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Long Lives 

 
 Increasing longevity is arousing a lot of discussion and media 
comment as it impacts on pensions and medical and social care. Little is 
said however of its effect on the individuals concerned until there is a 
scandal because they are not being adequately cared for.  
 I  have become interested in this because over the last couple of 
years I have gradually become aware that I am no longer just a retired 
person or even elderly, I am unequivocally old. This manifests itself in a 

number of ways. Not only our children but also our grandchildren are quicker and generally more able than I 
am to deal with some of the demands of modern life, particularly those arising from rapidly developing 
technology which large organisations use to dominate their dealings with individuals. I can give occasional 
emotional and financial help but my experience is no longer appropriate to present day life. The opportuni-
ties to assist are therefore limited and on many occasions I stand by helplessly while they sort things out. My 
friends and colleagues are becoming a smaller group and I feel that my life is closing in. My body in a num-
ber of, fortunately, small ways is less efficient.  My walks are shorter as is my memory. People treat me as 
old. I rarely stand on the London Underground as kind men and women, from varied cultural and national 
backgrounds give up their seats for me.   I am not unhappy, but readjustment is needed. 
 The situation is in some ways not helped by the fact that we have been a very fortunate generation 
and are seen as such. We have had secure employment, cheap housing and good pensions. Future genera-
tions will have a more difficult time, will retire later and will not be so well placed financially as us. We are in 
some ways part of an unusual period and our happy experience is not likely to be repeated in the near fu-
ture. There is no guidance from the past for us and no future need for our experience in this situation.  
When I retired I was inundated with advice about all aspects of my future life but there was never any sug-
gestion that further advice might be needed. Retirement was treated as a stable condition, whereas now it 
is apparent that for many of us the earlier stages may be followed by the later lengthy stages I have de-
scribed.  There will be others I suppose. While there is help with particular medical problems, I have not 
come across general advice about these later stages of life.   I have spent my life as a microbiologist dealing 
with very simple organisms and I stress this is only a personal view. Those of you who have spent your ca-
reers, particularly in general practice trying to help people throughout their lives may find what I am saying 
naive and ill informed. I wonder, however, if there is a lack of information on the changing needs of individu-
als as they deal with the problems of ageing while maintaining active interests in keeping with their deterio-
rating mental and physical capabilities.                   
 It would be very interesting to hear others views. I should however stress that I do not intend this 
short article to be seen as a grumble. I am happy and feel myself very fortunate, as I am sure many of us do.  

 

      Mary (Cooke ) Palmer.  



Eva Kohner writes on Coping with  old age 

 I was 23 years old when I entered medical school, and maybe this was why 
at 65, in 1995 I really did not feel like giving up work.  I had the good luck of being 
offered an ‘honorary’ post with research facilities at St, Thomas’ Hospital. So I 
moved with my research colleague, and had a further 12 years of  enjoyable and 
active time.  I did two clinical sessions in the eye clinic looking after diabetic pa-
tients, not influenced by new restrictions brought in by management, which limited 
time with patients. Since I was not paid, I could spend more than the allocated time 

with patients. I also had time for clinical research and this also provided me with money to pay my scientist 
research colleague. I remained active, developing a photographic grading centre, attending meetings, scien-
tific conferences and Diabetic Research Seminars. In 2004 I had cataract extraction, in both eyes, and soon 
after that I noted that vision in my right eye became very poor. Indeed while attending a lecture, when rub-
bing my left eye, I noted that I could not see the slide shown. It was then, that  Age-related Macular degen-
eration was diagnosed; the dry variety in my right eye. This happened, when I was giving up my clinical 
work anyway because of my age and running out of grant money. At this time my left eye was still fine. 

