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Greater Western Newsletter (GWN) 
 
October 2020 
 
 
 
Welcome Readers, 
 
Lots happening in this month’s edition beginning with submissions from 
Photographers Online, Group Leader Reports, Book Review, Magic Moments in 
Opera, poems, stories and special an article on how to survive a heart attack 
when home alone.  
 
Thank you to all contributors (in order of appearance) Trish Robinson, Maisie 
and Alan Grady, Colin Iles, Ian Keith, Ann Orel, Isabel Halton, Rosemary Hayes, 
Peter Anderson, Alannah Jeffries, Glennis Henning, and Joan Mazoudier. 
 
Your time and efforts make for interesting reading!  
Until next month Readers, 
 
Enjoy! 
 

Carmel.  

                                
Carmel Liddell 
 
Newsletter Editor 
 Email:editor.gwn@bigpond.com     
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Photographer’s Bucket List  
 
 

 
 
 

 

Trish Robinson 
submitted these photos 
from her Bucket List of 
favorite hiking trails. 
 
 
 
Left: Greece. 
 
At the shrine of the 
Delphi Oracle, Delphi on 
Mt Parnassus.  
 
 
Right: New Zealand.  
 
Milford Track on the  
South Island. 
 

 
 
Maisie and Alan 
Grady 
 
Sharing one of their 
early Bucket List 
memories. 
Up close and personal 
with the locals in PNG. 
 
 
Scroll down for more 
of their adventures! 



3 
 

 Photographer’s Bucket List  
 
Maisie Grady on Macquarie Island. 
(Macquarie Island is a UNESCO World Heritage Site, which lies in the Southwestern Pacific Ocean, 
about halfway between New Zealand and Antarctica.) 
Maisie on an iceberg with a cricked bat. There was a minke whale circling the iceberg, probably 
wondering what was going on, as there were a lot of people on and off the berg that 
afternoon. Both days the weather was very clear. (Alan Grady.) 
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Photographer’s Online 
 
Colin Iles (Maharajah of madness and totally dangerous tenth dan black belt pensioner.) 
submitted this photo of Peter, his country cousin.  
   

 
 
 
 Ian Keith sent in this photo taken at the GWR picnic on 3.9.20 in Nurragingy Reserve. 
 

 

At home among the gum trees – a friend or two and a barbeque…   

Colin says Peter is inventive, ever 
resourceful and a  
deep thinker –  
  
The caption on this photo sent to Colin 
read, 
‘One in four people suffer from 
mental illness. Look around at 
three of your friends. If it is not 
one of them – it’s you.’                           

 



5 
 

Group Leader Reports  September- Ann Orel 
 
Our Words: Ann Orel / Rachelle Rassaby  We have had two sessions using zoom. The first one we 
looked at acronyms from military slang and realised what a low opinion the ranks have of their 
commanding officers! The second session we checked out the meaning of ‘Karen’ …We wrote 
thoughts on religion and picked one of the military acronyms as a title for the second piece of 
work. As usual the variety of ideas was inspiring.   
 People who changed the world: Rex Broadbent We have had two sessions – both only on 
Zoom – in the 2nd Semester 2020:  

30th July: On Radji Beach – Australian Army nurses during WW2, who were in Singapore and 
subsequently in POW camps. There were 37 members who logged in to the Zoom, plus 2 or 3 
who I could not identify from Zoom names.  

13th August: Alexander von Humboldt – explorer in 18th and 19th century, especially of South 
America. There were 36 members who logged in to the Zoom, plus 2 or 3 as above.  

 Writing Creatively: Glennis Henning Our writing group via Email is progressing well. Our 
recent topics have been ‘Whistling in the Dark’, ‘Admiration’ and ‘Unforgettable’. The 
responses to the topics are amazing and so variable. It helps to be inspired creatively in these 
difficult times.  
 

