
 

                     Mid March NEWSLETTER 

 

CHAIRMAN CALLING: 

Dear Members 

You may or may not have heard that National u3a plan to have an annual u3a day on 2 June.  It will take 

place this year, despite obvious limitations.  Next year, it will be the 40th anniversary of the start of u3a. 

John Reynolds and Jane Yoward, both on our committee, have set up a working group, and have laid the 

foundations for what we will do in Emsworth ς use of Hospital Gardens, members offering leaflets in 

Emsworth, posters in windows and so on ς all carefully within Government guidelines. 

Could/would any of you join John and Jane in the group ς ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀƴ ƻƴŜǊƻǳǎ ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ǿƻǊƪ ς 

we need opinions, support, suggestions, links and so on.  If you would like to help (please do!), then get 

in touch with either Jane or John on the contacts page of our website. 

Many thanks ς or get in touch with me, with any queries on the whole thing. 

                                                                                                                                                  Best regards, Anne 

 

 

 

Annual Subscriptions due by the end of the month 
 

Thank you to the many of you who have already paid your subscription, at the bargain price of £10 per 
head for 2021-2022. 
 
The renewal form is on the membership page of the website, ready to download, print, complete and send 
to me with your payment.  My address is on the form.  5ƻƴΩǘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƻ ƴƻǘŜ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŜƭƛƎƛōƭŜ ŦƻǊ 
Gift Aid as that gives us a healthy boost to your subscription fee, at no extra cost to you. 
 

Sue Kent 
Membership Secretary 

 

 

 

 

INTERVIEW WITH MAUREEN BALLARD-NEALE (a founder member of Ems Valley u3a) 
Hello Maureen, are you an Emsworth resident of old, or where did you reside before you came here? 

hǳǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƘƻƳŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ²Ŝǎǘ [ƻƴŘƻƴΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƛƎƘǘǇŀǘƘ ǘƻ IŜŀǘƘǊƻǿΦ  ¢ǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƴΣ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ wŜȄΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ 

moved to Portsmouth, and the next 10 years were spent in Bedhampton.  In 1975 we moved to Beach Road, 

Emsworth, to accommodate elderly family meƳōŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ψǘƛƭ нлмнΦ 

You and Rex are recognised as being very long-standing members of our U3A, did you actually join right at the 

start of Ems Valley u3a? 



Yes, we did.  We were on the list of about 50 people waiting to get into Emsworth u3a.  As I recall, a feisty lady from 

the U.S. and Anne Beard found that it was perfectly permissible to have two u3as in the same location, so we were 

off! 

Not everyone will know of the sterling work you used to do in order to get the Emsworth Community Centre 

running smoothly and established.  Can you just remind them of this work that you did and the number of years 

that that work continued? 

When we moved to Emsworth, the ECC was already up 

and running, thanks to the energy of a neighbour of ours, 

Helen Barnard.  She was a very persuasive lady and in 

about 1978 decided I would be useful taking minutes of 

meetings and co-ordinating the bi-monthly newsletter.  

When the Mountford Rooms were ready, I then took over 

the bookings.  I probably did this for about 5 years. 

Can you tell us a bit about the groups you were 

involved with in our u3a, and indeed led in some cases? 

Early on I offered to lead a garden group.  We meet in 

ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΩ ƎŀǊŘŜƴǎΣ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ǘŀƭƪǎ ƻƴ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ǘƻǇƛŎǎΣ 

ƘŀǾŜ ƻǳǘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻΣ ƻŦǘŜƴΣ Ψ¸Ŝƭƭƻǿ .ƻƻƪΩ ƎŀǊŘŜƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

winter months combine with Garden Group II for a 

lecture. 

A little later on I co-ordinated a music appreciation 

group.  It meets in our house and each member in turn 

presents a topic ς maybe a composer, an instrument, a 

type of music etc - and brings the music to demonstrate 

the theme; a small group of seven of us. Recently we also 

joined the Boules team. 

One group I do know about is Wine Appreciation, and I well remember the fact that you hosted our Wine Tasting 

Barbecues for many years at your lovely house in Beach Road. We were eternally grateful, what do you remember 

about those evenings? 



ΧΧŀƴŘ ȅŜǎΣ ǾŜǊȅ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎǘƛŎ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŜ 

appreciation.  The most important issue about the 

ōŀǊōŜŎǳŜǎ ƛƴ .ŜŀŎƘ wƻŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƛǎ ΨǘƘŀnk 

ƎƻƻŘƴŜǎǎ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŀƛƴΗΩ  ²Ŝ ƭƻǾŜ ǇŀǊǘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ 

pleasure to do it. 

