea? © Maisie Grady 

 
I was sitting with Alan at our lounge room window, reminiscing about our Bucket List travels 
and the delightful afternoon teas we have shared around the world. 
Many people who have been on cruises, would remember the delicious afternoon teas served 
on the high seas – dainty sandwiches, petite fours, fancy biscuits, cream puffs, scones, 
chocolate cake, etc, often served by waiters impeccably dressed and wearing white gloves. 
Music was playing in the background as we sipped our tea or coffee – such decadence! Then 
there were the sumptuous high teas we had at various stylish hotels in places such as Victoria, 
Cape Town, London and New York – “The Ritz” or “The Waldorf”, for example – a real touch 
of luxury with fine china and rich furnishings. 
When on a cruise around Greenland, we went with a small group, for afternoon tea, in a 
private home out of Nuuk. The house was on the side of a hill and we were welcomed inside 
a comfortable home, typical of the island, complete with many interesting art and craft items. 
There was a large table with a very pretty, embroidered cloth, laden with all kinds of delicious 
food – cream cakes, buns, slices, iced cakes etc. We were shown beautifully knitted, colourful, 
patterned garments and other hand craft, after we had sampled many of the scrumptious 
items and enjoyed our hot coffee. On the way back to the ship, we noticed a whale being 
dismembered on the rocks by the sea, with probably all of it to be used in various ways. 
Reykjavik, in Iceland, is a modern city and here we enjoyed a lovely hot chocolate in a book 
shop, sitting by a cosy, blazing fire. Iceland is an interesting and fascinating country with 
unusual and dramatic geographical features. There are volcanoes, geysers, hot springs, lava 
fields, glaciers, rivers and spectacular falls. The blue lagoon is popular for having a dip and 
there are also pretty gardens to see. 
Can you picture being on an iceberg in Antarctica, playing cricket and then enjoying a hot 
drink, whilst a small whale was circling us, thinking “What the heck is happening here?”. 



 

12 
 

 
A favourite is scones with jam and cream, in various places in England such as The Cotswolds 
or The Lakes District – delicious! Of course, there are many lovely spots in our country where 
we can indulge in delicious Devonshire teas, although sometimes the cream served, is a little 
disappointing. 
We laughed at one funny experience in Argentina, when I thought I could recognise one or 
two words on the menu. Alas, the surprised waiter presented us with two dishes of jam and 
nothing else.  Fortunately, we were able to rectify the situation and finished up with 
something quite tasty to eat. 
And we still do enjoy nice afternoon teas! 
---Ends. 
 
 
The Bucket List © Anita Stevens  
 

 
 

      Like its owners, the unpainted weatherboard house staunchly announced its age and 
experience in salt and pepper tones.  Time was passing them by. If they were going to take 
that round Australia trip it had to be now or never. They had been talking about doing this for 
years but like everything else, time just got away from them. They still had that old caravan 
parked down the back - a bit the worse for wear, but with a bit of sprucing up it would get 
them there… At least, that was their thoughts until they hauled it out from beneath the old 
apple tree and had a good look at it. Oh dear! The old caravan was bleeding rust at its seams 
and was definitely the worse for wear! Surely taken out on the road in that state they’d be 
hauled over by the police and would be given a defect ticket. 

Arthur rubbed his stubbly chin, deep in thought. “A lick of paint should cover most of the 
rust.” He said. “I’ll just spruce the old girl up a bit…” 

“How about I start on the inside?”” said Madge enthusiastically. “I haven’t been inside for 
years. It’s sure to need some cleaning too…” 

Undaunted, both set to work. Arthur rubbing back and filling in rust holes, Madge busy 
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working on the interior… Thoughts of hitting the road, visiting all the Outback places they had 
dreamed of kept them going… 

“Time for a cuppa.” Announced Arthur, rubbing his aching back. “What do ya think?” 

He stood back to admire his handiwork. 

“Not bad,” said Madge. “But there’s still a lot to do…” 

“Thanks for the encouragement…” He grumbled. “Put the kettle on. We’ll take a break - do 
some more tomorrow…” He didn’t like to admit it but he wondered if he had the stamina to 
do all that heavy rubbing back and painting. 