Book Review Isabel Halton, Book of the Month Club 

 

 
 
This book is told in different parts by the two main characters, Kati the Lace Weaver, and Lydia, the 
illegitimate daughter of Stalin. Their lives come together when they meet in war torn Estonia in the 
1940’s. The reader also learns about The Estonian language, music and the lace shawls hand-knitted 
so finely that they pass through a wedding ring – a part of the country’s culture as the story develops. 
Estonia’s chequered history is also told, the short-lived independence between the two World Wars, 
the Russian invasion in 1940, followed by the German invasion when Germany declared war on 
Russia. Kati, Lydia and their families suffer many hardships, but the importance of love, friendship 
and family plays a great part in this story which comes to a satisfying conclusion. However, the 
author does note at the postscript Estonia remained part of the Soviet bloc for many years and only 
regained its independence in 1991. 

The Lace Weaver 
BY 
Lauren Chater. 
 
Fiction. 
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Heart Attack 

Rosemary Hayes sent in the following valuable internet information from 
 
Dr. Patrick Teefy 
Cardiology Head at the Nuclear Medicine Institute University Hospital, 
London, Ontario. 
 

 
 
How to survive a heart attack when alone. 
 
Since many people are alone when they suffer a heart attack, the person whose heart is 
beating improperly will begin to feel faint and have about 10 seconds before losing 
consciousness. 
 
However, people can help themselves by coughing repeatedly and very vigorously. 
 

 A deep breath should be taken before each cough, and the cough must be deep 
and prolonged, as when producing sputum from deep inside the chest. 

 A breath and a cough must be repeated about every two seconds without let-
up until help arrives, or until the heart is felt to be beating normally again. 

Why? Because deep breaths get oxygen into the lungs and coughing movements squeeze 
the heart and keep the blood circulating. The squeezing pressure on the heart also helps it 
to regain normal rhythm. 

In this way heart attack victims can get help or to a hospital.                  
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Magic Moments in Opera 
Peter Anderson. 
 
THERE ARE MANY MAGIC MOMENTS IN OPERA TO LOVE! 
A great composer once said, 'Great music must always come from the heart. Music that is 
made only with technique and intellect is not worth the paper it is written on. Music should 
always first be emotional and only then intellectual otherwise it is robbed of its beauty'.                                                   
Wow what inspiring words and how true they are. Often, I will attend a musical event in 
Australia or overseas and be so uplifted emotionally by glorious music that I begin to feel 
like I am floating on air.  
 
What better way can one feel love, beauty and romance than by listening to a beautiful duet 
such as the love duet from Puccini's ‘La Boheme’ or to be in touch with the emotions of 
characters who are intent on seeking revenge as in Leoncavallo’s tale of infidelity and 
jealousy in his opera ‘Pagliacci’ or being brought to tears as the life of Lucia in Donizetti's 
opera ‘Lucia di Lammermoor’ comes to an end after she kills her husband on their wedding 
day. 
 
It would be a shortcoming on my part if I failed to mention Massenet's, ‘Werther’. In the 
opera Charlotte the gal that Werther loves rushes to be with him after he shoots himself 
because he cannot continue to live believing that she does not share his love. Of course, 
Charlotte confesses her true feelings in the last act but alas it is too late, and he dies in her 
arms. On the evening I attended a performance of this opera I saw a several people sitting 
near me with tears in their eyes, not me of course because I am a bloke –   
                                                                                          
Opera does not need to be tragic to have an emotional impact on the listener. For example, 
Mozart's comic opera “Così fan tutte” includes music with deep feelings. Rossini's hilarious 
‘Barber of Seville’ and Donizetti's magnificent opera ‘The Elixir of Love’ are examples of 
numerous comic operas where one, if not constrained by sore joints or feeling self-
conscious because of age, might  jump up in the air outside the opera house and yell.  

