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In the half year since we published our previous AAFICS Newsletter, the COVID-19 situation 
has stubbornly remained with us and, in many instances, has become worse. Although 
Australia has been more fortunate than many countries in keeping the most severe of virus 
outcomes at bay, as we go to press our largest city, Sydney, is in lockdown. Across the 
nation, State borders are either closed or in a condition of vigilance as the Delta variant 
spreads. In the meantime, the Federal Government has started (some say belatedly) a 
national publicity campaign to encourage citizens to ‘have the jab’. For those of us former 
UN staff previously based in countries where citizens considered access to any kind of 
vaccination as a great privilege, it seems unusual that many of our fellow Australians appear 
reluctant to protect their own lives and those of the broader community by accessing top 
quality protection free of charge. In this Newsletter, we have turned our attention away (as 



much as possible) from virus matters and have instead embraced a wonderful selection of 
travel stories, an extraordinary WWII-era history article and current UN news and 
information. Thank you to all contributors. Of course, the events of the long-delayed Olympic 
Games 2020 are currently underway in Tokyo too, bringing a sense of relief from the doom 
and gloom of COVID-19. Enjoy watching the Games and, as you do so, recall that the 
Brisbane 2032 Olympics are only 11 years away. Editor 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
CONGRATULATIONS! 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------  
Heartiest congratulations to our ever efficient and hard-working AAFICS President, Jennifer 
Ashton, on gaining the prestigious role of Vice-President of FAFICS (the Federation of 
Associations of Former International Civil Servants). FAFICS has its headquarters in Geneva 
and is the lead agency advocating for the interests of former UN personnel.  

Jennifer’s nomination for the position was endorsed 
by members of the AAFICS Executive and our 
collegial NZ colleagues (AFUNO) and included the 
following career information: 

“I am social worker by training, who worked variously 
as a social worker and academic in Australia before 
representing Australian NGOS in Cambodia (1986-
1989) and then entering the Australian Government 
aid agency, AUSAID. In 1992, I first joined UNHCR in 
Cambodia for the ground-breaking repatriation of 
hundreds of thousands of refugees, many of whom 
had been outside their country for 20 years or so.   

I worked with the UN for 22 years, until my retirement in 2014, primarily with UNHCR, 
although I had a two-year secondment to UNAIDS (2000-2001) in Myanmar.  I have been 
posted in countries as varied as Zambia, Nepal and Afghanistan as well as serving several 
stints in UNHCR Headquarters in Geneva.  I held progressively more senior roles in 
community services (basically social work), resettlement, human resources with a final 
posting as Deputy Regional Representative for Central Asia, based in Kazakhstan. 

The expertise of the FAFICS Bureau in pension management is sterling.  I believe that 
FAFICS should remain an organisation that continues to put the interests of beneficiaries, 
including those of us who are our older and frailer members, at the forefront.  I am also 
committed to optimising means of communication with our current and potential 
membership, particularly in these difficult times. 

In terms of geographic representation, the Pacific region (Australia, New 
Zealand and the Pacific Islands) has not had a Vice President for many 
years.  Both AAFICS and AFUNO are medium size organisations which know 
their members and their issues well.  AAFICS does not claim to speak for the 
hugely dispersed Pacific Islanders, but we use our best contacts to help 

retirees to organise local Councils and provide relevant information, for example on COVID 
vaccines.  Additionally, in these COVID times, we have tried to locate those Pasifika retirees 
whose CEs were not returned.  The Pacific was badly hit by international mail disruptions.” 



Jennifer has already been involved in Zoom conversations with FAFICS Geneva, requiring 
her to work (due to time issues) some very late-night sessions. Congratulations again, 
Jennifer. We very much welcome your commitment to the welfare of the UN family. 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

PRESIDENT’S REPORT:  JENNIFER ASHTON 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------  
Despite the turbulent times and leadership changes within the Pension Fund over the last 12 
- 16 months, (all of which seem to have been satisfactorily resolved), and the fiscal crises of 
COVID, the Pension Fund is in rude good health.  Mike Sackett has cast his eagle eye over 
the statements on the UNJSPF website and concluded that the returns, even in these critical 
COVID times, have been very solid. As Mike says, we can be assured that there will be no 
pension issues in our lifetimes!   

