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President’s News  
Thirty years of U3A Coffs Harbour friendship, fun and learning 
were celebrated on September 23rd at the Norm Jordan Centre, 
Coffs Harbour Showground. Thanks to the Committee for their 
hard work in organising the event and to all those who attended. 
It has sparked interest in having more member events in 2023. 
 
2023 Committee 
 
The U3A Coffs Harbour AGM was held on Friday 26th August. 
Information on the Committee for 2023 can be found on our 
website: https://coffs.u3anet.org.au/committee/ 
 
There are still some vacancies on the Committee and you are 
encouraged to apply for them.  
 
What is it like to be on the U3A committee today? Well, it is 
demanding, engaging, and yes – frustrating at times – however it 
is mostly an incredibly rewarding personal and academic 
experience. We operate as a team with each of us working to our 
individual strengths and passions. This collaborative approach 
means that we can do what needs to be done efficiently and 
effectively. It also means that we are open to new members and 
ideas.  
 
Over time, many previously laborious administration processes 
have been streamlined and simplified. I'm sure there are times 
when your everyday life isn't exhilarating and you are at a loss as 
to how to change it. Committee work is a hidden gem because 
you have the chance to find your passion and put into action the 
things you care about. So please consider putting your name 
forward to be on the U3A committee. 
 
 
Regards from Karen Boyd. 
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Bon Anniversaire U3A 
Coffs Harbour! 
By Ghislaine Imbert, Course Coordinator for Intermediate and Advanced 
French 

 
I took over Yvonne Demarest’s Intermediate French class last 
term of 2001… 21 years ago! In 2008, I added a Beginners 
Course. In 2016, I introduced an Advanced class and to this 
day, I have taught both the Intermediate and Advanced 
courses. Thanks to e-mails and Zoom, Covid did not stop us. 
 
When I was made aware of the 30 years anniversary of U3A 
Coffs Harbour, I began to recall some of the happier moments 
of the past 21 years. There were many, and I would like to 
relate one in particular. 
 
On the 14th of July 2014, “Bastille Day”, I walked into the 
class, to be met by the participants all clad in blue, red and 
white. They had asked special permission to come in early and 
had decorated the room with French flags, posters, 
memorabilia, etc. There was a long table with plates of food, 
pâté, croissants, fromages. What a wonderful surprise! What 
does one do? Cry of course! 
 
People have shown their appreciation in many ways and I 
have made many friends who have supported me recently 
when I needed it most. This certainly makes up for the work 
and sometimes frustration as a tutor. Thank you to my past 
and present students! 
 
 

 
 

 

 

French students celebrating Bastille Day 

French students singing La Marseillaise 

 
 
 

 

 

  



Foodie Corner 
I recently catered for my daughter and son-in-law’s joint 40th 
birthday party. The brief was middle eastern to complement 
their ancestry (my grandmother was Lebanese). The idea was 
to buy in most food pre-made however costs and supply issues 
were against this. So, I donned my apron and produced the 
following menu:  
Mezze - Hummus, Babaganoush, Olives, Pickles, Dolmades, 
Pita Bread 
Salads - Tunisian Tomatoes, Tabouli, Rainbow Salad (grated 
vegetables - recipe from Yotam Ottolenghi – my favourite food 
writer)) 
Mains - Rice Pilaf, Felafel, Chicken Shawarma, BBQ marinated 
Lamb  
The guests numbered about 80 ranging in age from 1 to 70. I 
over catered as usual however the food was so delicious 
hardly anything was left. I was counting on leftovers to feed the 
stragglers lunch the next day! 
 
(by Sue Elks) 

 
 

Make Your Own Festive 
Decorations Course 
 
On the last four Mondays of Term 4, namely November 7, 14, 
21 and 28, Coffs Harbour U3A will be holding Festive 
Season craft workshops. The venue will be the Toormina 
Community Centre, 171 Toormina Road, Toormina between 
10am and 12 noon. These workshops are DIY in that 
assistance rather than tutorials will be provided. Instruction 
sheets for all manner of things such as elves, baubles, 
lanterns, cards and wrapping paper, wreaths etc will be on 
hand if you need them. 
 
The focus will be on decorative items that can be made 
easily, cheaply and quickly. Available will be natural and 
manufactured materials that are found, recycled and new 
which will give you the opportunity to create something 
unique. Participants will be asked to contribute a nominal 
amount towards the materials provided.  
 
So please enrol today and come along. Bring your own ideas as 
well and perhaps show the group an item that you have enjoyed 
making yourself. 
 
