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Greater Western Newsletter (GWN) 
 
 November 2020 
 

 
 
Welcome Readers, 
 
 

Submissions aplenty this month! Who’s in the frame?  
 
Thank you and a round of applause please, for star performers (in order of appearance) 
Maisie Grady, June Keith, Linda Gibson-Langford, Peter Anderson, Isabel Halton, Colin Iles, 
Joan Stammers, Anita Stevens, Trish Robinson, Rosemary Hayes and Moi. 
 
Next month’s Christmas newsletter will be the last in 2020.  
 
Let’s make it a bumper issue, Readers.  Send in your contribution! 
 

This is an open call, and you are invited to join the cast! 
 
 
Until then, 
 
  
 
 

Enjoy! 
 

Carmel.  

                                
Carmel Liddell 
 
Newsletter Editor 
 Email:editor.gwn@bigpond.com     
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Photographer’s Bucket List  
Maisie Grady submitted the following poem and photos of one of her memorable Bucket 
List adventures in Churchill, Canada. 
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Australiana Pioneer Village  
June Keith sent in these photos from the heritage listed Australiana Pioneer Village in 
Rose Street Wilberforce, where she and husband Ian are keen volunteers.  
Mitchell Cottage is one of their favorite places. At the heart of the home is the framed 
poem (below) together with details of the Mitchell’s Family History.  
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Dementia - Let’s Get Active!       Linda Gibson-Langford  
 
 In one of our U3A Emerging Science sessions on Zoom, we had the privilege to listen to Dr Christine 
Lopacinski, MD, on Strategies for Healthy Brain Ageing.   
 
Her session had me focused and afterwards, I did a bit of my own research. What follows is a very brief 
overview of how to keep our brains healthy as we age.  
 
Being active is tied to our well-being.  Whether it is mental, social, or physical well-being, being active 
has proven to be vital as we age to push back on dementia and its various forms: 
 
• Alzheimer's disease  
• vascular dementia  
• Lewy body dementia  
• fronto temporal lobar degeneration (FTLD)  
• Huntington's disease  
• Korsakoff's syndrome - (alcohol related dementia)  
• Creutzfeldt-Jakob disease.    
 
Yes, there is the genetic factor (gene identified as APOE4) with around 25% of people 
around the world born with this gene (and 2-3% with two copies of the gene… 
thanks mum, thanks dad), but it does not necessarily mean that those with the 
gene will inherit significant cognitive impairment as they age.   
 
As mentioned, research in this area is diverse but it appears that a few 
significant things will hold off or slow down cognitive dysfunction.  
 
In an article by Times journalist/ editor Mandy Oaklander, “Our 
Bodies, Our Selves”, (The Science of Alzheimer’s Time Special Edition 
2019, pp 40-45), Oaklander discusses ways in which lifestyle 
changes may help to protect the brain. In summary: 
 
1. Listen to your heart 

Treat hypertension, high lipids, cholesterol, obesity, Type 2 diabetes. 
2. Emphasize exercise 

Aerobic exercise grows the volume of specific brain regions eg 
hippocampus - major role in learning and memory.   

3. Keep learning 
Continued intellectual engagement develops stronger cognitive health. Write… read… learn a 
foreign language… stay involved in U3A. 

4. Be social 
       Richer social lives equal higher levels of cognition. Loneliness is connected to poorer brain 
       health. Volunteer… 
5.    Sleep well 

Image 
Pedros.lol / CC BY-SA  
(https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0) 
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       Studies link poor sleep with cognitive decline and Alzheimer’s. 
6.    Healthy diet 
       Mediterranean diet scores high.  Limits alcohol consumption but allows a couple of glasses a day.      
      
Considering point 2, the research strongly encourages aerobic exercise within a regular and sustained 
time frame. Walking briskly every day, if you can, for at least 3 kms is a worthwhile goal. Neurologist 
Majid Fotuhi (in Oakland p. 41) notes, “Diet, exercise, sleep and stress: those are not considered 
culprits for a problem as big as dementia… but for the first time we have evidence that the levels of 
tau* can change with lifestyle interventions such as exercise.”  
 
So, let’s do it… let’s keep connected, keep active, consider our diet, and keep learning.  
 
*Tau - proteins thought to be a marker for Alzheimer’s 
 
Virtual session.   Alzheimer’s by Dr Majid Fotuhi is well worth viewing.   
 
