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MAIN RIDGE BOWLS & 
PÉTANQUE CLUB INC 

                   Special Edition  
                         April Newsletter 2020 

 
 

PRESIDENT'S RAMBLINGS - Bill Shearer 

 

Firstly, a very big thanks to all of you who have so willingly contributed to this newsletter as well as 
the early April edition. In this unprecedented time of restrictions, the Executive Committee was of the 
belief that a more regular newsletter was an important vehicle for communication between members.  

I spend quite a bit of my time at the Club undertaking required greens and grounds maintenance. It 
has been a pleasure to watch the progress of the clubhouse painting which was finished about a week 
ago.  It looks terrific, so bright and clean. I very much look forward to the day we can all gather together 
and celebrate its reopening. I fear that it may still be some months away.  

It never ceases to amaze me that under such arduous restrictions on our movements, how many 
decisions need to be made and questions answered on a daily basis. 

 Where do we walk today and how far? 

 What do we eat tonight and who is in the kitchen? 

 Which day of the week will we do the weekly supermarket run and whose turn is it?  

 Do I wear gloves or not? 

 What's my next project and am I prepared to run the gauntlet at Bunnings? 

 Will I cut my own hair if Raelene refuses to do it? 

 What’s our next Netflix movie? 

 Scrabble, Upwords or Mah-Jong? 

 Will I buy Malcolm's book? 

 Is it time for our first drink? (That's an easy one, answer is always yes.) 

On recent Friday nights Shearers have hosted a Zoom drinks session mainly with pétanque members. 
We have had in excess of 20 attending on each occasion and it's a lot of fun. We are now looking to 
offer the invitation to attend to all members so by the time you read this newsletter you also may 
have participated. Where would we be without the internet? 

Finally, it's difficult to comprehend the extent of the tragedy occurring in places like the USA, UK, 
France, Italy and Spain in particular. As we live through this, I can't think of anywhere else on the 
planet I would want to be living than right here on the Mornington Peninsula.  

Stay safe and cheers for now, Bill 
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The night the Main Ridge sky lit up. – Kevin Wyatt  

 

Kevin’s (Pine) Roots 

It was 9.00pm on Saturday 28th. March. I was relaxing in front of TV. What happened next will be 
etched on my brain forever more. 

The siren on my ‘phone sounded indicating that Main Ridge CFA was being called to action. The 
information said there was a grass and scrub fire in Shands Rd, not far past the Fire Station. I was 
soon driving out the home driveway when in the rear vision mirror, I caught site of something which 
caused the adrenalin to run and the hairs to stand up on the back of my neck. In the distance behind 

me there was a huge pine tree on fire from top to bottom – no Xmas 
Tree has ever looked so spectacular! 

I immediately detoured to find not only was this old dead tree in full 
flight but, in spite of the long, lush green grass, a 20metre fire front was 
heading (slowly) toward my neighbour’s fence with a lovely small B&B 
cottage close by. The fire was not in Shands Road but in Barkers Road, 
at my place! 

I redirected the turn out and was so relieved when the Main Ridge 
tanker extinguished the fire front – right on the boundary. Fence posts 
were scorched. 

By midnight the spot fires had been put out and a certain calmness 
came to the scene. Bets were being taken as to when the tree would collapse. There was potential 
danger for when it crashed to ground and the general feeling was that people would rather stay than 
go home and come back again. 

The other topic of discussion was “how did the tree ignite?” During the day I had burnt out an old 
pine stump which was some 20- 25 metres away from the 
tree with a strong wind blowing away from the tree. The 
grass between the stump and the tree was still green. 
Eventually it was decided that the tree had ignited when 
underground roots from the stump burnt all the way to the 
tree. 

It is now 1.30am and many of the firefighters have 
commandeered fire blankets and are trying to sleep – either 

in the vehicles or on the ground. 
Tea and coffee arrive but the 
tree has still not fallen. At 2.30am a skeleton crew from Main Ridge (Red 
Hill and Rosebud were also in attendance) stayed on and the rest went 
home. The tree eventually fell around 5.00pm on Tuesday 31st March. As 
I write (10/4), it is still burning, safely – 13 days later. 

This is just another example of how lucky the community (or me in this 
case) is to have the services of the CFA and such willing volunteers. 
Eventually I was chastised – for not being in proper uniform. 

 Many thanks to all who helped…… Kevin 
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Hay Drive 2020 update – Ian Troutbeck 
 

People ask, “HAY” what have you been doing since we last met? 

The summer has been very busy for all the hay team.  We have accumulated over 
3200 bales of hay and silage, either donated or baled at a cheap price by Patrick and 
Kylie Morrissey.  This was funded by the very generous support of the Main Ridge 
Bowls and Pétanque fund raiser, locals and businesses in the area, but that is only 
part of the story. 

Chris Jones, Graham and Gabby Findlay and Mike Shaw went up to Corryong to help 
with blaze aid and the Lions Club, winding up burnt fence lines, clearing what was 
left of trees which were dangerous. While up there at the coal face, they found and identified a lot of 
farmers who had been burnt out and were very desperate, so we sent up 32 semi loads of hay, and 
the farmers were just so grateful. 

Now other farmers down in Gippsland who had drought for years, then just to top it off fires as well, 
were also desperate.   While Main Ridge and Red Hill CFA sent many Strike Team Crews down to help 
suppress the fires, there has been 34 semi loads of hay sent with a further 15 or more to go.   The 
grateful feedback from all the farmers, and the truckies who deliver it makes all the effort worthwhile. 

It takes a lot of rounding up 3000 odd bales.  Some farms only have 10 to 15 bales and we cannot get 
a semi-trailer in, so we cart it out by trailer and or tray truck. 

We had 4 distribution centres where there were 
tractors available 24/7 to load the semis and enough 
area to store the hay. It takes a lot of logistics to 
arrange trucks for delivery to farmers, when at the 
same time they are busy transporting livestock from 
fire ravaged areas.  Chris Jones has done a fantastic job 
organizing this. In between a busy water season 
Graeme Prossor has been heading down to Orbost and 
Marlo just to name a couple of towns with 40 bales at 

a time of wonderful Peninsula Hay. 

With all the support from the community, we have been able to subsidize the transport costs as well, 
the value of the hay/ silage is well over $300,000. We tapped in on the Government transport subsidy 
and until the money ran out, we are still able to reduce the cost by about a third. On behalf of the 
farmers of Victoria thank you very much for just being great Australians. 

