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Greater Western Newsletter  (GWN) 
 

 
December 2020 
 
Welcome Readers, 
 
Merry Christmas and Best Wishes to All! 
 

A big thank you to contributors Ann Orel, Linda Gibson-Langford, Isabel Halton, Peter 

Anderson, Colin Iles, Trish Robinson, Joan Stammers, Anita Stevens, and Rosemary Hayes who 

have provided the spice, fruit and nuts  in this Christmas pudding mix! 

 

Changes aplenty in the GWR next year. As I have resigned, this is my last newsletter, and I 

would like to thank everyone for their support over the past four years. Being Editor has been 

rewarding experience and I urge anyone who is interested, to take on the role. At our AGM 

on 19.2.21, all Committee positions will be up for re-election however Newsletter Editor is 

one of four positions that will be vacant.  Please consider lending a hand next year. Details 

p.2.  

Now – dim the lights and on with the show –  
 

Enjoy! 

Carmel.  
                                
 
Carmel Liddell 
Newsletter Editor 
November 2016 – December 2020 
 Email:editor.gwn@bigpond.com     
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AGM -2021 

 
See GWR Website for full details and Nomination Forms. 
Regional Course Coordinator: Sue Bailey 0416 027 049 
sueb0356@gmail.com(preferred) Enquiries only. Course Book entry – “Events”. 

 
 

GREATER WESTERN REGION OF SYDNEY U3A 
Notice is hereby given that the  

Annual General Meeting and Election of Office Bearers  
will be held on  

 

Friday 19 February at 2pm 
SWINBURNE UNIVERSITY OF TECHNOLOGY  

or ZOOM (depending on restrictions) 
 

Level 2 Room ‘A’ 1-3 Fitzwilliam Street 
Adjacent to Parramatta rail station. Enter through door to left of Library entrance 

 
All office bearers’ positions are open for election. 

Please consider standing for committee to ensure the future success of our region. 
Information and nomination forms will be emailed to all members who have provided  

email addresses OR posted to those who have no email address. 
 

Nomination forms must be returned to  
Secretary Ann Orel annorel@hotmail.com OR posted to 4 Kenworthy St Dundas 2117 

before 5th February 2020 

 
All positions are up for re-election in 2021. However, the following positions are vacant. 

Positions Vacant – Ann Orel 
President and Vice President 
You are contact people for the Greater Western Region. You may decide to split duties between the 
two of you and take turns for example attending the Board of Management (BOM) meetings. 

 See any requests for information reach the correct destination 
 Attend the BOM meetings as Greater Western’s representative each month (usually the 

third Friday) where you raise matters for Greater Western with the BOM.  
A report comes to you from these meetings. You select what should be included in the 
Report from BOM and go into the minutes of Greater Western’s Committee from this report. 

 Attend Greater Western’s Committee meetings on the last Friday of the month. Prepare a 
short report on any U3A activities you have been engaged in other than those in BOM 
meetings 

At the moment all meetings are held using Zoom technology. 
 
Web Editor and Newsletter Editor   
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The Web Editor and Newsletter Editor could be two roles taken by two different people.  After the 
newsletter is written and converted to a PDF, it is forwarded to the Web Editor who adds it to the 
website under the Newsletter Button. 
Web Editor 

 The GWR Web Editor is responsible for updating all content on the site. 
 Web Editors attend a monthly meeting chaired by Pam Furney via Zoom and  
 Submit a monthly report to the GWR Committee via Zoom (at the moment) 

 
Newsletter Editor 
 
The Newsletter would become yours to choose the format and future direction. 
You will see when you read the current Newsletters that many people contribute to their content. 
There are articles, reports on talks, book reviews and GWN Writers Online. 
Your role would be to liaise with contributors and compile the Newsletter.  
 
You would need to put in brief reports on both roles for the monthly Committee minutes and attend 
a monthly meeting (last Friday of the month).  
Currently these meetings are held using Zoom technology. 
 

 
On a personal note: 
 
Producing the newsletter has been a joy for me and could be a joy for you too. It takes time 
to feel at ease however, changing the format and content to reflect your own personality and 
passions, will guarantee a comfortable fit. For inspiration, please refer to our regional 
newsletters – then create one of your own.  
Why not have a go? The guidelines are basic, the rest is up to you. 
 
