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News from Australia. 
             

Barbara (Truscoe) Simcock writes: 

 

 Greetings to all my 1958/1959 classmates.   6 months have gone by since Mike died 
and life has settled into an easier pattern for both me and the family, although his absence is 
still felt.  In January I went on a cruise to Noumea with my son and his family and 2 old 
friends so we were a group of 10 and consistently won the trivia quiz every day .  It was a 
very large ship with thousands aboard and full of young people and loud,loud,LOUD music 
all day and night, so I had to remove my hearing aids in order not to damage my eardrums. 
 
 
 

 

 

 
 

          

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Me with my Simcock grandchildren on the cruise 
           (continued next page) 



(Barbara cont…)  

 We had unlimited drinks for the whole week and it caused an alarming rise in my GGT 
to 84 when I had my routine LFT blood tests on my return , so I am now on the wagon for a 
month or so and hope things will improve by my next test! 
 However, this has led to another trip being planned with my two old friends and my 
younger daughter ,Victoria. We are coming to London on September 5th for a week, as we 
are booked on a river boat trip from Amsterdam to Budapest on the 13th.  I would love to 
meet up with any of you that could be in London between the 6th and 12th September, 
maybe a mini reunion?  
   I have gone back to playing golf twice a week and feel much fitter for it, but the gar-
dening, especially the weeding, is getting away from me and was not helped by our long hot 
summer with many consecutive days recording temps of over 40 degrees. 
 My 2nd granddaughter qualifies as an MD from Melbourne University this year and 
we’re going down for her graduation ceremony. The 3rd granddaughter is 2/3rds of a vet (on 
the L above) and the oldest is a GP(on the R above) 
 Australia, like the UK, is going through some political unrest- maybe some of you 
heard that Donald Trump hung up on Malcolm Turnbull (our PM) during their first official 
conversation.  Not very heartening! 
    Best wishes to you all, and keep well, Barbara 

Ingrid (Booth ) McGovern writes: 

 Hi, Greetings, Joan Hiller is coming for a month next week.   We plan, 3 days Sydney 
with lunch on the Captain Cooke harbour cruise, visit the Art Gallery NSW.    First stay with 
my 3rd daughter and meet her family, husband English!  Son 14yrs taller than me, cricket 
and soccer player, daughter 11yrs, theatrical. Lunch on Northern Beaches.  
 Actually, coping with age means; using a walking stick, useful for waving at people; 
putting on glasses to read and hearing aid to hear, sleeping. Taking pills, beta blockers make 
me happier! Having 90 yr old and wife, v. deaf for lunch; he had a fall, he's been managing 
his garden, we''ll have some champagne--but that is a real disadvantage, I feel useless the 
following day!  
 Hope to send report in March. Heat wave hasn't been quite as bad here-- only 3 
nights needed fan and air con day--39°. Eldest grandson putting in solar power further West, 
Parkes, working out side, 43°C.  I note Longreach is consistently 40° plus. 2 families came to 
stay in Jan. 13 and 14yr old boys practiced driving on the property, mowed lawns and got 
the tractor going, with my son.     I plan to sell it, as the man who manages the property has 
his own newer one.  
 Go to an exercise class called Flex-it, the incentive is coffee and gossip afterwards,   it's 
for over 50s, quite a few my age. 
Update 1 March 2017         Hi, I am out of action in Melbourne. Need a skin graft on left calf.  

Because of warfarin a slight injury caused big haematoma.   I enjoyed King Island, Joan went 

on to Flinders Is.    Luckily, I am staying with son and wife who is an oncologist.                      

          Best wishes to all, Ingrid  



Janet (Guenault) Mather writes: 

Farewell to summer here and to winter in your Northern climes. 

 Is this fixation on the weather something we worry about more as we age? Or is eve-
ryone concerned about climate change? 