 

Lee Mellett - Not the bowls report  
 

 STORIES IN THE SAND 2019 – Part 2.  

Jack was a bit of a nasally kid, had been most of his life, and his itchy ear wasn’t helping either; some 
sort of allergy maybe. In the mornings, after camp breakfast and after helping his parents pack the 
tent and sleeping bags and stretchers, he would be allowed to walk off along the road with his parents 
and the other adults until the tour got going again and the five G Wagons making up the expedition 
caught up. It was sometimes several kilometres before they were picked up, and he was a good walker, 
so everyone said, and he loved seeing the animal prints in the dusty road. His dad had called them 
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“stories in the sand”. He tried to unravel the little stories: camel prints, big ones and little ones, were 
they front and rear or mum and baby. Someone had said that 
the aboriginals called them ’little fella bums’, and it was easy to 
see why. Also dingo prints wandering on and off the road, 
sometimes stopping to sniff the bush; tiny prints close together, 
sometimes with a line down the middle, rodents and lizards, he 
was told. Sometimes you could see many prints together, dingo 
paw prints, scratching and scuff marks, as if a fight had occurred, 
and it probably had. 

 So the time passed quickly, but sometimes he also thought about maybe getting lost or left behind 
and then the inevitable starving to death. Each day there was a seat rotation and he had agreed to be 
part of that and get to meet new people, so sometimes his parents would be picked up first and he 
would be left to await his particular vehicle. One morning the G Wagon that he was supposed to ride 
in that day, didn’t stop for him. He didn’t panic because he knew there were more to come and he 
hailed the next truck who radioed ahead to the really embarrassed driver, who had to turn her truck 
around and come back for him. He couldn’t help wondering what would have happened if it had been 
the last truck and his anxiety increased a bit. 

The tour historian sometimes read stories from the past and Jack had noted that there seemed two 
different approaches to the exploration of the deserts; one approach was to attempt a direct crossing 
of the thousand or so sand dunes, which led to exhaustion for both animals and men, and finally dying 
of starvation or thirst. The second was a more conservative approach of travelling along the swales 
between dunes until a less steep crossing could be found. This was far less exhausting but very time 
consuming which led to running out of supplies and finally death by starvation or thirst. He hoped that 
his method of following the road and relying on the G Wagons was less likely to lead to death by 
starvation or thirst, although he was now less sure. 

Nights in the Desert were sometimes bitterly cold, especially after a day in the mid 30’s, and Jack 
sometimes, not often, needed a wee in the middle of the night. He shared a tent with Josie, who never 
seemed to need to get up in the middle of the night, and was always soundly asleep whenever he 
awoke. Jack noticed that no matter how hard he tried to unzip the tent quietly, he always managed 
to wake his mum and dad who slept in a tent nearby, and then they would call out and worry about 
him heading off to the toilet on his own and waiting awake until his return. It was rather embarrassing 
and he felt certain all the other campers knew exactly what was going on. This was a problem that 
needed solving and Jack liked solving problems. Jack had two water bottles, he kept one in the tent 
for a big drink first thing on waking, and he would pack it away in the clothes case each morning when 
they were packing up; the other he took on walks. He decided one was enough and so after making 
his sandwich lunch that morning, he borrowed one of the water-based marker pens used to mark the 
sandwich bags, and drew a small unobtrusive D on one of his bottles, for drink, and a P on the other. 

That same night, when he wanted to go to the toilet, he instead, using the little head torches they had 
been provided with, took the empty water-bottle marked P, carefully unscrewed the wide neck, and 
found he could pee in there without disturbing anyone. He screwed the top on tightly and put that 
bottle well away from the one marked D.  He then slept soundly but, in the morning, remembered a 
strange dream where he was flying with Josie on his back, and they eventually landed on a bloodwood 
tree where Josie got off and told him to piss off. 

Josie didn’t actually sleep through Jack’s nightly sojourns, but she kept very quiet and pretended to 
be asleep. Jack getting up and going outside the tent never disturbed her unduly, and it was quite 
comforting to hear mum or dad call out to Jack, but this night she heard Jack fussing around inside the 
tent and peeked quickly to see what he was doing. Wish I could do that, she thought. Then, when Jack 
was sound asleep again, she put on her little head torch, picked up the bottle marked P and with a 
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wet finger rubbed out the leg of the P, then with a marker, which just happened to be lying around in 
the tent, added a small leg to the D on other bottle. She swapped the places where Jack had placed 
them. She soon fell asleep, but was disturbed by a strange dream where she was biting a tree trunk. 

 

 Pétanque   
    

Les reports from his bunker that all is well and he has 
endeavoured to try some shooting practice on the lawn.  
To date he feels his results have been rather woeful. He is 
concerned about the need for mulching around the piste, 
so once we regain our freedom expect a rallying call!  

Rick and Carole also wrote, “ As is our usual practice, on 
Friday afternoons, we will be playing pétanque, but on this 
occasion, in our little park in front of our house, from about 5.00 until drinks 
time when we will be joining in the Zoom meeting”.  We play very 
aggressively!” Bill and Raelene practice on the dirve with more success.  

Bill and Sue tried to follow these stawarts but it does not work in the long 
grass. Bill points out you are meant to overcome any obstacles in Pétanque 
and searching for the cochonnet is part of the game. He espouses it is a good 

time to let nature take it’s course, hence the grass remains uncut.  

                                   

Keeping Fit in times of Sloth - Pilates 2gether 
 

New Pétanque member Liz Chambers has an innovative way to stay fit; Pilates 2gether is all about 
community and working 2gether. Carolyn and Liz, co-owners, are old friends 
who met in Port Macquarie at Carolyn’s Pilates Studio.  They never thought 
they would come together again in Melbourne but they did and Pilates 
2gether was started.   

Currently their base is a small studio in Albert Park but they hope to open in 
Main Ridge one day. Because of Covid-19 they are now running mat classes 
online using Zoom. There are many classes available for all levels. If there is 
enough interest, they will can start a senior’s class! That way everyone can 
keep moving even in lockdown. Pilates will help keep you fit and strong 
physically and mentally. 

Jump on the website www.pilates2gether.com and read more about the 
online activities and you’ll find some short videos with tips and tricks. Just click Book Now to register 
for a class. 

