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July 2009 

This is the newsletter for the Maida 

Vale AUSSI Masters Swimming 

Club. 

Club nights are on Monday at 6.30 

pm, training night is Thursday at 6 

pm at Maida Vale Heated Pool.  

Aerobic swimming is on some 

Saturdays from 2 pm at Darling 

Range Sports College. 

 

 

  From the Pres’s pen,   
Weather’s fine, quokkas are cute, 
wish you were here!!   
  
Leslie   



 

 

 
 
Join fellow members and friends 

at our 
30 YEAR ANNIVERSARY BASH 

 
 

WHEN:   Saturday, 25th July 2009 

WHERE:  Lesmurdie Club - Reception 

Centre 

     Cnr Lawnbrook & Boronia Rd  

     Walliston 

TIME:  6.30pm – hors d’œuvres & pre-

dinner drinks in Foyer 

7.30pm – 3 Course Buffet Meal 

Guests to purchase their own drink 

with meal 

TICKETS:   $35.00 per person 
  
  ENTERTAINMENT; Live Band/Dancing 

Club Memorabilia/History 
Display 

 

The club is subsidizing the evening with pre-dinner food and drinks. Thereafter drinks to be 

purchased by guests from the bar.  

 

Tickets must be pre-booked and paid for.  Cancellations only accepted up to 7 days prior 

to the function. 

 

Tables of eight will be arranged and reserved if required.  Make up a group and reserve 

your table.  Family members and friends are welcome to join you on this special occasion. 

 

 RSVP by 15th July 2009 
 
To make bookings: 
Return the attached form or, 

Contact:           Kim Bingham   Ph: 9454 6807  

Email: ace2@iinet.net.au 



 
 

30 YEAR ANNIVERSARY BASH 
 

I, ______________________________________  

am able/unable to attend the Maida Vale AUSSI 30 

Year Anniversary celebration. 

 

Please find enclosed ________________ as payment for 

________ tickets ($35.00per person). 

 

Contact No:__________________ 

 
Cheques made payable to:  MAIDA VALE AUSSI 

Post to:    MAIDA VALE AUSSI 
PO Box 683 
Kalamunda WA 6926 

or 
Direct debit to club bank account: 
Include your initial and surname and 30Y 

reference 

ie: JCitizen-30Y with your payment 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 



Monday Night Programme for July/August 

 

13 July 50 freestyle 200 fly 

20 July Committee Aerobics 

27 July 50 breaststroke 100 fly 

3 August 50 backstroke (stubby 

Stakes) 

100 freestyle 

10 August 50 fly 100 IM 

17 August 50 backstroke 100 breaststroke 

24 August Committee Aerobics 

31 August 50 freestyle 100 backstroke 

 

 

Only two birthdays for the month of July - Robin Faulkner on 25 July and Lesley on 

29 July. 

 

Swan Hills BACC on Sunday 5 July 

 

We came, we swam and we won!!!  We had a number of swimmers who attended this 

carnival and a number of personal bests from a huge number of swimmers!  We won 

by the narrowest of margins (2 points) over Claremont.  We also took home a number 

of prizes from the raffle as well.  Congrats to all of the swimmers who took part and 

also to all the non swimmers, Geoffrey, Roo and Brian who helped make it a big 

success for our club!  Personal bests are listed in the table – hope you enjoyed your 

frog!! 

 

�ame Stroke Time 

Elaine 100 breaststroke By 6.18 secs 

Russell 100 breaststroke 

50 freestyle 

By 5.12 secs 

By 5.19 secs 

Claire 100 breaststroke By 2.33 secs 

Andrea 200 freestyle 

25 breaststroke 

By .85 sec 

By .06 sec 

Kim 25 breaststroke 

25 fly 

By .49 sec 

By .41 sec 

Alan 25 fly By .80 sec 

Barbara 25 freestyle By 1.45 sec 

Ren 25 freestyle By 0.01 sec 

Ian 25 freestyle By 0.43 sec 

Carol 50 freestyle By .14 sec 

Paul 50 freestyle By 2.08 secs 

Elspeth 25 freestyle By 0.01 sec 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Richard has recently returned from his travels and here he tells us of the road taken in 

New England. 