 Spring here was unusually stormy  and my 40 year old English oak planted by my chil-
dren blew over and damaged my main shed. An insurance job, and I had just recovered from 
getting my car repaired after the episode with the kangaroo. Getting something back for 
years of paying the premiums.    Other folk around here have had fences damaged by the 
flooding rains in spring too.       All this extra spring rain has caused many trees and shrubs to 
grow much more vigorously and lush, almost a tropical feel. 

 So some good and some bad     Summer also means our Violet Town swimming pool 
opens until early March.     The pool was planned and dug [with shovels] by enterprising folk 
in the fifties, and has a reputation for being the best in the area.       A group of folk of “a cer-
tain age” have been using it to hold exercise sessions 3 times a week  to help keep us afloat 
and moving.   One needs something other than death and taxes to take our minds off poli-
tics which go from bad to bizarre. 

 I include a picture of three grandsons enjoying a January weekend at Polly McQuin’s 
waterhole near where I live. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    
    

 

      Regards to you all,  Janet. 

 



Joan Hiller writes: 

 Dear Friends, I have recently returned 
from an excellent trip to Australia, which made 
a pleasant change from the grey weather here.  
I met up with Ingrid McGovern (Booth) in Syd-
ney and we had 3 nights in a 70th floor apart-
ment with splendid views (see photo) and 
where we appreciated the air conditioning as it 
was very hot.  We enjoyed a harbour cruise 
with a seafood buffet and Chinese New Year 
celebrations. Next we drove to Bathurst, where 
Ingrid lives, across the Blue Mountains and 
stayed there for a few days before joining a 
group on a trip to King and Flinders Islands, in 
the Bass Strait.  Here it was much cooler and 
very windy. Both islands have very small popu-

lations but plenty of cattle and sheep and lovely 
beaches.  King Island is surrounded by shipwrecks 
from the days of sail.  It now has 2 highly rated 
golf courses, a cheese factory and harvests kelp 
which is dried and then sent to Scotland for fur-
ther processing to be used to thicken foods and 
cosmetics.   
 Unfortunately, Ingrid injured her leg here 
and, thanks to being on Warfarin, developed a 
painful bleed into a muscle which led to her ad-
mission to hospital and later transfer to hospital in 
Melbourne after it had ruptured. 
 I went on to Flinders Island which is more 
mountainous and very scenic and then returned to 

Melbourne. By this time, Ingrid's leg had been drained and she was awaiting a possible skin graft. I had a 
further week staying with an Australian friend 
who lives on the Mornington Peninsula in Victo-
ria and enjoyed the sea and sunshine there.  I 
was a registrar at the Royal Children's Hospital in 
Melbourne in the '60s, so I was interested to find 
that it was now in a brand new and very grand 
building. Both Melbourne and Sydney have 
grown enormously since then, and look very 
prosperous  but have lost some of their previous 
character. 
   
   Best wishes to all, Joan. 
 
 

Ingrid (Before the mishap!) 

Flinders Island 



 Keith Madgwick writes:                                                                         
 I am generally well apart from early OA in both knees and right hip; also 
slowing down a bit so as to be a bit breathless with only moderate exertion even 
though my cardiologist does not want to see me for another year. I often swim gently for 1/2 
hour in the fitness centre down the road, and enjoy living in a comfortable condo with my 
wife who is 10 years younger. She loves to cook and I love to eat, so all is well. Oh, by the way, 
two teeth have to be pulled next week. 
 February in Ontario, was the warmest on record: this morning was minus 8C but the 
sun is shining from a clear blue sky.   I heard recently that my young brother has become a 
great grandfather !     I'm currently rereading "Drop Dead Healthy' by A.J. Jacobs - an easier 
read than "Gray's Anatomy".  
                                                                                                     Best wishes to all,  Keith. 

