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150 editions published = 12.5 years of monthly newsletters 
 
 

PRESIDENTΩS REPORT  
(MOKKOΩS MUSINGS) 

 
DǊŜŜǘƛƴƎǎ tǊƻōǳǎΩ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ and welcome to our 150th 

newsletter. 

Our club has grown from humble beginnings 13 years ago 

to a thriving, active membership today. 

Sadly, I am unable to say when we will be able to resume 

our monthly meetings. Large groups can now assemble 

indoors but still with appropriate spacing. I doubt that at 

the moment this will work at our Uniting Church venue. 

Another difficulty is the popular morning tea break. Major 

changes will be required to comply with the new protocols. 

You will note that our anniversary luncheon has 

unfortunately had to be postponed ς it will be held over to 

next year. 

It was very pleasing to note that Helen Miles has organized 

the first walking group outing for several months. Some of 

our members are now attending gyms but with limited 

numbers. 

²ŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎ ȅŜǘ but can see the sun rising 

again. 

Cheers 

Peter 

________________________________________________ 

CLUB CONTACTS 

President:  Peter Moxham                         0417 299 283  

Secretary:   Susan Allsop      9975 4681 

Treasurer:   Chris Wood       9452 3026 

Newsletter Editor: Geoff Jones                          0412 420 213               

Club Website:         http://www.belroseprobus.org.au/ 

 

The Combined Probus Club of Belrose Newsletter  

is Private and Confidential and is for Probus use only. It is 

not to be used for any other purpose. 

 

 

CLUB COMMITTEE 

 

Dear Probus Members, 

 I wish to advise that our Club Secretary, Susan Allsop, has 

resigned as Secretary and Public Officer of our Probus Club.  

On behalf of the Committee and members I would like to 

thank Susan for her valuable contribution to our Club. 

 

Assistant Secretary Malcolm McLean has kindly agreed to 

fill the position of Secretary. 

Geoff Jones is the new Public Officer of the club responsible 

to the Department of Fair Trading for the administration of 

the club under the Associations Incorporation Act 2009 as 

amended.   Geoff fills what is termed a casual vacancy. 

Under the Act and in accordance with legal precedent and 

practice a casual vacancy can be filled and the appointment 

ratified at the next committee meeting. 

 

Peter Moxham 

________________________________________________ 

 

ENTERTAINMENT          Warwick Brady (0418 793 684) 

 

We have received notification from Ticketmaster that the 

show άCome From Awayέ has had to be rescheduled in line 

with Federal and State Government restrictions, so no show 

In August 2020.  

 

As yet there is no definite cancellation of the Wharf Revue 

at Glen Street Theatre in September but this will almost   

certainly be the case. 

 

We have received notification about shows being planned 

for 2021 including IŀƳƛƭǘƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ 5ƻƭƭȅ tŀǘǘƻƴΩǎ ф - 5 ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ 

just a little bit early for any publicity. 

 

{ƻ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻƴǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǿ. 

 

Warwick Brady ς Entertainment Officer 
 

 

AUGUST NEWSLETTER                  Geoff Jones (0412 420 213) 

Deadline for entry to August Newsletter 

 If you would like to submit input for the August Newsletter, 

please do so by 25 July 2020.  Input can be sent to me, the 

Newsletter Editor at geoffjones1874@gmail.com  

 

 

July 2020 Newsletter    
150th Edition 

 

Combined Probus Club 

of Belrose Inc. 

http://www.belroseprobus.org.au/
mailto:geoffjones1874@gmail.com
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JULY BIRTHDAYS 
 

 
 

Warren McGurgan 1st July 

Margaret Standish 4th July 

Marian McDuff 4th July 

Sandra Stevenson 6th July 

Jock Cameron 7th July 

Lainee Geddes 11th July 

Sue Marsh 12th July 

Graeme Oake 18th July 

Christine McGurgan 20th July 

Sandra Murphy 28th July 

Stuart Hobson 28th July 

Elaine Winslade 29th July 

Bruce Nicholson 31st July 

 
Beatrix Potter Stanley Kubrick 

 Amelia Earhart Nelson Mandela 
 Tom Hanks Koko the Gorilla 
 Ernest Hemingway 
 Rupert Bear (100 years old this year) 

 

Rupert Bear is a children's comic strip character created by 
English artist Mary Tourtel and first appearing in the Daily 
Express newspaper in the UK on 8 November 1920. 
Rupert's initial purpose was to win sales from the rival Daily 
Mail and Daily Mirror.  The comic strip was, and still is, 
published daily in the Daily Express with many of these 
stories later being printed in books, and every year since 
1936 a Rupert annual has also been released. Rupert Bear 
has become a well-known character in childrenΩǎ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜ ƛƴ 
the United Kingdom and the success of the Rupert stories 
has led to the creation of several television series based on 
the character. 

____________________________________________ 

 

TREASURERΩS REPORT 

. 

Why do accountants make good lovers? 

