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As we move toward our winter season, some of
our outdoor activities will take on new meaning. 
 WAGS and Tai Chi will keep us energised, along
with Gentle Exercise and Line Dancing. But there
is also Pickleball, a wonderful active sport: a cross
between badminton and table tennis.

Pickleball is a great sport for our age group,
wonderfully social and, at times, hilarious,
especially when you get caught in the kitchen. 
 And the Toongabbie Pickleballers supply our nets,
paddles and balls.  So how's that for weekly
exercise at no cost.  

Parramatta Council supports Pickleball as a
perfect sport for active ageing. Why not contact
the team leader and our coach, Patrick, on
mcgovernpl@gmail.com and let him now you are
in!

PS You do not have to have skills in racquet
sports to pick this game up. I don't and it has had
me hooked since 2017.             
                                            Linda Gibson-Langford
                                                                       Editor



Sydney U3A 
Greater West

A Word from our President - Robin Amos

After a really invigorating Sydney 
U3A AGM, we had a very energetic 
presentation by Jane Caro, who did not 
hold back, especially when it came to her 
views on domestic violence: the topic of 
her new book, The Mother. She 
described aspects of her book, had us 
hooked and then left us hanging 

since bought the book AND it is very powerful.

Lunch afterwards, with a number of members across Sydney, 
including five GW members, was a fun-filled couple of hours, 
where the conversation was lively and happy and the champagne 
flowed. 

And amazingly, the weather fairies held the rain back despite the 
grey and looming clouds.    

Always remember! You are unique...
just like everyone else. 

BOM
Recently, I attended my first Board of Management (BOM) meeting. A very interesting  three 
hours which helped give me a broader understanding of how U3A operates. This was important to 
understand how our regional roles fitted into the BOM and the importance of our regional voices.    

The dedication of the Executive Team in keeping things moving along was duly noted. Their 
efforts are currently being hampered by the fact that there has still not been anyone coming 
forward to fill the vacant positions of Treasurer, Vice President (Education) and Administration 
Manager.

It was stressed that, as retirees, we all want to travel, and that during any absences there are 
plenty of people who will assist in covering any of the positions on the Board. There must be 
someone in our region who could assist in one of these roles.

GW Region
At our monthly regional committee meeting, it was decided that Course Leaders no longer need to 
provide a monthly report to our Committee unless there is an issue of which we need to be aware, 
eg. a course discontinuing. 

However, we are asking Course Leaders to ask members of their group to send a short report to 
the editor of thePulse - highlights, special moments - experienced within their group.  In the
meantime, look out for updates on the GW pages of the web.  

as to what happened next. I’ve Jane Caro    Guest Speaker 

J Keith, S Bailey and R Amos 
enjoyng a chatty lunch after AGM.

https://sydneyu3a.org/sydney-u3a/regions/greater-western/


Here we are – still a LIVELY 
DISCUSSION GROUP despite the past 
many months of the pandemic. We 
continue to be lively, having been a group 
for many years, and ALWAYS we 
welcome new members.

From a wide range of backgrounds, each 
of us have our own independent opinions 
and perspectives on issues.

Sometimes our topics lead to deep 
discussions, and at times disagreement, 
but our friendship remains strong.

Originally, the group agreed to a limit of 
15 members, allowing an opportunity for 
each member to participate in the free- 
ranging discussion. However, this limit is 
always open for review.

Until Covid-19, the group would meet on 
alternative Friday mornings at the Harry
Todd Band Hall in Parramatta and, since 
the changes during the initial months of 
the pandemic, we took to Zoom sessions. 

With the easing of restrictions, we have 
returned to face-to-face meetings every 
second Wednesday at 1:30pm.  As 
several of the group are members of the

Northmead Sports Club, we now meet there 
where, on occasion, we join one another for 
lunch.

When a Lively Discussions member really 
wants to air a topic, the chairperson for the 
group is contacted and the topic is added to 
the Lively Discussions agenda.

Our meetings are conducted in a friendly, 
easy-going manner, giving everyone the 
opportunity to join in with their point of view. At 
times, this provides a lighter, more humorous 
feel to the discussion.