Guidelines  

1. The U3A logo  must appear at the top of the first page. 
2. No advertising, religion or politics. 
3. Contents to be U3A related/or written by readers. 
4. Photos must have your subject’s consent and please, no children in the frame. 
5. Select Royalty Free graphics and images. 
6. (Suggestion only) Open a new, separate email account for newsletter submissions and 

correspondence.  
 
If you have any questions, or need encouragement, please email me  
editor.gwn@bigpond.com  
 

 Bye, Carmel  
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Linda Gibson- Langford – The Lonely Century  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I was asked to contribute to one of the upcoming sessions. I agreed but wondered what I 

would bring to the table. I was watching “The Drum” one evening when Professor Noreena 

Hertz (University College London) was being interviewed.  She had just published her book 

The Lonely Century. 

 

COVID-19 is clearly not to blame for the ‘loneliness epidemic’. Hertz notes that even before 

this global pandemic, loneliness was well on its way to becoming the defining condition of 

the twenty-first century!  Hertz’s research questions our sense of community as workplaces 

continue to be reorganized, migration to cities increases with more people living in single 

units, and yes, our increased focus on social media. Through her research, she has seriously 

questioned the rise of policies built on self-interest as opposed to the greater good. 

 

Professor Hertz strongly exhorts that loneliness is a global issue… an epidemic that requires 

big questions of politicians and economists and business leaders: what are we doing to 

survive, and more importantly, thrive, as the decades roll on. Considering that we might be 

smack in the middle of the greatest psychological experiment in humankind - the loneliness 

epidemic meets the COVID-19 pandemic - what do we need to consider?  Our health and 

wellbeing as individuals and as a collective species is first and foremost.  

 

Before this pandemic, we were already dis-connecting. And now… lockdown.  The Age of 

Loneliness just got lonelier. And it is not just our mental health that is affected. Loneliness 

 During the last many months, our Tuesday afternoon Discussion Group, 
convened by John Brockman and Sue Nielson, has raised so many 
interesting issues. It is a really strong group who enjoy the diversity of 
ideas and differing opinions and are prepared to listen and learn from 
each other.   
 
Linda Gibson- Langford  
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increases our risk of cancer, dementia, and even heart disease. Hertz argues that loneliness is 

a consequence of long-term, systemic insistence on prioritizing economies over societies. 

Governments, businesses, and individuals need to address and mitigate the loneliness crisis 

by building a more inclusive, kinder, healthier and connected world. It comes as no surprise 

that she believes our 21st century will be a century of solitudes due to our embedded focus 

on materialism, our disconnection from the wider community, and the quality of social 

interaction even a decade ago. 

 

Some points discussed:  

1. Smartphones / social media - contribute to a whole new layer of isolation. Face to face 

engagement - being in the present - has given way to the rise of emoticon inspired texting, 

and certainly a more hostile online existence.  

2. Living alone through choice - has risen during the 20th century and has continued into the 

21century. For example, approximately 40% of homes in Sweden, Denmark and Germany 

are single occupancy, Japan around 35% and even in Australia, we are looking at close to 

25% as single occupancy homes. 

3. Japanese have coined a word hikikomori to describe their growing population of reclusive 

young and middle-aged. 

4. In the 1980s, Herzog, when he saw the first mobile phones, noted that the 21st century 

will be a century of solitudes. Ironically, as tools of communication connect us, existential 

solitude will increase. See his film Family Romance LLC - the story of a real Japanese 

company that rents actors to play the friends and family missing from customers’ lives. 

5. What comes with isolation - psychological stress and disorder - insomnia, stress, anxiety, 

anger, irritability, emotional exhaustion, depression 

6. Loneliness is like hunger (see MIT study 2017). Social connection could be as fundamental 

as our need to eat. Zaki (Stanford University) likens chronic social isolation to 

undernourishment, wearing away at our wellbeing.  

7. Ian Hickie (Brain and Mind Centre Uni Syd) considers loneliness an unintended result from 

affluence, good health, and long lives, allowing you to be completely non-participatory in 

your local community. You can buy services and have no mutual responsibility for family 

or family community groups to take care of each other.   