TheyΩre good with figures. 

________________________________________________ 

SCRAPBOOKING                              Liz Pawsey (0403 206 460) 

 
Scrapbooking in the Pawsey Folly is able to ǇǊŀŎǘƛǎŜ άǎƻŎƛŀƭ 
distŀƴŎƛƴƎέ safely for the group. So I have decided we will 
open the Folly up for Spring and have a Scrapbooking 
gathering on MONDAY 14TH SEPTEMBER.  As usual the urn 
will be bubbling from 10.30am onwards.  Stay as long as 
you like.  Bring any craft project to work on and enjoy the 
friendly chatter! 
 
Remember ς People will see your scrapbooks long after 
you are gone, NOT your housework? 
 
Liz Pawsey 
 

 

SOCIAL                                               Liz Pawsey (0403 206 460) 

 
All very quiet on the Social side of Probus.    We have found 
it necessary to make a decision now to cancel our usual 
Anniversary celebrations for this year.  We have postponed 
our lunch at the Royal Motor Yacht Club until 15th July 2021 
where we will celebrate our 14 years with great 
enthusiasm. 
 
We are cautiously optimistic that the restrictions may be 
ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ǎǳŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƻ ŀƭƭƻǿ ŀ ά.ǊŜŀƪƻǳǘ BǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘέ ƛƴ 
September or October at Piemonte for a smaller group.   
Continue to keep the third Thursday of each month free for 
possible Probus social activities.  It is certainly hard to make 
any definite plans at this stage.   As we are all in the 
vulnerable category, we must follow the advice of the 
medical authorities and the Government and be very 
patient.  Our time to socialise normally WILL return! 
 
One activity we are planning on is our Christmas Lunch on 
Friday 11th December and we will do our best to make it 
very special! 
 
I know these are challenging times for our age group and I 
am very aware that many are missing our regular lunches 
and dinners etc.   The current restrictions make our usual 
lunches etc not possible and the threat of contacting Covid-
19 is still very real with known consequences. 
  
May I suggest an easy way to overcome this feeling of 
isolation without waiting for our social activities to return 
to allowing our normal numbers?  How about contacting a 
member or a couple of members, possibly ones you ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ 
spoken to before or sat next to at a meeting and organise 
to meet at a café or restaurant and enjoy getting to know 
them.  The contact list is attached for your ease in finding 
phone numbers and LΩƳ sure your phone call would be 
received with enthusiasm. 
  
Continue to be sensible and keep safe. 
 
Liz Pawsey ς Social Coordinator 

________________________________________________ 
 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Comic_strip
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PAGE 3 FOR THE GIRLS 
 

 
 
David is a masterpiece of Renaissance sculpture created in 
marble between 1501 and 1504 by the Italian artist 
Michelangelo.  
 
David is a 5.17-metre marble statue of the Biblical figure 
David, a favoured subject in the art of Florence.  David was 
originally commissioned as one of a series of statues of 
prophets to be positioned along the roofline of the east end 
of Florence Cathedral, but was instead placed in a public 
square, outside the Palazzo Vecchio, the seat of civic 
government in Florence, in the Piazza della Signoria, where 
it was unveiled on 8 September 1504.  
 

The statue was moved to the Galleria dell'Accademia, 
Florence, in 1873, and later replaced at the original location 
by a replica. Because of the nature of the figure it 
represented, the statue soon came to symbolize the defence 
of civil liberties embodied in the Republic of Florence, an 
independent city-state threatened on all sides by more 
powerful rival states and by the hegemony of the Medici 
family. The eyes of David, with a warning glare, were fixated 
towards Rome  
 
The statue is a Renaissance interpretation of a common 
ancient Greek theme of the standing heroic male nude.  
Michelangelo's David has become one of the most 
recognized works of Renaissance sculpture, a symbol of 
strength and youthful beauty. Michaelangelo's David 
actually is circumcised. He is circumsised in the old (former) 
way called the little millah in Hebrew, which is appropriate 
for the time at which David lived, but I bet it still hurt! 
________________________________________________ 
 
 

TOURS AND OUTINGS          Chris McGurgan (0466 090 325) 

 
Our next tour will be to the Sprout Stack in Brookvale on 
Tuesday 21st July at 11.00am. 

 
Sprout Stack is a pioneering, environmentally sensitive 
hydroponics business that grows vegetables and herbs 
without soil. And this urban farm uses 95 per cent less 
water than traditional market gardens. 
 
Founded by Francisco Caffarena and Michael Harder in 
нлмсΣ {ǇǊƻǳǘ {ǘŀŎƪ ƛǎ !ǳǎǘǊŀƭƛŀΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŎƻƳƳŜǊŎƛŀƭ ǾŜǊǘƛŎal 
farm and is based in Brookvale. Shipping containers are 
utilised to grow green vegetable for independent grocers 
using methods more productive than traditional farming. 
 