 
 

 

Thou shalt not bother 
your partner. 
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Social Activities Group  (SAG) 

 

Please support our sponsors who have generously supported us in the past 
 

 
 Johnny Ripe is operating only from The Epicurean, at 165 SHOREHAM RD, RED HILL SOUTH. On the 

menu are a selection of their famous yummy pies both savoury and sweet, 
family size & individual as well as a family sized Lasagne.  
From the epicurean menu, the perfect wood fire piazzas are still firing up 
and a children’s menu is also available.  Check out the full range on 
https://order.hungryhungry.com/redhillepicurean/menu 

Pick up times available on the website.  
 
Pier 10:  Sadly the restaurant has had to close its doors during these days of self- 
isolation but they are able to deliver to you essential wine!! Open 12-4pm 
Saturday/Sunday for wine sales or call Craig 03 59898849 or 0400522007 if you are 
unable to visit you can also e mail cellar@pier10wine.com.au 
 
Max’s Restaurant – Friday night fish + chips start THIS Friday!  Max is back in action and kicking off 
with the very popular fish and chip Fridays in takeaway format, starting this week. Simply call ahead 

to place your order any weekday between 12pm + 5pm (or 7pm on Fridays) 
and pick up at a specified timeslot on Friday between 5pm and 8pm. Menu:- 
 
                            beer battered fish + chips  $15 
                  our famous charcoal prawns + chips  $15 

                                                                         kids chicken + chips  $8 
 
Max has a special lunch menu on offer for Mother’s Day and starting this Monday (27.4.20), they 
will offer a new ‘at home’ menu available for pick up. Call 03 5931 0177  
 
Cellar door and pantry, 141 Shoreham Rd, Red Hill South VIC 3937 Redhill, 
remains open offering their famous take away coffee as well as fresh produce, 
delicatessen counter, supermarket goods and a specialist wine store. 
 
Peninsula Meats:  just to remind you, are fully operational 7 days a week, check website for 
opening times at 6/18 Henry Wilson Dr, Capel Sound VIC 3940 
 
10 minutes by tractor    Each month Martin Spedding curates a selection of a dozen wines picked 

out for you by his expert team accompanied by tasting materials, food pairings and 
interactive tools to bring the Ten Minutes by Tractor experience home to you. Join 
wine makers Imogen Dillon and Martin at 5pm on Friday, 1 May  for a tasting 
on Instagram Live where they'll be tasting the wines and answering all of your 
questions. (click on link to join their Instagram account). 
 

 
Pig & Whistle, Sadly the local pub has had to temporarily close its doors due to the Covid 19 
restrictions. We will let you know when they are open for business.  
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SAGS Recipe corner by Christine Mammama – Sourdough starter  

 
 

     
 

At the heart of a great sourdough loaf is a healthy starter.  Rumour has it they are finicky, fussy things, but really, it’s 
all a matter of a little knowledge and a small amount of regular attention.  As a sourdough baker of a mere 3 years, I 
am far from being an expert, but I can honestly say building a starter from scratch is the perfect way to learn what 
makes it tick, while you capture the wild yeasts unique to your own environment and enable them to raise a loaf of 
bread. 

To keep it simple I have built this starter totally from 
white bread flour “Simply No Knead” brand with a 
protein content of 11.8%. It won’t matter too much 
if you have to use a different flour although the 
process may take a little longer.   You will need 2 
straight sided jars or even a couple of water glasses 
as long as they can hold 250ml, a scale, flour & water 
plus a stirrer (I use a knife) and something to cover 
the jar during the ongoing fermentation process. 
 

DAY 1 - Measure 40g flour into one jar and add to 
this 60g of tepid water.  Stir thoroughly, scrape the 
sides of the jar as cleanly as you can then sit a lid on 
top but don’t tighten it.  Leave it on your kitchen 
bench for 24 hours. 
 

DAY 2 - Measure 30g of the mixture from day 1 into 
the second jar and add 40g flour plus 50g tepid 
water.  Stir & scrape down as before, cover and 
leave for 24 hours.  Discard the remaining mixture in 
the first jar and wash it ready for future use. 
 

DAYS 3 and 4 - Repeat as for day 2. 
 

DAY 5 - There may be some changes in your mixture 
by now similar to those indicated in the 
corresponding images. If not, don’t despair, it may 
just need a little more time.  We are now going to 
refresh our mix twice a day at 12 hourly intervals.  
Measure 30g of day 4 mixture into the clean jar and 
add 40g flour plus 50g water.  Mix as before, cover 
and leave for 12 hours.  
 

DAYS 6 and 7 - Repeat as for day 5. 
 

The bakers amongst us know flour is challenging to find at the moment so for this exercise 1kg should be enough to 
create the starter and a small loaf and hopefully things will get back to normal soon.  NOTE: It is not necessary to 
continue using bread flour for regular starter maintenance, any plain flour will keep it going, just try to keep it as 
consistent as possible.   

You should have a predictable mixture now reacting 
to regular feedings by rising and bubbling with a 
sweet yeasty aroma.  This is due to the arrival of 
microbes feeding on the sugars in the fresh flour. 
You will also notice the structure is different as well 
when transferring mixture from one jar to another.  
It will be stretchy and glutinous more like a wet 
dough.  
For now we will continue our 2 feeding schedule per 
day but we will change the ratios slightly to reflect a 
standard 100% hydrated starter as this is what most 
recipes will require. 
 

DAY 8-12 - Measure out 30g of the mixture from the 
previous day and add 30g flour and 30g water.  Mix 
thoroughly, cover and leave for 12 hours.  Your 
starter, at this point, may rise and fall over the 12 
hours.  This means it has used all the energy available 
and like a hungry teenager, requires more.  Now is a 
good opportunity for observation as when your 
starter can double in size over a 6-8 hour period you 
will know it is strong enough to raise bread.  Put a 
rubber band around the jar to mark the level at 
refreshment so you can see the growth. 
 

I was able to use 60g of this new starter for a loaf of 
bread on day 12 and then I reverted back to 24 
hourly refreshments for the next couple of days 
before going to a maintenance program of 
refreshing every 4-5 days and keeping it in the fridge.  
The starter will still grow in the fridge but at a much 
slower rate therefore using a lot less flour if you just 
want to bake once a week. 
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Slowing down – with NO rules - Louise Appleby of Mainly Sewing. 
 