"I love opera!". 
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Books and Covers… 
Alanah Jeffries sent in the following – a reminder never to judge a book by its cover.  
You know what I mean – you are irritated by the young woman with kids in the car who is 
desperate to get ahead in the traffic, and you think – what’s the rush? Read on –  
 

Murphy’s Law and Motherhood.   © Alanah Jeffries 

 

 

It was going to be a quiet weekend in which I planned to give my sons my full attention.  
Another colleague was on call for the general practice where I worked and I did not have to 
worry about any commitment to Northamptonshire Police, as I had been rostered on the 
previous weekend as the duty Police Surgeon (as we were quaintly called in those days).    My 
husband’s mother’s health was deteriorating and he had borrowed my reliable Toyota to 
spend the weekend with her, leaving his work van in the driveway.   I had bought a pizza for 
lunch, and planned their favorite sausages, baked beans and crinkly chips for supper. We had 
borrowed a video of Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom.   What could go wrong? 
 
The morning went well. No hostilities had broken out between the 5 and the 8 year- old.   We 
had just finished the pizza when the phone rang.  It was the Police control room checking if I 
was available. They were having difficulty contacting the duty doctor.  I explained that I was 
not on call, had no one to care for my young children, and could not help.     
 
Ten minutes later they called again. No other doctors were contactable. He explained that a 
man had fallen from the top of the multi-story carpark, and a crime scene had been 
established.   Cars were unable to get in or out of the shopping centre and the body could not 
be moved – or the crime scene closed – until a doctor certified death. 
 
I groaned and agreed to attend.  I explained to the boys Mummy had to go to a man who was 
feeling poorly, and that they would have to wait in the car until I finished. Then afterwards, 
we would go for special ice-creams.    
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Then I remembered that my husband had my car and I would have to use his work van.  I 
tentatively looked at the little red Daihatsu van garishly covered with gold painted signs on 
the sides proclaiming “Jeffries Fine Wines”  and promising services such as free hire of glasses 
unlocked the sliding passenger door and piled the boys and toys in the back. 
 
Arriving at Northampton’s Grosvenor Shopping Centre I reluctantly joined the stationary line 
of cars on the ramp into the shopping mall,  realizing I was minus my green flashing car roof 
light which enabled me to violate traffic laws while on medical or police emergencies.  
The boys were squabbling. My head was pounding and with no alternative, I pulled out and 
overtook the line of cars, provoking much indignant horn blowing. Then I met a police car 
coming down, with warning lights trying to force me back.    I braked, flashed my official name-
badge and the highly amused police constable reversed and waved my embarrassingly 
inappropriate vehicle on to the next level. I turned a corner, saw a group of people and an 
ambulance, and parked out of sight of the crime scene. 
 
I interrupted the squabbling and explained to my eldest that I had to see a ‘poorly man’ and 
that he was to look after Clive while I was away. I told Clive to do whatever Bryn told him.  I 
locked the van’s driver and passengers’ sliding doors, theatrically waved the keys at the boys 
and strode round the corner, hoping to transform myself from frazzled mother to calm 
forensic physician, like Amanda Burton, in Silent Witness. 
 
After the necessary introductions, the scenes of crime officer pulled back the ambulance 
sheet revealing the deformed body of someone who has fallen from a great height, and in a 
widely spread blood pool.   I checked for a non-existent pulse, opened an eyelid in the 
collapsed head, to confirm the lack of a pupillary reflex, and then solemnly pronounced, “Life 
extinct.” 
 
Then a small voice behind me said “Is he feeling better Mummy?”     
I whirled round, scooped up my 5 year- old and grabbed the 8year-old running towards us.  
With what I thought was great presence of mind, I said cheerfully    
“Not yet, he needs to lie down a bit longer, so I have asked the nice ambulance man to take 
him home.”  
 When I looked at the van, I realized it had an open tailgate.  Bryn explained that Clive was 
kicking the tailgate, it opened, and he fell out.  He had not been able to stop Clive dashing off!  
 
I felt confident the boys hadn’t witnessed the scene but years later my older son told me 
whenever there was a schoolboy discussion about who had seen the most gruesome sight, 
he won.  
 
He described the day his weird mum took him to see a man who had jumped from the top of 
the Grosvenor Centre multi-story car park and was splatted all over the concrete –  



10 
 

 
I suspect he embroidered the details.   
He told me he gained great kudos from this. Other boys’ mothers only took them to the 
Grosvenor Centre for shopping trips. 
--- Ends 
 

Editor’s tip: Don’t ask Alanah about her Police call outs. You don’t want to know! Really! 
 