There have been some articles in Pass Blue and other websites about the use of derivatives 
in Pension Fund investment.  Derivatives are often seen as BAD because they were one of 
the causes of the Global Fiscal Crisis in 2008-9.  However, if used conservatively and 
carefully, they can also be a very useful tool of risk management.   UNJSPF has been given 
the green light by the GA to implement this policy as a pilot for two years.  I am not worried 
about this, especially as I discussed it at length with my financial advisor, who assured me 
that it is a regular tool for sound financial management. 

I am trying to get information on changing patterns of contracts within the UN, which may 
have implications for the long-term future of the Fund but would not affect our cohort of 
pension recipients. There may be fewer staff on the sort of longer-term contracts that 
eventually lead to pensions, which would impact on the level of funds available to fund 
existing pensions.  The COVID pandemic has created talk of the need for "flexible and agile" 
contracts (I always read that as reduced staff benefits) as UN staff work remotely. 

The major issue that has emerged for AAFICS members in the COVID crisis is the disruption 
to the international mail service.  This came to our attention when I received the mail-out 
from UNJSPF with a list of beneficiaries who had failed to return their signed Certificates of 
Entitlement (CE).  Usually this happens when our older beneficiaries have moved into aged 
care and their family/guardians, who are monitoring their mail, have not understood the 
importance of the CE for continuation of pension.  This year was an exception.  Of the 13 
beneficiaries who had not returned (or rather UNJSPF had not received) their CEs, 8 had 
had mail problems, several of them sending back their signed forms not once but twice.  
UNJSPF sent out the CE in May/June and if they had not received it, sent out another copy 
in October.  The state coordinators have employed all sorts of ingenuity in tracking down the 
relevant beneficiaries.  Mary went as far as to extend our search to Fiji, where 3 of the 8 
missing beneficiaries had also, and very understandably, faced difficulties with mail.  The 
good news is that AAFICS is a great safety net and that we managed to locate all the 
“missing” Australian beneficiaries, who can rest assured that their pension continues. 

AAFICS also received a complete list of “missing” beneficiaries worldwide from UNJSPF.  It 
was a list of some thousands, with many of them being in countries like Afghanistan, where 
almost all communication has broken down.  We may have our “first world” problems but 
many of our colleagues who have worked in their own country, often at great risk and with 
great dedication, are the ones who suffer the most. 



As a result of the mail crisis, the Pension Fund has accelerated their digitisation of the CE, 
making it available to all retirees immediately.  Monina made an informal survey of the WA 
members to find out whether they had tried this system and their feedback on its operation.  I 
was very impressed that the Director of ICT at the Pension Fund responded directly and 
immediately to Monina, making some suggestions about its usage and taking on board 
members' comments.  UNJSPF would desperately like to have their system succeed.  I have 
also written to the Pension Fund to give feedback on comments from the AGM, where 
several members expressed their frustration that they had managed to set up a phone 
appointment to have their 
photo ID confirmed with a 
live camera, only to find 
that the app. could not 
recognise their faces at all.  
Undeterred, I downloaded 
the latest version of the 
app., only to find that I also 
had only 10% of the total 
recognition registered, 
despite calling on the 
assistance of my computer 
savvy son. 

I have had several queries as to whether the digital CE has replaced or will supersede the 
current mail-out form. The answer is NO. UNJSPF has assured us that the digital CE is an 
alternative to the current form, but is not mandatory.  So, there are now two ways to 
complete your CE – if you are on the two-track (A$) stream – either digitally or by letter.  If 
you are still on the US$ track you can also complete it through downloading a form from the 
UNJSPF website. 

With the wonderful guidance of Mary, I am wading through FAFICS politics.  This year we 
will have a virtual FAFICS Council meeting in July just prior to the annual Pension Board 
meeting.  This is threatening to be a 5-day meeting, for 3 hours duration per day.  
Unfortunately, the convenient times for the Americas, Europe and Africa translates to 10pm 
to 1am meetings for Australians.  Our only consolation is that it is even worse for our New 
Zealand colleagues.  Much to our frustration, FAFICS seems to be focused on process 
issues rather than how we can assist our members.  But there is a move to modernise the 
FAFICS website, which is very welcome, as most of our new members over the last two 
years have tracked us down via an antiquated website that is reminiscent of a roneo-ed UN 
resolution (with just as much charisma and pizazz!) 

And finally, the wonderful Maurice Critchley organised the NSW lunch at the end of May.  
Unfortunately, Maurice could not attend because of illness, but Professor Stephen Hill 
stepped in and ably hosted the usual, delightful lunch at the Kirribilli Royal Flying Squadron 
Yacht Club.  If ever these COVID lockdowns cease, I would recommend that you try and 
come.  The venue alone is Sydney at its most captivating.   

