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NEWSLETTER       
 

 
  From the chair 

 
 

Dear Members and Friends, 

It gives me great pleasure to welcome you to ADFAS Camden’s 2020 
year and the program chosen by your committee for your enjoyment.   
Although our first lecture isn’t until mid-March, in early February we will be sending out 
receipts, new name tags and program cards to all those who have renewed their 
membership, together with Early Bird vouchers for those eligible members, along with 
the Program 2020 booklet for those who didn’t attend our AGM in November.   

If you are intending to renew your membership or if you are joining for the first time, it 
would be greatly appreciated if you could have your membership to our treasurer, 
Pamela Hartley, by Friday 31st January so all of the appropriate documentation can be 
prepared and mailed out to you in early February.  If paying by EFT please include your 
name/s so we can identify your payment.     

Our 2020 year starts with a Special Interest evening on Friday 13th March which is not to 
be missed.   For all those who love the Art Nouveau era, Charles Harris will delight us 
with his lecture Alphonse Mucha and the creative process.  We will be sending out 
booking forms for this in early February. 

Our Young Arts Program is continuing and we will be staging the 9th annual Camden 
Kiddies Concert at Camden Civic Centre, featuring the Fisher’s Ghost Youth Orchestra.   
Also, as the second part of our Young Arts Program we will again sponsor the Marjory 
Baker Memorial Youth Award for 16-25 year olds, in conjunction with Camden Art Prize 
in May.   

Over the past month I have received emails from our National Chairman, Caroline 
Boehm and many others of our National Executive and Chairmen, all who had seen 
snapshots of the red & orange smoke-filled skies above Camden and were thinking of 
us and hoping that our local community was coping with the conditions.  Large parts of 
the country are still encountering enormous hardships and I sincerely hope that the 
situation improves and there is no more loss of life and flora & fauna.    

Stay safe and well and I look forward to seeing you in March either on Friday for our 
Special Interest evening or Saturday for our first lecture of the year on British Railway 
posters.    

Sincerely,              Carla 
                                    Carla Hill, chairman 
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From the Editor-in-retirement 
This holiday edition of the Newsletter has given 
me particular pleasure in that with only a little 
bit of arm twisting I have been ‘inundated’ with 
contributions from members – not all of which 
will be able to be included in this edition. Space 
for the overflow will be found in later editions – 
but please keep them coming! 

The two articles I have chosen for this month 
have tempted me to call this edition ‘FACT and 
FICTION’ as that is what, in turn, they are. 

The first story details the conception and 
construction of a beautiful small decorated 
wooden casket and the second is a rather 
delightful bit of science fiction with a decorative 
and fine arts twist. 

I hope you enjoy reading both – and thanks to 
Paul and Colin for being prepared to put pen to 
paper for our reading pleasure! 

Oh, and a third contribution in verse ends this 
edition (thank you Pauline). 

 
 

COMING PRESENTATIONS 
 

SPECIAL INTEREST PROGRAM 1: 

ALPHONSE MUCHA and the 
CREATIVE PROCESS 

 
Presented by: 

CHARLES HARRIS (T.A.S.) 

Friday 13 March 2020 
5.30 for 6.00 pm 

Carrington Recreation Centre 
Gate 2, 90 Werombi Road, Grasmere NSW 2570 

******************************* 

LECTURE 1: 

ROMANCING THE RAILS: 
 British Railway Posters 

Presented by: 

CHARLES HARRIS (T.A.S.) 

Saturday 14 March 2020 
4 for 4.30 pm 

Carrington Recreation Centre 
Gate 2, 90 Werombi Road, Grasmere NSW 2570 

 
For more information & bookings, contact: 

Secretary: Linda Inglis  
Mob: 0428 825 386 

Email: linda.inglis@westnet.com.au 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ray Herbert, treasurer and historian of Camden RSL and 
a friend of mine (and also fellow member of ADFAS 
Camden) approached me about 18 months ago and the 
conversation went something like this:- 

“Paul, would you have a piece of wood about this big?” 
(He demonstrates with his hands).  

“What sort of wood…?” 

“I dunno – rosewood or something.” 

“What’s it for?” 

“I want to make a box.” 

“What’s the box for?” 

