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Dedication 
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I owe a huge debt of gratitude to so many people for the diverse ways they, knowingly or unknowingly, have given me so much of themselves during the journey that has been my life. Sadly, many have died, but living or not I warmly thank them all.
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Biographical Notes 
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James Garnham recognises three phases of his life to date, the first being 24 years in Australia, the second 21 years in Scotland, and the third, so far, 34 years in New Zealand. These phases sequentially provided him with ever-widening experiences. Viewed retrospectively, continuity between these experiences reveals key interwoven threads that make up his life history.

Born one of identical twins in Melbourne, Australia in 1942, James Garnham attended a church school between 1948 and 1961, except for a year spent on an uncle's farm in South Australia in 1955. Earlier illness and persistent dyslexia (unknown in those days) saw him labelled intellectually handicapped, but that year of enjoyable on-farm 'learning-by-doing' with his uncle firmly set him on a path of improved scholastic performance. This improvement continued through the rest of his schooling and bore rich academic fruit during his 4-year BSc (Hons) degree from New England University in Australia (1966), which marked the end of the first phase of his life, and his PhD from Edinburgh University in Scotland (1969), which he undertook at the beginning of the second phase. 

Although his scholastic focus was Science, while still at school and during his first degree he read widely about world religions, an interest which broadened over subsequent years in Scotland to include many areas of the Humanities. These areas were introduced to him by a fellow PhD student who subsequently became his wife. The contrast between them could hardly have been greater: she an Indian, a Hindu with an ancient cultural background, studying literature and philosophy, and James an Australian, a Christian-educated agnostic from the culturally young New World, studying biological sciences and their applications. Yet from the outset, this meeting of 'opposites' found expression in a deep emotional connectedness and a mutual love of learning which they shared fully until her untimely death early in 1982. Together they sought to understand why they had found crossing cultural and religious barriers comparatively easy, when many others clearly find it very difficult. Before and after her death, James sought knowledge of different religious and secular world views, directly through sacred, academic and other texts, and indirectly via the wisdom discoverable in myths, fables, tales and parables from different cultures. During the same period, he became a recognised contributor to biological sciences, leading a research group in Edinburgh until 1988, and then, throughout the third phase in New Zealand, he continued in national and international leadership roles as a university professor and consultant to governments until his retirement in 2018. 

James' lovely second wife, and their son in whom they take great pleasure, have been the emotional focus of his personal life since the early 1990s. Both of them have engendered deep feelings of fulfillment, loving engagement, direction, purpose and filial enjoyment throughout this third phase of his life. 
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About this Book 
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As our lives unfold, we recall notable events as anecdotes that capture what engaged our attention on each occasion. As such, we are all story tellers. Whether told in writing or verbally, we can trace the patterns of our lives through the many anecdotes that have accumulated as the years passed by. The 50 short stories in this collection are the vehicles I have used to look back over the 80 years of my life so far. They provide overlapping glimpses of many lived experiences that were foundational elements in how I came to see the world, and the various ways I endeavoured to make sense of it. Struggle and challenge have been familiar companions. Yet, I was born with innate drives to never give up and to learn from everything. Also, my optimistic outlook on life and insatiable curiosity, impelled me to engage in a wide variety of activities and to pursue many interests. Equipped thus, I have been blessed with much happiness and many successes. Written in a conversational style as a celebration of life, I hope you will find each story entertaining, surprising, informative, or at the very least, food for thought. I have certainly enjoyed writing them. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction 


[image: ]


Recalling anecdotes from our past often conjures other events and perceptions, each one a thread we can use to reweave the fabric of our earlier life, restoring it to our current awareness and allowing us to reimagine it with the wisdom of hindsight. These stories are autobiographical vignettes, sketched in broadly chronological order. Some just report events, others discuss the development of new perspectives. All influenced me, however striking or trivial, enduring or ephemeral their impacts seemed to be at the time.

