
  
 

 

 

  

 

 President’s Report.  
 

We had an excellent turn out for this year’s AGM in October.  Approximately 70 members turned up.  
Was this due to the scintillating topics or the inducement of prizes to be won?  Unfortunately our guest 
speaker had to pull out but we had an excellent replacement in our Vice President Chris Trimnell who 
gave a good explanation of what we are trying to do with Casey U3A and what exciting classes were 
in the planning stage.   
 
We ended our year with increased membership yet again.   416 members have enjoyed some 40 
different classes across the year.  Out of the 416 only 67 have no email address and 25 of those live 
at Fiddlers Green. 
 
For 2020 we have a new Course Coordinator.  Wendy McKelvie has offered to take on the role.  
Wendy is also a tutor of the Card Making class. We wish Wendy well and will support her in this 
sometimes demanding role.  Wendy has also been appointed to the Committee to fill one of the casual 
vacancies.   Wendy’s contact details are: - 
 
wendymt20@yahoo.com       Mobile No.  0432 309 717 
 
You may have heard that we had applied for a grant of $10,000 to run some new courses and classes 
at Lynbrook Community Centre as well as Bunjil Library.  You may also have read in the local Star 
News that we have been successful with that application.  We were one of eleven community groups 
to be successful in gaining funds and one of only three who gained the full amount.  The whole point 
of this grant is to enable us to widen our scope to a greater proportion of the local community and of 
course to increase our membership.   Amongst the local Seniors population Casey U3A is woefully 
under represented and we need people to hear who we are and where they can join us.   
I would like to thank Chris Trimnell and her Development team for all their hard work in bringing this 
project to fruition.  We are in the final stages of getting the new classes ready to run in February and 
full details will be released soon.   
 
Another new venture this coming year is our Community Partnership with Casey Tech School.  We 
have two classes there.  The first is a new class on Social Media run by our Webmaster, Jan 
Whitaker.  The second class is Tech Tasters run for us by the staff at Casey Tech.   A 4 week course 
covering STEM subjects (Robotics, 3D Printing, Bio Science, and Green Screen videos). 
Our 2020 enrolment day was pretty busy this year.  We had about 120 people through the door, in 
less than two hours, and another 50 applications online.  At the time of writing we have 240 members 
enrolled in 45 different classes.  If you haven’t renewed your membership yet I suggest that you do so 
without further delay because some classes are already full. 
On behalf of the Committee and all of our Tutors I would like to thank all members for your support this 
past year. 
I wish you all a Happy Christmas and New Year and look forward to seeing you when we restart 
in February. 
 

Colin Whitney - President 
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According to research the following is the estimated time for some 
everyday items that are all around us to decompose in landfill sites: 

  

 

A lesson to be learned. 

Plastic bottles: 70-450 years 

Plastic bag: 500-1000 years 

Tin can: around 50 years 

Leather shoes: 25-40 years 

Thread: 3-4 months 

Cotton: 1-5 months 

Rope: 3-14 months 

Cigarette: 1-12 years 

Nylon clothes: 30-40 years 

Children’s diapers: 500-800 years 

Glass bottles: 1,000,000 years 

Hairspray bottle: 200-500 years 

Fishing line: 600 years. 

Aluminum can: 200 years 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 



 
A lovely story from the Writing Creatively class 

 

 K C    

She came to us as a gift. This beautiful German Shepherd that enriched our lives in so many 
ways and left such a big hole when her days on this earth were spent. Steady, faithful, 
obedient and trustworthy, she gave us her unconditional love, pleased us with her wonderful 
temperament and proved to us that she did not only understand what we said, but appeared 
to be able to read our minds as well. I have had numerous dogs during my life, but none as 
outstanding as KC. She was special!  

However, there was a dark side to her as well. Before she came to us, she would 
occasionally, together with a second dog owned by our friend, disappear and hunt. After a 
couple of days and nights they would slink home, covered in dirt, cowering with guilt. One 
night, when her mate came home with a bullet hole in his flank, their owner knew it was time 
to take action.  