Yes, You CAN Grow Your Brain  
---Ends 
 
 

Paws for Thought Baffled by the computer???? 

 

 
 

Glenda Lloyd has a suggestion. 

Your computer could have P.I.C.N.I.C. syndrome 
That is P.I.C.N.I.C. – as in Problem In Chair Not In Computer 
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Who was Ruth Bader Ginsburg?  Carmel Liddell 
 

                        
 

Ruth Bader Ginsburg The Notorious RBG. (1933~2020) was an advocate 
for gender equality and women’s rights.  

She received attention in American popular culture for her passionate dissents and liberal 
views of the law and when dubbed The Notorious R.B.G. by a law student, a reference to the 
late Brooklyn-born rapper B.I.G.,  she happily embraced the moniker!  

 

 Ginsburg was born and grew up in Brooklyn, New York. Her older sister died when she 
was a baby, and her mother died shortly before she graduated from high school. 

  She earned her bachelor's degree at Cornell University where she met her future 
husband, Martin D. Ginsburg. She became a mother prior to starting law school at 
Harvard, where she was one of few women in her class.  

 Ginsburg transferred to Columbia Law School, where she graduated joint first in her 
class.  As a professor at Rutgers Law School and Columbia Law School teaching civil 
procedure, she was as one of few women in her field. 

 President Jimmy Carter appointed her to the U.S. Court of Appeals for the District of 
Columbia Circuit, where she served until her appointment to the Supreme Court in 
1993.  

 In 1993, Bill Clinton  nominated her as an associate justice of the Supreme Court of 
the United States where she served until her death in 2020.  
She won many arguments before the Supreme Court in her 
role as   an advocate for gender equality and women's 
rights. 

 She was the second woman, and first Jewish woman, to 
serve the court.   

Ruth Bader Ginsburg died at her home in Washington, D.C., on September 18, 2020, at the 
age of 87, from complications of metastatic pancreatic cancer. 
References: Wikipedia and Internet images. 
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MAGIC MOMENTS IN OPERA 
 

  
 

How excited I was to wake up in my hotel room in Milan knowing that by the end of the day I 

would have attended a performance of one of my favourite operas, Un ballo in maschera (The 

Masked Ball) at the world famous Teatro alla Scala, better known as the La Scala Opera House.    

 I arrived at the theatre well before the performance began so that I would have sufficient 

time to take photographs of the sculptures of the great composers situated in the foyer and 

prepare myself for a wonderful night of music. I had no idea that the performance would end 

the way it did. In fact, seven years later, I still can't believe what I experienced at the end of 

the evening on 9 July 2013. 

 La Scala Opera House is synonymous with Italian opera and many people maintain that, "it 

knows no equal". More than 350 operas have premiered at the theatre and the world's 

greatest singers, musicians and conductors have thrilled audiences for over 200 years from 

within its walls. Despite its star- studded legacy, La Scala is also known for what happens in 

the audience when a performance falls below expectations. When a performer, "misses a 

note or dodges a trill" the audience's displeasure will often make itself felt by booing, for 

example in 2006 the tenor Roberto Alagna was booed after his performance of the beautiful 

aria Celeste Aida from Verdi's Aida. He gave a military salute and stormed off the stage, 

leaving the soprano to sing a duet by herself. His understudy did not have time to change into 

costume and walked on the stage wearing jeans. Other victims of a dissatisfied La Scala 

audience included the great Luciano Pavarotti. 

What I experienced on 9 July, when the opera ended, I will never forget. When the performers 

appeared on stage for curtain calls booing erupted throughout the theatre. Some people in 

the stalls stood and turned their back on the stage and walked out of the theatre. The loudest 

boos were kept for the director and his creative team. In the past when I have attended 

 
Peter Anderson  
at  
La Scala Opera House (Teatro Alla Scala) 
Milan 
Italy 
2013 
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performances in Australia and overseas, that fall short of expectations the reaction of the 

audience has been simply to applaud less enthusiastically, not so in Italy. I recall my Italian 

friend whispering in my year, "Peter don't be concerned by what you are experiencing, booing 

at La Scala has become almost institutionalised, we take our opera very seriously". 