 I had to consider not only my own future, but also that of my cell-biologist (scientific) colleague. 
Luckily a post was advertised at Exeter Medical School, which suited him, and  because I already had a 
working contract at the Diabetes department of that University, he was employed as a senior lecturer, and I 
as an ‘honorary visiting professor’. Thus I still had some work, which became more difficult, when soon after 
I developed wet macular degeneration in my left eye, at a time before the NHS approved treatment was 
available. But  I was really lucky. I was diagnosed the day I had the first visual problem, and I saw my col-
league of old times, Peter Hamilton at the London Clinic the next day. Avastin, not approved by the NHS, 
was used. During the next 2 years I had 13 injections, and  thus some sight was maintained. But at 75 I now 
had to adjust to old age.  Luckily I was physically still fit, and with some special  equipment I could still  do 
some diabetes related work,  reviewing papers, helping grant applications, etc. But it became more and 
more difficult each month. I then realized that my working days were over, but I still could enjoy life.  I 
attended a health-club  even in my working days, so now I went more frequently to keep fit. I gave up my 
visiting professorship and all relationships with diabetic retinopathy. 

 I was however, still healthy and felt life was not yet over. I still wanted to enjoy life. So what could I 
do. I went on more holidays. Ever since my retirement from the NHS I had enjoyed attending art tours, now 
I changed to music tours, and less active tours, like a Danube cruise, Rhine cruise, etc. I also attended art 
courses in London, and continued to visit exhibitions and operas. I was also member of the Athenaeum and  
attended their events regularly, including their bridge club. As my sight further deteriorated, I had to give 
up my membership of both the Athenaeum and Young Chelsea bridge clubs, because I couldn’t see the 
cards. I  had an awful lot of free evenings. Life became gradually more difficult. It was mainly the of loss of 
friends which made life difficult. First my oldest friend, who was well over 78, died, then one, who lived on-
ly 4 minutes away, with whom I met almost every week, first failed to recognize me, and 2 months later 
died. Life became more difficult, and lonely. It got even worse when a further friend developed Alzheimers, 
and finally, my friendly neighbour in my block of flats (whose wife had died some 5 years earlier, and who 
mildly courted me ever since I cooked for him a few times after his wife’s death) died of cancer.  

 Even my friend (Peter Hamilton), who had saved some function in my left eye, also died. He lived in 
Pinner and during his long illness I visited him once or sometimes twice a month. Life became increasingly 
difficult and  purposeless. The only friends were all out of London, And meeting them became more diffi-
cult.  I was getting somewhat depressed, and my GP wanted to give me antidepressants. I was not having 
any of it. I considered it would be abnormal if I was not depressed, having lost my sight and most of my 
friends, so did not want any treatment which would make me abnormally happy.  I had to find something 
else to do.                                                                                                                          Continued on next page. 



 The idea came after a few days. I had a very interesting life, I had a lovely privileged childhood, then 

during the war I lost everything, and then got into trouble with the Communists and become a refugee. I 

made a success of being a refugee with the help of really wonderful people. So I decided to write my life 

history. Because of my poor vision I could not teach the computer to understand my accent, as it required 

me to read a set text at a reasonable speed to train it, and this I was unable to do. Therefore I have to type 

it, and someone has to correct it. When an article about my family was published in Hungarian, I became 

excited, and with the help of my computer man, who now is my best friend, we worked out my family tree. 

This work made getting old somewhat less awful, and I am continuing writing, though much slower.  

 Old age is an awful thing which goes on and on getting worse and worse as your health deterio-

rates. I had both thyrotoxicosis and hyper-parathyroidism and also required a pacemaker. I now have to 

think hard what I want to buy before I go to the shops. I have to visit my GP very regularly, and even had to 

give up my health club membership. On the whole I still cope and am constantly being surprised by how 

helpful complete strangers can be. I am lucky to have some vision and can still maintain my independence, 

and continue to go to lectures, theatre and concerts. I hope to be able to finish my life history before life 

finishes me.      Eva. 

Editorial Note: 

 I thank Mary and Eva very much for their thoughtful contributions.  I had hoped we might get more 
views on old age, particularly from our family practice classmates, who must have seen many of the prob-
lems of old age in their practices.    Perhaps they will contribute next time. 

 In the absence of observations from family practitioners you have those of a bacteriologist, a world 
renowned expert on diabetic retinopathy, and you will now get those of a paediatric anaesthetist! 