With a very successful and rewarding past, 
Lively Discussions looks forward to an 
ongoing bright future – a wonderful group to 
belong to.
                                         ~ Jim Houghton

Lively Discussions @ NBC Sports Club

ZOOM for May        Contact Leader for the Zoom link
History and Travel  Contact Sue sueb0356@gmail.com 
10 May @ 2pm  Morocco in a Caravan  Presenter: Sue Bailey

Single Session Tuesdays Contact Helene hseddonglass@gmail.com
10 May @ 10am Convict artisans in exile  Presenter: Anna Ridley
         
People and events that changed the world  Contact Rex rexpat@optusnet.com.au
12 May @ 2 pm Florence Nightingale   Presenter: Rex Broadbent      
26 May @ 2pm  Vladimir Lenin Presenter: Peter Bryant    
      
Creative Writing
9 & 23 May @10am  Our Words  Contact Ann Orel annorel@hotmail.com 

mailto:rexpat@optusnet.com.au


The young-at-heart dancers at the Wednesday class in Toongabbie really enjoy the two   
hours of rhythm and dance.  All agree on how good it is to be back dancing and without 
masks, not to mention our chance to catch up with friends.  We are embracing face-to-face 
learning and we would                  to see you join our class.

Culturally, line dancing, or shall we say more accurately dancing in lines, or in circles! goes 
back - way back - in history. 

RhythmnRhythmnRhythmn   
of theof theof the   
DanceDanceDance         

It is likely that at least some of the steps and terminology 
used in modern Line Dancing originated from the 
dancers brought to North America by European migrants 
in the 1800s.    

And remember, dancing like most activities, continues to 
evolve. Line Dancing most certainly has!

Think about our Australian Indigenous dancers, African 
dancing, Native American dances like the Hoop and 
Stomp dancing, and folk dancing in European cultures. 
And remember, dancing like most activities, continues to 
evolve. Line Dancing (which is not Bootscootin') most 
certainly has.

At our sessions, although we dance in lines, as noted above, we are not bootscootin' - at all.  
We Cha Cha, Rumba, Tango and even learn a few Waltz techniques in a relaxed easy to 
follow class, while helping our balance and memory skills.  Not a bad way to keep the brain
working hard.  Join us - give me a call on 0410 873 605 or click here Bobbie Kersten.

DID YOU KNOW  
Are you sweating while putting petrol in your car? Feeling sick while paying 
for it? 

Hmm.   Be careful. Stay Safe. You could have the CarOwnerVirus!

mailto:bobbiekersten@icloud.com
mailto:bobbiekersten@icloud.com


Here's a lovely piece of research on a song we, 
no doubt, all know.  

    DANNY BOY History - Music and Song
                                                

  Oh, Danny Boy, the pipes, the pipes are calling, 
from glen to glen and down the mountainside.
The summer’s gone, and all the roses falling – 

It’s you, it’s you - must go and I must bide.

Senior 

Moment

A beautiful crisp day in May. I walk about 
a kilometre to the local shopping centre
such was my joy at having woken to a 
perfect day. 

Wandering into the shops, I suss out the 
bakery, thinking “Hmm…. On my way 
home, I must pop past and get one of 
those bread and butter puddings or some 
apricot tarts.” 

I continue towards the Chemist. I 
remember my reason for coming here - to 
buy uh… some uh ‘senior nappies'. You 
know what it’s like… you get older and 
your bladder works hard to embarrass 
you, despite your pelvic floor exercises. In 
I go. Purchase a month’s supply of Poise 
- very comfortable adult nappies. Pay. 

Just at that exact moment, a mate waves 
at me. We chat. Laugh. Agree to catch up 
early in the next week. 

Poise Liners under my arm, I saunter into
the parking lot. Now where is my car? 
Ahh, there it is. 

Cruising over to the passenger’s side, I 
open the door and drop my liners on the 
front seat. Quite a large package for only 
60 liners. 

And then… a voice… questioning me!  
“Hey, what are you doing, lady?” asks a 
mature man, sitting in the driver’s seat. 

My face flushed red. It hits me… I had 
walked here.  OOOh those Senior 
Moments!                        
                                             ~ Helen King

Known as Derry Air, or Londonderry Air, the music is 
much older than the lyrics, which were written by an 
English lawyer – Frederick Weatherly.

Usually called a traditional Irish air, and thought to be 
related to the Irish Troubles or uprising, and the tragic 
history of Ireland and the famine, when the potato crop 
failed, and many Irish had to leave their country to 
survive. Often played at funerals (or sometimes 
banned), a retired Irish American police officer, Charlie 
McKenna, from Rhode Island, wrote in his will, "I want 
Danny Boy played at my funeral – if not – I will get 
up, and walk out!"

Who was Danny Boy, and why were the pipes calling 
him? Who was left behind? Possibly the pipes were a 
herald to join up for the war, and his mother waits for 
him to return. A familiar song and emotion - shared 
around the world. 

But come ye back when summer's in the valley
Or when the valley's hushed and white with snow

'Tis I'll be here in sunshine or in shadow
Oh Danny boy, (Oh Eily dear), I love you so.