Now that you have moved up into the middle of 

Emsworth, how do you find the difference? 

Relaxing!  The old house and garden, although a 

delight, was just too big.  Now we are tucked into our 

quiet corner, near the shops and completely 

independent. 

I know that the members of Gardening One were all 

very grateful to you for your organisation and 

enthusiasm and I know how much work you used to 

put in organising the Gardening trips away. Would 

you tell us a bit about those holidays. 

The first 5-day holiday was to Cornwall in March, and 

put together quite quickly.  Like you and the wine 

ǘǊƛǇǎΣ wŜȄ ŀƴŘ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŘƛŘ ŀ ΨǊŜŎŎŜΩ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǘ 

the hotel of choice for a couple days, and considered 

ǘƻ ōŜ Ψŀ ƘƻƭƛŘŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜΩΦ  !ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀƳŜ 

Suffolk, Kent (twice), Devon, Nottingham, Ludlow, 

Somerset and Gloucestershire, always with a mixture 

of stately homes and smaller, private gardens. 

Did anything amusing happen to you or the group 

on those trips? 

Without exception, apart from one shower, we have 

always had fine weather, but one morning we set off 

from Emsworth in the rain.  I thought we were in for a 

wet week, but by the time we got to Bowood House 

for coffee at 11 am the clouds parted, the sun came 

out, and lasted the whole holiday. 

Those of us on the Suffolk trip will remember the 

sugar-beet factory!  It was positioned by a 

roundabout and our original coach driver never used a satnav.  I swear we drove past it half a dozen times on one 

outing. 

Looking back, what was your favourite group, or is this too difficult a question to answer fairly? 

²Ŝ Řƻ ŜƴƧƻȅ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭ ŜǉǳŀƭƭȅΦ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ Ƙŀve a favourite as they are all so different, and my personal 

participation varies a lot from one to another. 

For my part I would like to thank you and Rex for coming to all of my wine trips abroad!  Can you say which one 

was your favourite? 

LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ one for hot sunshine, so I enjoyed the trip to Germany in the snow.  After the huge disappointment to 

miss the holiday in the summer, it was so good of you to quickly put together the winter one to the Moselle region. 

We always end the interview with you being cast away to a desert island with the Bible, the complete works of 

Shakespeare and the membership list of Ems Valley u3a to remember us by.  You are allowed to request one other 

thing, what will that be? 

How long am I stuck on this dratted island?  I ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōƻȄŦǳƭ ƻŦ ŦƭƻǿŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǾŜƎŜǘŀōƭŜ ǎŜŜŘǎ ς for beauty and 

nourishment! 

 

 

 

 

ΨLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ Ƙƻǘ 

sunshine, so I enjoyed the trip 

to the Moselle in the snow.Ω   



GOLD PROSPECTING IN THE AUSTRALIAN OUTBACK with member Chris Gibbs 

Third and final part of this trip that Chris embarked on in 1999: 
Snag number two finally caused Rob to realize that he had an alcohol problem.   He had forgotten to buy wine boxes 

for the trip the previous day and although the rest of us said we did not care, he found that he could not leave 

Nullagine without a plentiful supply of alcohol.  So we had to hang around until 12 noon when the law allowed him 

to purchase wine and tinnies.  Then we were off.  Rob (our leader) Peter, Margaret, Brenda, Narla and me.  Narla, 

the dog, was sitting on Peter's knee in the front.  What with 5 of us and all the gear it was rather cramped. The 

journey was about 60 miles averaging just over 20 mph.  The countryside in the Pilbara consists of a series of low 

ridges with a flat plain between.  The vegetation is semi desert, except where a river flows - a river which does not 

dry up in the summer will support large river gums, whereas the smaller ones are lined with such plants as wild 

cotton and native hibiscus.  We also passed through a tract of upland country, which rather reminded me of English 

moorland.  In this area we saw Bush Turkey and Bustards, both large birds with long legs.  All went well; we 

negotiated the rivers without a hitch and eventually encountered the bog that we had been warned about by the 

police.  This also proved to be no problem, so to celebrate the tinnies were broken out of the fridge.  We then had to 

find the cow spine bone which was nailed to a post at the start of the track to the Springs.  A beautiful area with lots 

of river gums and well 

supplied with water from 

the springs. We had to set 

up camp before dark.  We 

"girls" collected wood for 

the fire whilst Rob got the 

dining room and bedroom 

ready.  The bedroom was 

a very large groundsheet 

with us all  sleeping lined 

up in a row, Rob on a very 

low camp bed, Peter on a 

piece of foam cushioning 

and we "girls" in swags in 

the middle (to protect us, 

Rob said, from wandering 

feral male camels).  