If you would like to purchase their vegetables please bring a 
shopping bag the vegetables will cost you $5 ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ 
just $5! 
 
This warehouse veggie farm is touted as the way of the 
future! 
 
Please note because of the Covid restrictions we will not be 
permitted into the vegetable containers but Hugh will open 
the doors and allow us to look in. I am assured we will see 
plenty! 
 
What to wear: Covered Shoes with good grip ς this is a 
must if you want to enter the warehouse! 
Time: 10.50 am to meet in the car park. Parking is limited 
so if you are able to car pool ς please do! 
Cost: LǘΩǎ CwEE! 
Address: Unit 24 /122-126 Old Pittwater Rd Brookvale 
(behind the Villeroy Boch Warehouse just up from the 
TAFE) 
 
And afterwards for lunch, I suggest the Brooky Pub. IǘΩǎ 
newly renovated and I hear the food is very good! Tuesday  
is Sirloin Steak with chiǇǎ ϧ {ŀƭŀŘ ƻǊ ƳŀǎƘ ϧ ǾŜƎΩǎ ŦƻǊ Ƨǳǎǘ 
$15! Or whatever you prefer from the menu. 
 
Numbers are limited for this tour to 30 people which will 
allow elbow size social distancing in the office area. Seating 
is also limited so if you would like to bring your own fold up 
chair please do so. 
 
The first 30 people to call me 0466 090 325 or email 
chris_mcgurgan@hotmail.com will be the lucky ones! 
 
tƘƻǘƻΩǎ ǎƘƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊŜƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƭŀƴǘǎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ 
containers. 

 

     

  

mailto:chris_mcgurgan@hotmail.com


Combined Probus Club of Belrose Newsletter Page 4 
 

 

WALKING GROUP                          Helen Miles (0407 078 963) 

 

June Walk 

 

 

Our June walk on a lovely sunny day at Mona Vale was 
attended by an enthusiastic group, happy to catch up with 
each other out in the fresh air by the ocean.  After a coffee 
at the beach we continued on up the northern headland 
where we enjoyed the fantastic views with our cheese and 
biscuits.  10 remained after the walk for a picnic lunch back 
at the beach in the sun.  Thanks to all who joined in the 
walk.            

July Walk 

Our July Walk will be on Friday 31st in Duffys Forest, 

weather and Coronavirus permitting.  It is part Fire Trail and 

part road walk and is classed medium.  Park and meet at 

9.30am at the corner of Mallawa Road and Bulara Street 

Duffys Forest.  Those needing an early coffee can pick up 

take away in Terrey Hills en route. 

Helen Miles 

 

 
 

 

WINE APPRECIATION              Mike Staniland (0417 234 346) 

We are still unable to meet IΩm afraid due to the άdreadedέ 

virus.   Here is a reminder of the fun tastings we have 

enjoyed.    This one is about wine varieties and Chardonnay 

in particular 

 

 

Mike Staniland 

________________________________________________ 
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WRAPS WITH LOVE            Margaret Hobson (0416 090 140) 

 
Many thanks for the large number of squares that 
were delivered to my home to be arranged into wraps of 28 
squares. 
 
I would like to re-iterate that we would appreciate it if the 
squares could be as follows: 
 

¶ Using size 4mm needles and 8ply acrylic yarn to 
achieve млέ Ȅ млέ όнрŎƳ Ȅ нрŎƳύ squares 

 
Due to Covid-19 we are unable to arrange a Sew-in at 
present. 
 

 
 
Margaret Hobson 

 
A PREVIOUS GUEST SPEAKER 
 
You may remember Paul the Chocolatier who spoke to us 
and gave out chocolate treats a few years ago. 
 
He has a chocolate shop in Pymble and a few days ago a 
lady came in with her elderly aunt who wanted to choose 
some chocolate goodies.  The old lady dithered a bit and 
the young woman said she would get some coffee next 
door while the selection was made.    άCateέ the older lady 
called out.    άCan I have sugar in my coffeeέ. 
 
άYou donΩt know who my niece is do youέ said the old lady 
to Paul.   άIΩm afraid notέ he replied.    άSheΩs Cate 
Blanchettέ.   The shop assistants heard this and rushed to 
the front of the shop.   άI will remember to call her Cate 
when she next comes inέ said Paul. 
 

 

 
 
CONVOLVULUS COMPETITION 
 
Here is this monthΩs convolvulus competition entry. Neither 
of the two pictures is of a convolvulus mind you nor were 
previous entries. These are different. They are paintings 
that look stunning in real life. They were painted by one 
half of our artistic couple, Judee Radford, the other half is 
our poet Kevin. The paintings are for sale.   For a viewing 
call Judee on 0416 211 902. 
 
 

 
________________________________________________ 
 

 
________________________________________________ 
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Which member of our club wore this hat to a garden party 

at Buckingham Palace in the Swinging 60Ωs?    