An additional note.  The membership in Victoria has been very active in producing two 
documents of use to us, but more importantly, new members.  One is a document that was 
inspired by a member's experiences in Thailand, where significant work had already been 
done on planning for your demise.  This is a topic we don't always want to address, but 



which is essential.  These documents have been ready to go for a considerable time, but 
have been delayed by my failings in follow-up.  To the colleagues who put in such 
hard and considered work, my apologies and my thanks. (See the link in this Newsletter.)  

Jennifer Ashton, AAFICS President 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

COOOEE!  

REPORTS FROM BRANCHES 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 

 
WESTERN AUSTRALIA 

Since January 2021, Perth has gone into lockdown because of community transmission of 
COVID-19 three times for periods ranging from three to five days.   Fortunately, there have 
been no reports so far of any AAFICS WA member or their family being directly affected.  
Nevertheless, one new member has been unable to return to Perth from overseas for over a 
year due to travel restrictions. 

COVID-19 has set new parameters for the way we operate and transmit important 
information.   The digitization of the Certificate of Entitlement by the UN Joint Staff Pension 
Fund was put in motion to avoid the lengthy delays in receiving the printed form that we sign, 
date and mail back to the Fund.  A few members from WA reported that they began the 
process but so far only one has taken it to completion.  There were several issues 
encountered ranging from technical glitzes in the app, calls and emails for support not being 
responded to adequately and the long waits for call out interviews.  When these issues were 
put forward to the Fund’s Chief Information Officer, they were addressed promptly.  
Undoubtedly, as with any new measures put in place that involve technology, it will take time 
for it to be refined and developed to become user-friendly.  

Monina S. Magallanes, Western Australia State Coordinator 

https://www.google.com.au/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=2ahUKEwiVybT3qYfcAhWMwrwKHVhOC94QjRx6BAgBEAU&url=http://atlantislsc.com/major-cities-in-australia-map/major-cities-in-australia-map-download-major-cities-in-australia-map/&psig=AOvVaw1npgfnX_PR-_8qxo3QeK6Z&ust=1530858337758258


QUEENSLAND 

The AAFICS Queensland member list has recently been updated. It has 59 members, 
almost all of whom live in the south-east corner of the state, with just a sprinkling enjoying 
the tropical north coast. A hardy contingent live in Toowoomba, said by Queenslanders to be 
the second coldest city in Australia after Canberra!  

We had a near record attendance of 
23 members and partners at our May 
lunch in Brisbane.  

Our regular caterer at the Ashgrove 
Golf Club, who always puts on a good 
show for us, was tearing his hair out 
being short-staffed and seemingly 
unable to find new, quality recruits. 
This seems to be a common problem 
in the state – an interesting reflection 
on the current labour market. One 
major benefit was that we were able 

to chat at length. Most of us left an hour later than usual, having thoroughly enjoyed 
ourselves. 

 
Those present were Leik and Khamnoan Boonwat (UNODC), Mal Duthie and Maureen 
Yeats (WFP), John Elfick (UNESCO), Mardie and Richard Holton-Cleave (UN), Martin and 
Anne Hadlow (UNESCO), Nuala O’Sullivan and Grant Humble (UN), Tomi and Mary Petr 
(FAO), John and Anita Powell (WFP/WB), Mike and Eileen Sackett (FAO/WFP/UNDP), 
Barbara and Roy Stubbs (UN), Vanessa de Vos (FAO), Cheryl Williams and Tim Henry 
(ITU/UNRWA), and Phil Young (ADB/IFAD/UNDP). 



Our next lunch is planned for Maleny on Wednesday 22nd September 2021. Initial invitations 
have already been issued. We will follow-up to remind.  

In my remarks at the lunch I noted that UNJSPF had recently advised that members who 
had registered for member self-service (MSS) would no longer receive the mailed quarterly 
Cost of Living Adjustment letter. These are readily available online now. The same applies to 
the Annual Statement of Benefits which come out in July and are useful in compiling our tax 
returns. 

I am sure that the optional new, digital Certificate of Entitlement process is covered 
elsewhere in this newsletter. Suffice it to say that my attempts to get on board a few weeks 
ago were unsuccessful. I know of several folk whose efforts have been more fruitful. I’ll have 
another go later. The key point is that those who have not gone digital don’t have to worry. 
The C of E letters will go out by snail mail as usual for the rest of us. 