6 
 

In conclusion, we agreed that connecting is a really basic human drive and a protective 

measure.                                                                                                                                        ---Ends 

Group Leader Reports      November 2020 

Our Words: Ann Orel / Rachelle Rassaby We looked at Reduplicatives; the process of 
repeating a word (goody goody) or adding one that sounds very similar (hurly burly) Our 
second session looked at Franglais where French speakers incorporate English words into 
their French conversation  like ‘dans l’open space’ and ‘j’agree’  
We wrote about Bridges. 
 
Writing Creatively: Glennis Henning I never cease to be amazed at writers’ responses to 
given topics. Our current topic is ‘Cats – Big or Little’. Maybe it will inspire loud miaowing or 
soft purring. Who knows? But I know we will have some interesting and varied reading 
ahead of us. 

 

Book Review       Book of the Month Club - Isabel Halton 

 
This touching, sometimes hilarious book, has been translated from Swedish so cleverly that it 
does not lose any of its appeal or nuances in the story. 
 
The author has written Ove’s life and his coping with the world around him in short, complete 
chapters. He is portrayed as ‘the grumpy old codger that readers may even recognise in 
themselves – or in someone they know – annoyed by all the idiots surrounding him. 
The readers find out his history explaining why he is as he is as the chapters progress. The 
coming of new neighbours and being adopted by a stray cat changes his life, albeit unwillingly, 
told in some laugh out loud chapters. 
The book covers so much: loss, grief, the importance of family, friendship and kindness in this 
very different storytelling style. 
A book to enjoy and savour, especially in these difficult times. 
 
Isabel Halton 

 
A Man Called Ove 
By 
Fredrik Backman 
 
“…A book to enjoy and savour, especially in these difficult 
times…”  
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SANTA LOVES OPERA!       Peter Anderson 
 

 
 

It was Christmas eve and it certainly had not been a relaxing day for me. A lot had to be done 

before the family gathered at my home for Christmas lunch. To add to the stress, it was 

realised late in the afternoon, that a few items that should have been purchased earlier during 

the day had been forgotten. Poor me, I was responsible for the oversight. To remedy the 

situation, I hurried to the local shopping centre to make the necessary purchases. Rushing 

back to my car after having completed the assigned task I saw Santa sitting alone on his chair. 

As I rushed past, he waved and gestured that I approach him. Although I was in a hurry, I could 

not refuse an invitation to say hello to Santa. If it had been any other person of celebrity 

status, I would have remained focused and headed for my car. 

As I approached Santa, he held his hand out (pre Covid -19) and said, " I remember you". My 

immediate thought was that as Santa was about my vintage. Perhaps he recognised me as a 

former work colleague or a guy from his student days. Then Santa said, "I remember giving 

you a red scooter when you were about 11 years of age". My goodness, I was shocked by this 

comment because I did receive a red scooter when I was about 11 or 12. I thought is it possible 

that I could be talking to the real Santa and not to one of his many helpers located in shops 
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around Sydney? Only the real Santa would remember giving me the red scooter that I 

cherished so much. Santa obviously could read my thoughts because he then said, 

" You should not be surprised by my comment because I am Santa".                                                                           

As we were about to part Santa's words were, " I could not help notice that when you took 

your earphones off to speak with me you were listening to Puccini's, “La Boheme".  I 

responded promptly in the affirmative, "Yes, Santa and it was Maria Callas in the role of 

Mimi". The words that Santa then enunciated caused goosebumps to spread throughout my 

body. Santa said, "There is no person who can perform the role of Mimi in La Boheme better 

then Maria Callas, I love that woman". Our warm and firm handshake lingered as we recalled 

how the first two acts of the opera are set on Christmas Eve.   

Bidding farewell to Santa after our 10minute conversation, I continued to my car. I was no 

longer in a hurry. I was feeling relaxed thinking about how wonderful it was to have had a 

conversation with Santa and to find out that he loves opera. There was no doubt in my mind 

that, 'One of the greatest gifts that one human being can give to another is the gift of music'. 

Thus, how indebted we are as a human race to the great composers of music especially to 

those composers who have provided to us with so many,  

 "Magic Moments in Opera". 

What a difference meeting Santa had made to my state of mind. I left home feeling a grumpy 

and went home feeling on top of the world! 

---Ends. 

Magic Moments in Opera  
 
Peter Anderson’s much anticipated course has a venue for 2021!  
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
Peter is ready, willing and eager to raise the baton 
in 2021’s First Semester!  
 