Alec Hasenson writes:,    

 I have not done much this year for a number of reasons; including having a 
pacemaker put in late last year, followed by a bout of shingles, then a dental opera-
tion none of which were fun. 
  At our time of life it may be better every so often to look backwards rather than for-
ward, and our four kids and nine grandkids do provide endless reasons for this.   So much so, 
there are times when I rather feel like the proverbial administrator of Foreign Aid.  Still, there 
are always my hobbies to fall back on at times of stress, particularly photography as a sort of 
life’s diary.   Trains too?   Yes, hundreds of them.   Features?   Yes, those as well.   At one time, 
many years ago, I wrote for both a medical newspaper “GP” and a military magazine.   For the 
latter I made out that I was a reporter of the time, travelling for instance to the USA to report 
on aspects of the Civil War, or to Canada for the War of 1812.   At one time I was even 
‘captured’ by enemy troops and only released when I promised to send them all a group pho-
to I taken after the battle.   Not quite Gettysburg perhaps, but impressive.  As a member of 
the American Civil War Round Table (UK) I was also editor of our 
magazine ‘Crossfire’ for some seven years, fun but hard work.     
 In complete contrast to that I would often stroll round 
London on a sunny morning and take pictures whenever any-

thing of interest might present itself.   
Here for instance is a shot of the Natural 
History Museum, also an aspect of Buck-
ingham Palace in close up. Nowadays, tak-
ing account anno domini, I do things that 
are generally more sedentary, but who 
knows what interesting things lie over the 
horizon?   My camera is always ready 
whatever the time of day”. 
 
    Best wishes,   Alec. 



Pat (Last) Robinson writes: 

 
 In August 1955 I had my first flight in an aeroplane - an open cockpit 
two seater Tiger Moth.  My pilot was John Tribe, a former school friend, he 
had been in the lower sixth, whilst I was upper sixth.     John had to ask my 
father's consent for the escapade, after all I was only 20 years old at the time!  However Mr 
Tribe and my father worked together, so permission was granted. 
 Fast forward 44 years with no contact between us, (although Mr and Mrs Tribe were 
guests at my wedding in 1963).  John saw mention of me in a University newsletter in 1999, 
wrote and we have exchanged Christmas cards ever since.  Having failed by a whisker - or ra-
ther a blocked nose/ears -  to get into the RAF, John eventually ended up as a senior opera-
tive at NASA, and settled in Florida. 
 Just before Christmas, we received a surprise invitation to join friends in Florida for a 
week during this past January.   With the help of emails, John and I set up a lunch date with 
John in Sebastian half way between us, and hey presto before and after pictures.  Much has 
changed but the smiles are the same !! Small world.  
        Pat Robinson (Last). 

 
Editor’s note: 
 Pat and John  both attended  Portsmouth Northern Grammar School.       After emi-
grating to USA John became a Chief Engineer at Boeing  Rockwell and was involved with 
NASA’s space program from the very early days in the 1960’s up to the last days of the space 
shuttle. He was present for many of the significant events.  You can read all about his re-
markable career by “Googling”   John Tribe NASA.  
 



Shirley (Fish) Fairley writes: 

 Dear friends ,   After reading the last news letter and my own recent experiences with folk of our age, I 

decided that keeping on going and enjoying life was a much better bet than depression and decline! It lifts my 

spirits to hear how colleagues are coping with personal difficulties .  

 So I have continued to travel. Having decided not to travel quite as far I promptly found a holiday in one 

of the few regions in India I had never visited.   So in January I was off to Odissa.  This was the first running  of 

the trip with all that can mean.  Plans not going to schedule , unexpected pluses and all. Started off well with a 

2 hour flight delay and then the plane taxiing straight back as an extra pallet of luggage had been put on 

board.  Off at last 3 hours late.  