Forty of these stories are concerned with a network of interwoven threads that have provided the colourful fabric of my sometimes challenging and frequently pleasurable personal life. Challenges included protracted childhood illness, moderate dyslexia, learning difficulties and, later, the death of my first wife. Fortunately, I have been blessed with innate drives to never give up and to learn from everything. Also, my optimistic outlook on life and insatiable curiosity impelled me to engage in a wide variety of activities and to pursue many interests. The stories provide overlapping glimpses into the 80-year continuum which has been my life. Each one captures events that influenced how I came to see the world, and the various ways I endeavoured to make sense of it, all of them an expression of the life-seeker urge within me.

Among many other subjects, the stories refer to my family background, early childhood, on-farm experiences, and impacts of being one of identical twins. They also refer to my school and university studies in science, and my wider interests in world religions, different cultures, history, psychology, philosophy, and other humanities subjects. Likewise, my recreational activities have been diverse, including carpentry, horse riding, sailing and golf, as well as instrumental and vocal music, both as a listener and performer. In various stories I have highlighted the great richness of sharing with my lovely second wife and our talented son. Other stories refer to our son's education, the pets we embraced as furry family members; also, our joint recreational activities of singing, golf, socialising with friends, travelling within New Zealand, and finally, our regular trips to Australia and the UK to visit close family members.

Six of the remaining 10 stories refer in non-technical terms to how my work as a researcher, scholar, and educator, and later as a consultant to governments, gave me opportunities to develop big picture perspectives on three main areas. First, pregnancy, birth and the survival of newborn farm animals and human infants. Second, how our latest scientific understanding supports national and international animal welfare standards. And third, ethical questions about the use of animals for our own human purposes.

Stories 47, 48 and 49 are poetic appreciations I rendered during the memorial services for three people who were very close to me, the first, a dear friend and colleague, the second, my father, and third, my mother. Story 50, also in verse, has pride of place in drawing the collection to a close, as it honours the transformative impact my second wife had on me, and the wonderful life we have enjoyed with our son during the last 32 years.

Written in a conversational style, from first to last this collection is a celebration of life. I have thoroughly enjoyed writing it. I hope you will find that each story is entertaining, surprising, informative, or at the very least, food for thought.
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Story 1. Mileura Vignettes: How it All Began 
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On 30 December 1915, 58 days after my father was born, Mileura passed into the hands of his mother and thereafter was the preferred holiday destination for successive generations of family members for almost 40 years. It was located 100 km South of Melbourne in the Australian State of Victoria. Originally a single-story house, it was remodelled during the first 15 years or so by adding an upper story. This included several bathrooms and numerous bedrooms, while a spacious lounge and separate dining room plus two sitting rooms and a large kitchen, pantry and laundry occupied the ground floor. It was built on a 0.4 ha (1 acre) block of land, which also included a tennis court, croquet lawn, vegetable garden, a small orchard, and a large expanse of lawn between the house and the front gate.

Located near the edge of a 30-metre cliff above Shelly Beach, halfway between Sorrento and Portsea, it commanded a panoramic view of the Southern reaches of Port Phillip Bay, including its shipping channel to the open sea at the Heads. Ocean liners and freighters were easily seen entering and leaving between the Heads and were often closely inspected using a strong telescope kept in the lounge room.

A low fence, which prevented children from falling over the cliff, did not impede the view. A gate led to a zig-zag ramp with a safety rail, that tracked its way down the cliff face to the beach. Stretching 60 metres out from the shore was a family-owned jetty, at the end of which, on the left, were swimming baths that were 20 metres long and 18 metres wide. The baths were surrounded by a fence of narrow picket stakes hammered vertically into the sand, such that the gaps between them were the same as the width of one stake. Their purpose was to allow the water to rise and fall with the tides and waves, and, particularly, to keep sharks out. 

A bonus was that it also kept youngsters in and therefore eased the task of adults charged with watching over them while they were swimming. When the tide was in, the water in the baths was deep enough for diving off the deck of the jetty, about 2 metres above the high-tide mark. Located around the inside perimeter of the baths, just above that mark, was a shelf about 0.5 metres wide, used for walking around the baths without getting wet, for resting when swimming or for jumping or diving into the water. A ladder from the seabed to the jetty deck was located at each end of the baths. Two cubicles for changing into and out of bathing suits, one each for men and women, were placed on the jetty near the baths. Clearly, children who could not yet swim were monitored from the beach whilst playing in the shallows.