 
For details and bookings, please refer to U3A’s online 
Course Book mid- January 2021. 
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New Community Hub!             Carmel Liddell 

Parramatta Council’s 2020 upgrade of the Caroline Chisholm Centre, Winston Hills has 
resulted in a stylish, user friendly, Community Hub with seating, watering holes, beautiful 
gardens – and a Little Library! Thank you and congratulations to all concerned!  Love it!   
  
Photos Carmel Liddell                                                                                                                                                             

 
 

 

 
Established in 1966, the 
centre was named as a 
tribute to  
Caroline Chisholm 
 (1808 –1877) 
a 19th-century English 
humanitarian known 
mostly for her support of 
immigrant women and 
family welfare in Australia. 
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GWN Writers Online (Reminder) 

 

Relax and enjoy! The prompts for December’s newsletter were 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
(*Not politics – as such) 
DONALD -V- JOE © Colin Iles. 
For most of the year 2020, the news has been dominated by COVID-19 and the impending 
North American federal elections.  Every news article on television is centred on the global 
death rate and the performance of the two American political candidates.  Donald Trump 
seems to get the most vision time – that makes sense after all he is the current elected leader 
of their country and recognised leader of the free world. 
Love him; or hate him: in each of his political rallies he seems to take fastidious care of his 
complexion and appearance: the perpetual winter spray-on sun tan, lacquered down hair 
style, dental enamelled white teeth, clean shaven with manicured eyebrows that may explode 
if not subjected to a daily lawn mowing… 
When he speaks his mouth contorts into various shapes; first he purses his lips 

 
Next it looks like he is going to blow cigar smoke rings. 

 

 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 either 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. Juggle one, two or all three prompts, to suit your story. 
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Smoke rings seems to be his favourite mouth shape 

 
His seventy years of a privileged and good life cannot hide his leathery skin which exposes the 
folds on the side of his mouth like pleats in soft leather. It could also be attributed too much 
fake sun- tan lotion.  
He was obviously wearing eye goggles when the make-up artist applied the spray tan for this 
rally: I wonder if the interior colour of Air Force One is now a pale yellow tinge from the 
overspray and not the virgin white kid leather colour as delivered by Boeing? 
 

 
 
He occasionally likes to show he keeps up his dental appointments 

 
 

 
And poor Melania has to kiss that goodnight every night! 
Joe Biden isn’t exempt from the folds on the side of his mouth like pleats in soft leather, but 
he doesn’t seem to smoke cigars. 
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Joe also must keep his six- monthly dental appointments. 

 
Thinning hair doesn’t require a lacquer coating. 

 
But it does demand a quick pop-in to the hair salon for a touch of peroxide whitener; I think 
the eyebrow pluckers get a holiday. 
 
Joe definitely has a make-up artist in his entourage: his basement pallid complexion has been 
transformed into a youthful Bondi Beach Lifesaver bronze something one does not get from 
the state of Delaware. 

 
 
After November three we will know which beauty salon picked up the coveted trophy “The 
President’s Beautician of the year.” 
Both men are in their seventies: you would think they should know better.  After all this is 
over, I hope they don’t want to join U3A as part of their speaking tour.  
 
I am glad I am not a voter in the U.S.A. elections: do I choose hairspray lacquer over peroxide 
whitener?                                                                                                                                      ---Ends 
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THE CHIEF © Trish Robinson 

 
I first saw the painting in an art gallery in Bulgaria.  Years later it is still a vivid image in my 

mind. 

 A series of portraits was displayed on the first floor of the gallery. I wandered past them 

noting they were all of elderly men in suits, probably captains of industry or politicians. Where 

were the women? I knew the answer.  They were at home, running the household, caring for 

children - unhonoured, often unappreciated. 

At the end of the gallery a big canvas loomed in front of me. An old man, very different from 

the others, stared down at me. A large domed helmet, apparently made of brass, covered his 

head. His skin was weather beaten and deeply lined. Bushy, black eyebrows drew attention 

to intelligent brown eyes that seemed to bore into an onlooker. His thin lips were closed and 

there were folds on either side of his mouth like pleats in soft leather.  A silver breastplate 

with ornate engraving covered his chest. 

He was a soldier, I decided, but no ordinary soldier. He was a man of rank, accustomed to 

leading an army and taking responsibility. Who was he? I looked at the notes at the side and 

read ‘The Chief.’ So I was right, but why was he anonymous?  