 Delhi airport did not appear to have improved markedly since my last trip over 20 years ago.  At last 

through customs and out after about 2 hours.  It was great to visit an entirely different part of India.  We had 

great visits, several unplanned ,to Tribal villages.  Lots of happy, smiling children and the usual wonderfully 

bright colours . They were not used to visitors and so the requests for photos to be taken came thick and 

fast.  We were the curiosity and it was all great fun.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 We learned of attempts to get the women to accept anti natal care. A local girl in one group of villages 

had been trained up as a basic midwife and encouraged to get the pregnant women to attend the local hospi-

tal. She was only paid if they actually turned up for the birth.  A new project but one that would be evaluat-

ed.  The babies and young children looked healthy and well nourished.  In contrast in the next village we saw a 

6 hour old baby delivered at home that morning. The guide wanted us all to hang over the baby who was in 

some distress and certainly not in need of our foreign germs. She was very twitchy and had already had a lot of 

turmeric root smeared into her mouth to make her healthy.  Preparations were in hand for other tribal ceremo-

nies later in the day.  We could only wonder which village was the best for the young.  

        (Continued next page.) 



 A group of Temple dancers performed for us one day , somewhere out in a clearing in the jungle.  They 

first showed us the dance they were trained to do which included a lot of yoga movements. Then, whilst we pic-

nicked on breads , freshly cooked in front of us, and curries , they transformed themselves into 'girls' to perform 

what were originally the Temple dances the virgins performed. This was easier than using girls who had long 

patches out when menstruating and unable to enter the Temples.   Odissa is quite different from the rest of In-

dia. It is highly independent and much more overtly Hindu.  The singing, dancing and prayer is continuous and 

always close at hand.  

 Sadly malaria is still a major problem there, whereas it is much more controlled elsewhere in In-

dia.  There seemed little effort to solve this problem but if the region begins to open up for tourism, as it needs 

to do financially, this will have to be tackled.  

 We saw first hand how much cricket means as the Indian and English teams stayed at the same hotel 

as  us. Security was up several 100 %.  Mind you most had their noses firmly into the TV sets to watch India win 

again. Our major grumble was that some of our group had to go to another hotel as the Indian cricketing au-

thorities took priority when it came to bookings!  

 A trip to one of the Palaces was a treat . The two nights spent there were hardly luxury but a real throw 

back to the Raj . The Raj himself was still living very much in the past. His wife was lovely and both joined us for 

all meals. The part of the palace being used was looking in reasonable condition and you could see how splendid 

it once was.  The facilities may not have been up to the modern Hotels but much more fun.  Two nights were 

probably enough at one go though. The  other parts were in need of a vast amount of restoration.  

 I think this may well be the last longish journey I make. But England ,Scotland ,Wales and Ireland beck-

on .   I continue to meet up regularly with family and it is a joy to see nieces progressing through their educa-

tion.   Sharing time and memories with older friends and neighbours is a revalation too at times.   We share 

thoughts on books and poetry, art and craft that we have enjoyed, and try to keep our brains ticking over!  I am 

also pleased to continue walking.  The knees complain a lot but are forgotten when another height, be it less 

than it used to be, is conquered.  

 All in all I find life still has a lot to offer and to prevent growing older becoming a burden. I hope that oth-

ers are keeping active and enjoying life too.  

      With best wishes to all, Shirley. 

Mary (Palmer) Cooke writes about the storms in Cumbria 

 
 Brian and I lead a life which is divided between London and 
the Lake District and although ‘second homers’ are given a bad press 
we have always been very happy in Windermere and have been kind-
ly received and feel ourselves in a small way part of the community. 
It makes a good change from London. We were therefore rather dis-
concerted when we went up for Christmas 2015 and saw for our-
selves the devastation caused by Storm Desmond.  There is lots of 
information on line but the following are just personal comments on 

what we saw and on some of the longer term effects of the disaster.  
         (Continued on next page) 



 
 The immediate effects of the storm were widely shown on British television which 
concentrated mainly on Carlisle and on Glenridding which was flooded twice. However the 
flooding was much wider than that. Kendal was badly affected as were many of the smaller 
towns and villages. We were fortunate that our house is half way up a hill but we were sur-
prised to find that the pleasant stream below the house had become a torrent and was per-
haps best described as a small river. 
 So many houses were flooded that there were consequences that we had not fore-
seen. There was an acute shortage of accommodation as all available ‘lets’ had been taken 
up. Workmen of any sort were difficult to find and much of the repair work  was done by 
people imported from Manchester and Leeds as the local supply was quite inadequate. The 
insurance arrangements that we heard of seemed to work well but even so it took many 
months or a year or more to put the damage right. 