As the operator of a craft retreat, I am privileged to be able to observe many very talented guests and 
their varied creative pursuits when they stay at Mainly Sewing.  This results in me having very itchy 
fingers to try many of the crafts I see, from miniature patchwork to scrapbooking and even refreshing 
my dressmaking skills from years ago. 
 
However, what has really captured my imagination lately is “slow stitching”.  No, that doesn’t mean it 
takes forever or that it is so difficult that you must only proceed cautiously!  Rather it is a rhythmic 
hand stitching method (using a simple stab stitch) of creating an artwork or practical item with vintage 
and upcycled fabric.   
 
A few months ago, I attended a workshop by Lisa Mattock (www.foragebylisamattock.com.au) and 
knew I was in the right place when her class began with the statement, “There are no rules in this 
class”.  So, I have fallen in love with this imprecise, non-traditional, heritage approach to sewing where 
fabrics are layered on top of each other to form a textured arrangement.  This can then be further 
embellished - think lace, old mother of pearl buttons and even some simple embroidery and raw edge 
applique. 
 
As a new member of the Embroiderer’s Guild of Victoria, Flinders group, an organisation that prides 
itself on education, I am using some of my newly acquired skills to 
add further embellishment to the piece I began in the original Lisa 
Mattock workshop. 
 
For me this is a form of mindfulness and it also satisfies my hunger 
for creativity.  I’m not on my own with this. Around the world this 
concept of slow stitching to create something new and beautiful from 
upcycled materials has developed a strong following.  Just do an 
internet search to see what I’m talking about!  
When things get back to normal again, we hope to have Lisa at Mainly Sewing for some workshops.  
Personally, I can’t wait, but, in the meantime, I’ll keep experimenting and learning with this 
wonderfully creative, mediative escape and just savour….. NOT following any rules! 
 

 Mahjong – Sue Brown & Carole Schmoll 
 

Wikipedia blithely informs us that Mah-jong began in the Qing dynasty in China, but since that reign 
of monarchs spans over 250 years ending in 1911, it hardly tells us much about Mah-jong’s social 
beginnings.  It would be fair enough to assume that a form of tile game has been around for centuries 
and has only really came to light in the west, when Europeans began to infiltrate the Chinese mainland. 
The modern game of Mah-jong has a basic set of 144 tiles with Chinese characters and symbols, but 
there are many variations.  The American version, for example, has 152 tiles, including ‘jokers’ which 
makes play and scoring unique. The rules are laid down by the National Mah-jongg league (NML) and 
the American Mah-Jongg Association (AMJA).  
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Isolation Station  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Drug Repurposing in the era of COVID - A market failure needing leadership 
and Government investment.  A discussion paper by  Jock Macmillan 
Don’t be overwhelmed by the complex technical nature of the title of this manuscript. It was published 
in the latest issue of the Medical Journal of Australia on the 6th April. Its authors are: Jennifer Martin, 
Chair of Clinical Pharmacology at the University of Newcastle; and Nikola Bowden, a Molecular 
Biologist at the same university. The manuscript’s contents are highly relevant to current and future 
aspects of the current COVID pandemic in Australia. 

Drug repurposing is the process of identifying new uses for approved drugs outside of the scope of 
the original intended or approved medical use. The authors provide two examples. The most famous 

DIY Hand Sanitizer  

 
1 Cup of Alcohol (leave the 
vodka for other occasions, use 
either, Methylated spirits or 
isopropyl alcohol (rubbing 
alcohol)  
2.Teaspoon of Tea Tree Oil 
3.Teaspoons of Glycerine 

Mix together and put in a spray 
bottle.  

Don’t use too much as it ruins 
your hands! 

Courtesy: Shannon Lush.  

 

For those who want to wear face 
masks, learn how to make your 
own: Carole Schmoll recommends: 

How to SEW a Medical FACE MASK 
// TUTORIAL - YouTube 
 

Can  you help ?  
These are challenging times for many in our community and 
Vinnies Kitchen are receiving calls for help from many people, 
due to the restrictions, who are new to the hardship of 
unemployment. Unemployment has doubled from 5 to 10% 
and of those many will struggle to return to full employment. 

 Vinnies program www.acnc.gov.au/charity/ and Splash 
program www.mpf.org.au/projects-splash/are the only 2 
outreach programs operating on the foreshore at present. 
Vinnies has lost the cash injection from their Op shops as they 
are closed in response to Covid 19 regulations and during 
these times the Supermarkets have less food to donate to 
their cause. They would be grateful for any financial donation; 
please go to the website to see what they do and how you can 
help.  
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one involves the drug Thalidomide which was first marketed in 1957as a sedative, especially during 
pregnancy. It was withdrawn in 1961 because of its teratogenic effects in over 15,000 children. 
Australian research featured prominently in this latter process. Thirty years later, its angiogenic 
actions were discovered and applied in some cancer treatment, especially multiple myeloma.  

The second example involves Viagra. It was originally developed and prescribed to relieve the 
symptoms of angina. Its use in treating erectile dysfunction was an incidental discovery. Within three 
years, nearly 8 million men in the USA were taking it and it was earning Pfizer US$1.5 billion (I hadn’t 
realised that angina was so common in the US !!). Although the repurposing of a drug takes less time 
and less funding than developing a new drug from scratch, it must still complete rigorous testing 
protocols and comprehensive efficacy and toxicity trials to ensure as much as possible that no adverse 
side effects are unexpectedly reported.  

Nowhere is this more apparent than Donald Trump’s stockpiling of hydroxychloroquine. As well as 
leading to acute shortages of this drug for chronic treatment of several autoimmune conditions in 
Australian patients, his actions have heightened unrealistic expectations. The authors provide results 
of recent and current trials that have shown no beneficial effects of this drug when used with COVID 
patients. The dosages required were within its toxicity range. Two antivirals used with HIV that have 
also received positive reports in the media now have clinical trial results that show them to be 
ineffective with COVID and also cause toxicity. Worse, the design of the trial in the latter study was 
not “based on sound biology, immunology, pharmacology and clinical pharmacology”. 