I knew nothing of the Balkan wars fought centuries ago but I could see he had been a 

successful general. He lived to be old and had been honoured by having his portrait painted 

and hung for people to admire. I looked up again at his face.  Did he ever think about what 

his army had wrought? Did he ever feel sorrow that it had brought death, destruction and 

misery to many people, not only the enemy, but to his own people as well? Many young men, 

probably thousands, had died. Women were left without husbands, children without fathers. 

The maimed who survived battle begged for food from those who had little themselves. 

Farming land was left barren and useless for the next generation. 

Was he motivated by ambition? By his personal pursuit of power and glory? Were his motives 

altruistic? Was he trying to repel invaders and save his people from conquest? The portrait, 
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of course, had no answers. His face seems to say, ‘I lived a hard life as a soldier, I vanquished 

our enemies, I survived.  Remember me.’ 

I began to walk away but I fancied those eyes were boring into my back. I turned around and 

looked at him again. His voice in my head seemed to say, ‘Do not judge me. Look to your own 

life.’ A shiver ran through me and I moved quickly away. ‘Art can take me to strange places,’ I 

thought. ‘It’s time for a coffee and the real world.’ 

---Ends 

     

 
The Beard © Joan Stammers. 

Graham 
Ellie liked clean shaven men, so she was surprised when she found herself attracted Graham. 

He was heavily bearded, and like most bearded men, was forever stroking it.  

 

At first, she found it fascinating. When he chewed, his hairy jaw pushed his whiskers in and 

out, as though he was smiling one second and thin faced the next. Occasionally, food would 

lodge itself onto the beard and dangle there, threatening to fall off at any second. She was 

fascinated for a while but soon began to find it anti-social so as soon as she spotted it, she 

would point it out. Graham just wiped his mouth with the back of his and continued with his 

meal. He didn’t seem embarrassed by it. Sometimes he would joke and say he was saving that 

for afternoon tea. It was funny at first, but she found it hard to muster up a smile after she’d 

heard it many times. When he finished eating, he would wipe his whole face with a napkin 

and that would be it. But when he leaned in for a kiss and she could smell the sauce from the 

spaghetti bolognaise, it was quite off-putting. 
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Everything else about Graham was perfect. She loved his quick wit and the way he always 

made her laugh. His sparkling blue eyes and his muscly frame sent her heart racing. She was 

totally besotted by him and so when he suggested that they move in together, she didn’t 

hesitate. Their life together was perfect – except for the beard. She found herself dodging his 

kiss, afraid of the smell that might assail her senses. She didn’t care for the feel of it either. It 

was soft, almost like the fur of a kitten, but the adjoining moustache was prickly and took 

away the pleasure of kissing him.  

 

After several months, Ellie declared war on the tache. It simply had to go. But how to go about 

the demise of the thing. In the end, the solution was simple, she told him that she didn’t really 

know what he looked like under all that hair and that she would love to see him cleanshaven.  

‘Anything for you, my love,’ he said, picking her up and depositing a hairy kiss on her lips. But 

nothing happened until one morning, just like any other, she sat down next to him at the 

breakfast bar and poured herself some cereal. Nothing seemed out of place or unusual when 

he passed her the milk. He made toast and then sat down beside her on the other side. She 

nearly fell off the stool when she looked up to thank him.  

 

No beard! At least, not on that side. One half of his face was cleanshaven and the other, as it 

had always been, with a very full beard. Her reaction was priceless, she realised, as he laughed 

and laughed at his own joke. Then he took himself off to the bathroom to finish the job. He 

was unrecognisable. She could have passed him in the street. She touched his face, his skin 

white from years of being hidden from the sun. She kissed him tentatively, lightly at first, then 

thoroughly. One thing led to another and, well, let’s just say they were both late for work that 

day. 

 

However, the euphoria of living with a clean-shaven man soon wore off. There were folds on 

either side of his mouth, like pleats in soft leather. She hadn’t decided if she liked them or 

not. His features, totally hidden by hair, now became prominent. He was a hirsute man, hairy 

all over, and when other men got a five o’clock shadow, he got his at lunchtime. He really 

needed to shave twice a day. If he didn’t, she could tell the time of day by the growth of his 

beard, a dark bloom spreading up his cheeks. When he kissed her at this point, he was 

scratchy and prickly. 
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‘You could strike a match on that.’ She would say, and it was clear that he had trouble 

mustering up a smile after a while. Not only that, but there were always whiskers in the sink. 