 

 
 

Back in the early 60Ωs I was fortunate to have a working 

holiday of 18 months in the U.K. and Europe.  Prior to 

leaving I applied for a letter of introduction from the State 

and Federal Governments and I received them both signed 

by R.J. Heffron ad Robert Menzies respectively. 

 

In London Australians could apply to Australia House for 

tickets to Royal Ascot, Trooping the Colour or the Garden 

Party and I was fortunate to receive an invitation to the 

last.   Unfortunately those who applied with me missed out 

so I went alone.   I always wondered if those letters helped. 

 

I had a dress suitable for the occasion but needed a hat 

which I had difficulty finding.   However, once at the Palace  

I found many there were not even wearing hats and mine 

had cost me a weeks wages!!!   I am not sure if I have worn 

it since but it has caused a lot of mirth in the dress up bag 

for my children and now my grand- daughters. 

 

The extensive gardens behind the Palace are beautiful, 

complemented by mature trees and a lake.    Afternoon tea 

was served from many marquees positioned around the 

gardens and the Royal Family moved through on a 

designated path speaking to nominated guests.     Many 

there were in uniforms of the three services along with Red 

Cross, Salvation Army and others.     It certainly was a great 

experience and back then there was no other opportunity 

to see behind the Palace walls as there is today. 

 

 

 

 
 

Cherry Robinson  

 

The sultry swinging sixties in London looked a lot of fun.       

(they were, Geoff Jones), I doubt that she bought the 

twinset and pearls in Carnaby Street.   IΩm glad she made it 

back single! 

John Robinson 

 

 
 

 
 
________________________________________________ 
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THE DOG ON THE TUCKERBOX 
 

 
 
On the way back from Bright a couple of years ago the 
Probus bus made a pit stop in Gundgai and we saw the 
statue of the dog on the tuckerbox. Here is the story. 
 
The first white settlement in the Gundagai area was in the 
1820Ωs with the town being gazetted in 1838. 
 
In the early days the area was serviced by bullock teams. 
With rough tracks, water to cross, floods and inclement 
weather on occasions many a bullocky was forced to either 
wait or to seek help when teams became stranded or 
bogged. 
 
These poems are ostensibly dedicated to the bullockyΩs dog 
waiting on the tuckerbox on such an occasion.   The story 
was further embellished in later versions by the bullocky 
having died and the dog waiting on the tuckerbox for the 
rest of its life for its master to return.    Not a very bright 
dog! 
 
There is a question about the dog, a kelpie.    Did he dog sit 
on or shit in the tuckerbox or was he buried in the 
tuckerbox?   There are several poems with differing stories.   
None mention the old bullocky dying and the dog waiting 
for his return for years.     
 
The statue, erected in 1926, was inspired by a bullock 
driverΩs poem, Bullocky Bill, which celebrates the life of a 
mythical driverΩs dog that loyally guarded the manΩs 
tuckerbox until his death. 
 
Bowyang Yorke and Jack Moses are regarded as having 
taken the story and cleaned it up before publishing it as 
poems.  (Bowyang YorkeΩs works were on the back of 
matchbook covers.    Jack Moses had been a whisky 
salesman in the bush in the 1880Ωs). 
 
The original story of the dog that shat in the tuckerbox 
could not have been published in its correct format, hence 
the clean up and the resulting discordant words in the 
Yorke and Moses poems.    That bit just doesnΩt logically fit 
with the earlier words.    The poems and the lyrics to the 
more correct folk are as follows. 
 
 

 
Nine Miles from Gundagai ς Jack Moses 
 
IΩve done my share of shearing sheep 
Of droving, and all that 
And bogged a bullock team as well 
On a Murrumbidgee flat. 
IΩve seen the bullock stretch and strain 
And blink his bleary eye 
And the dog sit on the tucker box 
Nine miles from Gundagai 
 
IΩve been jilted, jarred and crossed in love 
And sand-bagged in the dark 
Till if a mountain fell on me 
IΩd treat it as a lark 
ItΩs when youΩve got your bollocks bogged 
ThatΩs the time you flog and cry 
And the dog sits on the tucker box 
Nine miles from Gundagai 
 
WeΩve all got our little troubles 
In lifeΩs hard, thorny way 
Some strike them in a motor car 
And others in a dray 
 
But when your dog and bullocks strike 
It ainΩt no apple pie 
And the dog sits on the tucker box 
Nine miles from Gundagai 
 
But thatΩs all past and dead and gone 
And IΩve sold the team for meat 
And perhaps some day where I was bogged 
ThereΩll be an asphalt street 
The dog ς ah! Well he got a bait 
And thought heΩd like to die 
So I buried him ς in the tucker box 
Nine miles from Gundagai. 
 
 
The Bowyang Yorke Poem 
 
As I was coming down ConroyΩs Gap 
I heard a maiden cry 
There goes Bill the Bullocky 
HeΩs bound for Gundagai 
A better poor old beggar 
Never earnt an honest crust 
A better poor old beggar 
Never drug a whip through dust. 
 