Successfully repurposing a drug (or drugs) that “cured” COVID will likely be serendipitous. Instead, one 
that attenuated symptoms and/or ameliorated morbidity would reduce pressures on the limited 

accessibility of ICU’s. Such a drug could allow the “herd 
effect” associated with the high proportions of 
asymptomatic and mild symptom patients to be utilised as 
the country moves out of social isolation measures. This is 
the case with the possibilities around regulating an enzyme 
called ACE2 (angiotensin-converting enzyme). ACE2 is 
substantially increased in patients with type 1 and type2 
diabetes when they are treated with ACE2 inhibitors. This 
may increase their susceptibility to the effects of COVID 
infection. This is likely because human pathogenic 
coronaviruses bind to their target cells through ACE2 which 
is expressed by cells in the lung, intestine, kidney and blood 

vessels. 

A series of carefully designed double blind trials has recently commenced utilising drugs to upregulate 
ACE2, the reverse effect of the down regulators used with some diabetes and hypertension patients. 
Each trial utilises pairs of drugs with combined effects based on drug-gene signatures. One of the drugs 
in one pairing is melatonin, a simple hormone controlling waking and sleeping in everyday life. The 
authors show their hand when they write: the results of the 7-day treatments are awaited with 
excitement.  

Even if their positive outlook is vindicated, there will still need to be an ongoing series of trials to 
ensure that every single criterium related to drug efficacy and safety is addressed conclusively. The 
manuscript is described as a “pre-print” in the current issue of the Medical Journal of Australia and 
has “open access”. It can be downloaded as a pdf from the journal’s website. 
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Poets Corner – by Robert Hudson  

 

The man in the mirror 

I look into the mirror and expect to see my face 

But there is always another one that appears there in its place 

I know that I am forty, at least on the inside 

A handsome lad with a head of hair and very clear blue eyes 

 

So who is he, this tired old man who now gets in the way 

Every time I look for me, why does he have to stay 

Please move aside and let me in, this handsome younger man 

Age before beauty should not apply; you’re not part of my plan 

 

My doctor damns me with faint praise, as if to set the stage 

“I must say that you’re in good shape, for someone of your age” 

So let me think, how could this be, has time just played a trick 

I know that time for no man waits, but why is it so quick! 

 

How long ago was I a child?  My memory is clear 

Not so long it seems to me, it’s only yester-year 

From schoolboy to apprentice, and then to adult male 

I joined the Merchant Navy, around the world to sail 

 

I met a girl and then I wed, and she is still my wife 

We travelled to Australia to seek a better life 

we have a lovely daughter, now with children of her own 

our grand-daughter is at Uni, so time must have flown 

 

So I’ll go back to the mirror, to have another look 

And try to get inside the face, which reads just like a book 

He’s had a life that’s full of joy, he’s healthy and well fed 

with family and friends around, complaints are best unsaid. 
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We Are All Writers – On Getting Started by Andrea Gillies 
 
 
On Keeping Going...while remembering to look back. 
 
Hello Scribblers! A short intro this week due to space in the newsletter. Possibly the hardest thing 
about writing is persevering because not only do you have to learn to silence your inner critic each 
time you write, you then have to slap that critic around a bit, wake them up, shake them into action 
and ask them to get on with it and preferably with a chainsaw. That is, don't be shy about ripping 
into your own work to make it better and don't take it personally when others edit you - it is all to 
make the writing better and never personal. I remember listening to author Toni Jordan speak about 
the first time she was edited by a publishing house; there were so many red marks on her first page 
she could barely read the text - and that was her first novel 'Addition' which is perfect. 
 
The reason it is perfect - an editor. 
 

 Episode 2 of 'The Neverending Soap' – Anonymouse  
 
She heard the clatter of heavy boots on the steps leading onto her balcony from the garden.  She saw 
two large male figures appear at the end of the balcony and heard a voice saying, ‘I’ll kill the little 
bugger. He knows better than to put a target up on the fence.  If he’s broken a window, then he can 
bloody well pay for it”.  The footsteps and the voice stopped suddenly when the men saw her in the 
shadows. 
 
“Hello,” the leader said, “Sorry to barge in but my bloo…, sorry, my nephew was using his .22 rifle in 
our garden.  I was worried that he may have caused some damage to your unit”. 
 
As he approached, she looked down again at the blood and he saw it at the same time. 
 
“Holy moly, have you been injured?” he said. 
 
“I think so” she said.  “I’m bleeding” 
 
The second man pushed to the front and said, “I’m a Paramedic, let me have a look”. 
 
The wound was high on her left chest, just above the modest neckline of her summer dress.  He took 
a quick glance, “I need to wash my hands.  Can I use your kitchen and do you have any medical 
supplies?” 
 
By now she was panicking and started to get up.  
 
 “Please stay there - I can manage the injury more easily if you remain seated”.  
 
She sat down. “The First Aid kit is in the white cupboard next to the fridge, please hurry”. 
 
He disappeared for a few moments and returned with the first aid kit.  “Let’s see what’s happened”. 
 



13 
 

He swabbed her chest with disinfectant and peered at the wound.  It was still bleeding but not 
profusely. 
 
“There is a nasty contusion and the skin is broken, but there is no sign of the .22 bullet.  It would have 
lost velocity as it travelled through the trees and not penetrated very deeply; sort of glanced off your 
chest.” 
 
At that moment he lifted his eyes away from the wound and looked at her for the first time, slightly 
embarrassed,“Er um, I’m Mike and this is Peter.  How are you feeling now?” 
 
 “Hello Mike – and Peter. I’m feeling a little better and am relieved that I’m not dying.  I’m Nicole and 
thankyou both for coming to my rescue”. 
 
The men acknowledged her comments with a smile and a nod.  The issue of the rifle shot and her 
wound was, for a moment, put to one side. Mike turned to Peter and asked him if they could have a 
private word and they both walked to the end of the veranda.  Nicole could hear muffled voices as 
they whispered to each other and at one time the volume increased to a stage-whisper and she heard 
‘not a chance’.  The conversation stopped and the men returned. 
  
Mike looked embarrassed. “We have a few options on how we treat your injury and they are, firstly I 
can dress the wound and come back on a regular basis to make sure everything is ok; secondly we can 
go to the local doctor’s surgery and have him look at it; or we can go to the Base Hospital in the next 
town.” 
 
“Our main problem,” added Peter sheepishly, “Or more accurately my problem, is that if you go to the 
doctor or the hospital, they will have to report this to the police and that will escalate into something 
massive.  You know, discharging a firearm in a built-up area and all that kind of stuff.  My nephew will 
be deep in the s…”  He stopped the sentence there, but she knew the meaning. 
 
