February 2017

Welcome to our newest faces Pat Arbuthnot, Pat O’Brien and Mollie Victorsen. We
hope it will not be too long before you feel at home. Also welcome aboard Gail Sciacca,
who will be filling the activities role from time to time.
Wednesday 1st Feb

Town Walk

Thursday

2nd Feb

AM-Pamaparazzi;

Friday

3rd Feb

Happy hour bush donuts with Rocky

Monday

6th Feb

Bingo

Tuesday

7th Feb

1.30PM– Men’s Shed with special guest, our old mate Neville Mathieson

Wednesday 8th Feb

Foot massages in the garden

Thursday

9th Feb

AM-Pamparazzi;

Friday

10th Feb

Happy Hour

Monday

13th Feb

Bingo

Tuesday

14th Feb

Pancake Wagon

Wednesday 15th Feb

Town Walk

Thursday

16th Feb

AM-Pamparazzi; PM-Beach Movie Afternoon

Friday

17th Feb

Happy Hour

Monday

20th Feb

Bingo

Tuesday

21st Feb

Savoury Pancakes

Wednesday 22nd Feb History Afternoon
Thursday

23rd Feb 10.30am-Ecumenical service;

Friday

24th Feb

Happy Hour; 2PM-Denis Tucker Concert

Monday

27th Feb

Bingo

Tuesday

28th Feb

Date Scones; Shrove Tuesday;PM-Men’s Shed-with David & Steve talking
about their travels and fossicks at Lightning Ridge, Emerald & Sapphire.

Mansfield memories:

My Life at Bonnie Doon by Steve Arbuthnot
I was born at Mansfield Hospital on May 28, 1926 to Lottie
Elizabeth Eva and Mark Berry Arbuthnot. I was the 4 th child of
a family of 10. We lived in the old family home on
Maintaingoon Rd, on the Hunter River which was later called
Brankeet Creek. Water was carted to the house in a Furphy,
and wood was carted in by horse and dray. The three eldest
boys had a horse each: Mark’s was named “Tommy,” a bugger
of a horse, then came Steve on his red roan called “Steel
King,” and Phil had a white horse called “Snowy.” We lived
three miles from Bonnie Doon and walked to school every day.
Before school we went rabbiting; mum came with us some
times. I started school aged six years – it took an hour and a
half to walk there. We left home about 7.45 AM, and arrived
home at five. School consisted of Headmaster Charles
Saunders who taught all grades; we had jobs allocated to us and
mine was to empty the toilet pan with another pupil, and use
a crowbar and shovel to bury the contents. One day a pupil
asked to leave the room. The teacher refused so the boy used a
tin mug which was in his desk. The mug soon gave off a bad
smell. A girl sitting in front of him had very long plaits; she
shook her head and one of the plaits fell into the mug. It also
went all over my brother Phil. He then tied the girl’s plait to the
window cord……………

(Here the diary stopped so we will never know what happened next.
Thanks to the Arbuthnot family for this memoir)

Two handsome devils, a
chip off the old block.

David with seasonal
beard and specs.

Lee and Keith
enjoy a New's
Year's dance.

Welcome to Teddy….
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