Finally, about halfway along, suspended beyond the righthand edge of the jetty, was a floorless boathouse. The absence of a floor enabled the family to position their 5-metre motorboat beside the jetty and under the boathouse, so that winching ropes could be attached front and back to pull it up out of the water. Thus, they were able to stow it safely, well protected by the roof and four walls of the shed. When they wanted to use the boat, they simply reversed the procedure. A clever arrangement.

For many years the family used to spend all Summer at Mileura, the move from Melbourne involving some interesting challenges. To secure their milk supply, for example, the staff transported the family's milking cow by ferry, travelling almost the full length of Port Phillip Bay to Sorrento, about 90 km.

By now it will be clear that my father's family, at least among those earlier generations, was very well off. Mileura was a spacious home, well suited to gatherings of varying size. Some of them were quite large, especially during the Summer. Included in various combinations were my grandparents, my father and his three sisters, their uncles, aunts and cousins, and many friends. My father recalled his times at Mileura between his childhood and mid-20s as being full of fun, albeit wholesome fun in view of the Baptist faith of his parents.

When my father and several of his cousins reached their mid-teens, and were therefore largely unsupervised, they would regularly go fishing for snapper, a particularly tasty fish which was a favourite at the family dinner table. On one occasion they had landed several good-sized snappers and then began to land only heads. As this happened after they felt a strong tug on the line while reeling in the fish, they guessed that a shark was making a meal of them on the way up. Then the inevitable happened. A strong tug turned into a sustained and vigorous struggle until the shark was pulled to the surface. A cousin picked up a point-22 calibre rifle they kept in the boat to dispatch sharks, a potentially dangerous practice, took aim causally and then pulled the trigger. The bullet severed the fishing line and missed the shark, which departed in a swirl of spray. 

Sharks of all sizes were seen quite often in those days and were regarded as very dangerous. On an occasion when a group of relatives and friends were staying at Mileura, a large Grey Nurse shark was seen cruising up and down a short distance from the baths. My father and two cousins baited a shark hook, fastened a sturdy rope to it and then rowed out to a marker buoy near where the shark was cruising. After tying the baited hook to the buoy, they returned to the house in time for a delicious snapper luncheon. Meanwhile they kept an eye on what the shark was doing.

As they finished the main course, they saw the shark thrashing about at the buoy, apparently hooked. My father and cousins raced down to the beach and rowed out to where the shark was still trying to escape. They detached the rope from the buoy and secured it to the dinghy, expecting to easily pull the shark behind them to the shore. But the shark had other ideas. Instead of being easily pulled along the same line as the dinghy was moving, it was traversing backwards and forwards at right angles across that line, making the rowing strenuous and the progress very slow. 

My grandmother and several of the visitors went down to the beach to see what was happening. The exhausted rowers eventually reached the shore and dragged the shark out of the water. Only then did they see that the shark had not swallowed the hook; instead, the hook had become embedded in the shark's gills on one side, making clear what the problem had been. The shark was then stunned with a heavy club. As the onlookers slowly climbed back to the house, no one notices that my grandmother had remained behind for a short time before re-joining them.

After the excitement, they all returned to the dining room to resume their meal. As they were sitting down my grandmother asked if anyone would like to finish off the remaining snapper. Most of the men, and especially the rowers were keen and set to with a vengeance when presented with their second helpings. After dessert at the end of the meal, they all warmly thanked my grandmother for her wonderful cooking, and especially for the delicious snapper. None of the visitors was ever told that the 'snapper' they had just enjoyed so much was in fact shark!

Mileura worked its magic on my father and his three sisters, as well as their cousins and friends, until in early adulthood they were all brought down to earth with a thud. On 3 September 1939, Britain, closely followed by Australia, declared war on Nazi Germany. My father and mother had met two years previously at the brokerage company where they worked; he as a junior share broker and she a stenographer (a short-hand typist) and filing clerk. Their marriage had been planned for some time before they 'tied the knot' on 2 November 1939, my father's 24th birthday. He enlisted in the Australian Imperial Force (AIF) as a field gunner two years later when conflict erupted North of Australia with the USA entering the war in December 1941 after the Japanese bombed Perl Harbour.