Some helpful thoughts: 

 1.   Do not regret growing older, it is a privilege denied to many people 

 2.    Enjoy life each day, for tomorrow is not guaranteed.   

 3.    Use and enjoy what you have to the fullest!!     

 I am convinced that keeping busy, as Eva says, is the key to surviving the challenges of old age. 
What keeps you busy with has to be adjusted in line with your changing capabilities.     I retired at 67 and 
we enjoyed a very active six years sailing in the Med and seeing many new places.   We then came back 
near to Vancouver, I was reappointed at UBC, and resumed some teaching and other academic activities, 
no clinical work (Patient safety was my first consideration!).    I gave up teaching last year, but have spent 
much time over this summer on the final page proofs of the 7th edition of my Manual of Pediatric Anes-
thesia.   I am lucky now to have two very clever co-authors to help me.   I did the first 4 editions on my 
own but then felt I needed some diverse opinions.   The book has been quite successful and has now been 
translated into French, Spanish, Italian, Portuguese, Japanese and Chinese editions.   I get considerable 
satisfaction from this; probably the final edition for me.    

 I find that making the effort to do things becomes more daunting as I age but the satisfaction in 
completing any task is commensurately greater.    I find I get immense satisfaction each time I succeed 
with a task and get it completed, however modest was the challenge!   I really need something to look for-
ward to, however simple.      Motorhome travel, cruising (Someone else navigating), and our dog are our 
main diversions now.   Keep calm and carry on are the first thought each time a new symptom arises. 

           David. 

Old age is a question of mind over matter, if you don’t mind—it doesn’t matter! 



Janet (Mather) Guenault writes: 

Greetings classmates. 

In Victoria we are hoping for Spring, but dreading the summer to follow.   This year I was lucky to have an 
exciting escape from the cold for 2 weeks in July. 

 My son in law, Tony., flies a light plane and joins a group who do a “Flying Safari” in northern Aus-
tralia. This year he invited my son Andrew & his daughter Rachel & me to join the trip to the Kimberely & 
Broome. I was a passenger in the organiser’s Cessna 172.      The age of the participants ranged from 19 
[Rachel] to 82 [me], most were 50’s & 60’s.    14 people in 5 planes took off in convoy from Stawell in Victo-
ria and headed north to Karumba on the Gulf after a night at Longreach. 

 One needs to adjust fluid intake prior to a flight as there are no conveniences on small planes. Lug-
gage is limited to 5 or 6 kilos each including cameras etc.   I was glad to find I do not get airsick but had tak-
en pills with me just in case. 

 A days flying usually re-
quired a refueling stop and a meal 
break, and motels were booked for 
the nights. Most of the airstrips 
were bitumen even in small places 
as the Flying Doctor plane will only 
use a well maintained strip. A cou-
ple we used were dirt and one had 
a kangaroo in the middle which 
made the take off exciting for the 
first one out! 

At Karumba, a prawning area, we 
had a Sunset Cruise on the Norman 
river. Next day on to Katherine. 
Here the strip is owned by the local 
vet, as the RAAF use the airfield. 
More cruising this time in the Kath-
erine Gorge, and crocodiles in the wild, 
seen from a safe distance!  

 Then, west to Kununurra and the Ord River  where Lake Argyle is formed by a system to dam the riv-
er and irrigate the flood plain and allow farming enterprises such as fruit & vegetables and also Sandalwood 
to flourish. Plenty of sightseeing including flying over the spectacular Bungle Bungles and the Argyle Dia-
mond Mine. 

 

 

Low tech refueling at  Tilmouth Wells—Janet at far right! 

Lake Argyle Bungle Bungles 



 West again to Broome and the famous Cable beach and 
camels and a Broome sunset from another vantage point.     
Heading back, a night at Hall’s Creek, an old gold mining town, 
and on to Alice Springs. We visited the Telegraph Station and 
the Ghan museum and watched sunset from a lookout called 
Anzac Hill with its war memorial. 

 Next, our last stop at Broken Hill, after flying over part 
of Lake Eyre which still has some water after recent floods. 
Then back to Stawell, a rather “interesting” flight as the 
weather  was stormy and some of the group deferred their 
flight. So, back to the cold & wet but safe and well.   