 
 A particularly sad effect was on the bridg-
es. Many which had withstood storms for hun-
dreds of years were badly damaged.  It will be 
difficult if not impossible to reconstruct them as 
they were when built using cheap but skilled la-
bour. New bridges may be stone clad but they 
will not be the same. 
 
  

 The main north/south road was blocked for many months and some families found 
themselves living on one side of the blockage and working and going to school on the other. 
Buses went to each side and people walked through the woods to get to their transport. 
 
 Some good things happened. There was enormous local support particularly for those 
people who were not insured. Accommodation was found, kitchens and food banks were 
set up and some families found themselves with much better furniture than they had lost! 
 
 Much has now been put right but there are still consequences. Are we right in think-
ing that the ground is still so sodden that as soon as it rains water lies on the ground in a 
way it used not to?      What will be done to prevent a recurrence? The fells are bare be-
cause of sheep grazing but who can imagine the Lake District without the traditional hefted 
Herdwick sheep?  
 
 Meanwhile tourism is thriving and Windermere has never in our experience been so 
busy. This is ascribed by many to Brexit and the fall in the value of the pound . Whatever the 
reason things are generally looking good again.  
   Best wishes to all,  Mary. 



Janet (Porter) King writes: 

 A year ago they said I would be dead by now , as I had a recurrence of Ovarian Cancer  
G3 Stage 3c, after 32 years. It had spread all over the peritoneum. I have been having chem-

otherapy since and have a reasonable quality of life.  My daughter has been over from Aus-

tralia and we have had mini holidays with the family.   These included hiring a house in the 

Cotswolds for a weekend in April , a weekend away in the Isle of Wight in May, a trip to Jer-

sey in July and I have just returned from a trip to York and Stratford for 4 days.   We saw the 

digital production of the Tempest, fantastic!  

  John and I celebrated our Silver Wedding in September with another family party.   

All in all I really have got to know the Grandchildren (10 and 6 yrs and Step-Grandchildren, 

ages 24 to 6 yrs)  well, and although I can't do all the modern CT like they can do, it has been 

a really happy time.     

 I should add that I hope to see Mary Bevan-Thomas, Pat Booth and Judith O'Leary in 

London in March. We last Met in April 2015.          Best  wishes, Janet. 

Lilianna (Melzac) Jampel writes: 

 Hello everybody, my news is simple-still enjoying my family, books, theatre and opera
( mostly transmissions from the Met).   Also enjoy outings to museums exhibitions and, best 
of all, seeing old friends. 
 Belated  best wishes to all for 2017,           Lilianna. 

Pat (Bradford) Booth writes: 

 Some of us are planning to meet up in London in March organised by Mary Bevan- 

Thomas.                   Best wishes to all, Pat. 

Amy (Tremayne-Smith) Glover writes: 

  We returned to live in England last April, and are enjoying trying to catch up on all the 

changes, and learning to survive in a very different England.   Our small wooden house has 

managed to keep us warm, and we feel acclimatised! 

 So we are off to South Africa in a couple of weeks. We left in a rush last April in the 

midst of the severe drought which now is over for a while as heavy rains are filling the dams, 

except for Cape Town.    Hopefully the winter rains will cope with the western coast drought 

in time. 

 The political chaos in SA seems to be affecting all the work of Government. It will be 

interesting to see what is happening at first hand.        Hope all well with all of you, Amy 



Sheila (Jeffrey) Blach writes: 

 The winter has been fairly kind to us in the South and the Daffodils and crocus are out in the garden . 