Apparently if they come 

across you sleeping in 

their territory they kneel 

on you - caput, squashed 

ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘΗ  όL ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƻƴΩǘ 

know if this was fact or if Rob winding us up).  A swag is a large piece of canvas which folds into three.  There is a 2" 

thick piece of firm foam in the middle section and the pocket holds this and a sleeping bag in place.  So into the 

sleeping bag you get and fold over the side pieces, pulling the hood part over your head.  It was actually too warm 

for the hood and only one side piece was required.  As long as you have a pillow swags are really quite cosy and 

comfortable.  We got the campfire going and then washed in the stream, and changed into our pyjamas before the 

sun went down.  Tonight we were to celebrate Rob's 50th birthday - so we started off with Oz champagne and then 

had barbequed camel burgers ς very highly seasoned and I didn't like them.  They tasted far too full of preservatives. 

After the meal we all turned in and I lay and watched the moon and the stars and listened to the breeze rustling the 

leaves of the river gums.  A little taste of heaven  There was noise - lots of frogs and two owls, one called a Mo-poke 

and the other a Barking Owl.  This one was amazing - calling Woof-Woof, Woof-Woof.  Narla was totally confused 

and rushed around crazily barking trying to get at the "dog" in the tree.  I slept on and off, but for me sleeping out 

like this is one of life's best experiences and I love to watch the stars move across the sky and the moon too. (no light 

pollution here).  Anyone getting up has to put more wood on the fire so that when morning comes the first person 

up stokes the fire and gets the billy boiling to make morning tea.  It was cloudless again with a coolish breeze but 

very soon warmed up.  After a very leisurely breakfast Brenda & I decided to go exploring to look for a swimming 

pool.  It was magical, the sunlight was streaming through the trees and there were hundreds of butterflies - orange 



and black dancing in the sunbeams. We did find a very large mysterious pool, teeming with fish, surrounded by trees 

and with a large population of birds. The problem was that it would have been very difficult to get in and out of the 

water as there were submerged trees etc. So we wandered back to camp. 

Rob had gone in the opposite direction and found a more open pool with a beach to swim from so we decided to go 

there.  The one thing which spoilt this paradise was "March Flies". These were about the same shape and colour, 

though 3 times the size of, an English horsefly, and did they bite!  It really hurt, though no swelling or raised red spot 

occurred.  We eventually discovered that the mosquito repellent, which we didn't need (because there weren't any 

mosquitos), also repelled the March Flies and after that it really was paradise. 

By this time it was getting extremely hot and so we went in to swim - very refreshing.  Rob took his fishing rod and 

caught lots of small fish for lunch, Narla stood in the water (she was also feeling the heat).  The rest of us (when we 

were out of the water) fought off the March Flies (we hadn't found the repellent at that stage).  Eventually back for a 

barbequed fish lunch - very tasty.  Then we all had a rest and sat in the shade and read.  As we were all getting 

moving again Peter asked Rob to give him a hand up from his foam bed.  He was too heavy for Rob to hold with one 

hand, so he fell and did, we knew not what, damage to his left leg.  With 2 nurses and a pharmacist no one panics, 

but Margaret was concerned that his hip might be broken. After Peter had recovered a little the two nurses 

managed to get him into a chair and applied ice packs of frozen peas and later the bag from inside the white wine 

box which had been in the freezer section of the fridge.  After supper the nurses got Peter back to bed and we all 

had a fairly restless night knowing he had to be got back to Nullagine the next day.  Rob had global positioning 

equipment but no radio or mobile phone so we 

were on our own. 

 
The next morning we loaded up and set off back 

ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ bǳƭƭŀƎƛƴŜΦ tŜǘŜǊΩǎ ƭŜƎ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭ ŦƻǊ 

the dog to sit on his knee so she had to squash in 

wherever she could.  Rob was keen to have 

another prospecting session on the way back 

even though Peter couldn't actually get out of the 

4WD.  It was extremely hot again and very dusty.  

By the time we did reach Nullagine our hair was 

like Red Brillo Pads and everything was covered in 

red dust. 