If you looked for an increase in your UN Pension in April 2021 you were unlucky, regardless 
of whether you are on the US$ or local AUD pension track. The official Consumer Price 
Index movements in both countries in 2020 were less than 2% and thus failed to trigger an 
increase. The Australian CPI only increased by 0.9% in 2020 and this will be rolled forward 
and combined with the 2021 index change. If, as is most likely, the total exceeds 2% then 
we’ll get a pension increase in April 2022. 

The UN Joint Staff Pension Fund investments seem to be comfortably beating their target of 
a real return (i.e. after allowing for inflation) of 3.5%. JSPF report that over the past 20 years, 
the real return from PF investments has been 4.6% per annum. So that’s one less thing to 
worry about. 

Since our lunch, concerns have been expressed about our After Service Health Insurance 
providers’ conditions.  These vary depending on which agency we worked for. I am aware of 
one particularly egregious case where a former WHO staffer is tens of thousands of dollars 
out of pocket over many weeks after a distressing series of medical episodes. The widow of 
a former colleague of mine recently asked if I had read the revised terms and conditions of 
Cigna’s new cover for FAO and WFP staff members among others. I had not, but I have had 
a go now. I’m pleased to say that there weren’t any particular surprises. It’s always worth 
looking at the Exclusions. Again, no real surprises, although if you’re planning travel to 
remote places, whether overseas or in Australia, you may wish to think through the 
consequences of having a significant medical problem. Cigna appear to cover the cost of 
transport (including short distance air ambulance) “to the nearest hospital where adequate 
treatment can be provided”. One can only hope that Cigna’s definition of “adequate 
treatment” and my own definition coincide! Food for thought. 

Mike Sackett, Queensland State Coordinator 

 

****** 

VICTORIA 
 

Firstly, on behalf of AAFICS members in Victoria, our warm greetings are sent to all our 
members in the other states/territories throughout Australia and we hope you have remained 
safe and well.  



I guess I could cut and paste my last report I made for the December 2020 issue, since there 
has been little change from that in the last 6 months. The exception though is that, sadly, we 
are now the lockdown specialists in Australia. However, our State government has listened 
to the medical experts and although things have been very hard, particularly for the 
universities, arts and hospitality industries, as we come out of our 4th lockdown, we can only 
be grateful that most outbreaks seem to have been contained. This is in no small part due to 
our very hardworking contact tracers and medical teams. In many countries, these stalwart 
workers have been given a rousing and standing ovation by their grateful public. To my 
knowledge, that has not been done in Victoria or Australia. This, I realize, is probably 
because our numbers of infections have not and continue not to be as huge as in those 
other countries. However, and in my view, we owe an even greater gratitude to our health 
officials in Australia for achieving such relatively low number of infections here.  
 
Because of our lockdowns and very slow rate of vaccine rollout against Covid 19, we have 
had to delay our annual AAFICS Victoria meeting again this year. Since most of our 
members are in that vulnerable age group, we do not see that meeting happening until all 
Vic. AAFICS members have received their second dose of AstraZenica. At this stage we 
have no idea when that may be. The data for Victoria (18/6/21) shows 1.9% of the 
population are fully vaccinated and 26% of those eligible have had their first dose, so we still 
have a long way to go.  
 
There have been a few queries relating to the new online digital Certificate of Entitlement 
(CE) issue - whether to use this or remain with the paper distribution from UNJSPF, as in the 
past. My advice to our members is that this really depends upon if they are reasonably 
computer and phone-use happy. I know that, understandably, older members with limited 
exposure to digital systems find the new process too complex for them. So, if they cannot 
get any assistance, they should then remain with the old paper process that they are 
comfortable with, even though this has caused some people problems of postal delays or 
non-arrival. Eventually, the system sorts this out. If UNJSPF has not received your CE, they 
will always contact our AAFICS President to find out why, they will not cut off your pension 
without an exhaustive search for you. 

As you progress through the digital on-line instructions, you get to a point where you have to 
schedule and attend a video appointment with a UNJSPF representative to confirm your 
identity. Early on, some people were finding it hard to get a video appointment slot but I think 
that has improved now. Personally, I have never had a problem with the paper process, but 
have now opted for the digital one because I believe that eventually UNJSPF will want us all 
to use it, so we may as well change now.  