Dogs hunt in packs or pairs so these two had to be separated and KC came to us. After a 
very early telephone call one morning, a crying friend and a dejected looking dog arrived on 
our doorstep and KC’s life with us had begun. She was 3 years old.  

Because of her somewhat tainted reputation, we kept her very close. Wherever we went, she 
did as well. The backseat of our car became hers. The silhouette shadowing Anton was hers. 
Everyone came to know her, felt the need to speak to her, pet her, and she received all this 
attention with calm and dignity.  

It so happened that I needed to go to Vancouver in order to have a procedure performed 
whereby a camera was placed inside my stomach. For this we had to stay overnight and had 
booked a hotel close to the hospital. KC came with us of course.  

Procedure completed, I was left with a small computer in one hand and a number of wires 
that snaked between computer and a camera in my stomach, which made dressing or 
undressing for that matter, rather difficult.  

It is now 11.00 o’clock at night. I am in bed, I am reading and wearing a snippet of a nighty 
that leaves little to the imagination. Suddenly a very loud alarm breaks the peace and Anton 
and I look at each other. ‘Is that a fire alarm?’ I ask. ‘Probably not’, is his answer. Relief floods 
over me, for I can’t go down in this attire and I can’t dress in a hurry with all these wires either. 
However, the alarm keeps going and I now hear a siren outside as well. Anton at the window 
turns and says: ‘We have to get out that is a fire truck, let’s go’. I feel panic, need to dress, all 
those wires. Now down the stairs we go, KC in between us, calm and steady. I can smell the 
fire but detect no smoke. Wishful thinking for here it is. Thick smoke, can’t breathe, can’t see 
either. ‘Hold whatever cloth you have in front of your nose says Anton and just follow KC’. 



She does not waver. Most animals react to smoke or fire but not this amazing dog for she 
calmly leads us down the stairs and out of that building. We are the last to leave.  

When it became time for KC to leave this life, it also became difficult to know when to let her 
go. ‘She will let you know’, the vet assured us. ‘But first you must both talk to her and give her 
your permission to go’! We both did this at individual times and each of us in our own way. 
Soon after that she indeed let us know.  

As KC aged, she increasingly became an indoor dog. But on this still and gloriously sunny 
Indian Summer’s day, she had very early in the morning installed herself on the backyard 
lawn and lay there like an Egyptian sphinx, head up, ears pointed. From time to time we 
checked on her to find her still in that position while she mainly ignored us. She would not eat. 
Nor would she drink.  

We had called the vet who promised to come to our home that late afternoon. KC’s going was 
peaceful; she knew what had to be done. She showed no signs of anxiety and in no way did 
she suffer. For us it was the painful loss of a faithful friend and she became a sweet and love 
filled memory. KC WAS 13 YEARS OLD.  

 

Writing creatively member 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The end of another successful year for our classes. 

 

          
 

 

 

We have had a wonderful year.  Some of our members have been unable to stay active 

because of medical matters but we stay in touch with everyone as well as we can. 

 

 
 

In August we remembered the Australian Poet Les Murray who died earlier in 2019.  

We focused on only twelve poems but they were deeply satisfying, often very moving, 

surprisingly erudite and imaginative, sometimes witty and very amusing. As is often the 

case when an author dies many readers less familiar with their work, discover it and 

begin to understand why he or she is so highly valued.  If you haven’t read much of Les 

Murray borrow his self selected book of his poems from the Library. 

 

The Literature Circle 
 



We laughed a lot this year thanks to Jeeves and Pickwick Papers (this was so long it 

took us a whole month to digest and discuss it); we entered in to the mind of a drowning 

river guide and had our understanding of the complex ethnic history that lies behind 

Tasmanian life expanded.  

 

We “participated” in the American Civil War glimpsing the experience through they 

eyes of a young man who ran from his first battle but found in the encounters with those 

who had been wounded, the need to return to his Company and transcend his fear. As 

always an inescapable ambiguity emerges in the reader for even as we respect the 

fighters determination and courage we are forced to ask ourselves whether, or when, war 

is ever justifiable. 

 

Then we were surprised. Peter Cahill took us back to the poetry of John Donne. 