 
New England Ramble 

 
 
Contrary to the opinion of certain quiz night adjudicators, New England is not a state in the 
USA, but a grouping of six states in a small area where the pilgrim fathers first settled.  I can 
vouch for this, having spent three weeks in May/June driving some 4500 km through this 
lovely part of the USA. Most of the time we knew where we were going, but even when lost, it 
was still enjoyable. The excuse for the trip was an applied geochemistry conference at 
Fredericton New Brunswick in Canada.  Fredericton lies just over the border from the northern 
part of Maine, which with Vermont, New Hampshire, Massachusetts, Rhode Island and 
Connecticut make up the New England states.  My interest in New England was sparked over 
50 years ago when I was forced to study the poetry of Robert Frost for the then equivalent of 
the TEE.  I’ve long-since forgotten the poetry but his descriptions of New England lingered on.  
Hence it was decided that instead of flying direct to Fredericton, we would start in New York 
and drive to Fredericton via New England. 
 
 The trip got off to a disastrous start.  We boarded our flight in Perth at midnight, all set for a 
0015 take-off.  And we sat, and sat, and sat.  Finally there was an announcement that the 
delay was due to a random X-ray scan finding a dangerous item in a suitcase.  There were 5 
planes loading up at the time and for some inexplicable reason, they didn’t know which plane 
the object was on.  So they came through each plane asking passengers if anyone had 
packed an inflammable item like a barbecue lighter.  Apparently half a dozen people fessed 
up, so the decision was taken to unload and scan all the luggage from all 5 planes.  They 
then announced that the planes would leave without luggage and anyone wanting to 
disembark could do so.  A lot of people got off, and after another wait it was announced that 
the luggage was all off and we would leave shortly.  So we sat, and sat and sat.  Then they 
announced that they couldn’t leave because they couldn’t reconcile their records as to who 
had left and who was flying.  By this time I (and many others) was incandescent with rage and 
Brenda had to restrain me from murdering someone.  We finally departed three hours late – 
bad at any time but especially so for the midnight horror with a further 20 hours of flying after 
that.  Fortunately we easily made our connection in Sydney and the rest of the trip went 
smoothly, albeit spoiled by the knowledge that we wouldn’t have our luggage on arrival. 
 
Fortunately, the clothes we were wearing were OK for everything we wanted to do in the first 
couple of days in NY.  We got to our hotel at about 7 pm and after a shower we walked to 
Times Square (very close) and had dinner at Bubba Gump’s shrimp restaurant.  The meal 
was just right, served by friendly young staff and the view of the Times Square lights (more 
live TV ads now compared to neon signs of the past) from the 1

st
 floor windows - 

sensational.   We took a “hop-on hop-off” bus tour for two days and the first morning we 
looked at the uptown area (Lincoln Center, Harlem) then visited the Guggenheim Museum, 
which is an iconic building which houses some great Impressionist paintings.  We did a short 
walk in Central Park and then caught the bus back to Times Square to see the matinee 
performance of West Side Story.  By this time, the traffic was clogging the whole area and 
progress was so slow that we started to worry we wouldn’t be back in time to catch the show.  
This time I had to restrain Brenda, who wanted to jog 6 blocks to the theatre in 35 degree 
heat.  I got her down to a fast walk, and in the end we were in our seats 15 minutes before 
curtain time.  The show was sensational – we’ve never seen such spectacular dancing live 
and the stars had it all – looks, singing voices and acting talent.  The house was full – 
surprising for a mid-week matinee.  That night we had dinner at a legendary jazz club – 
Birdland, again within walking distance.  The meal and venue were great.  The jazz was a bit 
modern for my taste but it was overall a good experience. 
 
Our luggage arrived 36 hours after our arrival – a relief after much trauma through telephone 
and internet enquiries.  We re-joined the bus tour and did the downtown section.  However, 
we had some new anxieties about car rental and accomodation for the next stage of the 
journey.  I had been trying to book a car on the internet since before leaving Perth but had 
failed because the telephone numbers I put in were not cyber-acceptable.  However it now 



appeared that it was a long weekend in USA hire cars and accommodation were in short 
supply.  We did manage to book an Avis car and accomodation at Hartford, Connecticut, so 
went out for a last foray in NY –up to the top of the Rockefeller Centre for the views.  That 
night we went to the ballet at the Metropolitan Opera House.  The performance was good but 
not spectacular, as titled, but it was an experience to be at such a famous venue. 
 