 
Jill Holloway, Course Leader 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Challenge 
 
A short story by Jan Turner 
 
A tsunami of odours swept in on the frigid air: that of unwashed 
clothes, body and feet. Black toes peeped thought the gap in 
his footwear where upper had separated from sole, yet still 
he smiled. Rheumy and bloodshot though they were, his eyes 
retained that familiar spark of mischief as they peeked through 
matted locks. Ragged clothing hung loose, his once robust 
body a desiccated husk since cancer had invaded it last year. 
By his side his faithful Gunter wagged his tail, delighted to see 
Hannah, knowing she would have treats. 
 
Smiling in welcome Hannah embraced the old man, his smell 
didn’t faze her. In a drop-in centre for the homeless you soon 
became inured to all manner of sights, smells and strange 
behaviour. She had been looking out for him for some weeks, 
getting more and more anxious that he hadn’t survived. 
A life on the road took its toll on the hardiest, let alone 
someone pushing eighty.  
 
Hannah and her team had been trying desperately for several 
years to get the old man into a place of his own. At first it was 
the department of housing that had been the obstacle - too 
many homeless, too few places. Two years ago all the stars 
aligned; Oscar was in town and the department had the perfect 
flat. But he had baulked, unwilling to give up a life of freedom 
for real life as he had put it.   
 
The staff and volunteers had all done their best to persuade 
him he would still be free, but memories of stays in homeless 
shelters had coloured his outlook and he wouldn’t give in. 
“Things have improved since you were here last Oscar. We 
now have a new wing with a proper kitchen and medical 
facilities, we can treat you like royalty at last. What would you 
like first, a hot meal or a shower?” 
“Shower and clean clothes if you have them Hannah, my dear. 
Haven’t been able to find anywhere like this for a couple of 
months now and I stink to high heaven, even the dog is 
ashamed to be near me.”  
 
When he emerged a little later the bushman’s beard had gone, 
his hair was now a silver halo around his thinning pate and his 
new clothes made him look much more the bank manager he 
had once been. 
“Human once again, well almost, that shower was heaven.” 
 
Gunter meanwhile had been following Hannah around slavishly 
since devouring a slap-up hot meal. However, the dog was 
favouring his front paw. When he offered Hannah his paw to 
shake she took the chance to make a quick inspection.  
 
. 

 
Her hardy stomach flipped like a tossed 
pancake as the smell of gangrene hit her 
nose. This was a disaster. The dog was 
everything to Oscar, he would be 
devastated if he lost his pal. Smiling 
reassuringly to the old man she called out to 
Cathy. “Oscar’s ready for a feed now, 
Cathy.” 
 
Whilst Oscar was eating Hannah excused 
herself and made a call to a local vet, who 
helped for free one day a week at the 
shelter. He promised to be there in an hour. 
Relieved she sat back, contemplating how 
to break the news to her old friend. Then it 
came, the glimmer of an idea. Oscar would 
do anything for his best mate, even stay put 
in one place if that was what his furry friend 
needed. Now was her chance. A flat had 
come vacant yesterday, she had been trying 
to decide which of the many, deserving 
homeless needed it the most. Oscar with his 
cancer and age was the obvious candidate, 
especially with the weirdly harsh winter they 
were experiencing. Using Gunter’s health as 
the bait she was sure the old man would 
finally agree to give real life a chance, and 
who knew, he might even get to like it. 
 
“Come in come in, Hannah dear. I’ll make 
us a cup of tea. Please sit down.”Gunter 
rushed to the visitor, tail whizzing like a fan, 
seemingly unaffected by his missing leg. 
Looking round the flat Hannah smiled to 
herself. You could eat off the floor quite 
happily here. Glassware twinkled as 
morning sun streamed through spotless 
windows. A year down the track and it was 
obvious the two wanderers were going 
nowhere. Hannah smiled inwardly. Got you! 
she thought 



 

Le Français dès le début 
(French from the start)  

 
By Geoff  Pra t t ,  s tudent ,  “F rench f rom the  Beginn ing”  c lass 
 
With all U3A enrolments there must be myriad back stories on 
what may have been the prompt or driver to embark upon 
something totally new, or to pick up the threads of some aspect 
of our past. For some it may have been on a bucket list, some 
a dramatic life event, others to relive pleasures from the past or 
perhaps as a dementia deterrent. There’s a project for one of 
our retired sociologists!   
 