 

 This winter I have been inconvenienced by kangaroos. A large grey taking up residence in the gar-
den, prevented me from doing the pruning and more recently I connected with one on the road at night. 
My car was the casualty but luckily I was fine and the kangaroo hopped away!  

 It will now be back to the garden as spring has started to spring and the grass is rising. Hope the 
mower will start.                                      Janet. 

Sunset at Lake Broome 

 
Valerie Major Writes:   

 I am still living in Llandough in the house I bought in 1965 for three thousand pounds and continue to 
be grateful to my Godfather who told me not to be a __fool when I was going to sell it when I went to In-
dia!!  I then rented it and had somewhere to come back to and have remained happily in it.   

 I went back to Vellore three times in the first decade after I left but not since.  The hospital in Vellore 
has expanded so much that I don’t feel like going there again.  I am just so grateful that my original 1 year 
scholarship so long ago made it possible to see what a great place it was and how much need there was in 
the anaesthetic area.   I am really grateful for the opportunity that was given to me.  

Last month three friends my Vellore days visited me which was great.    A married couple who now 
live in Basingstoke, and with whom I am in touch, brought a visitor from India who was staying with them.   
She is an anaesthetist (who I trained!) from Muscat and it was her first visit to UK.   It was great fun because 
they took me to lunch at the most expensive place locally (which I had never been to!) as well as giving me a 
hamper from Fortnum and Masons!!!   It contained about seven blocks of posh cheese among other things 
so I gave them out in church the next day, to the delight of my friends.   Indian hospitality is something!!   

Best wishes, Val 

 



 
Mini reunion in Jersey - Marie Freeman and Ruth Frank  report: 

 

 We met up with Paddy Anderson (Blackwell) and Husband Ian in Jersey May 17th& 18th 2016.   Earlier 
in the year Paddy wrote to say that she and Ian had booked a holiday in Jersey in May.     Jersey is only a 20-
minute flight from Guernsey, and so it was decided that Marie and Ruth should spend a couple of days with 
Paddy and Ian.   Marie flew to Guernsey on Friday 13th from Stanstead Airport. Unfortunately her flight was 
delayed because of fog on Guernsey, which is not an uncommon problem here.  However, she eventually 
arrived safely.   Marie stayed with her old friends from Bath, Peggy and Sue Cater. We all had lunch together.  
 The following day we made an early start to the airport.   Guess what?? We were already on our way 
to board the plane when we were asked to return to the lounge. No information was forthcoming for the de-
lay for quite some time, when we were told that the plane had “gone tech”,  and that another was on its way 
from England.    Marie and I were delighted to have learned a new expression for “breakdown”.    Instead of 
arriving in Jersey at 8.30 am, it was nearer lunchtime when the taxi dropped us at the hotel where Paddy and 
Ian were waiting for us. We went for lunch, which took a good while because we did more talking than 
eating!     After lunch Paddy had booked a 3 hour bus tour round Jersey which took us from busy and noisy St 
Helier to the beautiful beaches and the peaceful interior of the island.       More reminiscing over drinks and 
dinner! 
 The next day, which was cold and damp, we visited a Neolithic Passage Grave, La Hougue Bie (ca 
3,500 BC) , topped by an enormous mount on top of which were build 2 mediaeval chapels. The muddy con-
ditions made it difficult to reach the interior. Ruth made it, because she has shrunk from her youthful 5 ft to 
4ft 9 inches!     We spent most of the time in the splendid museum on the site with many exhibits illustrating 
the geology and archaeology of Guernsey. The star exhibit is the Grouville Coin Hoard, found by two metal 
detectorists in 2012.    The treasure of ca 70,000 Celtic and Roman coins and gold torques was found buried 
near a hedge (the first “Hedge Fund”!)  The public can view the coins being extracted from a large clump of 
soil for cleaning and preservation.   One of the finders and an Archaeologist spent quite some time talking to 
u 

 
 Marie & Ruth returned to Guernsey later that day.   The next day we met again for lunch before Ma-
rie flew back to England. 
 