“For the Record” I loved every moment of the opera. Perhaps the setting was a little too 

modern, but I didn't care because I was in the world famous La Scala Opera House. Believe it 

or not I attended a different opera a few nights later when the applause and shouts of bravo 

and brava were deafening.                                                                                                         

 ---Ends 

 

      
 

Group Leader Reports Ann Orel 
Committee Meeting 25.9.20 
 
Our Words: Ann Orel / Rachelle Rassaby  This week we looked at portmanteau words and 
how they were formed.; examples ‘guesstimate’, ‘smog’, ‘prissy’, ‘netizen’.    
People who changed:  the world Rex Broadbent on Thursday 10th September, 40 members 
logged in on Zoom for the 2pm to 4pm presentation.  Jim Houghton gave a presentation on 
Charles Dickens. We took a tea break at around 3pm – much talking about Charles Dickens; 
then Jim finished the presentation just before 4pm, after which there was more discussion 
until the session was closed at around 4.15pm.  
If the 25th September GWU3A is a monthly meeting, there was a Zoom presentation in the 
PWCTW group on 27th August. In the same format, 37 members logged in on Zoom, for a 
presentation on Dr Karl Kruszelnicki by Con Bugden.  The presentation started at around 2pm; 
tea break at around 3pm; presentation finished just before 4pm, followed by more discussion 
until the session closed at around4.15pm.  
Writing Creatively: Glennis Henning We are only a small group, but I feel our writing is vital 

for each one of us. It has kept us going through these difficult times even though 
we are not seeing each other’s faces. Responses to given topics are always amazing. Our 
current topic is ‘Bridges’. I wonder where we will cross to.  
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Book Review Isabel Halton, Book of the Month Club 

  
 
Richard Glover has written a moving account of life in Australia in the 60’s and 70’s. He is 
showing the older generation what those days were really like in what they term “the good 
old days”. He details some startling facts and horrors and how dangerous life could be before 
many safety rules were passed. He writes with wry humour and some exaggeration and notes 
the incredulity of the younger generation when he has recounted some of these stories to 
them. He makes the point of how much Australia has changed – almost without noticing – the 
way of life. He concludes that today, young and old should not despair about the problems 
besetting them now as Australia has progressed so far and will continue to fix the new 
problems in due time. Therefore, he recommends being positive I these difficult times. 
 ---Ends 
 

GWN Writers Online 

Prompts for the December newsletter (please submit by 25.11. 20) are 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
GWN Writers Online (Reminder) 
 

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

 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. Juggle one, two or all three prompts, to suit your story. 
  

 She was one of many old girls who shuffled into the shop pretending 
to be helpless but always getting their own way. 

 There were folds on the side of his mouth like pleats in soft leather. 
 She could tell the time of day by the growth of his beard; a dark 

bloom spreading up his cheeks. 
N.B. Use 1, 2 or all three prompts ‘juggled’ to suit your story. 
  

 
The Land Before Avocado 
Richard Glover 
 
A journey back in time to the way Australia used to be in the 1960’s 
and 70’s. 



12 
 

FACE PAINTING © Colin Iles. 
 

 
The noise and swearing emanating from the bathroom were horrendous and it was only five 
A.M.  From my drowsy state, “What the bloody hell are you doing?  The echo sounds like 
there are two of you in there. Why are you arguing with yourself? You don’t have to leave for 
work until eight o’clock.” 
The curt reply echoed off the ceramic wall,” You know; I have that interview today for the 
promotion.  I want to make sure my face is right.” 
“Right where?”  Knowing full well that smart Alex reply would normally result in a physical 
retaliatory reminder I shouldn’t make those sorts of comments. Either she didn’t hear me, or 
she needs all the time she can to continue with the face painting project. 
 
She does take a great pride in her appearance, so it stands to reason she will wake early to 
paint on a better version of her face.  If it takes that long to do that: next dress selection – I 
can’t wait for the “does this go with that?  What shoes should I wear?”  
Why would you ask a blue singlet, navy shorts and steel capped boots fashionista those types 
of questions? 
The other questions males hate, being asked, “Does my bum look big in this?”  If only they 
could just paint on a better version of their clothes just like their face.  That way we would 
never be held responsible; ever again. I will escape those inquisition questions: I start work at 
seven: I’ll be gone before I become embroiled in the final judging of the Miss Australia pageant 
entrant.   
Why can’t they just wear a bikini to all job interviews?  Anything that resembles a one- piece 
swimming costume would automatically be disqualified.  I can’t wait; paint on bikinis!  Then I 
wouldn’t mind being a judge. I know any female job applicant, wearing a paint on bikini, would 
on my building site bring construction to a complete halt.  “THE JOB IS YOURS!”  