Poets Corner 
 
Maisie Grady submitted this poem, her memories of the Olympic Games, written in 2020!  
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Pause for thought… 
 

      
 

GWN Writers Online 
May prompts for the November newsletter (please submit by 25.10. 20 are 
 
 
 
 

Writers Corner 
GWN Writers Online 
 
 
GWN Writers Online (Reminder) 
 

Relax and enjoy! The prompts for October’s newsletter were 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 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. 

 She bumped the drawer shut with her hip. 
 She woke early to paint a better version of her face. 
 She was pixie small with fluffed gold hair and a slippery pink 

smile. 
 

N.B. Use 1, 2 or all three prompts ‘juggled’ to suit your story. 
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Ring Ring © Glennis Henning. 

 
 
   “Hi Mum,” – greeting a bit too bright and breezy. 
   “Hi love, how did your netball go today?” 
   “Well, I had to leave the court a little early, 
   damaged my A.C.L. – all else okay.” 
 
   An unexpected call at ten o’clock. 
   “Rob here.” “Yes, dear why have you cause to ring?” 
   “No work tomorrow, school is under lock. 
   We’ll have to see what covid tests will bring.” 
 
   Strange how a mum immediately senses trouble, 
   perhaps by instinct, timing or from voice. 
   Strange how mishaps so often come in doubles. 
   “Must let Mum know. There is no other choice.” 
 
   Kids always try to break their bad news gently 
   but her ‘wireless’ picks up signals’ incidentally. 
                                        ---Ends          
 
BLOODY LAMARR © Colin Iles. 
 

  
Before western civilisation overran the globe: tribal drums transmitted messages through the 
jungle with ease – tribes in the surrounding hills knew the news before any runner dispatched 
by the chief had arrived to relay the news about an impending disaster. 
Next came the telegraph.  That was far better because it reached around the entire world, 
but it was susceptible and prone to disruptions.  The simple act of cutting the wires, by design 
or accident, put paid to any message getting through.  Okay; for now it’s back to the drums. 
Wouldn’t you know it?  Sometime in 1940,a woman; Hedy Lamarr invented a simple thing 
called a frequency-hopping spread spectrum it was a wireless radio guidance system:  its sole 
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purpose was for women to detect what their husbands were doing and has ever since caused 
untold interference to their husband’s activities.  She developed the concept because her 
drum and telegraph system were broken; she was no different from any other woman she 
knew what was going on. She picked up signals like a wireless.  Women can put tribal drums 
to shame: they don’t need the bush telegraph or a wireless.   
Case in point: My job on a building site required early morning starts when concrete was being 
poured in the summer months.  My other love was deep sea fishing; because there was 
absolute silence. A day out on the ocean can be completed by use of sign language without a 
word being spoken:  a cupped hand with the arm bending at the elbow motioning the hand 
towards the mouth signals the message, ‘do you want a beer?’  All that was required was a 
simple smile with a nod. 
A team of workers decided to throw a “Sickie” and to hire a deep sea fishing boat for the day 
to go outside Sydney heads. 
The cheese and kisses wasn’t told about the “Sickie” as I had a lot of outstanding jobs around 
the house.  The night before I parked the car in the garage as usual, so I could pack my prized 
fishing gear in the boot – undected: so I thought.  I am sure ‘lov-vie’ was involved in assisting 
that bloody Lamarr in the development of the war time radio guidance system. 
She was in the shed like a flash as she had picked up the signals like a wireless receiver.  She 
knew something was going on, although I was quiet about it: so I thought.  Her antennae were 
twitching like storks of a wheat crop in the field bristling against the wind.  “Just what do you 
think you are doing?”  ‘Bloody Lamarr’ I thought to myself.  The radio guidance interference 
system is still functioning to the max! 
“The boss is shouting a day outside fishing.”  So the lie went on the trot.  “Why don’t you stay 
home and finish some of those jobs?” 
My first job will be to break all the diodes and glass valves in her radio guidance system.  I still 
had not worked out how I was going to bring home a bag full of fresh fish from a concrete 
pour. 
The Lamarr radio guidance system was designed to help prevent wars or stop an impending 
attack, but on this occasion it helped start a war! 
---Ends 