“I think a new set of curtains will make it look nice,” said Madge, handing him a mug of tea. 
“Maybe some cushions to match?”  

“Please yourself,” he mumbled. “Got any of those biscuits left?” 

“Let’s make a list of all the places we plan to go.” suggested Madge, handing him the biscuit 
tin. I’ll get out the map and we can mark the route we want to take…” 

“There’s a bit to do before that,” said Arthur, half wishing he hadn’t suggested the trip.  

“I’m off to the hardware store to get some paint when I’ve had this cuppa.” 

“Wait a tick,” called Madge, fetching her handbag. “If you’re going, I’ll come with you. I can 
get that material for the curtains and cushions - Might even splash out on a bit more to make 
a cover for the bed!” 

“Women!” mumbled Arthur. “Come on, if you must.” 

 
  “Going to paint the house?” asked the assistant as Arthur dumped the can of paint on the 
counter.  

“Nope.” The man took the hint, handed him the change and wished him a good day. 

Madge was in high spirits when she got back to the car. “What do you think of this?” She 
asked, opening the bag to show Arthur the floral material. “Isn’t it pretty? I just couldn’t resist 
it!” 

“A bit fancy,” said Arthur “But O.K if you like it…” He had little to say on the way home. 

“Oh Arthur! Do show a bit of enthusiasm!” urged Madge. “This trip is to be our dream of a 
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life-time - our bucket list!  Aren’t you a bit excited?”  

“Suppose so ... If it ever happens...” He added under his breath. “I didn’t bargain on all this 
hard work and expense to do it.” 

“Oh Arthur!” Madge gave him an affectionate nudge. “Of course it will happen. We’ll make it 
happen!” 

Two months later Arthur and Madge locked their front door, hitched up the newly 
painted/interior decorated old caravan; the grey nomads were on their way… When they’d 
be back? They didn’t know. The Bucket List they’d made was long. They had all the time in 
the world to enjoy it - Enjoy it, they would! 

---Ends 

This Old house. ©Joan Stammers 

 
 
Paul, my son, tries his best. He’s always fussing over me and telling me what I should and 
shouldn’t do. He seems to think that just because I’m in my eighties that I’ve lost my 
marbles and can’t think for myself. 
 
Okay, so maybe the body is letting me down a bit. I can’t see as well as I used to and I’m 
definitely hard of hearing. I move slower these days because the arthritis sometimes plays 
up. But I’m still independent and happy with my lot. I’m still driving. My doctor says I’m fine 
to be on the road so I can play Bowls and Bingo at my local club with other seniors similar to 
myself. Then I can go home to my cat and have a nap on the lounge and watch soaps on the 
tele with a glass of wine. I fill my days and still enjoy life but Paul doesn’t think these things 
are important. 
 
I’ve done everything on my bucket list. I have no desire to travel overseas anymore – too 
much hassle. Besides, I let my passport expire. Paul wants to take me to Fiji with his wife 
and kids but I’ve been there twice already. I don’t like the heat, not to mention the flies and 
mosquitoes. I’d have to put my cat in the Cattery and she’d hate that. I can’t eat half the 
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food in the resorts either, my hiatus hernia plays up and I get indigestion and heartburn. But 
Paul seems to think that seeing as the food is paid for, I must pile up my plate and eat as 
much as possible. 
 
Last week he came around armed with groceries I don’t need and put a pile of food in my 
rattly old fridge. He tut-tutted as he pulled out last week’s shopping and deposited the meat 
and milk in the bin. 
 
‘Mum’ he exclaimed with disapproval, this fridge is old and not keeping your food as fresh 
as it should. You should buy a new one.’  
 
‘Nothing wrong with this old faithful.’ I muttered. But to please him and shut him up, I 
turned the temperature down to 5 degrees C. It was on 10. I don’t like everything too cold. 
He grunted with satisfaction. I turned it up again when he left! 
 