He did a cursory job of rinsing it out but, to her annoyance, he always missed some. 

 

Some couples have problems with snoring or leaving the toilet seat up. With Ellie and Graham, 

it was the beard. Shortly after the big reveal, Ellie noticed the hair was starting to grow back. 

She said nothing but this time, Graham’s beard was not unkept. He kept it trimmed and neat, 

almost no beard at all, just a three-day growth. It hid the wrinkles and the whiskers in the sink 

occurred less often. 

 

Hmm, Ellie mused, beard or no beard, Graham was a keeper. 

---Ends 

THE OLD CORNER SHOP.  ©Anita Stevens  

 

  It was one of the last of that era - the old corner shop that had faithfully served its 

customers for many years. The motto: “Friendly Service - Service with a smile!” a family 

business passed down to third generation Ben, now in his seventies with no plans for 

retirement. Probably he would be the last proprietor of this favoured shop as he had no son 

or daughter who was willing to continue the tradition - “Out of date!” they told him. 

“People go to supermarkets, open all hours, these days, to take advantage of specials and 

cheaper prices.” 

“Ah,” old Ben would reply, “But do they get personal service? No! It’s a case of search, grab 

things off the shelf - if you can find them - help yourself! No time even to chat at the check-

out with long queues waiting…” 
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Yes, it was true Ben found it hard to compete with supermarket prices. His shop was a dying 

breed but the elderly folk who frequented it were grateful for the convenience. They had 

time to linger and chat while Ben took their order and offered to deliver the groceries later. 

He made time to listen and pass the time of day - just like ‘the old days’ - His policy was 

always: ‘the customer comes first’. There was something endearing about old Ben with his 

mop of greying hair and welcoming smile. There were folds on either side of his mouth like 

pleats in soft leather and smile lines at the outer corners of his eyes. Ben was particularly 

fond of Edna Price, one of many old girls who shuffled into the shop pretending to be 

helpless but always getting their own way. He knew Edna was a lonely soul who needed 

that little bit of extra attention and he was happy to oblige, taking her list and chatting 

amiably as he reached for items from the shelf.  Edna was always grateful and happy to 

linger and chat. Taking her arm gently Ben would walk her to the door and promise to add ‘a 

little something extra at no cost’ to her order which he would personally deliver after 

closing hours that evening. (What went on behind closed doors was nobody’s business. That 

was just between sweet Edna and old Ben.) 

 

Of course, other customers did not have the same appeal, but Ben was always courteous, 

agreeing and apologising - whatever the dispute; ‘the customer was always right’. Mavis 

Wright, for example, was one of these: In her late seventies, upright and outspoken. She 

would check her shopping docket diligently and point out any error she found. Bristling with 

indignation she would point and thrust it towards Ben demanding a refund. Full of apologies 

for the ’mistake’ (right or wrong) Ben would correct the issue and offer compensation in 

some way ‘with a little something extra’ to show good faith. With a sigh of satisfaction and 

an iron rod stature, Mavis would turn and head for the door indignantly shrugging off Ben’s 

hand from her elbow, saying sharply, “Thank you - I can manage perfectly well on my own - I 

don’t need your help!” 

 

After closing time Ben would check lists and make up boxes of groceries for delivery - always 

leaving Edna Price’s until last. He knew there’d be a cup of tea waiting, even a slice of her 

homemade cake and a cosy chat around the kitchen table before he left. Widowed some 
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years before they enjoyed each other’s company. Ben felt comfortable with Edna and she 

was happy to accept Ben’s offer of help when something needed fixing or had gone wrong... 

“Oh, I’m, ever so grateful!” Edna would say, “However can I thank you?” 

“No trouble, at all,” Ben would smile, “Is there anything else I can do before I go?” 

For the time-being life would go on the way it did: Ben serving his ladies at the old corner 

shop and nightly visits once or twice a week to Edna’s with a box of groceries, an invitation 

to come in for a cuppa and a chat - not forgetting that very special slice of cake baked, of 

course, especially for Ben.  Ah, “The good old days” How long would they last? How long 

could old Ben stay open, work all hours to serve his ladies and compete with the modern 

supermarkets who could buy in bulk and under-price him? Who really knew? 

---Ends. 