She stood up slowly and faced the two men, with her chin in her hand and a serious look on her face. 
Nicole wanted to say, “From my experience of working in a solicitor’s office, if we do not report this to 
the Police, we will be conspiring to pervert the course of justice.  Is that what you are asking me to 
do?” 
 
Then she looked in Mike’s face. He was a complete stranger and she didn’t know anything about him 
except that he was a paramedic but she wasn’t in the habit of letting strangers into her home. 
 
“Maybe we could meet regularly somewhere else and you could check up on me there.” 
 
“Do you play Pétanque?  
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Brainiac 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

For the tough amongst you, Lee Mellett has sent in another teaser.  

A Bishop was visiting his old friend the vicar and the vicar was showing the bishop around the parish. 
They came upon three bell ringers and the bishop remarked that they seemed an unusual age and 
asked the vicar how old they were. 
The vicar said, “Well I know you like puzzles, so I’ll tell you that the product of their ages is 2450, and 
the sum of their ages is twice your age”. 
The bishop thought for a while and said, “I can’t work it out”. 
The vicar said, “Well if I tell you that I am older than any of you, does that help”? 
The bishop then said, “Yes I can now work it out”. 
Our problem is, how old is the vicar? 
 
 

 

Answers: Easter Bumper edition  

The  ZEBRA belongs to the Japanese in the green house 5:    

House 1 House 2 House 3 House 4 House 5 

Yellow  Blue  Red White Green 

Norwegian  Australian  Englishman  Spaniard  Japanese  

Water Tea Milk Orange Juice Coffee 

Kool Viscount Phillip Morris  Craven A Marlborough 

Budgie Horse  Tortoise Dog ZEBRA 

 

Unscrambled words using the letters  ‘easter’:  6 letter words: aretes  easter  eaters  reseat  seater  teaser  5 letter words made by 
unscrambling the letters in easter arete  aster  eater  erase  ester  rates  reest  resat  reset  saree  setae  stare  steer  stere  tares  tears  
tease  terse  trees       4 letter words made by unscrambling the letters in easter ares  arts  ates  ears  ease  east  eats  eras  erst  etas  rase  
rate  rats  rees  rest  rete  rets  sate  sear  seat  seer  sera  sere  seta  star  tare tars  tear  teas  tees  tree  tres  tsar 

Wingdings : Turkey, China, Oman, Quatar. Japan.  

 

Football 

 
Find words of four or more 

letters from the 
word above. 

 
18 words – good 

22 words - very good 
26 words – excellent 

 

What disease are 
these: 

Q1: ⚫     

Q2:       

Q3:        

Q4:      

Q5:          

Q6:         

 

Name the movie. 

1.      

2.          

3.      

4.             

5.           

6.         
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Groupies by Michael Horan 

  

TEST cricketers, or any recognisable elite sportsmen for that matter, were subjected to the rock star 
style attention of the social animal known as the Groupie. 

Some players exploited it, others despised it, but the class acts dealt with it with politeness and good 
humour. 

Three cases in point come to mind where I was present and able to enjoy the moment.  

The first was in the Australian summer of 1985 when the West Indies was on tour. We were in 
Launceston for a three-day game between the tourists and Tasmania as part of the build-up to the 
upcoming Test series. 

Having been in the Caribbean only nine months earlier I had become very familiar and friendly with 
many of the West Indian players, the captain Clive Lloyd and towering fast bowler Joel Garner, to 
name two. 

It was a bit of a tradition to go out for a drink and good night out at the end of each match before 
jumping on a plane the following morning and heading off to the next city for the next match. 

On this occasion Clive Lloyd and I shared a cab and entered a nightclub in Launceston called City Limits 
and he promptly bought me a beer.  

Within minutes an attractive (but as it turned out not very bright) young woman sidled up with a view 
to chat up the famous skipper. As it unfolded it becoming glaringly obvious that while very pretty, she 
had an IQ lower than Glenn McGrath’s batting average. 

“You’re Clive Lloyd, the cricketer, aren’t you,” she gushed, to which Clive politely affirmed. 

She then turned to me and asked: “who are you?” 

Before I could respond Clive piped up: “This is Michael, my brother. 

“Oh really! She said. , “Pleased to meet you. Older or younger.” 

Soon after, with polite smiles we happily excused ourselves and moved on 

The second occasion was three or four years later when Garner was playing with South Australia in 
the Sheffield Shield competition and I was covering the game against Victoria. 

The night it finished the SA skipper, the late David Hookes, Garner and I went out to a bar called the 
Grentfell Tavern for a beer. 

A buxom blonde who had somehow jammed her size 16 torso into a size 12 
dress approached Joel with obvious predatory intent and struck up a 
conversion. 

 

Joel is a 203 cm or  6” 8”  mountain of a man with an impossibly deep voice 
and wonderful smile. 

We saw the evidence of both when after several minutes of lustful flirting she 
asked: “Tell me, is it true … are you … well, you know … are you in 
proportion?” 
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Joel’s face split into that magnificent grin, as he replied heartily: “No M’am, not at all. If I were in 
proportion I’d be eleven feet tall!” 

I swear she swooned. 

The final experience was in Canberra after Bob Hawke’s Prime Minister’s X! match, which was held 
during the Australia day weekend.  

As fate would have it my birthday is on January 24, while the then Australian captain Kim Hughes and 
all-rounder Simon O’Donnell were two days later on the 26th. 

 So  on Australia Day the three of us celebrated with dinner in a local restaurant before going on to 
the Private Bin nightclub for a drink  to toast the fact I had turned 33, Kim 31 and the youngster 
O’Donnell, 22. 

Suffice to say we had had a few when three ladies made themselves known. As usual I watched with 
interested the efforts to charm a celebrity. One was all over Kim, another had zeroed in on Simon, 
which left the poor third girl talking to me. 

“I recognise the other two, but who are you,’’ she enquired. 

“Well,” I said, “If you can’t tell, I’m not going to tell you. You’ll just have to work it out.” 

For the next two hours the six of us drank, laughed, danced and actually had a really good night, all 
the while this particular cajoling, pleading, encouraging to reveal which star Australian cricketer I was. 

There were invitations to “kick on” at one the girls’ places, which (truthfully) were politely declined.  

But before leaving the lass asked me one last time clearly needing a name to be able to tell her friends 
down the track. 