 I know if I turned up for a job interview wearing only a painted on bikini: I would 
be on unemployable benefits; permanently. 

             ---Ends. 
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Time Marches On © Joan Stammers. 
 

 
  

Silvie had a name to match her looks, or perhaps it should be the other way around. She was 

pixie small with fluffed gold hair and a slippery pink smile. Sadly, Silvie was well past her 

prime – by about fifty years and her look hadn’t changed much in all that time. As the years 

went by, she found it harder and harder to keep her youthful look. She woke early to paint a 

better version of her face and the make-up was applied thicker and thicker as time went by. 

Sadly, in the heat of forty-degree days, the make-up cracked, giving her a clown-like 

appearance. Once she’d started down the glamour road in her early twenties, she became 

addicted to the attention and enjoyed having her friends copy her look. It didn’t occur to her 

that it would get harder to maintain as the years flew by. 

 

Now, in her seventies, she didn’t know how to stop. She didn’t even know what her natural 

hair colour was since she’d started to dye it blonde all those years ago. It had thinned out too, 

so she had to fluff it up to hide her shiny scalp. Her lips, now loose with age, were still painted 

that peppermint pink she sported in her youth. It looked so good and fashionable back then, 

but now, it just looked sad. Still, she never left the house without it. If she had a dollar for 

every hour she’d spent in the gym, keeping her figure as firm and toned as possible, she could 

probably float the national debt. All those hours spent sweating it out amounted up to years. 

Years of her life just gone, trying to achieve the impossible. Nothing could stop the matching 

of time and, like everyone else, she would eventually lose the battle.  

 

Now the tables had turned. She was the one who envied her friends. They were comfortable 

in their wrinkly skins. Their breasts sagged and gravity took its toll on everything else, but they 

just laughed it off and enjoyed their coffee and cake. How Silvie envied that. Being petite, 

she’d never been able to enjoy eating cake without having to work an extra hour in the gym 

to stop it going straight to her hips. But after a lifetime of being ‘Silvie,’ she didn’t know how 

to stop. 
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One day, the situation was taken out of her hands and the problem was solved for her. She 

was in the kitchen and she bumped a drawer shut with her hip, something she had done 

many times before. But this time, a shot of pain shot down her thigh. It wasn’t too bad, but it 

didn’t get better and soon, her whole hip was causing her grief. Eventually, she saw the doctor 

and was immediately sent off for X-rays and tests. The news wasn’t good. She needed a total 

hip replacement. She could no longer work out in the gym, it hurt too much. She wasn’t used 

to the sedentary life and she began to gain a little weight. When it was time for the surgery, 

she had to remove all make up and take off her nail polish. She was scared about her 

appearance but to her amazement, no one took any notice and the hospital staff treated her 

just like everyone else. 

 

While there, she was given cake and biscuits with her cups of tea. It was only hospital grade 

food but to Silvie, it was the nectar of the Gods. She felt a twinge of guilt and told herself that 

when this was all over, she would get back into her routine, but she thoroughly enjoyed her 

indulgence. After the surgery, she wasn’t allowed to drive for six weeks so she couldn’t get to 

the hair salon. To her amazement, her roots were not very different to her dyed colour but 

instead of being golden, it was pure white. She gained even more weight as her lack of 

exercise continued. She felt good and the extra fat filled out some of the wrinkles. Her skin 

was beautiful as it had been protected from the sun over the years, hidden beneath all that 

thick make-up. 

 

When her confinement was over, she had her hair died as close as possible to its natural 

colour and that was the last time, she ever dyed her hair. Silvie was hardly recognisable. Gone 

was the painted lady. In her place was a natural beauty, even in her seventies, and once again, 

she was the envy of her friends. She used the money she saved on make-up and gym fees to 

treat herself to a short holiday. And that’s where she met Jim. He couldn’t believe that such 

an attractive lady was single and Silvie couldn’t believe that she had finally found someone so 

late in life. 