Petersham Town Hall © Rosemary Hayes 

 
  Guido Raciti had black hair thick and wavy and a shock of dark hair in a beard. It was unusual 

to say the least for the 1950s when Aussie men wore crew cuts just like their American 

counterparts. But was this fellow handsome! Unusually tall for an Italian he wore finely 

creased trousers, a soft wool jumper and dark brown and shiny, patent shoes. We were at the 

Petersham Town Hall for the dance and that’s where we met. Standing with my friends we 

giggled about the quality of the men there tonight. The funny thing was, we never considered 

the boys might be giving similar commentary as they gave us an eagle eye. 

  I glanced around and saw him again. His eyes caught my attention; amber eyes smiling 

warily. I smiled back.  Little did I know how captivating he was. 

Joan nudged me and spoke low. ‘Someone is coming over. Oh gosh look at his beard. You 

could tell the time by its growth! But he’s good looking.’ 
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‘Please excuse me.’ He said in broken English. ‘Do you like dance?’ 

‘Yes please.’ I answered and he led me to the middle of the crowded dance floor. 

It was a slow dance, where your partner gets up close. My legs turned to jelly, and I kept 

swallowing in nervousness. My body felt on fire and I had funny sensations in every nerve 

ending. I tried to have a conversation which proved very difficult. It was his smile that did it. I 

melted and swayed to the music hoping it would never stop. He was gorgeous. Guido led me 

back to my friends with his hand in mine, gave a slight bow and asked.  

 ‘Next dance? Please’. 

I had every dance with him but when he asked to drive me home, I said no. My friends and I 

always went home together. That’s the only way we were permitted to go to the dance.  

 

  ‘Someone called Guido on the phone.’ Said Mum the next night. The influx of Italians had hit 

our suburb a few years earlier; hard- working, friendly and respectful but my mother never 

saw it that way. To her, they had taken over the neighbourhood. How was I going to get Guido 

in the front door! 

I ran to the phone anxious to hear his voice. 

‘Can you come to the movies on Saturday night?’ He asked. ‘I can pick you up at 7.00. There’s 

an Italian film at Leichhardt. Then coffee’. 

My mother would not like this. In the end she gave her permission, but he had to come home 

and meet my parents first. There was a curfew of course. 

At the milk bar, Joan, Doris and I talked over ice cream sodas. 

‘He’s so handsome.’ Said Doris drooling. ‘How old is he Shirley? Are his parents here?’ 

‘I don’t know but I like him.’ I sighed. ‘Mum insists that he comes home for dinner. She ‘ll give 

him the third degree.’  

Saturday arrived. Doris did my hair and it fell in a shiny page boy style. I was so nervous when 

the knock came to the front door. Dad answered it and took Guido into the lounge room. I 

knew I’d have to get in there before Mum grilled him. But to my surprise she was smiling and 

clutching a bouquet of roses his mother had sent for Mum.  As well as homemade Italian 

biscuits dusted with icing sugar.  

Mum was mollified. He had a family and they had shown her a courtesy. 

‘Have a nice time dear. Dad will help with the washing up.’ She said as she saw us off. 
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‘Thank you for dinner. It was very nice Senora.’ Mum beamed. Shepherd’s pie and vegetables 

wasn’t very classy, but I could tell the rice pudding was a hit. 

My face beamed with happiness. It wasn’t a disaster after all. 

 

Since then I have been to his home at Lewisham with all the noisy happy relatives and enjoyed   

many pasta meals. It was much better than the spaghetti Mum had bought out of a tin. The 

piece de resistance was the delight of the melted chocolate from choux pastry and you didn’t 

need teeth to enjoy that dessert. Even Grandfather Raciti, who had folds on either side of his 

mouth, like pleats in soft leather, could enjoy that liquid delight.   

‘Bravo!’ He would beam, looking at his daughter with a gappy chocolate smile. 

‘Bella.’ He said to Guido looking at me. I had the seal of approval. Guido has become special. 

Who knows where it will lead! I just enjoy life and am not ready to settle down yet. But I 

confess to feeling quite at home with his family – and he with mine. 

---Ends 

 

D.I. Dickie Fullerton: The Twilight Years © Carmel Liddell 

 
My colleague D. I. Dickie Fullerton led an ordinary life until his twilight years, when he got up 

somebody’s nose. And that somebody was very close to home. Mrs Fullerton confessed to 

the murder and said her motive was simple: extreme aggravation.  I remember shock waves 

running through the force and all the married men, including myself, were suddenly nervous. 