The electronic version of the AAFICS Booklet ‘Before Your Demise’ has been circulated to 
Victorian members that have an email contact address. It is understood that members in 
other states will soon receive theirs. This important and invaluable booklet allows members 
to record their personal details/instructions, to help their next of kin locate all the information 
in one place, when the member is not able to communicate this information, through illness 
or death. [Editor: see the link in this Newsletter to access the ‘Demise’ booklet.] 
 
The other AAFICS booklet produced by us is aimed at helping those Australians planning 
their return to Australia after UN service. However, it has been held back due to the Covid 19 



pandemic. Once international travel resumes, we hope the information booklet will be 
promoted alongside AAFICS membership wherever Australians are in UN service. We would 
also hope that this promotional material can be available in Australian embassies, 
consulates etc.  
 
We all sincerely hope that by the next AAFICS Newsletter in December 2021, every member 
in Australia will have been protected by their Covid-19 inoculation and we can then return to 
a more normalized 2022.  

Mike Patto, Victoria State Coordinator 

****** 

TASMANIA 

AAFICS members in Tasmania gathered for a social dinner at the Capital restaurant in 
Hobart. We enjoyed the Italian food, but the highlight, as always, was talking over 
international issues with like-minded colleagues. The next plan is for coffee with our new 
member (the fifth for Tasmania), Laura Gallacher, who was unable to be with us for dinner. 
 
 

 
 

L to r: Robert Mister, Belai Ghebreegzabiher, Janet Cummins and Jane Wilson. 
      (Two photos to ensure that all four members get to be seen! Editor) 

 

Jane S Wilson PhD, Tasmania State Coordinator 

 

****** 

 

 

 



--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

IN MEMORIAM 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
On June 19, we received sad news from Lorraine Corner (AAFICS ACT State Coordinator) 
that her husband, Geoff, had died. AAFICS joins others in expressing our deepest 
sympathies and condolences to Lorraine.  Long-serving AAFICS member, Mary Johnson, 
remembers Geoff fondly from the three years they were next door neighbours in Bangkok. 
Mary recalls that Geoff and Margaret had the strongest marriage and partnership that she 
had ever encountered.  

 
Lorraine sent us this message: 
 
“It is with a heavy heart that I wish to inform you 
that my husband and partner for over 61 years, 
Geoffrey Corner, died peacefully in Ward 14B of 
Canberra hospital at 1:53 am on Tuesday 
morning surrounded by his immediate family.  
Geoff had been in and out of hospital ever since 
Boxing Day 2020 with a lung cancer, a stroke 
that affected his speech, 
pneumonia and a lung infection.  In the end it 

was all too much for him. 

We could not fault the care given and consideration shown by the hospital -  nurses, doctors 
and everyone else in and around Ward 14B. Kelly, Michael and Hou, and the three 
grandkids, (Jaden - Kelly drove down  to Wollongong to bring him up - Jasmine and Jarrah) 
were able to say their goodbyes notwithstanding the Covid limit of two  visitors per 
day.   
 
As Geoff wished, we have arranged a simple cremation with no ceremony.  
 
Sometime later, when we are all ready and covid allows, we will gather together in some 
lovely spot with some good wine and nibbles to share our memories and stories - tall and 
otherwise - of Geoff.  We will send you details when we have them, but it may be some time 
as some of the family managed to get up to Queensland and those in Victoria may still 
be affected by Covid restrictions.” 

Jennifer Ashton, AAFICS President 
 

 
****** 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
AUSTRALIAN TO HEAD ILO? 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
The Sydney Morning Herald (16th July 2021) reported that the Australian Government had 
nominated Mr. Greg Vines to head the International Labour Organisation (ILO). 

Mr. Vines is currently ILO Deputy Director-General and has been with the organisation for 
over a decade.  

The report by the newspaper’s Industrial Relations Correspondent, Nick Bonyhandy, 
indicated that Mr. Vines has an extensive career background in industrial relations, both from 
the employer and union perspective. He has worked for the electricity commission in 
Victoria, the Tasmanian public service union and with the Federal Government as a 
diplomat. 

Bonyhandy reported that “Mr Vines is not eager to talk directly about some of the thornier 
topics, such as China’s use of forced Uighur labour at cotton and other factories in the 
province of Xinjiang. The country has an active role in the ILO, Mr Vines says, and “where 
there are complaints it responds to those complaints”. 
His priority is helping states recover from the pandemic, and the ILO has been working on 
strategies to help countries avoid mass job losses and fix worsening socio-economic 
situations.  