 

 



 
Sheila (Blatch) Jeffrey writes: 

 It is amazing how quickly this year has passed!  Life is busy for me as my husband, James, is not able 

to do much, due to cardiac  and other problems. I am kept busy most of the day but prefer that rather than 

otherwise!   We are lucky  to have family  living nearby, who are very supportive. James has a carer twice a 

week ,which enables me to get out for a while. I still go to the Art group on Fridays and also meet  friends on 

the other day. The garden has given us great pleasure this year. I have given up growing vegetables  except 

for delicious Ridge Cucumbers!     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I was able to put pictures in to two exhibitions , which is quite satisfying. We still play Bridge but in the after-

noon, with Tea, rather than in the evening.  I hope it is keeping a few brain cells alive! 

 

  

  I look for ward to reading all the other news items.   Best wishes to all, Sheila  

 

Poppies Winter 



Alec Hasenson writes:   

 Well here we are, half way through the summer as I write, not so long since the last newsletter was 

received from David and Pat, including the announcement of her recent marriage.   Good on you Pat.   How 

time does fly, and made me think, what on earth did my Pat and I do since then?   Did we sit in the garden 

and get soaked, walk in the park and get mud all over our shoes or did we spend time washing all the dishes 

after a family lunch?   We can’t control the weather, but we can control who does what in the kitchen, and 

that means others nowadays do the washing up.   As it is, had each and every of our nearest and dearest 

turned up at the same time, that would have meant four kids and their spouses and nine grandkids, nine-

teen of us in all before we even started.   Luckily all are old enough to clean up afterwards.   In between 

times, Pat and I do our own thing. 

    A few months ago we happened to be in Grays Inn Road, on our way from Mount Pleasant to King’s 

Cross.   It followed on from a morning spent at a meeting concerning plans for the new Royal Mail Postal 

Museum.   Of particular interest was the fact that it would include a ride for passengers on a resurrected 

underground mail train, a narrow gauge system that only carried letters and parcels, between Paddington 

and Mount Pleasant.   Walking back towards Kings Cross after lunch in the canteen, we were confronted 

with another reminder of the past.   Suddenly, there before us, stood the edifice of the former Royal Free 

Hospital.   Not surprisingly memories immediately came flooding back 

of our student days, despite the many changes made in the area since 

then.   The main building, the Alexandra Wing in the middle, is now the 

Eastman Dental, though still bearing the letters ‘Royal Free Hospital’ 

high up under the pediment.   To the side of what was once the Sussex 

Wing there have been changes too.   Here ‘Project Calthorpe’, a 1.2 

acre site, has been lovingly created for the benefit of the local commu-

nity.   Where once there had been small shops and offices, all were 

eventually demolished and the land left derelict, awaiting massive re-

generation as had taken place elsewhere up the road.   Local action de-

creed otherwise however, and the entire site became instead a garden, 

a football pitch and other play areas for children, as well as boasting a 

small cafe.   It was easy to forget that there was a busy main road just 

outside.   A cup of tea in such surroundings refreshed us no end, but 

there were other adventures to come. 

    

 



    Three weeks later, and we were off again, to do what we did best – riding a train.   This was not any 

old train mark you, but one that has real glamour, namely the V.S.O.E. or the Belmond as it is now called, a 

company running many more restored Pullman cars than any of our small preserved railways elsewhere.   

Whilst Venice is a popular destination on the Continent, Belmond also do day tours in this country.   Our 

particular event was one of the latter, a circular tour round Kent, and to enter into the spirit of things we 

were all dressed up more than usual, even to the extent of wearing a specially made Pullman tie for the 

occasion.   As Belmond say in their literature, you cannot be over-dressed for this train.   Pat wasn’t too 

sure about that, but as we don’t own the Koh-i-Noor Diamond I wasn’t overly concerned. 

    Come June 24, the entire posh journey from London’s Victoria station consisted of a round trip to 

and from Broadstairs, in gloriously sunny weather, out at 11.15 a.m. and back by 4.20 p.m., eating an end-

less lunch along the entire way, four courses to Broadstairs, and a fifth going back.  Then, as if that wasn’t 

enough, more was offered at the seaside resort, where we stopped for all of 16 minutes, to be greeted on 

the station platform by attendants offering champagne and oysters, as well as by a somewhat elderly rock 

band in full flow.   At length, suitably refreshed, we returned to our seats in the Pullman carriage, a former 

Brighton Belle kitchen car named Audrey.   Now at last we could finish the lunch we had started at mid-day, 

ogling the rhubarb cream tarts which had been placed in front of us.   Delicious, but had our  little table 

suddenly crept nearer to our seats?   Imagined or not, I really did have some difficulty squeezing back in my 

seat again, only leaving it once more when we got back to Victoria.   “Had enough of Pullmans”, Pat asked.   