Another time, he looked scathingly at my old home. The painted old weatherboard house 
staunchly announced its age and experience in salt and pepper tones. It was last painted 
thirty years ago by my Bertie. He’s been gone now for the last twenty years but coming 
home to this old colour is somehow a comforting thing - but Paul can’t see past the peeling 
paint and the depreciation of value to the house. He offered to paint it himself. He just 
thinks I’m a stubborn old biddy for refusing. There’s no point in explaining, he just wouldn’t 
understand.  
 
I admit, my garden is in need of a bit of TLC. I pay a gardener to mow the grass occasionally 
but the shrubs and weeds are thriving with neglect. The old caravan is bleeding rust at its 
seams and it’s knee deep in weeds but Bertie and I shared some wonderful memories (and 
some naughty ones!) in that old rust bucket. Paul would never understand so I just refused 
to have it removed without explanation.  
 
Besides, I get a bit of a mean kick out of his frustration. It doesn’t deter him though. He’s 
forever trying to make things better by changing the way I live. Now he’s trying to get me to 
move into a retirement home. I’ll meet lots of new people, he says. I’ll have more to do and 
better nutrition and everything will be modern and new. He just can’t understand why I like 
the comfort of my old home with its familiar surroundings and comforting smells, not to 
mention the memories. 
 
And so I continue to make life difficult for my son and he continues to try and change mine. 
We’ve reached a sort if impasse where he knows he’s wasting his time but it’s his duty to 
try. His efforts make me dig in even more so that I’m becoming the old curmudgeon he 
accuses me of being. 
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There is one thing still on my bucket list though. One day, I’ll pluck up the courage to tell 
him to mind his own business. Then I’ll tell him I love him, then I’ll kick him out of the house.  
One day! 
---Ends 
 

Country Life © Rosemary Hayes 
 

 
It’s true to say our family was poor and we always rented a house. Just when we got 

settled then Dad moved us on yet again. He was always on the lookout for something to buy 
and finally found such a place. 

 
“It’s the sticks out there!” Mum said. “It’s been neglected for too long.” 

The unpainted weather weatherboard house staunchly announced its age in salt and 
pepper tones. 
“It’s going cheap.” Said Dad.  “And it’s a chance to own our own home.” 
“Too far from school.” She replied, putting every obstacle in his path. Dad put his foot down. 
“No more rent. That’s good. Why don’t you show some gratitude?” 
So next day we headed to the house. Mum was still grumbling. 
I could tell Dad was mad and Vivian and I scooted out the back into the wild garden. There 
were some old gnarled apple trees and a big veggie plot where pumpkins were still growing. 
We knocked on the rinds of some. They were ready to harvest. Grandma had taught me that 
trick. We were loath to go inside as we could still hear loud voices. 

 
“What do you think Vivian?” I looked up to her. She was kind, smart and never yelled 

at me. 
“Put it this way Jacqui, better than the dumps we’ve lived in; blocked sewers, no hot water; 
mean owners.” Then she said, “We could have a real home. Dad ‘s a whiz at fixing things and 
we can help. I think it’s great and I’m going to say so.” 
Gee she was game! Then we got down from the tree. 
“Mum and Dad.”’ She paused. “Jacqui and I want a home of our own. We can help paint the 
rooms and you Mum are so clever at dressmaking, you could make curtains. No more moving. 
Isn’t that great Mum? Let’s buy the house. 
Dad gave the thumbs up and next day we bought the house. He said it was run down but on 
a good block. It needed paint, a good scrub, but nothing major was broken. He had checked 
the tin roof and the gutters. Both were fine. He started the fuel stove with coal from the cellar 
and watched it heat up and blaze away. Then he checked the chimney. It was a bit blocked 
but that would be easy work. He doused the stove and when he was sure it was out, we 
walked around the area. Mum was smiling as she told Dad how she would make the curtains, 
get a rug for the floor and find pictures from second- hand shops. I saw them holding hands. 
Vivian and I got the giggles. She winked and put a finger over her mouth to be quiet. 
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For a while things were good. Our parents worked happily together making it a home. 
Mum loved humming along to the radio in the mornings. Gradually the house took shape. We 
bought furniture from the second -hand shop which Dad paid off every pay day. Dad painted 
the window’s sills, the front and back doors and put a picket fence. It was go, go, go. I have 
never seen our parents so happy. We were proud. We could hold our heads up high. We could 
catch a bus to school and home, met new friends and life was calmer. 
“Would you like to join our craft group?” one mother invited Mum. 
“Love to!” Mum said and it was soon known how good Maggie was at sewing. Soon she had 
country women booking in for a fitting and started to be accepted around town and at the 
Golf Club. It seemed she left Dad behind. He began to feel miserable working at the colliery 
and didn’t want to go to dances at the golf Club. Reflecting, I could see cracks develop in their 
relationship and I felt so sad. Dad was lost down the back restoring the rusty old caravan and 
only came in for meals. 
 