“OK, I said.” “I’m Michael Horan, a journalist from Melbourne. I don’t play cricket; I write about it.” 

The response: “You bastard,” she blurted. “How dare you waste my time.” 

Indeed, how dare. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Leisure lockdown  
Raelene has been busy stretching her brain with a jigsaw puzzle of 
the Rialto Bridge, anyone else joining in this pastime? It does seem 
to have the added bonus of revisiting all those places you have 
been to, because  it may be a little time before we get to travel 
again.   
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Meet the Committee – Robert Hudson Secretary 
 

I was born in a snow-covered Petersfield, Hampshire in January 1945. The Second World War was still 
raging, although I knew nothing of this.  Growing up in Portsmouth with food 
rationing and the residual effects of the war had a strong influence on my attitudes 
toward life and living. 

I went to the standard primary schools and then up to year 10 attended the 
Technical High School.  I then started an apprenticeship as a Fitter and Turner, with 
Tertiary Education at Highbury College for 5 years. 

After I graduated from my apprenticeship, I was looking for something more 
exciting and I joined P&O as an Engineering Officer and spent 2 years sailing the 
world on the SS Orsova and then on a general cargo ship, the MV Patonga.  On the 
Orsova I met a young Dee Morrow and the rest, as they say, is history.  

After leaving the Merchant Navy I worked in a number of engineering jobs in Surrey, near where Dee 
and her family lived.  Dee and I were married in 1969 and our daughter Samantha Marie was born the 
following year.  I was still working as a fitter and turner but I needed something different.   

The Police were recruiting so I joined the Metropolitan Police in 1970 and served as Constable in the 
Clapham and Brixton area.  You may know of the miner’s strikes; the power outages and the 3 day 
working weeks that occurred in 1973.  It was appalling, so Dee, Sam and I applied to emigrate to 
Australia on the assisted passage scheme, we were accepted and set sail for Australia in July 1974. It 
was the best thing we ever did. 

I immediately joined the Victoria Police and attended the training college at the ‘Monastery’ at Glen 
Waverly to make the transition from English law to Australian law.  I graduated as Dux of the squad, 
but despite this I did not feel that the Victorian antipathy to Police (so different from being a London 
Bobby) was suited to me, so I sought other opportunities.   

I was lucky enough to be selected to join NCR as a trainee salesman in 1975, selling mechanical and 
the NEW electronic accounting machines. Wow!  Following this I spent most of my working life in the 
computer industry in sales and consulting roles. 

In 1982, while working with Olivetti in Melbourne I was offered the position of Branch Manager in 
Brisbane and spent 3 months flying in and out of Brisbane until we moved to Brisbane in August.  
Olivetti ran into operational problems around the end of 1982 and I was headhunted for a position 
with Burroughs in Brisbane. 

In late 1988 Burroughs offered me the role of Manager, Health Care Services in Melbourne. We had 
never intended to stay in Brisbane so long and as this offer coincided with our daughter’s completion 
of year 12, we took the opportunity to move back to Melbourne. We bought an Edwardian house in 
Ivanhoe and I spent many hours renovating it. At the end of 1988 I took a totally different career 
direction, taking up a partnership with my brother, and two other partners in a newsagency in South 
Melbourne.  You might remember Paul Keating and the “recession we had to have” and 17% interest 
rates.   This was a hostile environment for running a business, so we moved on after only 18 months. 

I was fortunate to get back into the computer industry, joining Tandem Computers, working mainly in 
the banking sector, then I had another stint with NCR (now part of AT&T), again working in the Banking 
and Finance sectors where we secured a global contract with ANZ supplying and managing all their 
ATM’s globally. A long-time friend offered me a position with DMR consulting and there I worked 
mainly on Y2K projects for many companies. 

Our granddaughter Jessica Frances was born in 1997 and her parents married in 1999, they had met 
while travelling in Europe. In 2001 our son-in-law James was offered a 2 year contract in Amsterdam 
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so our only granddaughter moved across the world!!  This led to us travelling to Holland and Europe 
a lot as his contract was extended and they spent 7 years there. 

After leaving DMR I joined Siemens Business Services (SBS) and spent over a year developing and 
implementing the Amcor IT Outsourcing Contract worth A$220 million over 5 years - signed in June 
2001.  My biggest sale ever! 

Samantha and her family were returning to Australia after 7 years in Holland. They had decided they 
wanted to live Bayside (as most of their friends lived there). So we sold the Ivanhoe property and 
rented a large house in Sandringham to allow Sam and her family to live with us for a short time when 
they settled back in Australia. 

Dee had retired in 2007 and with lots of prompting from her I asked for and was granted a 6-month 
career break, so we planned the big overseas trip for 2008.  On the evening of my penultimate day in 
the office I was told by HR that despite the agreement with senior management, I did 
not have a job to come back to. I was told I could apply for any suitable positions that 
were open when I got back.  Needless to say, I did not return to work at Optus. 

We spent a wonderful 6 month travelling in Europe, we sailed in the Greek Islands 
and Turkish coast, visited Turkey, Italy, France, took a river boat trip from Budapest 
to Amsterdam and stayed a while with family there, caught up with family and friends 
in the UK. It was a wonderful trip.  

When we returned home, I took a part-time position with another long-time friend at 
a small IT Company and spent 4 years working with a great team.  At the same time 
we bought a house in East Brighton and lived there for 5 years.   

In 2014 I retired and started a new phase of my life.  We had always loved the Peninsula so in August 
2015 we moved here and bought a house in Waterfall Gully Road.  Very soon after we had moved in 
we were lucky enough to meet Kerri and Graeme Flockart who introduced us to the Main Ridge 
community, first the Arthurs Seat Probus group, then the Main Ridge Bowls Club which was just 
merging with the Red Hill Pétanque Club at the time.  Dee took up the role of Director, Property 
Maintenance for the newly merged club in the first year and the next year I became the club Secretary.  
The use of Information Technology for the club has been a key outcome. 

My ‘likes’ include woodwork and DIY jobs around the house; music of most types; reading thrillers and 
mysteries; Science Fiction of all descriptions; Science facts across a range of subjects but especially 
about the universe, black holes, etc.; Poetry (when the mood takes me); and watercolour painting 
(classes at U3A);  Good food and good wine.  Manchester United since 1958; Collingwood since 1974 
and the Australian Cricket team since 1988. 