Powerful, conversational, surprising and stimulating metaphors, insightful, revealing 

personal depths, opening issues of faith and relationships, love and the erotic.  What 

seemed a little archaic when we read Donne at school, had a surprisingly powerful 

impact on us, and his insights even if we do not share his faith, leapt the centuries and 

opened up contemporary topics of shared interest. 

 

We end our year with Ibsen’s “The Doll’s House”, a powerful play that generated 

hostility and controversy when first performed. Despite being more used to the issues it 

raises, fundamental questions are explored that still echo in the discussion of marriage, 

gender, and personal development. 

We will did this play as a performed reading and on the final day, as an aid to 

discussion, we celebrated our year with an early Christmas morning tea supplemented 

by a Cream Apera for the adventurous. After all - somewhere in our world the sun was 

past the yard arm! 

 

Our 2020 program is taking shape. It will be available on line. Members have suggested 

possibilities and selected their ten preferred works from a long list.  I now create the 

program so that it reflects the interests of members, ensuring a balance of novels, poetry, 

and drama.  Classic works feature but woven in with them are contemporary writings.  

 

If you love reading and enjoy free discussion consider joining us in 2020. 

Tuesday mornings, from 10 to noon, over coffee and tea. Shared ideas, convictions, 

interesting questions and experiences, friendship and laughter. 

You are welcome to join us. 

 

Terry Trewavas 
Tutor for the Casey u3a Literature Circle.  
 

 

 



CARD MAKING 
 
   

Approx ten members joined in the fun to make these lovely cards. 

 

  

       

Wendy McKelvie - Tutor 



OUR QI GONG CLASSES  
Salandra Rise 

 

Fiddlers Green 

 

Gillian Ford - Tutor 



KEEPING A SKETCHBOOK 

 

 

   

 

A colourful and happy bunch 

Kathleen Newman - Tutor 



TAIQI BEGINNERS 

 

TAIQI ADVANCED 

 

 



 

 

Christina Yong - Tutor 

Taiqi class enjoying their 
breakup lunch 

 

Class member enjoying a 
cake for a special birthday 



 

  
 
 

 

The other day I was browsing through a beautiful coffee-table book we have, when I came 
across this remarkable information: 
 

“Our sun alone consumes six hundred million tons of hydrogen per second, converting 
it into five hundred and ninety-six million tons of helium. … … 
And where does the other 4 million tons per second go? It’s converted into energy 
according to Einstein’s famous formula E=mc2. About three-and-a-half-pounds-per-
second’s worth finds its way to the earth, where it forms the light of the dawn rising, the 
warmth of a summer afternoon, and the red glow of a dying day.” (Theodore Gray, The 
Elements. NY, 2012, p15.) 
 

The 3½ pounds (or 1.6Kg) is just a tiny fraction of 4 million tons (the rest of the energy goes in 
every other direction into the universe), but it produces a lot energy.  
 
The speed of light is about 300,000,000 m/sec, so applying Einstein’s formula tells us that 
about 
 

1.6x300,000,0002 = 1.44x1017 joule of solar energy reaches the earth each second. 
With some further calculation, that comes to about 5x1014 MJ per hour. 
According to the International Energy Agency, our global energy consumption from all 
sources is about 4x1014 MJ per year (iea.org/statistics/ and some simple maths). 
So every hour, the Sun provides the Earth with more energy than we use each year. 
 
Plenty of potential for producing all the renewable energy we might need. 

 

 
 

Hu Schroor 
 

 

Solar Energy    

https://www.iea.org/statistics/


 

 
 

 
 
 
 

And, why do people keep running over a string a dozen times with their vacuum 
cleaner, then reach down, pick it up, examine it, then put it down to give the vacuum 
one more chance?  
 

 
 

Dear Mother-in-law,  

 "Don't teach me how to handle 
my children, I'm living with one of 
yours and he needs a lot of 
improvement" 

 

ON A REPAIR SHOP DOOR: 
 

WE CAN REPAIR ANYTHING (PLEASE KNOCK HARD ON THE 

DOOR – THE BELL DOESN’T WORK) 

 

A touch of humour        
 



TO ALL TUTORS AND MEMBERS 
 

 