Next morning we got to Penn Station 1½ hours before the 8.30 am departure of our train to 
Connecticut and watched the crowds go by.  The train trip took us to New Haven (home of 
Yale University) and then by bus to Hartford.  After checking in we picked up the car and 
drove to the coast to visit Mystic Seaport, a collection of historic boats and all things 
associated with America’s seafaring history.  It was very good.  The countryside was mostly 
the greenest of green deciduous forest interspersed with cute clapboard houses set in acres 
of mowed lawns.  There was surprisingly little farmland, presumably due to the long harsh 
winters. 
 
After leaving our hotel in Hartford Connecticut next morning, we started in the wrong direction 
and stumbled across the home of Mark Twain, so decided to visit.  It was pretty early in the 
day so we had a guide to ourselves and had a great tour of the house (really beautiful) and 
insight into his life and character.  We then drove to the Litchfield Hills district in far western 
Ct, which was a designated beauty spot.  Brenda sussed out a great Inn – The Fife ‘n Drum, 
in the tiny town of Kent.  Luckily they had a vacancy so we stayed the two remaining nights of 
the Memorial Day long weekend.  This was a gem of a place.  Lovely old houses scattered 
through green forest with rolling hills, lakes and waterfalls.  We had a spectacular and 
delicious meal of roast duck, flambeed at the table in the Fife ‘n Drum restaurant, while 
seated next to the piano man on Saturday night.  Sunday we had a classic American 
breakfast at the local diner, then went to the local episcopal church for the 8.30 service.  We 
then investigated the Sloane (Brenda’s maiden name) Museum, a mile or so outside town.  It 
was closed but we were able to gather that Eric Sloane was a prolific artist and collector of 
Americana.  Driving the local roads we happened on the Macedonia State Park, which had a 
rambling camping ground –very well populated because of the holiday weekend.  We walked 
one of the trails and had a picnic lunch.  In the afternoon we did more driving around the 
beautiful countryside. 
 
The next morning we went to the Kent Memorial Day (their ANZAC Day) parade.  It was pretty 
small, with just a handful of veterans, filled out with a primary school band and the local fire 
brigade. Brenda was right into it though, waving her U.S. flag for all she was worth.  There 
was a fly-past by two fighter jets and two gunfire salutes.  We then headed north through 
western Massachusetts to our destination in Bennington, southern Vermont.  On the way we 
kept getting diverted by more parades so it was a bit of a winding route and we did wave the 
flag at one other parade while we waited for the road to open. 
 
We learned that Bennington was the site of a decisive battle in the War of Independence and 
has an impressive monument, many historic buildings and covered bridges.  We ate dinner at 
Kevin’s Sports Pub and Restaurant in north Bennington, another memorable meal. 
 
We then drove northeast to Plymouth, New Hampshire.  The country was more mountainous 
and the vegetation changing to a mix of conifers and deciduous, but still very beautiful.  We 
stayed at a really interesting inn, converted from an old factory, with lots of the old timber 
frames, structural steel and boiler pipes etc incorporated into the decor.  Plymouth is centrally 
located with respect to the White Mountain State Forest to the north and Squam and 
Winnipesaukee Lakes to the south. 
 
The beautiful weather we had since arrival changed next day and the next three days had 
continuous rain, drizzle and fog.  We drove around Lake Winnipesaukee on the first day, 
hoping for improved weather for our assault on the White Mountain National Forest.  Squam 
Lake was the setting for the famous 1970s? movie “On Golden Pond”.  It was still beautiful 
scenery up close, but the visibility meant we couldn’t fully appreciate the more distant lake 
views.  We compensated by a couple of indoor visits – a well hidden information centre 
dedicated to the conservation of loons (relatives of penguins), and an impressive shopping 
centre occupying several levels of an old timber factory or barn.   