Wonderful!!!!! - semi-civilization and the prospect 

of a shower - magic.  Alas, the road menders had 

broken the water main from the large storage 

tank on the hill ς disappointment all round. 

Peter was put to bed and Margaret went for the 

community nurse, who was out.  He came round 

on his return and said he thought it was a muscle 

problem, but there was a possibility of a break so, 

please get the leg X-rayed.  We repaired to the "pub" part of the Motel for a drink before fish and chips.  There are 

no beer pumps in these so-called "pubs" just fridges full of tinnies and spirit bottles.  The cold shandy went down 

very well.  Talking to the customers at the pub was most interesting as they were all what we would term 

άŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊǎέ όǾŜǊȅ ǘƻǳgh),  in England.  

An earlier incident here was both funny and very sad. Word had gone around that there were three Sheila's in the 

bar. One chap by the name of Dave, egged on by the others, rushed off to have a shave and a shower and came back 

in a clean gleaming white shirt. Sadly he targeted me, offering me a ride in his Lear jet as an inducement to go home 

with him. Unfortunately he probably did not realise that he looked as if he had both AIDS and severe liver disease so 

no chance. I think they all go mad living in the wilderness but I have to admit that I felt very sorry for him when he 

was then cruelly ribbed by the others. 

The water supply had been restored by this time but the loo wouldn't flush. The practical Brenda, decided she would 

deal with this by removing the top of the cistern and gradually fill up the cistern with water from the sink tap. 

Suddenly there was a great shriek from the bathroom.  "There are things like frogs and they are crawling up the 

cistern wall".  I went in and sure enough the cistern contained about 20·small silvery green (very pale) tree frogs.  I 

LŦ ƻƴƭȅΧΧΧΦΦ 



got hysterical giggles because the more water we put in the cistern the more the frogs tried to climb out (they could 

climb up the cistern wall because they had small suction pads on their feet). We did eventually manage to fill the 

cistern and flush the loo and then do it again leaving the frogs in peace.  We slept well and on the next day left early 

for Port Headland. 

1 1/2 hours on the graded gravel road got us to Marble Bar whose claim to fame was a large outcrop of Jasper (not 

Marble) by the river.  There was also an enormous Victorian Stone built police station and Claims Office for 

prospectors.  It is also frequently the hottest place in W.A. and, yes, it was hot that day. 

Then off on the second leg of the journey - we hit the paved road again and with it the dead kangaroos along the 

edge of the road.  The countryside got flatter, the wild flowers disappeared and with them the wild beauty of the 

Pilbara - sadness. 

The Port Headland airport was totally deserted, but bliss - the air conditioning was on.  We sat around, ate some rolls 

and waited for the place to come alive.  When the desk staff eventually arrived they took one disgusted look at the 

luggage caked in red dust and put it all into large plastic bags before accepting it.  They also provided a wheelchair 

and Peter was hoisted, onto the plane in the baggage hoist. I'm afraid we 3 ladies stood there and laughed - probably 

it was relief that we had got him back.  Back in Perth, Peter had his X-ray which showed nothing broken.   What a 

great adventure we had had! Were we rich, well not in nugget terms! 

aŀǊƎŀǊŜǘ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜŘ ƻǘƘŜǊ άǘǊƛǇǎέ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ƛƴ !ǳǎǘǊŀƭƛŀ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǘƻǊȅΗΗ 

(Thank you Chris for sharing this most advenǘǳǊƻǳǎ ǘǊƛǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΦ L ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩt make a big thing of the 

ƴǳƎƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ƳŜΧ 9ŘƛǘƻǊΦύ 

 

 

THE BEST OF MATT: 
 

       
 

 

 

9ƳǿƻǊǘƘΩǎ hȅǎǘŜǊǎ ς ŀ ǾƛŘŜƻ ǿƻǊǘƘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎΧΦ 
If you have a half hour to spare, and you wish to enjoy a real touch of local history, and I am talking modern local 

history here, just type into your browser: 

9ƳǎǿƻǊǘƘΩǎ hȅǎǘŜǊǎ ς Millstream productions. 