“Never”, I replied, as we took a crowded, stuffy, rush-hour bus back home.   Best wishes, Alec. 

 

Thinking of the old Royal Free Hospital, Grays Inn Road, this little book is 

highly recommended as a very pleasant little read which will bring back 

many memories.    It is available from Amazon (amazon.co.uk) as a Kindle 

download for 99 P or as a paper back for £ 2.99. 

In this memoir, Marjorie Penn describes her experiences as a nurse during World War 2, 

beginning as a novice at the Royal Free in London, them moving on to other hospitals, in-

cluding her native Plymouth. Her matter-of-fact recall of the harrowing conditions of her 

patients, and her own near-death experiences in the blitz highlight the heroism of herself 

and all those on the "home front." 



 

Marie (Freeman) Croxson Writes:   

 I  was delighted to have a visit from Ingrid and 
her daughter Petronella on August Bank holiday 
Monday. They visited on their way to Norwich to cel-
ebrate her brothers Golden Wedding.. We had a very 
pleasant lunch together in the sunshine at The Fox 
pub near Harpenden. We caught up on family 
matters, mostly what the grandchildren are doing. 
Ingrid had visited with me to see my granddaughter 
when she was in a coma after her car accident and 
was pleased to hear of her continuing progress. We 
had the compulsory photo. It was so great to get to-
gether again as one is always conscious of the passing 
years and wondering when one will meet again. My 
family are just back from their first experience of a 
cruise with a Fred Olsen ship atound the Norwegian fiords. They all enjoyed it very much.  I have just 
booked up the Autumn batch of Retired Fellows Society of the RSM so plenty to look forward to including 
some guided walks around London.   

Ingrid (McGoven) Booth writes: 

 Lovely lunch with Marie at The Fox near Harpenden. My daughter, Petronella, drove me around. We 
got lost because I thought we were on the M11, when we were on the M1. And, we couldn't work out miles 
v. km. to begin with. However, success, reached Ely, beautiful cathedral, helpful family from Isle of Man 
found us a hotel, The Lamb. Enjoyed dinner and English breakfast. Then on to The Lion in Eaton, Norwich. 
Big family party in their garden of friends from 1960s. Across to Kings Lynn, lunch in the old Brewery by the 
river Ouse. Lovely weather so far. We had 
cruise on the Thames to start with, after 
driving through London and incurring a con-
gestion fine. I thought it was last chance to 
see the sites; Natural History Museum, Har-
rods, Eros, Picadilly, Trafalgar Square, Hous-
es of Parliament, Old Kent Road twice (lost 
again) no signs to Greenwich, where we 
were heading. Reason for trip was Golden 
Wedding Celebration of my brother and his 
wife, great success, he hung a gold medal 
around her neck, finale an evening of folk 
dancing. Joan Hiller collected me for a trip 
to stay with Amy (Smith) Glover and hus-
band near the Cotswolds water park. An-
other pub lunch!   
  Best wishes, Ingrid  
 

 

Joan, Amy and Michael 



Pat Last writes: 

 Wow, it has been a fairly hectic year so far.  I am only just getting used to living in two homes.  How 
all you clever folk have looked after second properties at home or abroad I don’t know.  After all my life be-
ing Dr Last, I have taken some time to respond to Mrs Robinson – and mis-signed my golf card twice! 
  However all great fun, we holidayed with the Retired Fellows of the RSM  on a river cruise based 
round Bordeaux helping the locals to get rid of their surplus wine  - and watching some Euro 16 soccer on 
the big screen with very well behaved fans. Marie was there too of course and we had a good time. 
  In June it was time to attend my granddaughter’s graduation in New Jersey – graduation from high 
school that is – they do it rather spectacularly.  Having travelled “over the pond” we took the opportunity of 