Serendipity is a wonderful thing.                                                                                           

 ---Ends 



15 
 

A PHONE CALL OUT OF THE BLUE!  @ Anita Stevens  

 

I woke in a panic. Whatever had possessed me to agree to this meeting? I hadn’t seen him for 

over thirty-five years - a lot of water had passed under the bridge for both of us since then. I 

was no longer that small pixie faced girl with fluffed gold hair and a pink smile. He, no doubt, 

had aged and did not look the same either! Would we recognise each other? I glanced at my 

naked body in the bathroom mirror - ‘Going to seed!’  I told myself, ‘Gravity’s taking its toll! 

Pendulum breasts - no longer firm and perky, a thickening waistline and wrinkles, hard to 

disguise! Oh, Millicent Price, admit it, you’re over the hill!’ 

 

 Brad’s phone call had taken me completely by surprise. His voice sounded the same - perhaps 

just a little deeper. He’d seemed so anxious to catch up. He told me he’d bumped into a 

mutual friend and in the course of conversation my name had cropped up: “Not little Milly - 

the one from Uni?’ he’d said, “ Do you have her phone number? I’d really like to catch up with 

her again.” 

As students we had quite a thing going for a while - I’d never really forgotten him... Pity we 

parted, went our separate ways; I always wondered what had happened to him ...  

 

We chatted on the phone for a quite while then arranged to meet on neutral ground at the 

coffee shop in the mall on Wednesday at 10.00 am. What harm could it do? I asked myself. 

Unattached, it would be nice to see him again… 

Well, that was two days ago. The image staring back at me was stark reality! Whatever would 

Brad think of me? Too nervous to eat breakfast I consulted my wardrobe: What to wear? Nothing 

seemed right! ‘Pull yourself together!’ I told myself. ‘There must be something decent … Should I 

wear a dress, or slacks? Slacks and a pretty top - that’s it!’  

Now to do something with my face: Make-up can do wonders! I rummaged through my make-

up box and found eye shadow to tone with my outfit, lipstick, blush for my cheeks and began 
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to paint a better, younger version of my face. I stood back to examine the effect: about the 

best I could achieve… I bumped the drawer shut with my hip, checked the time - Still a bit 

early but I made for the door… Traffic could be heavy... What if he’s changed his mind? … For 

goodness sake, calm down! Stop acting like a silly teenager! 

 

I checked my watch as I entered the coffee shop. Not quite 10.00 am. Was he there? I scanned 

the tables: two young women with a restless toddler sat chatting in the corner, three women 

at another table deep in conversation and a rather distinguished elderly man at another. He 

rose and came to greet me: 

“Milly? I’d know you anywhere - How are you after all these years?” 

The touch of his hand sent a thrill up my spine. Old feelings resurged…  

“Handsome as ever!” I smiled, squeezing his hand, “Even more so I would say…” 

Not letting go of my hand he guided me towards the table. “We have a lot of catching up to 

do…” he smiled. “May I say how lovely you look today?” 

The years of separation rolled away as we reminisced about our past, the years between and 

now the unexpected chance of seeing each other again… I learnt that he was a widower with 

had a grown family and a couple of grandchildren - another on the way… He’d done well for 

himself, enjoyed a good marriage of thirty years and was devastated by his wife’s untimely 

death. “Life goes on”, he said, “But never the same… How about you?” 

“Oh, a successful career - No time really for commitment - I’m retired now with more than 

enough time on my hands … Rather at loose ends, if you know what I mean…” 

 

“I never forgot you…” he said. “Perhaps it’s destiny that we’ve had this chance to meet again? 

... How about we have dinner on Saturday night - See where things might lead?” 

“I’d really like that,” I told him. 

He gave a chuckle and grasped my hand. “You don’t know how anxious I felt about seeing you 

again - Whether you’d even recognise me after all these years…” 

“Me too!” I laughed, “You have no idea how many negative thoughts went through my mind 

after your phone call but here we are… Older but still the same: you and me! What time would 

you like to pick me up for dinner on Saturday night? I’ll be ready...”          ---Ends 
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CANDICE CALLING ©Trish Robinson 
 

 
 

‘I haven’t got time for any breakfast this morning, not even coffee,’ Eric said as he picked up 

his briefcase. ‘There’s an important early meeting at work.’ He glanced over at Helena who 

sat at the table cradling a cup of tea. ‘Bye, have a good day.’ 