https://www.google.co.uk/url?sa=i&url=https://chrisbeetles.com/artist/35/matt-matthew-pritchett-mbe?page%3D3&psig=AOvVaw0qf85PVMqvS-NNrpFp_eIU&ust=1615206368689000&source=images&cd=vfe&ved=0CAIQjRxqFwoTCNCApM6Wnu8CFQAAAAAdAAAAABB1
https://www.google.co.uk/url?sa=i&url=https://twitter.com/mattcartoonist/status/1250480877970259969&psig=AOvVaw0qf85PVMqvS-NNrpFp_eIU&ust=1615206368689000&source=images&cd=vfe&ved=0CAIQjRxqGAoTCNCApM6Wnu8CFQAAAAAdAAAAABCUAg
https://www.google.co.uk/url?sa=i&url=https://twitter.com/mattcartoonist&psig=AOvVaw0Fr6j-w8m7rVsLg-DVKkgQ&ust=1615207293617000&source=images&cd=vfe&ved=0CAIQjRxqFwoTCLiJqImanu8CFQAAAAAdAAAAABA4


First you are given some 19th 

century history of the Emsworth 

Oyster trade by the late 

historian, Linda Newell who 

many of you will remember. 

Then you are entertained by 

ƳƻǊŜ ǊŜŎŜƴǘ ŦƛǎƘŜǊƳŀƴΩǎ ǘŀƭŜǎ 

from the period 1970 to the 

current times. 

Ψ9ƳǎǿƻǊǘƘϥǎ hȅǎǘŜǊǎΩ ƛǎ ŀ 

Emsworth Historical and 

Maritime Trust & Heritage 

Lottery Fund project recounting  

the most important oyster 

industry in the UK.  

Emsworth was renowned for 

producing the best oysters and in 

impressive quantity. Following 

the high profile disaster in 1902, 

the harbour, and its industry, closed almost overnight. But seventy years later, attempts were made to revive the 

industry and bring oysters back to Emsworth. The attempts were successful and this video tells the story! 

Just turn the speakers on your computer on and ŜƴǘŜǊ άEMSWhw¢IΩ{ OYSTERS ς MILLSTREAM PRODUCTIONSέ ŀƴŘ 

enjoy! My thanks to Alan Davies for bring this to my attention.                                                                     Editor 
 

 

 

The evils of French wine! 
It is the evening of 25 November 1120 and one of the most decisive turning points in English history was about to 

happen. Aboard the vessel known as the White Ship were 300 passengers and crew and included the very cream of 

the Anglo-Norman aristocracy, stŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ YƛƴƎ IŜƴǊȅ LΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƭŜƎƛǘƛƳŀǘŜ ǎƻƴΣ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳ ,ǘƘŜƭƛƴƎΦ όƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǊǳƳƻǳǊŜŘ 

that Henry had over twenty who were illegitimate!) 

Remember, Henry I was the youngest and ablest of William the Conqueror's sons, and he and his followers were 

returning froƳ ŀ ǘǊƛǇ ǘƻ CǊŀƴŎŜΦ IŜƴǊȅ ƘŀŘ ǎǇŜƴǘ ŦƻǳǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŎŀƳǇŀƛƎƴƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ [ƻǳƛǎ ±L ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǿƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

ǿŀǊΣ ƘŜΩŘ also had his son acknowledged by his great enemy. So he arrived in Barfleur in triumph, and spirits could 

not have been higher.  



 
Boarding the White Ship 

YƛƴƎ IŜƴǊȅΩǎ ǎƘƛǇ ŘŜǇŀǊǘŜŘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ {ƻǳǘƘŀƳǇǘƻƴ ǎŀŦŜƭȅΦ .ǳǘ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳΣ ǿƛǘƘ ΨŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƴƻōƛƭƛǘȅ 

ŦƭƻŎƪƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳΩΣ ƭŜŘ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǾŜǎǎŜƭΣ ǘƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜ {ƘƛǇΦ ¢ƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜ {ƘƛǇ ǿŀǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ǎƘƛǇ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘΦ 

There was stƛƭƭ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ŎǊƻǎǎƻǾŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ±ƛƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ bƻǊƳŀƴ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇǎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƳǳŎƘ ŦǊƻƳ 

those in the Bayeux Tapestry. They were Clinker built, meaning one plank was put across the next, and then 

hammered together. And they were very fast. We know from a speech by the captain that she must have been 

white, probably lime-washed, rather than painted white.  