After they married, my father and mother built a new home on the then outskirts of Melbourne, adjacent to farmland. In late August 1941, Alf, my elder brother was born. In view of my father's imminent departure for military service, they rented out their new home, and my mother and Alf, their 'son and heir', went to live with her in-laws. All of them, father, mother, and aunts, doted on Alf and eased the strain my mother would otherwise have felt, because she soon discovered that she was pregnant again, this time with two babies. Bru and I were born in mid-September 1942. The physiological work of carrying two babies during pregnancy is really demanding, but breast feeding them after they arrive is completely exhausting, especially if there is a one-year-old who also needs attention. Fortunately, grandmother and aunts stepped in. Our mother's devotion and capacity to produce milk enabled her to breast feed Bru and me for 9 months. I learnt about 30 years later that this was exactly the right thing to do in view of my initial tenuous hold on life.

In mid-1943, 18 months after our mother began living with her in-laws and 9 months after Bru and I were born, she and we three boys moved to Mileura, supported by a domestic helper and a nanny. And there we remained until mid-1946. Mileura was a wonderful place for we three boys to thrive, joined in January 1945 by our younger brother Rob after our father had home leave 9 months earlier. But Mileura was remote from Melbourne, its isolation magnified by the then poor roads for the 90 km journey. Our mother was very lonely for the company of her family and friends. Her father visited occasionally, riding his motorbike, and her mother, elder sister and some friends caught a train to Sorrento, and then walked the 6 km from the station to Mileura. Our mother remembered this as a time to be endured, with occasional bright spots when she had visitors, yet her devotion to we boys was unwavering. Happily, our father returned from wartime service in late November 1945.

It was not until mid-1946 that we moved into our Melbourne home as a family, the delay being caused by difficulties the tenants had in securing alternative accommodation. Our mother's spirits lifted with our father back home and with her family and his living nearby. We saw them all regularly, for Sunday dinners, visits to aunts and uncles, and to celebrate our birthdays or those of a growing number of cousins. 

Although I have few detailed memories until after the age of five, Mileura features among the most vivid from that age onward. We had most of our summer holidays there, often over Christmas, and once we started school, we had many of our school holidays there as well. Of course, other family members were often there at the same time. There was plenty of room.

We spent a huge amount of time on the beach, playing in the shallows with our mother or another adult watching us protectively. Being able to swim was regarded as imperative. Swimming lessons began early with great encouragement to graduate from the shallows where you could stand on the sand, to the baths where you couldn't. A monetary incentive was offered: 6 pence when you could first swim the 18 metres across the baths, and 2 shillings when you could first swim the 76 metres around the baths. That was big money to a child in those days; in Australian dollars today, it would be $1.75 and $3.50. Australia adopted decimal currency early in 1966, abandoning the British system where there were 12 pence in 1 shilling and 20 shillings in each pound.

We had great fun running along the frayed timbers of the jetty without sandals. But it was certainly not fun to be held firmly by one adult while another, using a sowing needle, attempted to dig often quite large splinters out of the soles of our feet!

Likewise, we loved playing in the sun without shirts, despite advice against it (there was no sunblock in those days), but we did not enjoy the persistent pain of the sunburn, and the acute jabs of pain whenever anything touched our burnt skin, including during attempts to sooth it by applying calamine lotion. Even lying on cool sheets did not help. "Grin and bear it until it goes away" was the motto. Then "Learn your lesson", at least until the next time!

We were four rough-and-tumble boys who, like most competitive siblings, argued and fought a lot, but we also loved exploring the large estate and contriving adventurous games. Cuts and bruises were common, not infrequently requiring medical attention. Yet we learnt so much from these adventures and misadventures. Our family doctor in Sorrento, Dr Cam (Campbell), also learnt something. He said to our mother he always knew that the school holidays had started when she appeared in his surgery with one or more of her boys!