She sighed. Her days were empty since the children had left home.  Eric is always busy, he 

gets home late and often has to work at weekends. ‘I can’t remember the last time he took 

me somewhere nice,’ she thought.  ‘If I say anything, he tells me to find an interest, get a 

hobby, or go and volunteer somewhere. The trouble is that after years of being a housewife I 

don’t have the confidence to get out and about. Oh well, I’ll pay the bills this morning, that’ll 

fill in time.’ 

Helena stood up, put her cup in the dishwasher and walked over to the dresser. She opened 

the top drawer, picked up a folder marked BILLS then scrabbled around looking for the cheque 

book. She moved papers and folders aside and saw the cheque book wedged at the back. 

Next to it was a mobile phone. ‘That’s strange,’ she thought. ‘It’s not mine and I saw Eric put 

his in his pocket this morning.’ With the folder in one hand, she picked up the phone in her 

other hand and bumped the drawer shut with her hip. 

Helena dumped the folder on the table and examined the phone. It was not her old one or 

Eric’s. She could see it was quite new. She turned it on and a screen demanding a password 

appeared. With a sickening shock, realization dawned - it was Eric’s phone.  Why would he 

have a second phone? 

With trembling hands, she tried to guess the password. It was not family birthdays or the ages 

of the children. Inspiration struck, Eric was careless with details and usually took the easy 

path. She typed 12345- incorrect. Then she tried 54321- success. Text messages flooded the 

screen. She saw the name ‘Eric’ on them with the name ‘Candice’ underneath.  Who was she? 

They did not know anyone with that name. For the second time that morning, with a sickening 
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jolt, realization hit hard. Eric was having an affair. An affair with a floozie called Candice. 

Jumbled thoughts raced through her head. How old is she? How did he meet her? How long 

has it been going on?  Is he having a midlife crisis? Why couldn’t he buy a fast sports car like 

other middle- aged men? 

She fought nausea as she gripped the phone. Maybe he was planning to leave her? She would 

be homeless with no money and no job. Her comfortable life would be upended. She had 

been a good wife and mother why would he want to take up with a trollop now? She leaned 

back in the chair, hurt and bewildered. On all those late nights and so- called business trips 

he had been with her - the home wrecking hussy. He was a liar, a cheat, a hypocrite. 

She glanced down at the phone and scrolled through the texts feeling disgust and outrage. 

The sound of a car pulling into the driveway made her look up. The front door burst open and 

Eric rushed in. 

 

‘I forgot something I need for the meeting this morning,’ he spat out. He yanked open the top 

drawer of the dresser and riffled through it. With a curse he slammed it shut and jerked open 

the bottom one. His breath came in short gasps and sweat beaded his forehead. 

‘What are you looking for? Maybe I can help?’ Helena offered in her sweetest voice. 

‘It’s…it’s something important I need for work. Maybe I left it upstairs.’ 

‘Is this what you’re looking for?’ Helena held out the phone. Suddenly it pinged. ‘Oh! Look! 

Candice has sent you a message. I’ll read it to you. “The coffee’s cold. Where are you? I’m not 

waiting any longer.”  

‘Nor am I.’ Helena gripped the phone and threw it at his head, hard.                              ---Ends 

 
Reduced Circumstances @Rosemary Hayes 
 

 
There are few people that stay in the memory with such clarity, but Alexa was one. I 

remember when she started at the High School I attended. Here was this vision of a tall, 
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angular girl with a mop of wild red curly hair in ringlets scrunched up all over her head, a mass 

that bobbed up and down when she ran. It never unravelled. Her wide face had seen the sun 

too often and for someone so young there was a worldliness that was lost on the rest of us. 

But we took to her and she became so popular that everyone vied for her attention. 

Alexa was fun. She was bold. She disobeyed the nuns, climbed trees at school, would have us 

all terrified she would get expelled but somehow, she knew how to wind people around her 

busy little fingers. But behind her gaiety I saw a deep sadness and a reflectiveness as though 

she were far away. 

When we were sixteen, I was invited to her home one Saturday. My mother took to her and 

as often as not Alexa spend many happy hours at my place. So, it was with great excitement 

that I took the bus to Double Bay where she met me at the shops. 

“The flats are down the hill close to the water.’’ Alexa said. 

I didn’t know anyone who lived in a flat. But Alexa being Hungarian, I thought it must be the 

trend among their compatriots. The streets were lined with large and I could see a glimpse of 

the water beyond.  