“I’ll be home in the holidays.” Vivian said. She was now studying in Sydney. Home for 
me became very lonely and miserable. Dad was driving the trucks now at the colliery and 
seemed happier. Then, horror of horrors, his heavily laden truck overturned on a bend and 
he was killed. I was bereft. Poor Vivian had the long train trip home. Mum was stoic. She 
missed Dad but she had a wide circle of friends and her business. 

 
I was to go to Sydney in the New Year, but I had one task to finish: I finished the work 

on the rusty old caravan. I owed Dad that much. Now begins another chapter in my life. I am 
grateful for the life I will start soon and it’s up to me to enjoy it. 
---Ends 

 
 
 

CORDELIA’S CARAVAN © Trish Robinson 
 

 
 
‘I’ve found it! It’s perfect!’ Cordelia’s words tumbled out in an excited torrent. 
‘Found what?’ Her husband was hanging washing on the line while keeping an eye on their 
toddler twins. 
‘My art studio. You’re always complaining about my art stuff messing up the house.’ 
‘I don’t know what you’re on about.’ Tom headed back to the house taking the twins with 
him. ‘You’ve had your jog, now I’m off to the footy. Milly and Molly haven’t had lunch yet, 
make sure you feed them.’ 
‘Wait, you haven’t heard what I found.’ 
‘Well, what is it? An amazing $200 easel, a $100 special lamp?’ 
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‘No. It’s a caravan. It’ll be my art studio.’  
Tom grunted. ‘I called in at a garage sale and saw an old caravan for sale. It’s being delivered 
tomorrow.’ She beamed. ‘Don’t worry, I’m paying it off.’ 
The van was delivered and Cordelia moved in her art paraphernalia. She believed her parents 
and her grandmother when they assured her she had a unique artistic talent – although her 
high school teacher was less effusive in her assessments.  
 
Tom was an engineer who thought art was an effete pursuit practised by people who would 
be better off doing something practical. When they married, Cordelia worked in an 
advertising agency but when the twins were born she became a stay at home mother. Bored 
out of her brain, she dug out her old paints and brushes, bought canvases and began painting 
again. She quickly found that being an artist was more fulfilling then being a mother and spent 
more and more time at her easel. Tom did more and more childcare and housework. Cordelia 
had complained about being constantly interrupted and how she had to pack everything away 
every day. The caravan solved these gripes. She decamped there every evening and, as often 
as she could, during the day. She felt in her element in it, her creativity blossomed and she 
knew being an artist was her destiny. 
 
When she won $500 in a local art competition, she promised more wins and more money 
which silenced Tom’s complaints. Still more was being asked of him as Cordelia retreated into 
her cocoon of creativity. She won, or was placed, in other competitions and was making a 
name for herself in art circles. She spent most of her time in the caravan, often working 
through the night. Tom had to employ a nanny when his mother lost patience with Cordelia’s 
obsession and refused to help anymore. Cordelia hardly noticed. She had been invited to 
submit a painting in the most prestigious national art competition. Tom’s reaction was to ask 
what the prize money was. She replied, 
 ‘It’s not the money, it’s the honour and the glory.’ 
‘For me, it’s the money,’ muttered Tom. 
 