 
******* 

 
 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
LITERARY CORNER 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

 
 
 
 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 



---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

UNFPA IMPACT LIVES ON 

A 2019 story from North West Province Zambia 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

In 2003, UNFPA opened a decentralized office in Solwezi, ten hours drive from the capital, 
Lusaka, and close to the border with Congo DR. This was done to enable our Fifth Country 
Programme to be largely focussed on this neglected, backwater province. Our large team of 
Zambian project personnel were based there and travelled all over the province to help 
government and NGOs to deliver sexual and reproductive health education and services, 
including to a refugee settlement. Officially owned by NGOCC, the national women’s 
coordinating body, and housing their provincial office, the building was named ‘Bumi House’ 
(well-being) and it became well-known in the province. What we didn’t realize was that the 
quiet countryside was about to undergo a transformation! 

One project was designed around community-based Safe Motherhood Action Groups 
(SMAGs) which started off in a small way in Chief Mumena’s area. With his strong support, 
the community managed to reduce maternal mortality to nil there and other Chiefs started 
asking for similar assistance. Those project staff became known locally as ‘Mama SMAGs’. 

     
(L) Typical hamlet in the province about to be disturbed by a mining boom. (R) We used to fly up there 
regularly in a six-seater and land at the Solwezi airport with our vehicles driving straight onto the badly 
broken tarmac to pick us up. Not now when 747s fly in and out each day on proper tarmac! 

But while we were busy implementing all of these activities, a major change was occurring in 
the District – the old Kansanshi copper mine which lay on the edge of the provincial capital 
was suddenly revived (global copper prices were on the increase). With a strong sense of 
trepidation, I watched as giant trucks loaded with equipment started to roll into this country 
town and hundreds of men in blue overalls and hard hats started to appear. The level of 
activity increased even more as three years later another mine commenced developments 
80kms away, and then in 2010 a third one started up, both emerging from what had been 
largely forested areas.  



   
(L) Traffic in the NW province before mining used to be slow and few.  (R) It is very different now. 

   
(L) Land being cleared for Lumwana mine, 2006.       (R) Two years later. 

Fast forward to 2012:  

I left Zambia in mid-2005, handing over the baton to my successor, but never stopped 
thinking about what happened to this quiet rural area as the mining boom started to 
dominate local activities, transforming parts of the province and instigating major social and 
economic change. 

I decided to find out what the answer was, returning in 2012 to see the changes for myself. 
My first port of call was, of course, ‘Bumi House,’ (see below) into which I had invested so 
much time and effort. I turned up unannounced to surprise most of our ‘Bumi’ team who 
were still working from there. It was a joyous reunion (you could have heard the screeches in 
Oz!) and marvellous to find the building still standing more or less as I had left it.  

 
Bumi House, main building, Solwezi. 



                     
(L) UNFPA project staff at Bumi House, Solwezi, welcoming the Rep back in 2012. (R) With Chief 
Mumena in 2014, with his ADC behind him. 

It was amazing also to see how the previously small country town had grown and how busy 
it all was, unlike in the past – it was ‘Where it is all happening’ as a sign said. But it was also 
shocking to see how ramshackle most of the physical developments were and the state of 
the roads. The Council was seemingly unable to cope with the dramatic influx of outsiders 
who had flocked to the mine area in the hope of jobs. The press was scathing, calling it ‘an 
embarrassment’, ‘like a shanty town’ and ‘an eye-sore’. 

Later, I drove out of town and an hour later headed off the main road along a sandy track 
through thick bush to check out a new hydro development. A young man was bicycling along 
and I stopped him to check on directions, then thought to ask him where he was going as he 
was looking surprisingly well dressed and had a briefcase on the back of his bike. He said 
‘Oh, I am off to my SMAGs training’ – I was absolutely flabbergasted and burst out laughing. 
My Dutch academic travelling companion asked what he had said and was mystified about 
why I had suddenly gone into convulsions of delight! The poor boy must have also wondered 
why on earth this mad ‘mzungu’ was so excited, but he happily showed me the documents in 
his case. It turned out that USAID had picked up the project and he was part of the activity 
(although I am not at all sure why a young man should be trained up, it was meant to be 
women). I found out later that the project had been expanded and that it had gone nation-
wide. I was bowled over that something I had designed for UNFPA on my back veranda in 
Lusaka one weekend had made a real impact, had lasted and, as they say these days, had 
gone ‘viral’. It was one of the biggest thrills of my working life, and so utterly unexpected 
being way out in the bush. 