We asked ourselves, 

‘If an ordinary fellow like Dickie could fall victim to foul play, who will be next?  Aren’t we all 

guilty of a little spousal aggravation?’  
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After a tip-off late one afternoon back in 2002, we rang the doorbell at No 5 Langdon Road.   

Through the window we could see the back of Dickie’s head but when he didn’t move, we 

forced an entry. By the time Mrs Fullerton arrived home, the house had been cordoned off 

with crime scene tape and she was ushered inside to put her milk in the fridge and visit the 

loo.  She was then escorted to the front room where a dead Dickie was sitting stark naked at 

his desk, facing a computer. Mrs Fullerton seemed neither surprised nor upset.  Her reaction, 

or the lack thereof, set alarm bells ringing and I began the investigation.  

 

Dickie’s wife had been an art teacher in her day. Her hair was cropped, and her quick black 

eyes followed me around the room. The bookshelf groaned with girlie magazines (his) and 

Agatha Christie novels (hers) but out of respect, I tried not to stare at Dickie. Instead, I made 

sly observations.   Dickie’s eyes were wide with surprise. He had folds on either side of his 

mouth like pleats in soft leather and the bloom of his grizzled beard had spread up his 

cheeks. He was long, lean and either hugging his elbows, or nursing a painful belly.  

Surreptitiously I clicked the computer’s mouse, and the screen came to life.  Dickie had been 

visiting a site titled “Hot Bristol Babes” and Mrs Fullerton, now by my side, blasted air from 

her nostrils. On Dickie’s desk sat a bowl of cashews and a box of toothpicks.  Used toothpicks 

had been flicked into a wilted pot plant. Apart from the corpse in his executive chair, nothing 

seemed untoward. However, as I scanned the room one last time, I saw something.  I saw Mrs 

Fullerton slip Dickie’s box of toothpicks into her pocket –   

 

During Mrs Fullerton’s police interview, I casually mentioned the wilted pot plant – and the 

used toothpicks.  Realising the jig was up, she confessed to the murder and elaborated on her 

motive: extreme aggravation. She said over the years Dickie had succumbed to various 

weaknesses, flutters on horses and too much booze, but in retirement he’d gone too far.  

Dickie always been – underfoot – as it were.  She said the kettle was always on the boil and 

there was a limit to the number of times she should plump pillows, sweep crumbs, wash beard 

bristles from the bathroom sink, replace loo rolls and put the toilet seat down.    In effect, 

there was a limit to the number of times he should put down – and she should pick up!   Plus, 

Dickie taken to shedding his clothes and sitting his bare, greasy bum on the furniture. And, 

she said, he was forever sucking his teeth!  How she loathed that sound!  According to Mrs 

Fullerton, her husband was hard work.  So, she said, she’d taken an idea from an Agatha 
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Christie novel and soaked the points of Dickie’s toothpicks in rat poison.  It was a colourless, 

odourless, tasteless variety that worked slowly until the rat eventually succumbed.  She said 

she wasn’t sorry. 

 

Well – that was that. D. I. Dickie Fullerton was over and out – and his death a timely reminder.  

My retirement was looming large and in the interest of domestic harmony, I made several 

resolutions. 

1. I’d take up golf to get me out of the house. 

2.  I would never shed my clothes. 

3. Never eat anything that might require a toothpick. 

4. Never leave beard bristles in the sink. 

5. Always replace the loo roll and always put the toilet seat down.  

Thanks to Dickie and Mrs F., I resolved never to aggravate my wife during in our Twilight Years 

and for that, we would both be grateful. 

Ends  

Emails (Correspondents were thanked via email) 

25.10.20 Trish Robinson 

Thanks Carmel. You do a great job. 

Cheers Trish. 

26.10.20 Joan Stammers. 

Another excellent and informative newsletter, Carmel. Thanks for all the time and effort you 
put in. 
 

Joan 
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That’s all folks! 
My last hurrah! 
Thank you and goodbye, 

Carmel.                   
 
Carmel Liddell 
Newsletter Editor 
November 2016 – December 2020    
 
Email:editor.gwn@bigpond.com  
 
 
 
                                          

 
 
 

Exiting gracefully - Stage left       
 

 