His team got bogged at the nine mile creek 
Bill lashed and swore and cried 
If Nobby donΩt get me out of this 
IΩll tattoo his bloody hide 
But Nobby strained and broke the yoke 
And poked out the leaderΩs eye 
Then the dog sat on the tucker box 
Nine miles from Gundagai 
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Lyrics 
 
IΩm used to punchinΩ bullock teams across the hills and            
plains 
IΩve teamed outback for forty years through bleeding hail     
and rain 
IΩve lived a lot of troubles down, without a bloominΩ lie 
But I canΩt forget what happened just five miles from 
Gundagai 
TΩwas getting dark, the team got bogged, the axle snapped 
in two 
I lost me matches and me pipe, so what was I do to? 
The rain it was a-coming on, and hungry too was I 
And me dog shat in me tuckerbox, five miles from Gundagai 
 
Some blokes I know have stacks of luck, no matter where 
they fall 
But there was I, Lord love a duck, no bloody luck at all 
I couldnΩt heat a pot of tea or keep me trousers dry 
And me dog shat in me tucker box five miles from Gundagai 
Now, I can forgive the bleedinΩ team, I can forgive the rain 
I can forgive the damp and cold and go through it again 
I can forgive the rotten luck, but hang me till I die 
I canΩt forgive that bloody dog, five miles from Gundagai 

 

Five Miles from Gundagai (1945) - Danilo Jovanovich 

I've never seen the bullock strain, 
Nor blink his bleary eye, 
But I have seen the soaking rain 
Beneath the cloudy sky ; 
I've seen the lizards lie on rocks, 
And heard the curlew cry, 
Where the dog sits on the tucker box 
Five miles from Gundagai. 

I've never seen the gravel "beat"  
That used to wander by, 
For now it is an asphalt street, 
Where bullocks never lie. 
On either side the jumbuck flocks, 
They graze in grass hock high, 
Where the dog sits on the tucker box 
Five miles from Gundagai. 

I've often seen a drover pass, 
And heard him heave and sigh, 
For he's been chasing after grass 
Through climes that have been dry, 
I've seen a Kelpie dog that cocks 
His head in fashion sly 
At the dog upon the tucker box 
Five miles from Gundagai. 

 

 

 

Whatever old Jack Moses said, 
I know it's not a lie ; 
But those old days are gone and dead 
On them we can't rely ; 
For times have changed, on ticks the clock 
And this is dinky di, 
Now the dog sits on the tucker box 
Five miles from Gundagai. 

 

 
NEIL ARMSTRONG AND MR GORSKY 
 

 
 
Neil ArmstrongΩs first words after stepping onto the moon 
άthatΩs one small step for man, one giant leap for mankindέ 
were televised to earth and heard by millions.    But just 
before he re-entered the lander he made the enigmatic 
remark άgood luck Mr Gorskyέ. 
 
Many people at NASA thought it was a casual remark 
concerning some rival soviet cosmonaut.   However, upon 
checking, there was no Gorsky in either the Russian or 
American space programmes. 
 
Over the years many people questioned Armstrong as to 
what the άGood luck Mr.Gorskyέ statement meant but 
Armstrong always just smiled. 
 
On July 5, 1995 in Tampa Bay, Florida while answering 
questions following a speech a reporter brought up the 26 
year old question about Mr. Gorsky and this time Neil 
finally responded because his Mr. Gorsky had just died.  So 
Neil Armstrong felt he could now answer the question.     
 
Here is the answer to άwho was Mr. Gorsky?έ. 
 
In 1938 when he was a kid in a small mid-western town 
Armstrong was playing baseball with a friend in the 
backyard.   His friend hit the ball which landed in his 
neighbourΩs yard by their bedroom window.   His 
neighbours were Mr and Mrs Gorsky. 
 
As he leaned down to pick up the ball, young Armstrong 
heard Mrs Gorsky shouting at Mr. Gorsky.   άSEX! YOU 
WANT SEX?!   YOUΩLL GET SEX WHEN THE KID NEXT DOOR 
WALKS ON THE MOON!έ 

, 
Neil ArmstrongΩs family has confirmed that this is a true 
story. 
 
Cherry Robinson (who no longer smokes!) 
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COINCIDENCE 
 
The first Probus Club was started by Rotary in Caterham, UK 
in 1966.    I went to high school in Caterham and in 1966 
was living nearby.   My brother lived in Caterham for many 
years and his friend remembers the retired banker who 
started the club and the club being formed. 
 
Jenny Jones 
 

 
LONDON 
 
 I worked in London 1965/1966/1967, firstly with an 
Insurance company I worked for in Sydney then a variety of 
knockabout jobs including working in Selfridges for about 6 
months. 
 
I do remember starting my first day there and being 
allocated duties in the dock area.   After a couple of 
deliveries and taking stock to a couple of departments a 
Union delegate came up to me and told me to have a break. 
I said I only started about an hour ago but he insisted.   
Later I found out he was trying to slow down the new 
recruits as they were showing up the older employees who 
only worked to union rules! 
 