“To hold the red poppies to be distributed at funerals of 
Veterans.” 

Pause: “You want me to make the box?” 

Pause: “Ah, yes, that would be good.” 

So began hand dimensions, reaching for tapes, discussing 
decoration etc. etc. 

After the idea was born it was still subject to creative 
changes along the way. But enough to say Ray’s idea 
blossomed to an object probably beyond his expectation.  

The casket dimensions are approx. 330 x 200x 165 mm. 

The dominant timber used is Australian Cedar, retrieved 
from the 2” (5 cm) thick doors from the armoury/Q-store 
which stood at the military establishment on Middle Head 
Sydney during WWII and dismantled in 1955. 

What 
lies 

beneath 
the 

shroud?
Paul 

Gregson 

???
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The box is trimmed in Australian Tulipwood (Harpulia 
pendula) true wood of which is ’white’ while the heartwood 
displays a beautiful random stripe of browns. This is the 
timber that Henry Parkes called Ebony of Australia 
(Parkes was an ivory turner and maker of fancy goods and 
had a workshop in Hunter Street Sydney).  

The brass stop hinges are replicas of a military style of the 
late 18th century – early 19th century. 

The recessed lifting handles to the sides are genuine 
recycled 1850’s military desk box hardware. 

The small knob used to open the lid is 18th century military 
with its hand-cut thread and has not been restored. 

To the lid top I have centred the RSL emblem on a shaped 
shield of brass, while the front face is adorned with the 
badges/coats of arms of the three services – Navy, Army 
and Air Force.  

I have fixed our country’s colours to the inside top, in the 
form of our embroidered ensign made especially for this 
casket. 

Sited under is a brass plaque holding the words we all 
pledge to - “Lest We Forget”. The inside bottom is also 
lined in blue cloth.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The interior is lined with rum saturated Kauri Pine, 
originally a stave of a vat that once stood in an Ultimo 
distillery. 

The whole box is traditionally hand polished. 

Acknowledgements: 

 Mike Webber    M&J Signs – Narellan NSW 
Flag – Ann’s Embroideries – Riverstone NSW 

Editor’s note 

This quite splendid memorial casket into which Paul has 
embedded its own military history was revealed with the 
removal of the black shroud when it was presented by him 
as a donation to the Camden RSL Memorial Sub Branch 
at the conclusion of the 2019 Remembrance Day 
ceremony at Macarthur Park, Camden. 

The story of its conception and construction will be 
published in the February 2020 edition of ‘The Australian 
Woodworker’. 
 
 

Capt. John Sinclair settled even further into the command 
seat and sighed contentedly. In front of him all his boards 
and screens displayed nothing but green. Fantastic. This 
was the best part of the trip. Nothing had happened. They 
were on schedule. No meteor damage, no cosmic 
radiation effects thanks to the state-of-the-art Mag-S 
initiator (a small high-efficiency magnetosphere generator) 
powered by the new pulse-ion engines (which had 
performed perfectly) and the cargo remained safely in its 
argon and nitrogen-filled transit pods.  

The trip had been quite a bit 
quicker thanks to the new 
engines with the total voyage 
time to the New Athens colony 
on Mars being cut to a little 
under forty days. Sinclair looked 
over his shoulder as Jessica Orbost, his 2-I-C, walked 
carefully into the control cabin, pacing herself slowly so 
her soft mag flexshoes stuck to the central metal floor 
strip. Flying around in zero G lost its novelty value on 
everyone after a while. 

She set her datapad into its console slot then squeezed 
into the co-pilot’s seat. 

“Cargo secure. I’ve been having a look at the 
documentation of our little load again and I’m still amazed 
this is happening.” 

“Me too,” Sinclair 
replied. In the hold of 
their fast freighter, the 
‘Canaletto’, were stored some of Earth’s greatest art 
treasures. He knew that the New Athens colony (nearly 
two hundred thousand strong) had some powerful friends 
back on Earth and that the lobbying, horse trading and 

Canaletto on Mars 
Colin Howie 



 
 

4 
 

preparation had gone on for over two years, the whole 
endeavour being pulled together to coincide with the 
‘close’ approach of Mars to Earth.  