“Here we are.” She said, opening a rusty squeaky gate. 

The foyer was dark and cool with large mirrors and ferns in pots. I’d never seen anything like 

it. 

“Come on.” She said as she pressed the lift button. A rather noisy lift with steel surrounds was 

a little daunting but it rose quickly and soon we stepped out onto deep comfortable carpet. 

More mirrors, more ferns. I followed her to a door that said 12. Alexa rang the buzzer, and it 

was opened quickly by a mirror image of Alexa. A tall woman, soft tendrils of red hair framing 

her face, a wide angular ravaged face with twinkling blue eyes. 

“This is my mother, Elizabeth.” 

She came forward to shake my hand and then kissed me on both cheeks. 

“You are very welcome Ann. Please come in.” 

The first thing I noticed was the breathtaking view of the harbour. The furniture was antique 

I knew that much with a lounge, three comfortable chairs and a dining setting. In one chair 

sat a pixie small old lady with golden fluffy hair who tried to rise to greet me. 

“Please don’t get up.” I faltered and hurried towards her. 

“I am Elizabetta’s mother, Ilona. You are most welcome to our home. Please sit down near 

me.” She tapped on a chair. Clearly, she was used to giving orders and to being obeyed. 
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“Do you drink tea or coffee?” She asked. I could smell the pungent odour of the coffee and 

said I would have that. We didn’t drink coffee at home. I knew they had escaped the Russians 

who invaded Hungary and they came to Australia with nothing, helped by other relatives who 

were already here. 

Alexa had told me Ilona was a Countess and they had a castle in Hungary now commanded 

by the Russians. 

“What may I call you?’ I asked the old lady gently. 

“Just Ilona, my dear.” She said. 

“I couldn’t possibly. It’s not respectful.” I answered 

She laughed. “In Australia I am Ilona, nothing more, nothing less.” 

“Tell me about yourself and your family.” Ilona asked. “Alexa loves going to see your mother.” 

A trolley wheeled in by Elizabeth contained all sorts of cakes, thin sandwiches and exquisite 

delicate coffee cups. Thankfully. I didn’t disgrace myself. Mum would have been proud of my 

good manners. I saw the look of approval from Grandmother to grand- daughter. 

“Take Ann and show her your home.” We ambled away and in a spare bedroom there was an 

array of photos of distinguished men in dress uniform, women with tiaras and long ballgowns 

and a picture of a past Pope with Alexa’s grandmother and grandfather. Ilona was easily 

recognisable. 

“They were able to bring many photos with them in their escape but little else.” Alexa 

commented. 

“Hungarians live around this area so there are always lots of parties and dinners. They have 

strong bonds.” 

It was so different meeting Alexa’s family, my first glimpse into a different world. I enjoyed it 

so much. It opened my eyes to the tragedies which befell people and the ability of the human 

spirit to survive. 

---Ends 
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Paying Attention. © Carmel Liddell 
 

 
 

Elsie sighed, closed the magazine and gazed at herself in the hairdresser’s mirror.   The article 

she’d just read, was true; behaviour that attracts in the beginning, grates in the end.  Back in 

the day, she’d been attracted to Arthur because he paid attention, he noticed things, but after 

fifty years, that trait had lost its charm. Elsie often pondered in rhyme and she smiled as she 

thought,   

These days it’s hard to stay calm. 

I could do with a soft soothing balm. 

Arthur’s driving me mad 

I know that sounds sad 

but at times I could do that man harm! 

Oh yes, her Arthur was driving her mad by constantly noticing things. Mind you, when she 

arrived home he didn’t notice her pale golden hair had been shampooed, conditioned and 

fluffed – at great expense to the management – he just began waxing lyrical on his favourite 

subject: paying attention.  

 

‘These days, people don’t pay attention, Else.  They don’t notice things. A man doesn’t work 

in Airport Customs for forty years and not learn a thing or three.  Old habits die hard, eh, Else?  

Even today I can spot a villain a mile off!’  

‘Yes Dear.’  Elsie replied, hanging up her handbag and hoping Arthur would give her some 

respite by popping in next door. Their new neighbour was a quiet young man who walked 

with a limp. He was a stickler for parking his green vintage car in the garage and for some 

reason, had taken a shine to Arthur. 