Over the next months Cordelia spent even less time with her family as she worked on her 
entry. Tom kept the $80,000 first prize at the forefront of his mind as he and Nanny Tiffany 
ran the house. When the painting was finished and sent off, Cordelia was calm. She was 
convinced her ‘Crescendo of Peace’ would win and be a landmark in modern art. On the day 
the award was to be revealed, she arrived early at the gallery, her acceptance speech tucked 
in her pocket. She jostled to the front of the crowd as the results were announced. She barely 
listened as the winners of the third prize, then the second prize were disclosed. She took a 
deep breath, organised a delighted smile on her face, primed to hear, ‘The winner is...Cordelia 
Jackson.’ When she heard the name, Steven Marshall, she almost called out, ‘there’s been a 
mistake, he’s not the winner. I am!’ She was pushed aside as the media converged on the 
winning artist. She was in a surreal daydream, reality gone wrong. She heard clapping as the 
winner was congratulated and felt faint, not only had she failed to win, she did not even merit 
a place. 
 
She slipped out, unnoticed, and drove home. She sat in her driveway thinking, ‘All my effort 
was for nothing. I’m a nobody in the world of real artists. I’m shown up to be a backyard 
dabbler with delusions of grandeur.’ She got out of the car. ‘Why didn’t Tom tell me? Why did 
he let me go and make a fool of myself?  It’s all his fault.’ Cordelia let herself into the house. 
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 ‘Why is it so dark and so quiet?’ 
She found the answer in a note stuck on one of her canvases, propped on the dresser.  
 
‘Cordelia – be a painter! Impress the world! The twins and I have left with Nanny Tiffany to 
live amazing, ordinary lives.’ 
 
---Ends 

EMAILS (All correspondents were thanked via email) 

26.7.20 Rosemary Hayes. 
You clever woman. Bright, colourful, interesting articles and great prompts. How lucky we are to 
have you as the editor! 
Rosemary 
 
26.7.2020 Judith Saville. 
Well done for our latest Newsletter, Carmel. 
Please, the recipe for the scones. 
I have been trying to make scones for more years that I care to admit to.   Before I was 
married my father would say the scones I made were like bullets. 
Tried again after I married and my husband told me not to waste time making them. 
HELP!!!!!! 
Judith Saville 
 
 
28.7.20 Susan Nielson 
 Hi Carmel, 
Thank you once again for an excellent, interesting and fun newsletter. I do enjoy reading it 
each month and as mentioned before the fact that it is in colour with pictures (!) only adds 
to the enjoyment of reading all the articles. The contributors whether writers, poets or 
photographers are so clever and I envy them their skill in being able to express their 
thoughts/feelings in such a way that is pleasurable to other mere mortals. 
 
My husband has re-entered the "cave" of lockdown given the ongoing situation in Victoria 
so I printed off this month's newsletter as I knew being a history buff he would enjoy 
reading Linley's article on the Yeomen of the Guard as well as  Douglas' article on the 
Winston Churchill. 
 
Thank you again for always presenting a bright and cheerful newsletter particularly during 
these crazy times. 
P.S. Would love to know the brand and shop where the CWA scone mix can be purchased. 
My attempt at scone making always produced little rock cakes which would bounce off 
walls. 
kind regards  
Sue Nielson 
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2.8.20 Colin Iles 
 

Carmel 
I thought I might mix things up and have a go at poetry: this time.  I wrote it last weekend 
when it persistently raining down and I was stuck inside. 
regards 
lord Byron Colin 

 (Colin’s poem page 8-9)  
 
24.8.20 Isabel Halton 
Thank you again for the newsletter. Linley is an extraordinary lady, has been so many places. 
I loved the story of the Yeoman of the Guard! Also, the Bucket List idea – I shall have to 
think further about that…  I always enjoy reading the poems as well, so cleverly done. 
Isabel. 

 
 
 

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! 
 

                                                                                             
  
                                                                                      

Quietly contemplating  
Next month’s issue… 

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

 