a few days touring Canada – Niagara, Toronto, Kingston (a delightful university town I had never heard of) 
and Montreal.  Back to New York by train!   Never complain of UK railways – the journey took 10 hours for 
trip that car drivers do in six hours.  
In September we were part of a National Trust trip to Kent based in Dover – Alec I’d love to see your book 
though it looks rather large !! -  it was a busy few days but we were blessed with excellent weather and 
good companions. 
 So we are now settling down, with the evenings drawing in and are living every day as it comes.  At 
our stage in life, we are in bonus time and must enjoy the moment if we can. 
      My best wishes to you all.  Pat   

Editors Note:   We should have warned Pat about trains in USA.   With few exceptions they are slow and un-
reliable; the glory days of train travel ended in the 1950’s when air travel took over.   One exception that I 
know well is the “Surfliner” between Los Angeles and San Diego.   A delightful trip along the coast with 
beautiful views which gets you there almost as fast as travelling by car, and with much less hassle!    Other-
wise, If you want to travel by train go to continental Europe or better still Asia.    The Japanese rail system is 
uncanny with its efficiency and timekeeping; if the “Shinkansen” is due at Osaka at 8.52 am it arrives as the 
second hand gets to the top at exactly 8.52!    The only thing that will change this is an earthquake.    It is a 
great pity that USA has fallen so far behind in railroad building.   A high speed rail line between Los Angeles 
and San Francisco has been planned for years but cannot get off the drawing board– in large part due to 
NIMBY concerns (Not In My Backyard).        Meanwhile China has built 6800 miles of high speed track.—no 
NIMBY problems there! 



Barbara (Simcock) Truscoe writes: 

 This has not been a happy year for me. Just over 2 weeks ago my dearest Mike died, having spent the 
previous 7 weeks in a nursing home not too far away. Suzie and I would visit him nearly every day but the 
rate of his deterioration from Alzheimer’s dementia was rapid and inexorable. His death was precipitated by 
a fall in his bedroom which broke 3 ribs and gave him a pneumothorax.  In hospital he just had palliative care 
and morphine until death gave him release 3 days later. 
 There were many people at the funeral and somehow I caught a bug and ended up with a l.sided 
pneumonia from which I am still recovering. 
 I don’t have my usual energy back yet so I have not resumed my regular golf, quilting classes and or-
chid society but hope to do so soon.  Today is the last day of winter in the Antipodes and I am cheered by 
looking at the daffodils, the blossom trees and even the early roses which are blooming. 
  So forgive me if this is a rather short newsletter, next time I may have better news to talk about. 
Love to all my classmates, Barbara. 

Pat (Booth) Bradford Writes: 

 Cambridge is an amazing place in which to be retired, despite massive increased expansion and tour-

ism. So much music, art and architecture, except for recent housing, which many call "prison blocks", for the 

thousands of new inhabitants. I am just managing with "age", but have many friends; still play tennis!!  

 Best wishes to all and thanks for keeping in touch.  Pat. 

Lilianna (Jampol) Melzac writes of her recent pleasures: 

 
 The birth of my 13th great grandchild. The visit to the Hieronymus Bosch exhibition, The Monet Exhi-
bition and the news just today, that my London granddaughter got a place in the university of her choice! 
              Kind greetings  to all,    Lilianna. 

Margaret (Battersby) Crump writes:  

 As for my activities, nothing exciting but I have had short breaks to Luxembourg and Holland. 
Also went to Harrogate for the Gilbert and Sullivan festival.    My musical grandsons continue to 
entertain.   The 13 year old was a fairy in Midsummer Nights Dream at Glyndebourne and also 
sang at Covent garden in Boris Godunov and Werther.    He is now going to China for 3 weeks. 

 

Suvendrini  Casinada writes:      

 My husband passed away almost exactly a year ago. He contracted Myeloma five years ago and the 
wonderful Marsden kept him going for a good 4 years - we even managed to do a trip to Sri Lanka when he 
was in remission but he eventually succumbed last August. We celebrated our golden wedding in May last 
year which was great, however, right now, I'm still going through a difficult time. I enjoy hearing about old 
colleagues.  Best wishes,  Suvendrini 
 

And Finally, Some Brief Messages from your Classmates. 