The Treasure Hunt ©Trish Robinson 

 

The funeral service was short. There were no hymns, just prayers and a brief eulogy given by 
the visiting minister. He told the mourners Frank Johnson had lived a long life and had always 
done things his way. His three middle-aged children rolled their eyes when he added Frank 
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had been a loving father and grandfather. The minister finished speaking and looked over the 
congregation. He thought it odd that everyone was wearing black then he remembered the 
oldest daughter, Betty, had told him that Frank had insisted on it, as a mark of respect. He 
wondered what hold Frank had on the extended family to dictate what they should wear to 
farewell him. He shrugged off this speculation and motioned to the pallbearers to carry the 
coffin out to the churchyard for burial. 

The family members drove out to the old farmhouse which had been Frank’s home for over 
60 years. Betty had prepared lunch to fill in the time before the reading of the will at 2pm. 
About 30 adults congregated in the living room, scoffing sandwiches and scones. Most of the 
aunts and uncles, cousins and grandchildren were unfamiliar to her. She thought bitterly that 
no one had visited her father when he alive and ill but they can all turn up when there is a 
sniff of money about. She saw some constantly checking their watches, impatient for the 
contents of the will to be revealed. ‘There’s greed plastered all over their faces,’ she thought 
as she put more beer and wine in the fridge. 

Recently a rumour had swept through the family that Frank had won Lotto many years ago.  
He was so mean he had kept it a secret but he intended to surprise the family with generous 
bequests after his death, as long as they wore black at his funeral. Betty did not believe the 
rumour but she thought her brothers and the relations did. It would be the only reason they 
had all turned up at the funeral. 

No one offered their sympathy to her for the loss of her father whom she had looked after 
for the past 16 years. She had been nurse, housekeeper, cleaner, companion, a most dutiful 
daughter who worked without thanks. She sipped her tea vowing her life of drudgery was 
over. She was only 57 and still had a life to be lived. It would begin when Mr. Arthur Blackburn, 
the solicitor, read her father’s will this afternoon. She wanted to believe her father when he 
told her she would inherit the house. She thought, 

 ‘I wish it was over. I wish they would all go away.’ 

A loud voice penetrated the chatter. ‘Excuse me, everyone.’ They all turned to see a short, 
plump man standing in the doorway. ‘I’m Arthur Blackman. I’ll read the will out on the 
verandah. It’s cooler there. Please follow me.’ 

Like a flock of birds, the family rose as one and disappeared out the door. They stood gazing 
expectantly as he withdrew a sheet of paper from his briefcase, put on his glasses and cleared 
his throat. ‘This is the will of Frank Henry Johnson, signed and witnessed on 16th May 2004.  

 ‘I bequeath my house to my daughter, Betty.’ Both brothers groaned. Mr. Blackburn 
continued reading, ‘The rest of you will have something to remember me by. Some will have 
more, some will have less. In various parts of the house valuable items are concealed. There 
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are large sums of cash, expensive pieces of jewellery and blue chip shares. Whatever you find 
is yours. I hope...’ The solicitor’s words were lost as every member of the family raced back 
inside the house, shoving and pushing and shouting. Two aunts were elbowed aside and fell 
to the floor, a cousin tripped and crashed into the heavy wooden dresser leaving pools of 
blood on the carpet.  Betty watched, aghast, as the black clad figures ran from room to room 
pulling out drawers, opening wardrobe doors, dashing boxes from the top of cupboards. In 
the mayhem she heard screams of, ‘It’s mine,’ and ‘I found it first,’ and ‘Give it back, you 
rotten...’  Chaotic thoughts raced through her head. 

 ‘They’re like wild animals. Vultures!  That’s what they are. Vultures, all of them, shrieking and 
fighting, picking over the remains of the dead. Vultures that will end up turning on each other.’ 
She wrung her hands. ‘Dad! How could you?’ 