Sinclair had been tied up on Earth this whole time coming 
to grips with the Canaletto’s breakthrough engineering and 
test flights and this had been the worst of it because his 
wife and five-year-old daughter were a part of the Martian 
colony. He knew he had been away from them for too long 
when he had found himself reaching out to touch his wife’s 
face on the comm-screen some eighteen hours earlier.  

Patricia was born on Mars and like generations before her 
the weaker Martian gravity had turned her body almost 
willowy. Way too tall (a little over a head taller than 
Sinclair) they had hit it off on one of his freight runs from 
Earth and love had indeed found a way. He wondered how 
much taller their daughter, Astrid, had grown since he’d 
been gone. But he would know soon enough as they were 
on their closing approach. Not much longer now.  

The New Athens colony was still mostly underground and 
self-sufficient but there had been a growing movement to 
better know the cultural background of the home planet. 
Hologram representations and scholarly treatises by 
experts who had taken the ride to Mars were sufficient but 
only up to a point. The current generation (never keen on 
travelling to Earth because of the much heavier gravity) 
now wanted the real thing. And they had the muscle to 
insist since their geologists had discovered huge deposits 
of Neodymium on the Meridiani Planum.  

Earth was running out of this mineral which was critical for 
both the manufacture and maintenance of the modular 
fusion reactors which covered the planet and provided 
almost one hundred percent of Earth’s electricity. The 
World Consensus Government had since become very 
receptive to the New Athenians’ desires and when the 
colonists decided it was time to view some of Earth’s 
greatest art treasures there was no arguing. To Sinclair it 
seemed a small price to keep the lights on. 

The gallery contacted to provide the first work was the 
Galleria degli Uffizi in Florence. The work chosen was, 

‘The Stonemason’s Yard’, 
painted by Canaletto in the 
mid to late 1720s and 
considered to be one of his 
finest paintings. The media 
reports of the time described 
the delight which the gallery 
expressed at being selected 
to provide the initial work for 
New Athens and was more 

than happy to co-operate in the endeavour. However, the 
scuttlebutt that Sinclair had picked up during his stopovers 
at the Genoa spaceport (and supposedly based on some 
discrete security video which had been smuggled out of 
the Uffizi) told a very different story.  

The director of the gallery, Lorenzo Altadonna, had a 
notorious reputation for being obstinate and was adamant 
that the painting was not going to leave the gallery let 
alone Earth. It was at this impasse during their meeting in 
his office that the five-member World Consensus 
Government negotiating team had all simultaneously 
pulled stun pistols from their attaché cases and levelled 
them at the director’s head.  

Now Lorenzo was stubborn but knew the score having had 
numerous dealings with the city’s prima Mafiosi during his 
directorship. He knew one shot would knock him out, five 
in a row would guarantee a fatal, and untraceable, heart 
attack. So, when he was asked again about the painting, 
he had simply lifted his hands, palms up, smiled 
reassuringly and said, “Certamente, nessun problema.” 

Lorenzo and the gallery had bathed in media glory for 
being the first to contribute to the colony’s ‘cultural 
renaissance’ and the WCG had dutifully renamed the FSF 
012, Sinclair’s ship, the ‘Canaletto’ in recognition of the 
artist.  

After that, collecting all the works hadn’t been too difficult 
at all. The coup, of course, had been extracting Da Vinci’s, 
‘Salvator Mundi’ from the Vatican’s vaults. Following a 
private meeting with the WCG negotiators the Pope had 
emerged from his office beaming and eager to co-operate. 
Sinclair often wondered if it had been the same team that 
had been so successful at the Uffizi. He wouldn’t put it 
past the WCG. 

Orbost cleared her throat, adjusted her seat straps then 
scrolled through her manifest again.  

“I know I’ve read through this before but I’m going to bore 
you with it one more time. We’ll never carry cargo like this 
again, John. Da Vinci’s ‘Salvator Mundi’; ‘Girl with a Pearl 
Earring by Johannes Vermeer; 
Botticelli’s, ‘Birth of Venus; 
Vincent van Gogh, ‘The Starry 
Night’, my favourite I might add; 
‘The Kiss’ by Gustave Klimt, 
and I know you don’t like that 
one, being a non-abstract sort 
of guy.”  