 

Meet the club members 

Mark and Louise 

Just over 2 years ago Mark and Louise packed up their farm and left behind 525 acres of cropping land, 
3,000 olive trees and a patchwork quilter’s retreat operating from an historic 1860’s bluestone 
homestead. 

With a convoy of removalist trucks, they moved south to Main Ridge and set about re-establishing the 
patchwork and quilter’s retreat, now called Mainly Sewing, and settling into beautiful green surrounds 
of the local area and cooler climate.   
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While both Mark and Louise continue to work in full time jobs, they really enjoy meeting and engaging 
with guests who regularly arrive in groups of up to 12 ladies to stay in the luxury accommodation that 
has been adapted for quilting, sewing, scrapbooking or almost any craft pursuit.  

Incidentally Mark has claimed that is was his creative genius that invented 
the Mainly Sewing brand.  “It was obvious” he says.  “We are located in 
Main Creek Road, Main Ridge and most of our guests are Mainly coming to 
do Sewing in some form.”  Louise is happy to grant him that one, but is just 
as quick to point out that this is the one and only time that he has ever been 

creative! 

The property and the Mainly Sewing business are ideal for us says Mark.  “We can have family or 
friends over Christmas as this is the quiet time for quilters.  The grandkids just love it all.  The sporting 
facilities, beaches and walking tracks make for some great memories for all the family.  Long make it 
continue!”  

Hilary and Andy Lees - UK members  

 

The first thing we would like to say is that we hope you, your families and friends are all fit and healthy 
in these extraordinary times. 

It was only last month that we had the pleasure of joining some of you at the club where we were 
deeply honoured by the presentation of our club membership badges. We were all extremely touched 
by this gesture and were felt most welcomed into the “Main Ridge family”.  

It’s eerie here, especially in the evenings now as nothing is moving apart from the birds still singing. 
Summer is coming and the evenings are getting lighter fortunately. However, one of the highlights we 
do have is the Thursday 8pm applause for the National Health Service and all our service providers. 
We all step outside our front doors and start a round of applause, banging of saucepans and generally 
making a hell of a din to thank them all for their support. It’s a great event and it gets everybody 
outside (hasn’t rained yet for this !!!!) and cheering and socialising of 
sorts, at a distance of course.    

As an aside to all this, it is bringing a great sense of community to the 
village with pictures of rainbows posted in house windows along with 
teddy bears, scarecrows put in front of gardens and now messages of 
support and thanks to be posted on the tree in the village centre. It 
gets the local children something to count and smile at as they take 
their daily exercise. We await with anticipation what next weeks 
planned participation event will be, after all these things are becoming highlights for us and they are 
helping to keep a sense of community.  

Our gardens are going to look good this Summer with the amount of time we are spending in them 
but it is frustrating not to be able to go out and do the leisure things we would all like to take part in. 

Take care all of you and again, many, many thanks to you all for the honours of our international 
membership. 

PS. just heard the local dog kennels has had to call in the retrievers, the bread company has run out 
of dough and the Chinese has been taken away !!! …. We all have to keep smiling. 
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Snippets of news & view 

 

Friday drinks at home! 
 
Every Friday night at 6pm Bill and Raelene host a catch-up call via ZOOM, 
so It only seemed right that members should make an occasion of it. 
Contact Raelene Shearer on Raelene shearer@gmail.com if you want to 
join in 
 

                                                                                                                                                                                           
 

 
Club House Update  

 
 Dee Hudson will be updating us on the finished result of the club house upgrade in the next 

newsletter.  

The indefatigable Dee, has also been clearing out the 
freezers in the club kitchen and decided the scones and 
cooked sausages had to go.  A quick scone drop (not 
dropped scones) was organised to a few “local’ people 
so they didn’t go to waste and the cooked sausages were 
put to good use by Barney and Darcy.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Flockart’s Friday   

Shearer’s share Brown’s binge  Sophisticated Schmolls  

Editors note:  Once again a big thank you to all of you have sent in articles for this edition and for those 
which will be included in the May edition.  Very grateful to you all and  please keep them coming, 
(bill.sue.brown@gmail.com)  looking for more folk to volunteer to keep the neverending soap story going.  
Just write down the next instalment of the story as you see it and send it to Andrea Gilles  
(andrealeegill@gmail.com). Don’t worry if you feel, like me, you lack the correct syntax, spelling or literary 
cohesion; Andrea will edit it to make it look professional plus there is the added advantage you are 
anonymous.  

Thanks to photographers, Raelene Shearer, Carole Schmoll, Keri Flockart, Dee Hudson, Louise Appelby,  Lee 
Melllet, Kevin Wyatt, Andrea& Ian Troutbeck, Liz Chambers  and Sue Brown. 

Stay safe! 
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MAJOR SPONSORS 

 

CLUB SPONSORS 
 

Barker & Davern 
David Barke Appliances 
Bloom Hearing Specialists 
Cellar and Pantry, Red Hill 
Darren's Muffler & Exhaust Centre 
Designed Eyes 
Dromana Roadworthy & Service Centre 
Eagle Skylift - Arthurs Seat 
Roy and Liz Farrell 
G.E.M. Taylor Constructions 
Le Petite Tracteur Bistro 
Max’s Restaurant (Red Hill Estate) 
McGuinness Legal 
Miss Green 
Mosstek Computer Services 
Peninsula Farm Supplies 
Peninsula Foot Clinic 
Peninsula Meats 

Peninsula Paellas 
Pier 10 Restaurant and Winery 
Point Nepean Air Conditioning 
Red Hill Pharmacy 
Red Hill Pumps and Irrigation 
Red Hill Trading & Farm Supplies 
Red Hill Wine Collective / Nordie Cafe 
C.J.Southall- Lawyer 
Sportspower Rosebud 
SRS Motors McCrea 
Terry White Chemists Rosebud 
The Enchanted Garden 
Top Fun - Family Fun Centre 
Two-Way Motors (Vic) Pty Ltd 
Tyrepower Rosebud 
Waterfall Gully Fruit and Vegetables 
White Lady Funerals 

 
 

Please support our sponsors and tell them that you are from MRBPC. 
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       455, Main Creek Road,                            Instagram:  mainridgepétanque/mainridgebowls                            Rosebud,  
       Main Ridge, Vic, 3298                              Facebook:  mainridgebowls & pétanque club                                   Vic, 3939                                            
   
 