Shirley (Fairly) Fish writes: 

 I find it hard to believe just how quickly time passes these days.  Mine has been filled with 

travel,  and music and generally keeping up with more local friends. Inevitably there has been a fair 

share of caring for the more elderly ,and often ill ,friends and relatives. And following on from that 

the inevitable deaths. However  my latest celebration of a family death was great. A real celebration 

of a full life . Songs he had enjoyed, like My blue heaven,extracts from the Merry Widow  ,Goodbye 

from The White Horse Inn and some jazz set me thinking about how much more  a memorial service 

an be.  All had a significant place in his life .     So life for me continues to be full and interesting. 

I hope other colleagues are continuing to feel the same      Best wishes ,  Shirley . 

Joan Hiller Writes: 

 Just to confirm that I am still alive and pretty active, thankfully.  I have been to Italy, Stock-

holm and France this summer.  It was a great pleasure to meet up with Ingrid McGovern (Booth) and 

Amy Glover (Tremayne Smith) recently when they were both in England and recall the long-ago time 

when we shared a decrepit flat in Fellows Rd. I have also seen Eva Kohner, who despite various med-

ical problems and very poor sight seems to manage to keep active.  Best wishes to all, Joan. 

Michael Charlesworth writes: 

 We are enjoying the peace and tranquility of the Scottish countryside, although unfortunately Rose-

mary is suffering from dementia.         Look forward to seeing the biannual letters. 

       Best wishes,  Michael 

Peter Waterfield contacted by telephone reports: 

 Continue to live in my house in Cornwall with a care person to help me during the day.    I have some 

ataxia but can get around with a walker or a cane.    Meals on wheels is a great service and I have a good GP 

to look after me.    I keep in touch with Sheila (Blatch) by letter and telephone.   I am  distressed by  current 

state of the NHS, “don’t like to see Doctors striking and marching down the street waving flags” 

Paul Bricknell contacted by phone reports: 
 We are fine.    I have joined an exercise class for senior citizens and enjoying a low impact program 
plus meeting some interesting people.   I have scaled back on the fish breeding hobby and reduced the num-
ber of aquariums!     I continue to read the BMJ and take an interest in the goings on in the UK.     Best wish-
es to all,  Paul.   

John Nimmo contacted by telephone reports: 
 My disability has progressed to the extent that I am confined to a bed or a wheelchair.   They can’t 
put a name to my disease but I have lost all muscle power in my legs.    My son comes in to help me each 
day  and cooks for me .    However I have a very good collection of music and movies that I can enjoy and I 
continue to keep in contact with a very old urologist friend who calls me every day.   Best wishes to all,   
John.       N.B    On the phone John sounds just as always exuberant and enthusiastic! 

Sheila (Cianchi) Pask writes: 

 Dick and I are still around and enjoy reading everyone’s news,   Best wishes to all, Sheila and Dick. 



Death of Olive Sharp recorded in latest RFH Association Newsletter. 

 

Surprise Legacy Windfall for Calne Community Transport  
Calne Community Transport received a surprise legacy in May of £28,558.79 from a former Cal-

ne GP. The legacy was left to the group by Dr Olive Sharp who had lived and worked in Calne for 

many years. She had regularly supported the group with an annual donation, but they were una-

ware that she had planned to leave such a substantial sum in her will to the registered charity. The 

group, which run two minibuses in Calne and the surrounding area, provides transport for the el-

derly and disabled and will be using the legacy to buy a new minibus.  

Information Needed: 

We seem to have lost touch with the following: 

 Helen (Williams) Bower. 

 Judith Hall. 

 Davnet (Barker) Fenton. 

 Janet (King) Porter. 

 Pamela Stracey. 

 Anne (Nichols) Barret 

 Betty Priestley. 

 Muriel Shiel. 

 Ruth Low. 

 If you have any updated information on the above class-members (inc. e-mail addresses etc) could 

you please communicate these so that we can try to keep in touch. 

Best wishes to all for Christmas and the New Year! 