One day I was sent down to the front gate, quite a trek for a small boy, to get a loaf of bread left in the large mailbox. The loaf was also large. In fact, the same length as my arm. And it had just been baked and it smelled so good and felt so soft inside the crisp crust, and surely one small taste would not be missed, but one handful led to another and another and another and another until I was carrying the empty crust. Unabashed I put it, cavernous side down, into the bread bin in the pantry, and hoped for the best. And the best happened. My mother just laughed and said, "Well, you won't need dinner tonight will you." And I didn't, and I think that was the best loaf of bread I have ever eaten. In fact, in my imagination I can still taste it!

The lounge room had double doors with glass panes and a lock. At Christmas there was always a large tree, fully decorated with baubles, coloured lights, artificial snow, and a star on top, and with piles of colourfully wrapped presents underneath. Those piles were irresistible to young boys. So, the doors were locked, and the key put out of reach on top of the door frame. Early on Christmas morning we four would sit on the floor longingly looking through the glass panes at our presents, rather like dogs sitting outside their house, staring through glass doors hoping to be let in. Once our parents had woken up, often due to the urging of one or more of us, with great ceremony, and it seemed in slow motion, the doors would be unlocked, and we would unceremoniously rush to sit around the base of the tree. The gifting of presents would then begin. To this day I do not understand why anyone would want to put a lock on an internal lounge room door.

While on holiday at Mileura, especially during the long summer breaks, it was usual that one or more of we boys would eventually accumulate such a long list of misdemeanours, that a razor strop hanging in one of the upstairs bathrooms changed from being a deterrent to being used as an instrument of punishment. The Mileura strop was a wide double leather strap with a handle at one end and a hook at the other. When used to punish, it was doubled over by holding the handle and hook together so the strop, when applied to the rear of an offender, was four layers thick. In the minds of we boys this added to its aura of menace. However, this simply meant that the thwacking sound of each hit was of leather on leather, not leather on skin, and the width of the strop meant that the sensation when hit was genuinely quite mild. Accordingly, it was the anticipation of the blow that deterred, not the blow itself, characterised thus for repeated blows: "Aaah!" ... whack ... "Aaah!" ... whack ... "Aaah!" ... whack. 

The pattern of misdemeanour-accumulation leading to stropping had been repeated so often that, showing a remarkable degree of forethought at the beginning of one long summer holiday, I hid the strop. Of course, my brothers were sworn to secrecy. In the end, the outcome was unexpected. The first miscreant turned out to be Alf, who had been mercilessly teasing me. He was loudly called to the usual bathroom to be stropped. There was a long pause ... then, again my father's loud voice, "James, come here and show me where you have hidden the strop!" Clearly, Alf had spilled the beans in the hope of a lighter sentence. He didn't get it. After it had been carried out, Alf was sent to his room. Then I was stropped too, but quite lightly. My father, with a broad grin on his face, was having great difficulty suppressing a laugh.

We had wonderful experiences at Mileura. Not only while making our own fun around the estate, but also when exploring the beach and the foreshore. And we were taken on excursions in the family's motorboat, out towards the Heads or along the coast to Sorrento, exploring small bays on the way, and, sometimes, we were given the very special treat of driving the boat. We also learnt how to fish and what the different species looked like, and how to gut, scale, and fillet the fish we caught in preparation for cooking them.

And we met many interesting people who told us stories, sometimes tall tales, sometimes true, using their own experiences to illustrate well-meaning advice and cautionary admonitions. But the war was never mentioned in our presence; I guess they thought we were too young. These people included our relatives from both sides of the family and our parents' friends who came to stay and join in the daytime activities, and on occasion, parties at night. We learnt about being friendly and hospitable and courteous to people of all ages.

Our paternal grandmother died in late September 1952 just after Bru's and my 10th birthday. Within a year Mileura was sold as part of her estate, and the proceeds distributed among her beneficiaries. This was how our family's Mileura Era came to an end, and how we could no longer enjoy its engaging ambiance, yet we gratefully carried our memories of it with us as we moved forward into the future. 
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Story 2. Enjoying Farm Life in the Valley of Eden 
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As one of my grandmother's principal beneficiaries, my father received a substantial bequest after her death in late 1952. This provided sufficient funds to buy a modest holiday home at Portsea, within a few kilometres of Mileura, and to fund a year-long world tour my parents took in 1955, without their four sons. Clearly, they had to arrange for us to be looked after while they were away. My younger brother Rob and I were to stay with our father's sister Ru and her husband John at their farm in South Australia. This was because we were both at Junior School level and could attend the local school. On the other hand, Bru (my twin) and Alf were both at Senior School level and had to remain in Melbourne at the Baptist school we had all attended to that point; they were to be looked after by a live-in carer in our family home. I was a year behind Bru because of illness and learning difficulties (see Story 8). Compared to Bru and Alf whose care was to be provided by a previously unmet stranger, it is easy to see why living with our aunt and uncle ensured that Rob's and my circumstances would be much more congenial. Indeed, Bru and Alf undoubtedly felt abandoned.