---Ends 

SILVER LININGS ©Joan Mazoudier 

 
Something quite alarming must have happened to upset the morning routine of the Benson 
family.  For they all knew, exactly to the second the weekly, Monday to Friday schedule.  As 
a rule, like a flock of birds the family rose as one and disappeared out the door.  However 
today this was not the case, for apart from Brian Benson who had left at the usual time for 
his business in the city, everyone else was still at home. 
Daisy patted her big sister Samantha’s face with starfish hands because she knew she was 
sad. What had actually caused this turn of events was what had happened the evening before. 
This was the source of the trouble.  Samantha while training for the final and deciding game 
of basketball which would take place the following Saturday, had tripped and fallen and in the 
process broken her arm. She was their star shooter and was now out of the game.   
Devastation was a mild way to describe her disappointment.  Consequently, the family had 
spent the night at the hospital, waiting while Samantha had the operation to set the break.  
She was now, slightly groggy, recovering with her arm in a plaster cast, protected by a sling. 
The team were distraught, they needed her to help win this year’s deciding game.  The coach 
would have to make a quick decision on her replacement.  Samantha knew exactly what was 
going on. She picked up on signals like a wireless. Of course, Wendy Stapleton was the final 
choice.  They had always been rivals and she was a spiteful adversary, in fact Samantha had a 
sneaking suspicion that she had caused her to trip the previous evening.  She could almost 
visualise the satisfied smirk on Wendy’s face.  
The day of the match arrived and although disheartened not to be part of the team Samantha 
decided to go along to watch the game along with friends and families to cheer them on.  She 
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knew her close teammates were wishing that she was in her usual spot when the whistle 
blew.  She was also aware that Wendy was in her element determined to show what she could 
do.  The game see-sawed and the score was even, until the other team scored and drew 
ahead.   Time was running out   Now Wendy had the ball.  Everybody held their breath as she 
took up position for the deciding shoot out.  
It was at this precise moment that a free flying bee decided to land on Wendy’s nose, and 
insert its stinger causing her to pitch wildly missing the basket completely.  An audible 
shocked sigh arose from the players and gallery.  They had been beaten, after all the year’s 
hard work to get into the finals. They would have to wait another year to try again, hopefully 
with better luck and Samantha in her rightful place.  Although Wendy protested loudly and 
long, the game was over.  
They gathered later with friends and families, commiserating with Samantha and their loss.  
Eagerly they all lined up to leave messages and sketches on her cast.  She was sad for their 
loss but secretly she thought that if they had to lose, it couldn’t have been caused by a better 
person. 
The one good thing out of it all for Samantha, was that the gorgeous Greg Cornwall had sat 
alongside her and was extremely friendly and concerned.  He had asked for her phone number 
and said he would call her later.  Sometimes things work out better than expected she 
thought, as she ran her finger over the small heart he had drawn on her cast.  
 --- Ends 

 
 
Emails (All correspondents were thanked via email) 
25.8.20 Sally Lamont 
BRAVO Carmel for the September Newsletter and all before. 
You're quite talented and I appreciate your work. 
ta. Sally Lamont 
28.8.20 Colin Iles 
Carmel 
I am still in "Iso" and have plenty of time to write about nothing.  here is my small 
contribution to domestic bliss. 
regards 
Colin Iles 
Maharajah of Merrylands 
and tenth dan black belt pensioner (Colin’s story p. 9) 
 
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.  
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Sharing knowledge, growing, socialising and passion, are the 

buzz words. 

Be in it, Readers – send in your submission! 
 

                                                                                             
  
                                                                                                Shetland pony in the Shetland Islands                                              
So – this is not as exciting as  
fondling an elephant’s foot –   
however, patting the pony’s  
nose was special. 

 
Bye 

Carmel.                   
 
Carmel Liddell 
Newsletter Editor 
Email:editor.gwn@bigpond.com  
 
    
 Soul food. Wistaria Gardens Westmead filled with colour and perfume.       Photo Carmel Liddell 
 

 