Also , the Camellias ,one pink and one white are just coming in to flower.  It all makes one feel more opti-

mistic!   Donald Trump and Brexit  fill our TV. screens!  James and I still play some Bridge and I have been 

attending the Art group most weeks.         With best wishes Sheila 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Winter”   by Sheila. 

Ruth Frank writes: 

 Just to let you know that I am still around!      The long wet and stormy winter here has compounded 
the many infirmities of old age! 
 The news are never very cheerful either, especially about the NHS in the UK, and the health services 
here are not much better! 
 However, I hope we'll have a better Spring and Summer so I can get out and about a bit more. 
I am very much looking forward to the Newsletter! 



 

E-Mail Greetings and Best Wishes to all of the Class have been received from: 

Judith (Hall) O’Leary 

Suvendrini (Casinader) Jazeel. 

Margaret (Crump) Battersby writes: 

Not a lot of news I am afraid, but I have been going away with something called  “Cultural Breaks” 
based in Chislehurst.      I have been on short breaks to the opera and ballet, and soon go on a cruise on the 
Danube.  They collect from the house by chauffeur which is very convenient.      My singing grandsons are no 
longer trebles, now altos!  

Happy memories to all and  greetings Maggie 

Sheila (Pask) and Dick Cianchi write:  

 Due to Dick's many medical problems we lead a very quiet life.     However, we still take great pleas-
ure in our wonderful view of the Black Mountains, but the days of walking up them have long gone!    Also 
among other birds we are lucky enough to have a pair of red kites that live in the field below us, which are 
fascinating to watch in flight.  
 Greetings and best wishes to you all.    Sheila and Dick. 

Paddy (Blackwell)  Anderson writes:       

A few positive comments about getting older; 
  I  am amazed at the way in which the oddments I squirreled away as ' may come in useful ' are do-

ing just that after years of idleness, also amazed I can actually find them! 
 I am also amazed at the way things I cobbled together that I wanted or thought I would like are 

now readily available eg Kath Kitson handbags  
  I can now consider myself an authority on events in my lifetime which are now considered history 

and could sometimes see the unintended consequences!  
 I really regret that I will unlikely to be around for the outcome of Donald Trump’s influence on his-

tory or Brexit.  
       

Local hotelier to take Gweedore to the global stage - Donegal News.    
http://donegalnews.com/2017/02/local-hotelier-take-gweedore-global-stage/ 

I am sending this as it was the hotel in which we looked at the guest book for Jane Austen's nieces 
on our Jane Austen Trail in 2015 .    Just the job if you would like to see the rich and famous.  I hope they 
have success with the venture although it does seem ambitious.   I think the intention is to try to do some-
thing similar to the neighbouring estate of Glenveigh Castle.    This was hot location in 1920’s and 30’s as it 
was owned by a Donegal man who was a Hollywood insider & had open house for all the glam stars of the 
time. 

http://donegalnews.com/2017/02/local-hotelier-take-gweedore-global-stage/


David Steward writes:                                             

 2017  may be the year that I really completely retire.     Last year I spent a considerable 
amount of time in editing the seventh edition of my  ‘Manual of Pediatric Anesthesia”.    This was published 
in print and a digital versions late in 2016.   Now we sit back and wait to see the reviews!    Fortunately, I 
now have two slightly younger co-authors to share the blame.    This will probably be the last edition I edit 
(SAD!). 