“Give me representational 
every time, Jess,” Sinclair 
replied. “I like to know what I’m looking at without needing 
an interpretation.” 

“Speaking of which…” Orbost paused with a little grin then 
added after checking her screen, “And I quote, ‘Klimt’s 
work is viewed by some scholars as an ontological triumph 
aiding the final comprehension of the allegory which 
represents the mystical union of spiritual and erotic love 
and the merging of the individual  with the eternal 
cosmos.’.” 

“That confirms my viewpoint perfectly,” Sinclair replied. 
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Orbost sighed. “You’re just an old-fashioned Philistine, 
John. Anyway, next on our list is, ‘The Arnolfini Portrait’ by 
Jan Van Eyck, followed by Monet’s ‘Sunrise, Rembrandt’s 
‘Nightwatch’ and Renoir’s ‘Luncheon of the Boating Party’. 

Did you know that no one on Earth was prepared to cover 
the cargo’s loss? The WCG had to indemnify all the works 
and the really scary thing is that, collectively, they are 
worth more than twice what this ship is.” 

“I do know and it’s something I’ve been trying not to think 
about. You also left one out.” Orbost scrolled further. 
“Saving the best till last. Our namesake, Giovanni Antonio 
Canaletto and his work, ‘The Stonemason’s Yard’, painted 
in, let me see, about 1725. That one is worth almost two 
billion credits by itself. 

“Our boy specialized in cityscapes of old Venice and sold 
a lot of his stuff to those of the time on their Grand Tour of 
Europe. Made quite a packet and moved to London in 
1746 to be nearer his main market. Some even accused 
him of using a camera obscura because his work was so 
detailed. Hard to believe that after all these centuries they 
still haven’t settled that one.” 

“A what?” 

“Camera obscura. Look it up. Then you can drop it into 
any Canaletto conversations you might find yourself in 
after we land. No one will call you a Philistine then. 
Anyway, most of his work was eventually sold to the 
English monarch of the time called, ah, George the Third. 
No mention here of One and Two.” 

Orbost paused a moment then added, “Hey, I just realized 
we have a connection with our man. Your first names, 
John Anthony, in Old Italian translates to Giovanni 
Antonio. Now there’s a -.” 

One of the panels started to bleep and Sinclair pressed a 
switch. 

“New Athens Tower,” a voice announced over the cabin 
speakers. “Your approach corridor is clear. Please follow 
standard flight procedures and use pad 23 for landing.” 

“Acknowledged. Is that you Patrick?” Sinclair replied. 

“Sure is, John. Good to have you in our skies again. You 
might like to do a quick change into something a little less 

ship-worn before you arrive. There’s quite a reception 
waiting for you.” 

“I’m sure there is. Be good to catch up. It’s been a little too 
long.” 

“It has at that.” There was pause. “Keep this under your 
hat, John, but our Committee of Culture is already 
planning another exhibition of Earth’s best.”  

Sinclair turned to Orbost who just raised her eyebrows. 
“Another one? What now?” 

“They’re jokingly calling it a mixed media event. They want 
to have an exhibition starring ‘La 
Giaconda’ along with the best 
sculptural works of Michelangelo, 
Rodin and Bernini. Guess this won’t 
be your only cultural run if they get 
their way. I’m told they’ve already got 
your cargo hold dimensions so they 
know just what they can ask for 
statue-wise. Act surprised when 
you’re approached to make the trip 
then make sure you get a fat bonus 
for everyone aboard.”  

“That I’ll do Patrick, thanks for the heads-up.” 

“My pleasure, John. Just a moment. OK, tower landing 
beacon is now a go. Switch to active frequency 135.78 
when ready. Oh, and we’ve got our first home-grown 
vintage of champagne chilling.” 

“Champagne? You’re making champagne now?” 

“You bet. We’re getting better at this stuff all the time. See 
you soon.” 

Sinclair grinned. “That you will. It’s good to be back. 
Switching to active tower frequency 135.78. Canaletto 
out.”		

Image of Mars – NY Post 
Spaceship – Clipart, Creative commons 

Art works - Wikipedia 
 

 

Arts Muster is founded by Samantha Tannous, a fibre 
artist with a background in journalism and marketing 
communications. 