‘Amazing what you learn if you pay attention, Else. The man next door introduced himself as 

Mr Jones, first name something weird like Idaho, something I’d never remember, so I just call 

him Mr Jones.  Anyhow, he told me he’s a Professor of Archaeology and lost his leg to a crush 
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injury from a boa constrictor in South America! How about that else? Amazing what the young 

ones do for a living these days! Anyway, he travels a lot, and we have a mutual interest in 

exotic birds. Small world, eh Else?’ 

‘That’s nice.’ Elsie said, switching the kettle on.  

‘Mr Jones listens, Else. He’s genuinely interested in my Customs career but from what he tells 

me, they’re not paying attention out there.’ 

‘Such a shame.’ Elsie mumbled, spooning coffee into two mugs. 

‘Do you remember when Mr Jones came home last month? He was upset because Customs 

made two mistakes in one day.  A sniffer dog had detected a suspicious suitcase on the 

carousel, but the owner got away. Then they lost his suitcase!  Poor fellow had to fork out for 

a replacement last week.’ 

‘Heavens!’ Elsie mumbled, peering into the pantry. 

‘Those things didn’t happen when I worked in Customs Else, believe you me.’ 

‘Oh dear.’  Elsie said, bumping the pantry door shut with her hip and setting down pikelets 

to go with the coffee.   

‘The pikelets look – rubbery, Else. Did you forget to add baking soda to the mix? Weren’t you 

paying attention, Dear?’  

Arthur came close to wearing those pikelets.   

 

Elsie took her coffee into the garden.  Half an hour of birdsong was always therapeutic. 

Suddenly she heard police sirens and hurried to join Arthur on the front porch. There were 

television crews in the street and a helicopter hovering overhead.  The house next door was 

being raided! Elsie and Arthur watched as Police in full riot gear rammed open the front door. 

A short time later they reappeared carrying evidence bags full of Mr Jones’ belongings.  

‘That’s a bit over the top, Else.’ Arthur grumbled. ‘Mr Jones is a decent chap. There must be 

some mistake.’ 

 

That night Elsie and Arthur were stunned by the lead story on the television news.  

“Police Raid Sydney Home. Wildlife Smuggler Arrested.”   

Elsie and Arthur immediately recognised their neighbour’s house. The report continued.   
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“Donald Crump was arrested at Sydney airport today. Customs Officials found two drugged 

South American birds in the hollow of Crump’s prosthetic leg. Crump’s knowledge of Airport 

Customs procedure was so extensive, that police believe he had inside information.”  

(Elsie stifled a giggle. The Police Commissioner continued.) 

“Last month sniffer dogs had found a suspicious suitcase which contained a spare, prosthetic 

leg.  Police had traced the leg to one, Donald Crump, who has been under police surveillance 

for some time.  Crump uses the alias Indiana Jones, walks with a limp and drives a green 

vintage car. He would have stood out like a sore thumb to any member of the public who was 

paying attention.”  

 

Arthur’s face turned an alarming shade of plum and Elsie felt a surge of tenderness for her 

husband. He was in shock, Poor Love, but he was driving her crazy. She couldn’t help herself. 

The Devil made her do it.  Elsie patted his arm and whispered, 

‘Such a shame you missed all those clues, Arthur. Weren’t you paying attention, Dear?’     

---Ends.    

 

Emails (All correspondents were thanked via email) 

26.9.20 Pamela Arkins 
Well, you’ve done it again Carmel!  Brilliant and I loved the comment ‘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.’  I think it makes 
me a suspect as I laughed (on my own). 
Pamela 
26.9.20 Maisie and Alan Grady 
Hello Carmel,  
Thanks for the link to the Newsletter. You are doing a very good job as Editor of G W N. 
Well Done!  
Maisie and Alan 
28.9.20 Anne Stanfield 
Hi Carmel 
Thanks for another great newsletter, reminded me to visit Parramatta Park, to see the spring flowers 
in the Cumberland Hospital gardens! 
 
Take care 
 
Anne 
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7.10.20 Colin Iles. 
Carmel 
am hoping my sense of humour is not drying up over this "Iso".  here is my questionable 
contribution for this month. 
regards 
the Monsignor of Mount Merrylands 
Cardinal Colin Iles (Colin’s story page 12) 
 

 
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 for the 2020 Christmas edition! 
 

                                                                                             
  
                                                                                      

The End. 

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

 