Marking the beginning of our South Australian adventure, I remember our father putting Rob and me on the Overland, the overnight train from Melbourne to Adelaide. He installed us in our sleeper compartment and gave the coach attendant 10 shillings to look after us, a quite generous tip in those days. We did not get much sleep, partly because of our excitement and partly because of the lurching clatter of the train. In the morning I opened the curtains and was disappointed to see a succession of rather arid, I now realise, drought afflicted paddocks. These were not the "verdant green pastures" of my imaginings, which were presumably seeded by the idyll of the Garden of Eden often mentioned at our school, and unconsciously reinforced at home when I learnt that our destination would be Eden Valley.

Our uncle and aunt met us at Balhannah station where the interstate train route to Adelaide was closest to Eden Valley, only 50 km away. We eventually arrived at the turn-off to their farm, which was 4.5 km beyond Eden Valley on the road to Angaston. From there it was exactly 1.6 km (1 mile) to the house. We drove along the gravel sideroad, down a slope and across a concrete ford, then up to the top of a rise and turned right over a cattle grid at the front gate. Finally, we followed the drive through a large paddock and over another cattle grid into a fenced off area where their home was located. Called Wootoona, this was to be our home for the next year, and what a wonderful year that turned out to be. Rob had just turned 10 in January; I was 12, due to turn 13 in September.

Our uncle and aunt had four children. Pete was my age, Dick was Rob's age, Joan one year younger than them and Robert younger still. As Pete was at boarding school in Adelaide during term time and Dick and Rob used to play together, when I was not at school, I tended to tag along with my uncle or his two farm hands.

They soon realised that I was not just wanting company; that in fact I was genuinely interested in what they were doing, how they did it and why. They soon included me as a helper in their farm activities, and when I had mastered specific practical skills, making allowance for my smaller than average size, they gave me those jobs to do unsupervised. They taught by showing me the how and explaining the why, often with earthy directness and humour tailored to my age. They always had a no-nonsense attitude to safety and to the correct use and care of equipment. Also, they insisted that when each job was done, all implements must be cleaned and returned to the places they were kept, making them easy to find the next time they were needed. Recognising the value of this approach as a principle for wider application has stood me in good stead throughout my life.

Fine wool production from Merinos was the dominant farming activity. As a 12-year-old city boy everything was new to me. Initially, I had no overall understanding of the seasonally based events that make up the annual production cycle. Nor did I need it. I was strongly task focused, fully engaged with each one as it arose, limited only by my need to attend school in Eden Valley. By the end of 1955 I had witnessed a full cycle which involved the management of mating, pregnancy, lambing, lamb marking, lactation, and weaning, variously punctuated by drenching, dipping, shearing, and mustering, as well as haymaking.

Adults guided me with every task, showing me, explaining, engaged by my desire to learn. For example, during shearing, the wool classer encouraged me to stand beside him and try my hand at classing. His job was to grade each fleece so those graded the same would be baled separately. After demonstrating how he did it, he encouraged me to grade without telling me what he had decided. Within a couple of days, a very high proportion of our grades were the same. I was as pleased as punch, and so was he.

My uncle taught me how to drive. I had sat beside him for many hours as he drove his utility truck (widely call a ute) around the farm and on the road. I carefully watched the various pedal sequences in relation to gear changes, starting and stopping, and so on. After several months he offered to teach me. My short stature posed a problem which was solved by substantial padding of the driver's seat. Even then I could hardly see over the dashboard. The only thing I had not understood was that the
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