Aeons ago I studied French at high school. It wasn’t until years 
later when doing the Europe tour thing with family that the 
Gallic filing cabinets up top were called upon. The haughty 
French, particularly the Parisiennes, still had not come to terms 
with their language being mangled in the name of tourist 
dollars. I’m sure I can remember one of my attempts being 
followed by an explosive, ‘Incroyable!’ 
 
So now I find myself in a jolly U3A group doing Bub’s French, 
or as listed, ‘French from the Beginning: Facilitator, Julie Lane’. 
Facilitator indeed.   Julie is the real McCoy Français! Les 
genoux de l’abeille (bee’s knees) as a Professeur, energetic, 
thorough, and flexible with a very ready sense of humour. The 
class meets Wednesday mornings in the Toormina Community 
Centre on Toormina Road – quite a hike from the northern 
beaches for our ‘Facilitator’ Julie (and several other class 
members) plus a complement from Bellingen. However, the 
burning desire to progress our French gets everyone on the 
road for a 9.30ish start and (sort of) provides the warmth 
missing from our cold, cavernous venue these last several 
weeks. Coping mechanisms for the chill vary from the usual to 
blanket wraps, beanies, to male bony knees warmed by the 
learning glow.  As if to protect us, Julie has not yet included the 
word froid (cold) in our vocabulary lists. 
 
The term started with 15 aspiring linguists and has currently 
settled at about that number. Of course, we have the usual 
fluctuation weekly with various absence calls.  Julie quickly had 
everyone at ease about their level of ability in quite a mixed 
experience group. Julie is obviously a believer in the 
‘rhyme/rhythm’ method of pedagogy - the belief that everything 
sticks and flows much better if reinforced through songs. After 
the formal treatment of vocabulary, grammar and 
pronunciation, there we are singing away at another 
song.  There have been quiet mutterings of concern in the 
group about Julie’s apparent fixation upon an old French 
drinking song – verse after verse after verse. This learning 
exercise was given enthusiastic voice at the group’s Term 1 
social event at Cathy’s at Moonee Beach. 
 

 

Gail Green and her gâteau Paris-Brest 

 

Julie Lane Course Leader 

 

Bastille Day Lunch chez Cathy 
 

Bastille Day became the next excuse in 
Term 2 to rattle the rafters with the French 
National anthem, and to celebrate the best 
of French produce, once again generously 
at Cathy’s. We do speak some halting 
French at such events. We do, truly. 
Our next celebration, already in planning 
mode courtesy of Jim and Gail, looks to be 
a great continuation of the friendship and 
enjoyment we regularly experience on a 
Wednesday. 



 

A Moving Feast 

By Robyn Condon  
Student of the Creative Writing course 
 
I saw a column of black ants, snaking back and forth across 
the hot red earth 
Some leaving their anthill to graze and gather, 
Others returning triumphantly, grass seeds held aloft. 
 
An orderly queue of caterpillars, blunt nose to rounded tail, 
Travelling slowly with purpose up a smooth white trunk, 
Heading for who knows where in a huge leafy tree. 
 
A mob of sheep like a bead of mercury, rolling forward, 
shrinking and expanding, oozing and dribbling 
Then ringing and rotating as one, a frantic contorting creature 
Racing in front of expert collies circling in a black and white 
blur. 
 
Cattle slowly stringing, single file, towards a windmill in the 
evening, 
Warily following well-worn pads radiating from the water 
troughs like spokes in a wheel; 
Lining up to drink their fill, then turning and moving out again. 
 
How does a shoal of fish move like a single floating leaf, 
Swimming and swerving, its edges tight 
Swirling and twisting, a three-dimensional droplet 
Silver in a sea-green world. 
 
Squadrons of Magpie Geese, flying cleverly in formation 
across the late afternoon sky, 
Marking the end of their day with raucous honking and calling, 
Seeking the safety of their night-time roosts. 
 
A whirling flash of green, dodging and weaving, 
A team of budgies bunching and landing on a dead branch, 
Then lifting off as one, heading out to fields of grass. 
 
With light leaking above the horizon, sound seeps up the 
creek, 
Distant, then drowning out the dawn chorus, 
A thousand, a million, an endless corella throng passing 
overhead in an endless screeching advance 
Set alight beneath their wings by the still invisible sun. 

 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 

  



Just for a laugh   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Next Edition 

I would like to take this opportunity to encourage all U3A 
members and cours leaders to write an article of any length on 
an experience within or outside our U3A which you think will be 
of interest to our members. We are aiming at one newsletter 
per term so please help out with your submissions.  

 

Send your newsletter articles and images to The Editor, via 
info@coffs.u3anet.org.au 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 