                                                              ~ Leila Flower 

What moves a person to write a song? A double- 
edged effort. Would the music come first – or the 
words? Which is easier?  I suppose it depends upon 
the circumstances. Some songs have survived for 
centuries – their history blurred with time.

Most historians agree that 
Danny Boy originated in 
Ireland – the music 
recorded centuries ago, 
famously played by a 
sightless street violinist. 



King Richard III of York  
was killed at the * Battle 
of Bosworth Field in
1485. The location of 
his body was - well - 
forgotten. And then lost 
in the mists of time. 

Dick is an enthusiastic U3A presenter who really has his audiences 
immersed in his stories. A meteorologist by profession, Dick is very 
interested in history and meteorological education and has been an author, 
co-author and consultant editor of seventeen books about the weather, 
including publications for Time-Life and Reader’s Digest. Dick Whitaker

The Discovery of the Body of King Richard III

16th Century portrait, 
National Gallery, London)

Then, over 500 years later, in 2012, a group of 
enthusiasts, combined with a team from 
Leicester University, organised an
archaeological dig in an obscure Council 
carpark in Leicester City. As they meticulously 
dug deeper and deeper, they unearthed a 
skeleton that exhibited pronounced scoliosis 
(curvature of the spine). 

This physical deformity was understood to 
have been suffered by Richard III (better 
known as the Hunchback King). Although 
bearing his physical deformity, as well as being 
thought unattractive, Richard lll was no 
coward. It is noted in historic records that he 
was brave, and never held back, entering 
strongly into the many battles. 

Eleven wounds were found on his skull, and it 
was noted that at least two were no doubt the 
fatal blows (possibly a sword or halberd plus a 
weapon that penetrated his skull). 

This skeleton was subject to a battery of tests - 
scientific and historical, involving genealogy, 
forensic anthropology, carbon dating and DNA 
analysis. These tests showed the nature of the 
skeleton itself - and the surrounding 
circumstances - were all consistent with 
history.  

* Battle of Bosworth or 
Bosworth Field was the 
last significant battle of 
the Wars of the Roses,  
between the Houses of 
York and  Lancaster that 
extended across 
England in the latter half 
of the 15th century. 
Richard lll and Henry 
Tudor were the Battle 
Kings during this time.

"Now is the winter of our discontent, made glorious summer 
by this sun of York."   Richard Act 1 Scene 1

These consistencies included:
•  the location of the skeleton 
•  the skeleton exhibited scoliosis 
•  the skeleton was that of a male in his early   
   30s (Richard’s age at the time)
•  the skeleton was buried around the late
   1480s (Battle of Bosworth Field) 
•  the skeleton exhibited injuries
   consistent with medieval weapons
•  DNA from the skeleton matched that of
   modern descendants of the King.
 
It was proven beyond reasonable doubt that 
this was the skeleton of King Richard III – 
the last Plantagenet King of England. 

The discovery – a scientific triumph - is 
thought to be one of the most significant 
archaeological finds in British history.

Amid massive public attendance, including 
several members of the Royal Family, 
Richard’s remains were re-interred in 
Leicester Cathedral on 26th March 2015, 
some 530 years after the Battle of Bosworth 
Field.



Some (Historic) Fun
Should the French be thankful to the Americans for wine?  
I can see you wincing. Should it not be the other way around?

Phylloxera - a wonderful 
aphid that adored wine 
leaves. Photo A. Gould 

Well... NO! This image of a grapevine leaf is evidence. Looks like 
green acne - you can see the pimples popping up on the vine leaf.  

It's 1860 - France - epidemic hits the vineyards. Every type of wine 
was close to becoming extinct. Season by season, over three 
years, the various vines were becoming less and less productive.  
The Phylloxera Army was marching across Europe, overfed thanks 
to its generous host plants.   

What to do?  Call in ....the Stars and Stripes! and a Brit living in 
USA: entomologist Charles Riley. I'll leave it at that. Check it out. 

xxxxxxx

Naps (Napoleon B) was attacked by bunnies while hunting. You remember 
studying this at school - the Battle of Bunnyloo. A much more crushing 
war than that other Battle ... the one at Waterloo.

Killer bunnies!   Apparently Naps Chief of Staff, Berther, set up a bunny
hunt at Naps request. He brought several thousand caged bunnies to the 
edge of the forest, and then released them for the Bonaparte Bunny Hunt. 

But instead of scampering into the forest, they ran toward Napoleon and his troops - an 
advancing battalion of fluffy bunnies that divided into two wings and thumped towards the 
hunting party. Naps men were screaming, sinking to their knees, as Napoleon ran, seeking
refuge in his magnificent coach. Yup! He was shocked. He didn't know firstly that the bunnies 
were domesticated and second, very hungry!  Napoleon the Magnificent forgot the first lesson 
of war! Never underestimate your enemies!