 This past February I attended  the annual Pediatric Anesthesia Conference in Los Angeles to lecture 
for probably the last time (SAD!).     I have been on the faculty at that meeting every year for the past 45 
years.   As I have been retired from clinical work for 15 years I think it is time to quit!    I first started attend-
ing the meeting while I was still in Toronto – then a free trip to the sunshine in mid winter was not to be 
missed.    In those early years it was a very big meeting with some 800 attendees; most of who worked in 
general hospitals and just occasionally had to manage children for relatively minor procedures.     The con-
tent of our lectures was commensurately quite simple stuff!    During the ensuing years the scope of pediat-
ric surgery increased enormously, regionalization of pediatric services became the norm, and the number 
of dedicated pediatric anesthetists grew.     This year the meeting was attended by about 250 practitioners; 
most spend a large proportion of their time managing pediatric cases.    The discussions now are at a much 
higher level!  

 One of my topics this year was “Managing the Autistic Child” a subject of considerable interest as 
the incidence of autism seems to be increasing so dramatically; why? I think no one knows.   Fortunately 
the Children’s Hospital in San Diego  has an absolutely excellent autism focus and I was able to draw on 
their wide experience.  So now I may be leaving all this (SAD!)                 (Continued next page) 

Marie (Croxson) Freeman contacted by telephone reports: 

 I was doing fairly well , but then my good eye deteriorated further.   At first they thought I had a de-
tached retina, but further consultations suggested I had a sub-retinal bleed.      The only treatment seemed 
to be a 3 hr operation with a 1 in 8 chance of success.  I elected to leave alone and cope with the situation 
as it is.    I can recognize light and dark but have no detailed vision.   Hence I tend to bump into things.  Un-
fortunately this has also meant that I cannot send e-mails now, though I can hear those sent to me. 

 However despite all this I am keeping quite active.    I was very proud of myself for getting up to a 
meeting at the RSM last week—I was also very grateful for the kindness shown to me by the London Under-
ground staff. 

 I am managing quite well in my apartment in Harpenden, and now I have help right next door as my 
grandson, Chris, and his girlfriend have moved into the apartment next door.   They are both primary school 
teachers working just north of Watford.   Nicky, my granddaughter, continues to make slow progress and is 
living in a flatlet for the disabled; however she is able to get herself on the bus and come and see me. 

 I enjoy living in Harpenden which is a pleasant little town.   I belong to a theatre club and we have 
coach trips to London shows, we are going to “American in Paris” next.    I can hear well and enjoy the expe-
rience.   I am booked on a river cruise from Budapest to Bucharest later in the year with a group of friends—
so I keep quite active. 

  Best wishes to all classmates,   Marie. 

 

Editors note:   Marie said I could include her phone number so anyone wishing to call could do so: 

       Number is: 01582 760 159 



 

 

  I moved the meeting to the Disneyland Hotel when I arrived in LA in 1991.    This has been 
quite a success in providing very pleasant environment for such a group as ours.   Lots of kids in their 
“Sleeping Beauty” dresses or “Mickey Mouse” ears  wandering about, and having the time of their lives.    
Like everywhere else however there are signs of the times—you now have to pass through a check point 
and get screened before you go into the park area! 

 However, I constantly am reminded of how lucky we were to live and practice  medicine during the 
past 50 years; the most exciting times ever.   The progress has been phenomenal.    I think back to helping 
Fanny with cardiac caths in her hut at Lawn Rd.  We did not realize at the time that she had been responsi-
ble for introducing cardiac angiography to UK (see Monk’s list RCP).   My job was to fill glass syringes with 
liquid paraffin to take blood samples anaerobically to Van Slyke later.   Treatment of Congenital HD then in 
its infancy.    Last year the team I had worked with in LA performed a staged cardiac repair in which the first 
stage was performed intra-uterine!  

 Again this year I did spend some time at Pismo Beach on the Central California Coast and made my 
annual visit to the Monarch Butterfly Grove.  This year was cooler weather so the butterflies were spending 
much of there time clustering in the branches; they do this to keep warm.    The numbers were up just 
slightly this year! (Happy!) 

   Best wishes to all, and please keep on contributing,  David. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Monarch Butterflies clustering - they look just like leaves! 

Next edition in the Autumn—please plan your submission now! 