The young nobles, left to their own devices, started drinking and partying at Barfleur. The sailors, including fifty 

rowers, started to boasǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƻǾŜǊǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǎƘƛǇΦ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŦƭŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ 

of the crew of the White Ship, who were absolutely thrilled to have him as their passenger. And in return for their 

adulation, he had bought the crew three barrels of wine for them to enjoy with his friends. In good weather, the tide 

and a south wind, it was only a 10 to 12-hour journey and it was considered to be very easy. Besides the young 

William, Richard Earl of Chester, the most powerful earl in England, was also on board with his entourage and the 

Ƴŀƛƴ ōƻŘȅ ƻŦ ŀǊƛǎǘƻŎǊŀǘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛǇ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭǎƻ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ IŜƴǊȅΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎ ƻƴ 

board and 18 women who had the rank of countess or princess. 

So, chock-full of the most important people in Anglo-Norman society and after a rip-roaring party ashore, the crew 

were drunk and the passengers were drunk. So much so that at the last minute one or two of the passengers got off 

because they were worried about the state of the crew. 

When the White Ship set sail after dark, the crew rowed as fast as they could to catch the tide ΨǎǿƛŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴ 

ŀǊǊƻǿΩΣ ōǳǘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǊƻŎƪΣ ǘƘŜ vǳƛƭƭŜōŜǳŦ ǊŜŜŦΣ ŀ ƳƛƭŜ ƻŦŦǎƘƻǊŜΦ 



The White Ship instantly began to sink. In a bid 

to save the prince, the crew launched the only 

small boat on board and set William inside it. 

He would easily have escaped had he not 

heard the cries of his half-sister, Matilda, 

Countess of Perche, still on board the sinking 

vessel. William ordered the oarsmen to go 

back for her, at which point the small boat was 

overwhelmed by frightened people trying to 

clamber aboard, causing it to sink as well. 

There was just one survivor! 

He was identified as a butcher from Rouen 

named Berold, who lived for a further 20 

years. The only reason he was on board was to 

chase up some unpaid bills from noblemen on 

board! Berold later described how the captain 

of the ship, Thomas Fitzstephen, happened to 

be on the same piece of wreckage, but had 

deliberately allowed himself to drown to avoid 

ŦŀŎƛƴƎ YƛƴƎ IŜƴǊȅΩs anger. It was only this 

account from Berold that allowed the world to 

know the full and true details of this terrible 

disaster. 

The moral of the story ς Sailors everywhere ς  

never go to sea stuffed full of French Wine! 

Left: Young William insists they return to 

the sinking ship to rescue his half sister. 

 



New Science and Technology Group Off to a Good Start 

We held our inaugural meeting on Thursday afternoon 4th March.  

37 Ems Valley U3A members had registered interest and 30 were able to attend the meeting. The first part of the 

meeting addressed the vision and scope for the group; which covers a wide range of Science, Technology and 

Engineering topics.   

Then each member gave a brief summary of their 

background, interests and hobbies. This was the main 

part of the meeting and allowed us to get to know each 

other. There is a surprising range and depth of 

experience in science and engineering / technology 

within the group, including a strong representation in 

medical science. We look forward to some fascinating 

and enjoyable discussions!  

It was emphasised that having a science or technology 

ōŀŎƪƎǊƻǳƴŘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ άǊŜǉǳƛǊŜƳŜƴǘέ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎƭȅ 

encourage anyone interested to join us, just to listen 

and not necessarily to contribute!  

Our agreed approach is to listen to presentations by group members and, if possible, some external speakers. At 

alternate meetings, we plan to hold discussions on topics of interest, led and facilitated by members.   

We have had a very encouraging response from group members, volunteering future talks. Already 12 talks have 

been offered, which with alternate discussion days will keep the group active for at least two years! There is also an 

ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎƛƴƎ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǇƻǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ǘƻǇƛŎǎ άōǊŜǿƛƴƎέΣ ǘƻ 

add to the list. 

 

The programme is still being worked out, dependent 

on how quickly the various talks and discussion topics 

can be prepared, but the following examples will be 

coming up:- 

 

¶ The Internet ς How it Works 

¶ Gasholders and the old Gasometer in 
Emsworth 

¶ Discussion on Electric Cars 

¶ Green Energy ς Getting the Most out of a 
Solar PV Array 

¶ Space Industry and Satellites 

¶ Microbiology & Immunology 

¶ Evidence Based Medicine and Clinical Trials  
All in all, this was a very encouraging first meeting with 

a nice sociable atmosphere and bursting with potential 

and enthusiasm. 

Our future meetings will take place on the afternoon of 

the first Thursday in each month. If interested in joining 

us, you will be assured of a warm welcome.  Please go 

to the group page on our website and click the 

messenger bird in the top right-hand corner. 

                                                  Geoff Whalley 

 

 

 