Edward VII with 
his legitimate 

partner 
Alexandra

bicycle built for two". The song is said to have been inspired by Daisy 
Greville, Countess of Warwick, one of the many mistresses of King Edward VII. Oh dear!

Cross-channel tourism between France and England is a norm since at 
least the time of William the Conqueror. But according to historic 
documents, Bertie's (King Edward Vll) sojourns into France were never 
about diplomatic visits but more about fun. Even when tensions rose 
(again) between France and England, Bertie chose no sides. His pals 
were equally Republicans and Royalists - politics would never stand in 
his way of having fun in good ol' France: racecourses, Folies Bergère, 
bordels, and Daisy! 

Who's Daisy? You know the song "Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer, 
do. I'm half crazy, all for the love of you", ending with the words "on a

xxxxxxx

https://www.flickr.com/photos/anitagould/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Daisy_Greville,_Countess_of_Warwick
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Daisy_Greville,_Countess_of_Warwick
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Daisy_Greville,_Countess_of_Warwick
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Edward_VII


That  Moment

When I grew up, I didn’t listen much to music. Mum 
owned only one big radio which was for her to listen 
to the daily news and we, the children, were 
forbidden to use it.

Music came into my life in a very peculiar way. Like 
bookmarks, three songs, and a piece of organ 
music, marked four very unique situations in my life.

These musical pieces evoke emotions that have 
been deeply imprinted in my heart. Now and then I 
close my eyes in total surrender and let myself be 
taken by the magic of this music back in time.

LIFE-MARK 1 - Solveig‘s Lied by Grieg 1875
I was selected to take part in a special performance 
of the school‘s choir.  After so many rehearsals, I 
already felt like an angel singing in heaven. But fate 
turned my dream upside down.

While in a rehearsal, the teacher stopped abruptly 
and asked each student to sing a solo of the song 
being rehearsed.  In an authoritative voice, the 
teacher looked me in the eye and requested me to 
leave immediately. 

“You are no longer required," said she. 

It took me a while to understand what I had just 
heard.  I could hardly contain my tears. Feeling 
rejected and dejected, I left the room slowly, pitying 
myself for missing the opportunity to be on stage 
dressed like a princess.

Then and there, I realised that life doesn’t run 
always the way I want. Sometimes my plans point 
one way, but reality goes another way.

LIFE-MARK 2 - The First Time Ever I Saw Your 
Face by Roberta Flack 1969
I wasn’t a child anymore, actually I was already the 
mother of two. We were talking over a cup of tea 
while Roberta Flack’s music played in the 
background. Suddenly, he gently pressed his lips on 
mine, and we kissed.  At that moment my 
surroundings disappeared, and my soul became one 
with the universe. I felt like I had embraced heaven.

Once I returned to my own self, it was hard to 
believe that my heart could host such a powerful 
feeling.  I realised then that I had received more than 
I had ever dreamed of. I was elated! I don’t know 
who was more surprised - he, I or both.

 
LIFE-MARK 3 - Ave María by Franz Schubert 1825
I dreaded this inescapable moment all my life but I 
couldn’t avoid it.  She was now resting peacefully in 
her coffin while the pallbearers slowly carried her 
remains and the choir sang Schubert‘s Ave María to 
farewell her.  Though, during her life, she was 
ostracised and abused, to me she was a heroine, 
who left a vacuum in my heart. Something that I 
thought I had was forever gone.

 
Having understood what an orphan feels, I can also 
understand the excruciating pain she had endured 
due to love deprivation in her life.

LIFE-MARK 4 - Toccata and Fugue J. Bach in D 
Minor before 1708
The Maestro, as the public called him, was 
immersed in the composition he was playing. The 
auditorium was full of people, and notes from the 
organ filled the space.

Suddenly the doors of the University Concert Hall 
were locked from the outside and we all were 
trapped in a room full of noxious gasses released by 
one or more gas bombs.

The fear I felt in that moment is indescribable. I 
feared more for the life of my daughter than for my 
own.  In the middle of the panic, a brave young man 
took his jacket off, wrapped his arm with it and then 
broke the glass of a case where a flat hose water 
extinguisher was stacked.

My friend drenched his scarf, covered the nose and 
mouth of my daughter with it and carried her to the 
nearest door, where we waited and hoped to be 
rescued in time. To me it seemed like the fire 
brigade took an eternity to arrive.

It was the very first time that I felt so vulnerable and 
powerless, but sadly not the last.

Music and SongsMusic and Songs ~ Isa Ruiz