I was not there as a long term employee but I did find out 
quickly that it was a different work ethic, under strict labour 
rules. 
  

 
 
This is a photo to prove I was actually in the UK where I 
ōƻǊǊƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊΩǎ ōƻǿler hat.   I was working for 
Queensland Insurance (now QBE) where mostly reinsurance 
was arranged ongoing as required from our main branches 
back in Australia.  The London manager hung up his bowler 
each morning near the front door, never thinking one of his 
staff would take a loan of it!   
   
But really the time I remember most in that era was when 
England won the 1966 Soccer World Cup. 
 

 
  
Trafalgar Square with fans celebrating after this win. 
  
Another memory in 1966 was going down to Brands Hatch 
to see Jack Brabham win the British Grand Prix. 
  
Jack won his third and last World Championship that year 
winning the driverΩǎ and the manufaŎǘǳǊŜǊΩǎ ǘƛǘƭŜs. 
  
This was the only time one person has won both titles and  
it is now impossible for a single identity I think to ever 
achieve this feat again.  Definitely, in my view, our best ever 
sportsman, even better than Ben Lexcen winning the 
AmerƛŎŀΩǎ /ǳǇ. 
  
Malcolm McLean  
 
(P.S. Malcolm looks good in a bowler hat and was the girl 
in the fountain Cherry Robinson?) 
 

 
THOUGHTS FOR OUR TIME 
 

¶ I started out with nothing and I still have most of 
it!  

¶ If all is not lost, then where on earth is it? 

¶ It was a whole lot easier to get older than to get 
wiser. 

¶ ItΩs hard to make a comeback when you havenΩt 
been anywhere. 

¶ The world only beats a path to your door when 
youΩre in the bathroom. 

¶ If God wanted me to touch my toes, heΩd have put 
them on my knees. 

¶ When IΩm finally holding all the right cards, 
everyone wants to play chess. 

 
Ted Morton 
________________________________________________ 
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THE WASHINGTON POST CHALLENGE  
 
The Washington Post has published the winning 
submissions to its yearly neologism contest, in which 
readers are asked to supply alternative meanings for 
common words.    
 
The winners are: 
 
1. Coffee (n.), the person upon whom one coughs. 
 
2. Flabbergasted (adj.), appalled over how much weight you 
have gained 
 
3. Abdicate (v.), to give up all hope of ever having a flat 
stomach. 
 
4. Esplanade (v.), to attempt an explanation while drunk. 
 
5. Willy-nilly (adj.), impotent. 
 
6. Negligent (adj.), describes a condition in which you 
absentmindedly answer the door in your nightgown. 
 
7. Lymph (v.), to walk with a lisp. 
 
8. Gargoyle (n.), olive-flavoured mouthwash. 
 
9. Flatulence (n.), emergency vehicle that picks you up after 
you are run over by a steamroller. 
 
10. Balderdash (n.), a rapidly receding hairline. 
 
11. Testicle (n.), a humorous question on an exam. 
 
12. Rectitude (n.), the formal, dignified bearing adopted by 
proctologists. 
 
13. Pokemon (n.), a Rastafarian proctologist. 
 
14. Oyster (n.), a person who sprinkles his conversation 
with Yiddishisms. 
 
15. Frisbeetarianism (n.), (back by popular demand): The 
belief that, when you die, your soul flies up onto the roof 
and gets stuck there. 
 
16. Circumvent (n.), an opening in the front of boxer shorts 
worn by Jewish men. 
 
The Washington Post's Style Invitational also asked 
readers to take any word from the dictionary, alter it by 
adding, subtracting, or changing one letter, and supply a 
new definition. 
 
The winners are: 
 
-Bozone (n.): The substance surrounding stupid people that 
stops bright ideas from penetrating. The bozone layer, 
unfortunately, shows little sign of breaking down in the 
near future. 

 
 
 
-Cashtration (n.): The act of buying a house, which renders 
the subject financially impotent for an indefinite period. 
 
-Sarchasm (n): The gulf between the author of sarcastic wit 
and the person who doesn't get it. 
 
-Inoculatte (v): To take coffee intravenously when you are 
running late. 
 
-Osteopornosis (n): A degenerate disease. (This one got 
extra credit.) 
 
- Karmageddon (n): It's like, when everybody is sending off 
all these Really bad vibes, right? And then, like, the Earth 
explodes and it's like, a serious bummer. 
 
- Glibido (v): All talk and no action. 
 
- Arachnoleptic fit (n.): The frantic dance performed just 
after you've accidentally walked through a spider web. 
 
- Caterpallor (n.): The colour you turn after finding half a 
grub in the fruit you're eating. 
 