Arts Muster workshops and events will draw from local 
and international arts tutors, exhibitors, students and 

supporters, to foster a vibrant arts community. 

Arts Muster Carves Out Time to Make Things Together 
and is offering exciting new opportunities for students and 
tutors to enjoy creative time together in the Blue 

Introducing 

 Arts Muster  
A new arts education initiative 
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Mountains, NSW. A wide range of arts and crafts 
workshops will be offered along with catering, traders’ 
stalls, and markets. 

The next Muster is 18-22 April 2020, at Korowal School 
Hazelbrook. The school offers the perfect venue for all 
kinds of creative activities, within a beautiful environment.    

So far the April program includes workshops in print 
making, book binding, textile arts, mosaics, weaving and 
basketry, felting and whittling. Workshops range from one-
day, two-day and three-day duration. It’s a great 
opportunity for students to invest in their leisure time by 
learning and developing new creative skills, meeting like-
minded people, and finding a sense of achievement in 
beautiful, hand-made items.  

Interested students can discover the program at 
https://www.artsmuster.com.au and sign up to receive our 
newsletter.  

We are always keen to hear from tutors for upcoming 
events – we anticipate an April Muster in the Blue 
Mountains every year. Any potential tutors can register 
their interest via email, artsmuster@gmail.com  

NEWS… we have launched a new blog that is home to all 
our news, inspiration, links, and fantastic photography, 
please read it at https://www.artsmuster.com.au/blog 

ENTER NOW… Competition to win a one-day pass… 
three lucky entrants will win a voucher worth $130 to Arts 
Muster April 2020. Details on how to enter can be found 
on our website, at: 

 https://www.artsmuster.com.au/competition 

Contact Details: 
Samantha Tannous – Arts Muster’s Chief Jillaroo 
M: 0416 104 033  
artsmuster@gmail.com 
samantha.tannous@gmail.com 

Whittling Students 
 

 

We will finish this Holiday Edition with a stanza or two:  

 
A mind sadly deranged has my teacher 
Whose choice of PURPLE seems rather absurd 
He smilingly announces “Only 60 lines or less, 
So set forth!” (tho’ PURPLE can’t rhyme, its infer’d) 

Totting up there are but four unrhyming words  
Of those, three are, strangely, a hue 
Purple and ORANGE, the other be SILVER   
A conundrum I had to Google to review 

As a poet I’m not even pretending 
Yet deciding I will  ‘ave a go’, ‘to be a good sport’ 
Warning! This rubbish could drag never-ending 
As painfully annoying as a verruca plantaris wart 

Purple Prose, Wikipedia knowingly assures me 
Should be ornate, flowery and sweet 
Full of exaggerated sentiment or pathos 
So Purple Poetry will be a challenge to meet 

AH! Purple proclaims it is the colour of royalty 
With ceremony and pomp proudly worn 
To drape the shoulder or gown of the monarch 
Heralding the position to which they were born 

Sigh! Twenty-one lines of this poem I have wrote 
But who’s counting? Obviously only ME! 
How much further extending this drivel and piffle 
Until malaise and nausea overcomes me and thee? 

Inspiration of the subject is nerve racking 
My unpoetic brain is wriggling and squirming   
Oh! How I wish I had our Paterson’s capability 
Whose poetry is ever magically rhyming 

Ah! Deep Purple, what could I rhyme about them? 
A rock band four Pommy lads formed last century 
Grandfathers now, almost past their prime 
May fail after 40 years, to stir their fans’ energy 

Alas! Purple haze is obscuring my imagination 
As, dear teacher, your face may be of similar hue 
Sincerely, your time may have seemed to be wasted 
As has mine, yet I tried tho’ my two days I’ve blew 

To this point I’ve struggled and squirmed, phew! 
A valiant thirty-eight lines all totally inept … adieu 

 

 

Editor  
 

Honorary Secretary 
Peter Claxton  Linda Inglis 
4655 9781  0428 825 386 
pclaxton8@bigpond.com  linda.inglis@westnet.com.au 
               ADFAS CAMDEN Inc.     .PO Box 146 Camden  NSW  2570  

 

The Poem PURPLE 
          A whimsy by Pauline Downing 