 



And that joy returned seven years later, in 2019. I was driving along another bush track to 
the west of Kansanshi mine to see how the villages there had fared after seventeen years of 
mining happening across the hill and stopped off to visit a clinic the mine had built. As I 
came out from talking to the nurse, the mothers, who were sitting around with their under-
fives waiting to see him, suddenly started urging me to check out the little maternity building 
which was nearby.  Somewhat surprised, but with the nurse’s permission, I went in to have a 
look – and was enthusiastically greeted by a middle-aged woman who announced that she 
was a – yes, a ‘SMAG’s’. The term was now common lingo! She had two women in her 
charge, one newly delivered and one in labour and was obviously providing the nurse with 
valuable assistance. The ‘SMAGs’ lady immediately showed me around the two small rooms 
and proceeded to list her requirements, including to fix a delivery bed which we had probably 
provided back in 2003. The funny thing was that she hadn’t a clue who I was (she didn’t 
even ask) but I dutifully noted them down and passed the list onto the mine’s health projects 
officer in the hope that they could be resolved. Because I was a ‘mzungu’ she must have 

assumed that I was mine health 
staff.  But I felt like I had been 
transported back in time! 

Also, on the subject of SMAGs, the 
previous year I had received an 
email from a European researcher 
who wanted to share what had 
happened during her meeting in 
2018 with Chief Mumena in his 
village. She had passed on my 
greetings to him, upon which she 

said, he became quite emotional, and went on and on about how important the UNFPA 
inputs had been for his community. He ended by saying that I had been the mother of them 
all! 

The UNFPA impact stories continued. I also visited the area around the third large mine 
about 170kms from town where we had stopped to talk to a nurse who was in charge of a 
clinic built by the mining company. As we chatted, it suddenly dawned on me that he might 
be one the graduates whose training we had funded. I had been informed by the Provincial 
Health officer that this contribution had continued for eleven years and had been enormously 
appreciated, especially as all graduates were bonded and had to work in rural clinics for a 
minimum of two years. These placements had helped address a province-wide need 
identified during the CP preparation. The bonding concept came from my own experience as 
a trainee teacher in Tasmania many decades before, and which the Zambian government 
had agreed was a good idea.  

As I was musing in my head about this, the nurse suddenly turned to me with a big grin of 
recognition and reminded me that he had indeed been one of the first intake, for which he 
was eternally grateful, and that he had gone on to undertake further studies. He also said 
that he had met his wife during his training as she too had been one of our scholarship 
nurses and that she was working in the clinic with him. This story reminded me of another 
couple who had married when they were both posted to an even more distant rural area. 
Such marriages were a real bonus, helping the Ministry to retain staff in distant places, 
compared to single nurses who were far less likely to stay beyond their bonding period, 



especially if female. This outcome was an unintended consequence of offering fully funded 
scholarships which happened to attract equal numbers of males and females, unusual in the 
nursing field which had previously been largely female.  

Then, one evening back in Solwezi, I was sitting out in the lodge garden talking to a research 
informant and I noticed someone hovering, as if he too wanted to talk to me. It turned out to 
be another of that first intake who had heard from the Bumi staff that I was back in town. He 
wanted to pay his respects and to express his heart-felt appreciation for the big difference 
that the UNFPA scholarship had made to his life. He had also done well, undertaking further 
studies and going on to work on USAID HIV projects. I had also been informed by the 
previously mentioned European researcher that yet another nurse graduate had sung 
UNFPA’s praises at her 2018 meeting with the local Chief. 

And there was more. Over the years since I first started the mining impact research, I had 
become familiar with the ‘Corporate Social Responsibility projects’ which all three mines 
were implementing. Keen to share our knowledge with them I have, over the years, passed 
on various UNFPA booklets and reports to their social team. Not UNFPA inspired, but 
closely related, ‘Pads for Girls’ was another activity I shared with them, which they adopted. 
Various other forms of support for the health system also mirror some UNFPA inputs. 

              
(L) Coming across a UNFPA marked vehicle way out in Zambezi, near the Angolan border, 2014. (R) 
Meeting up with former Bumi team member, Joseph Pyele, now a mine staff member, 2013. 

Yet another story was that one of our Bumi staff became part of the second mine’s social 
team, working in the education sector (see photo of Joseph above). He told me that he got 
the job largely because of the experience gained in implementing the UNFPA funded 
projects and ‘being supervised by a certain Rep’. Also, as I drove around the rural areas 
doing my research, I occasionally came across UNFPA project vehicles with the drivers 
being very amused to see the (ex) Rep driving herself in a very old and battered four wheel-
drive and being covered in dust – this wasn’t how she used to look!  