 
The weather was no better next day but we still enjoyed our trip through the National Forest. 
The mountains were shrouded by fog and drizzle but we were able to walk short distances to 
two waterfalls. We had our picnic lunch in a big covered area which together with the pull-offs, 
pathways, pedestrian underpasses, stone steps, explanatory plaques etc were brilliantly 
done.  We spent some time in the Visitor Centre, which had some great displays. 
 
We finished up at Waterville, Maine for the night, well placed to visit the Arcadia National Park 
next day.  Again the weather was foul, and we were limited to the sights we could see whilst 
driving.  When it stopped raining briefly we went to see the “Thunder Rock” on the ocean and 
got drenched by the backwash from a big wave.  The car heater fixed matters and we had 
another picnic, but had to stay standing because the table and benches were too wet to sit.  
We finished up at a Best Western Inn near Bangor, where the receptionist recommended a 
great restaurant to sample the local delicacy – lobster. Brenda was in seventh heaven and I 
was pleased because we had one each, together with salad, fries and bread at less than half 
what we would pay for a crayfish meal in WA. 
 
We finished the journey to Fredericton after 7 days on the road with it still cloudy and drizzling 
rain.  The hotel was centrally located, on the banks of the St John River, so we spent the 
afternoon doing a self-guided walking tour, without getting too wet.  The Anglican cathedral 
looked lovely so we went to communion on Sunday.  The service followed a 1960s prayer 
book with very archaic language and seemed a bit cold and lifeless to us.  We drove south 
100 km to the seaport of St Johns later on Sunday.  St Johns is on the Bay of Fundy, which 
has the world record for tidal rise-and-fall and the highlight was the “Reversing Falls” – a spot 
where the St John River passes through a rocky gap in different directions twice a day, 
causing massive whirlpools and swirling currents.  We also drove around the Irving Nature 
Park, a forested peninsular on the coast, but only after a frustrating period trying to access it 
over a poorly sign-posted freeway system. We returned to Fredericton for the opening 
reception at the Uni of New Brunswick on Sunday night.  The conference and Fredericton 
were good, but there is not a lot to say.  The highlight was really the time we spent with some 
good Canadian friends (including another lobster dinner).  The ladies program was cancelled 
due to lack of participants so Brenda spent time taking buses to parks and shopping centres, 
doing lots of walking and watching the French Open tennis on TV while I sat through the 
technical sessions. 
 
We left Canada through the coastal town of St Stephen and were immediately enjoying 
coastal Maine, with the usual well-presented historic points of interest, picnic areas etc. The 
weather was warm and sunny, which also helped.  We lucked onto a gem of a town called 
Camden, which had the most picturesque harbour full of historic ships, and beautiful old 
homes and gardens.  We stayed at the Lord Camden Inn in the main street, which was a 
luxuriously re-furbished old building – our room with harbour views.  Another lobster dinner 
(the best) happened that night. We went walking and photographing around the town under 
cloudy skies on Saturday morning - the sun emerged just as we headed off to the NW through 
a lake-filled part of Maine.  The accommodation options were a bit limited here so we had to 
be content with a historic inn (more like a B&B) in extensive grounds including a hiking trail 
along a wooded stream and private beach on a scenic lake.  No en suite or wireless internet 
though, but we managed to stick it out, right through the three course breakfast including 
gourmet omelette and french toast.  We saw a loon on the lake – important icon on this trip – 
features on the Canadian dollar (the “loonie”).  We see lots of warning signs: “Brake for 
moose – It may save your life.  Hundreds of collisions” but have yet to see one –damn!.  We 
re-visited the White Mountains National Forest, this time in warm sunny conditions.  We 
travelled different routes and saw good mountain scenery and went on a 3 km hike to visit a 
rocky gorge called “The Flume” – amazing both for the natural features but also the trail and 
boardwalk set-up and informative signage.   
 
On return to Hartford, we did a final walk around the park and impressive State capital 
building before catching the train back to New York and our flight back to Perth. Our New 
England ramble validated Frost’s descriptions.  We now need to plan a return visit in the Fall, 
when the forest colours are said to be even more beautiful.   

 