And now a Challenge for you ς refer to the above excerpt 
from the Washington Post ς enjoy the humour and then 
pick you own word from the dictionary and either give it a 
new meaning as in the first section of the article OR change 
one letter to make a new word as in the second section & 
send them in to me at geoffjones1874@gmail.com 
 
 

 

 
WHO SAID MEN DONΩT REMEMBER 

 
A couple were Christmas shopping.   The shopping centre 
was packed and as the wife walked around she was 
surprised to discover that her husband was nowhere to be 
seen. 

 
She was quite upset because they had a lot to do and hence 
she became so worried that she called him on her mobile 
phone to ask where he was. 

 
In a quiet voice he said:   άDo you remember the jewellers 
we went into about five years ago, where you fell in love 
with that diamond necklace that we could not afford and I 
told you that I would get it for you one dayέ. 

 
The wife choked up and started to cry and said: άYes, I do 
remember that shopέ.     

 
He replied: άWell, IΩm in the pub next doorέ. 
________________________________________________ 
 
 
 

mailto:geoffjones1874@gmail.com
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VERA LYNN  
 
Article written this year by Vera Lynn to celebrate the 75th 
anniversary of VE Day on 8 May 2020. 
 
LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ рлth anniversary VE Day celebration at 
Hyde Park and Buckingham Palace in May 1995 ς the last 
time I sang in public, aged just 78. I was a mere 
septuagenarian back then ς still in my prime!   
It gave me so much pleasure that the Queen Mother who, 
like me, had lived through World War II and the dark days 
of the Blitz, could be present at one of the highlights of my 
career. 
 
Fifty years earlier, we had both been in London on VE Day, 
8 May 1945 ς although she had been with her family and I 
with mine ς when thousands of people, civilians and 
servicemen, mingled happily on the streets of London. 
SadƭȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǎsible to imagine such ŀ ΨǇŀǊǘȅΩ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ 
ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ŎƻǊonavirus-gripped world. 
 
Despite the passing of the years, my memories of Victory in 
Europe Day, 75 years ago, are still vivid. None of us who 
were there on that momentous day could ever forget the 
sense of national rejoicing. It was a day when we could 
finally laugh, let our hair down and be ourselves again in 
the knowledge that the Nazi threat to our homeland had 
forever been extinguished. 
 
I only have to close my eyes for it all to come flooding 
bacƪΧ 
 
I can picture the houses in the bomb-damaged streets 
around mȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ƘƻƳe in East Ham, London ς where I 
saw in VE Day with my family ς with the Union Jacks draped 
from their windows on that cloudy VE Day morning. If I 
recall correctly, a few drops of rain even fell. 
But, in the afternoon, the sun shone on the crowds 
gathered in LƻƴŘƻƴΩǎ ¢ǊŀŦŀƭƎŀǊ {ǉǳŀǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ aŀƭƭΣ 
and other cities across the land. Everyone in my 
neighbourhood, as elsewhere, had a smile on their face; 
they were just happy to be alive after the long years of 
conflict which had seen the British people endure so much. 
Some people were wearing red, white and blue rosettes, 
others silly hats and of course the crowds were thick with 
our brave soldiers, sailors and airmen and women who had 
made victory possible. 
 
Yes, all of us ς mothers, fathers, wives and children ς knew 
someone who had been killed or injured in battle or in one 
of the terrible bombing raids. But we knew that, on this oh-
so special day, those we had lost would have wanted us to 
celebrate the long-awaited moment of victory when life 
could finally start to return to normal. We knew too that 
they were celebrating with us ƛƴ ǎǇƛǊƛǘΧ 
 
At 3pm on VE Day, the Prime Minister Winston Churchill 
broadcast to the nation, and my family and I gathered 
around the Bakelite wireless set in my parenǘǎΩ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ 
room. Once again, we listened to that wonderfully stirring  
 

 
voice which had helped sustain us as a nation through the 
Battle of Britain and beyond, when none of us could 
glimpse any light at the end of the tunnel. If only Winston 
could be with us today to helǇ ǳǎ ǎŜŜ ƻŦŦ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ 
coronavirus threat! 
 
The VE Day celebrations continued the rest of that long 
May 1945 day ς and King George and Queen Elizabeth 
famously allowed Princesses Elizabeth and Margaret to 
mingle unseen with the crowds in the streets around 
Buckingham Palace. After the sun went down, fireworks 
were let off in celebration, searchlights danced a merry jig 
in the night sky and children in the East End celebrated 
victory round bonfires made with timber from bomb-
blasted buildings. 
 
It was a special day for British children everywhere, with 
thousands of boys and girls tucking into sandwiches, trifle 
and jelly, washed down with glasses of pop, at street 
parties throughout the land. And, believe me, none of those 
youngsters would ever forget that day, which marked the 
coming of peace 
 
I had a comparatively quiet VE 5ŀȅΦ LΩŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ busy war and 
no great desire to join the revellers in the fountains at 
Trafalgar Square. I was happy just being with my family in 
my parentsΩ ōŀŎƪ Ǝŀrden after spending so much time apart 
from them during the war years. 
 
LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ΨǎƛƴƎƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ǎǳǇǇŜǊΩΣ ǎo to speak, ever since I 
was a girl and had first gone on stage. By the late 1930s, I 
was singing on recorŘǎ Ŏǳǘ ōȅ WƻŜ [ƻǎǎΩǎ ōŀƴŘ Χ ōǳǘ ǘƘen, in 
September 1939, the month the war began, I 
recorded ²ŜΩƭƭ aŜŜǘ !Ǝŀƛn, which topped the hit parade. 
My life would never be quite the same again. 
As soon I heard the song, I sensed there was something 
special about it. It was perfect for the times ς aƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ǎtill 
my favourite ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴƎǎ LΩǾŜ ǎǳƴƎΦ 9ǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ƘƻǇŜŘ 
they would see their sweetheart again when the war was 
over and the boys were back home. And, while it might 
sound tame to some today, I think has a timeless quality. 
I was so touched that the Queen echoed the words of my 
wartime hit in her address to the nation, when she 
declared, 'We will meet again.' 
 
I carried on working through the Blitz, presenting the 
popular wartime BBC radio show Sincerely Yours, reading 
out messages to troops overseas and singing their most-
requested songs. I would often drive to work through the 
darkened streets of London during the blackout in my little 
green, soft-top Austin 10, with dimmed headlights and my 
tin helmet at my ǎƛŘŜΦ LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ΨǇƻǇ-pƻǇΩ ƻŦ ǘƘe 
anti-aircraft guns either 
. 
But I was lucky in a way. Being an entertainer, I was allowed 
extra petrol coupons so I could get around. I suppose I was 
ŀ ΨƪŜȅ ǿƻǊƪŜǊΩ ƻŦ ǘƘe day, just like all those brave doctors, 
nurses and other vital support staff helping Britain get 
thǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ŎƻǊƻƴŀǾƛǊǳǎ ǇŀƴŘŜƳƛŎ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ƙŀǎ ŀƭǊeady 
claimed so many lives.  
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On one occasion, I had to take cover in a public air raid 
shelter. It was so claustrophobic. After a while I thought, 
Ψ!ƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƛǎΣΩ ŀƴd walked out. I knew I was 
ǘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŎƘŀƴŎŜǎ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƛǘ ŀƴȅ ƭonger. Food 
was in short supply from 1939 to 1945, too: a tiny piece of 
butter had to last a week! 
 
Later in the war, I travelled to the Far East to entertain the 
troops of the 14th Army in the mosquito-infested jungles of 
Burma ς then a British colony ς which the Japanese had 
invaded in December 1941. It was rare for an entertainer, 
and a woman at that, to go to a war zone to perform for the 
troops, but I felt the call of duty - just like those 
entertainers who are continuing to do their bit for Britain 
today. I performed concerts on makeshift stages in forward 
ŎŀƳǇǎ ŀ ǎǘƻƴŜΩǎ ǘƘǊow from the fighting. The boys ς our 
British troops ς would come out of the jungle and then 
quietly slip back in afterwards. Even after all these years, I 
think about the suffering they endured, and the soldiers 
who never made it back to see their beloved Blighty: they 
touched my heart. 
 
The country deserved its big VE Day party in 1945 after we 
had all pulled together to see off a ruthless, deadly enemy. 
And I sense that we are again pulling together as a nation 
now, and drawing on that wartime spirit of solidarity, in the 
face of a very different but deadly modern enemy, 
coronavirus: the biggest threat to our way of life in 
decades. WƘŜƴ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŜƳŜǊƎŜŘ ǘǊƛǳƳǇƘŀƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 
current crisis ς as we surely will, although it might be hard  
to glimpse much light at the end of the tunnel right now ς 
perhaps we can throw a similar victory party? 
 
RIP Vera Lynn      20 March 1917-18 June 2020      Aged 103 

 

________________________________________________ 

 

 

Vera Lynn with άthe boysέ in Burma 

________________________________________________ 
 
 

 
 
MALCOLM MCLEAN AND OTHERS AT SCHOOL 
 

 
  
There are three probus members in this photo Malcolm, 
Jock and Peter and we have it on good authority that the 
chap on top right is one of them.  Or perhaps another chap 
called Proudlock 
  
School motto Utinam Patribus Nostris Digni Simus", which 
translates to mean "O that we may be worthy of our 
forefathers". 
  
Also found on {ŎƻǘΩǎ ǿŜōǎƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǎǘǊƛǾŜǎ ǘƻ ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜ 
with all their boys...    ά.ǊŀǾŜ IŜŀǊǘǎ ϧ .ƻƭŘ aƛƴŘǎέ 
and aims for the boys to grow up into being fine young 
men...   
  
another school motto was άdieu et mon droitέ which 
roughly translated to άsod you LΩm alright!έ 

________________________________________________ 
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