All of these experiences were enormously heart-warming for me, to see the impact that 
UNFPA support had for some individuals and knowing that they had all contributed to 
helping improve health services in the province even up until today. As well, it was 
interesting to know that the mining companies were building on some of what we had 
undertaken and were expanding the inputs.  They have, in fact, as our country programme 
project inputs faded out, become the ‘new developers’. 

 



 
A world class copper mine is only about a km from this village. 

 

I have since documented the story of the first decade of the changes which occurred around 
the new mine areas in ‘Copperfields’ - see on my website: http://margocall.wordpress.com 

Margaret O’Callaghan, former UNFPA Representative  

[Editor’s note: sincere thanks for this most interesting piece, Margaret. Wonderful to know 
that projects can endure and grow! Unfortunately, we were not able to include all the 
photographs Margaret provided, so please go to her website for further information.] 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

PREPARING FOR YOUR DEMISE 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 
A protracted lockdown in Victoria last year was not enough to subdue our Victorian Sub-
committee who produced, over a year of painstaking research and drafting around that time, 
two AAFICS Booklets, namely, 
 
1. Essential Checklist- Planning your return after service with the United Nations.  
2. 2021 AAFICS Handbook – Before Your Demise - Recording your Personal 

Details/Instructions.  
 
The distribution list of the Essential Checklist targets those overseas UN personnel 
contemplating retirement to Australia, but its earlier distribution was halted temporarily due to 
the Covid-19 pandemic.  
 
However, the 2021 AAFICS Handbook  - Before Your Demise is now being released. This 
is based on the AAFICS 2009 Handbook, incorporating material and layout in similar 
booklets from a number of other UN international member sources.  
 
This new version of the Handbook was developed by our AAFICS Victoria sub-committee 
member, Dr. John Clements AM, and is designed to help you make sure that you have taken 
care of all the essential details in preparation for when you no longer are able to do this 
yourself through ill-health or your death. It is the first edition, in that the author welcomes any 

http://margocall.wordpress.com/


input and suggestions for a future modification.  It is being distributed to new members and 
by this Newsletter to our existing members and through the State Coordinators to others who 
may have missed out.  We are all in uncertain times, so please take some time to complete 
all the details now to help those who will have to manage your affairs eventually.  
 
Our congratulations to Dr. Clements and the Victorian team for bringing these important 
documents to fruition. 
 
Jennifer Ashton, AAFICS President 
 
******* 
 
And the authors have these comments: 
 
None of us like to think about dying, or being mentally or physically compromised by ill health 
as we age, but when that happens, what about those next of kin left behind trying to sort out 
your affairs? It’s usually our loved ones that have to do this, so it should be our duty to make 
that process as easy as we can. 
 
AAFICS recognized this need of all our members to record their personal information in one 
place, while they still can, and make it accessible to their next of kin. To this end, AAFICS put 
together a handbook (Handbook For Members) in 2009.  
 
Just think about it – if you passed away tomorrow or became totally incapacitated, would 
your next of kin (at a time of considerable stress) know your details (financial, personal 
wishes, health history etc.) and where to locate them, or would they need to spend hours 
searching, and probably still not have the information?  
 
In 2020, this old AAFICS Handbook was revisited, reorganized and updated to produce the 
AAFICS 2021 version entitled:  
 

RECORDING YOUR PERSONAL DETAILS/INSTRUCTIONS 
(A Handbook to Help You and Your Next of Kin) 

BEFORE YOUR DEMISE 
 
Those who obtained the previous early version of the Demise Handbook (that had to be 
printed off and hand completed) will now see that this newer version can also be 
downloaded, completed and stored and updated as needed, on your computer.  
 
Sadly, but realistically, none of us know (through ill health, aging or death) when our 
capabilities or time on this planet will end. AAFICS, therefore, really urge you all, for the sake 
of peace of mind of your next-of-kin, to complete it now. Remember though, this is your 
private document that needs to be kept secure and only accessed by you, your trusted next-
of-kin, or close contact.  
 
Mike Patto, AAFICS Coordinator for Victoria 
 
 
The Handbook can be viewed and downloaded here – place your cursor on the link 
(below), hold down the CTRL key and click: 
 

202 Final AAFICS Handbook (with fields) (2).pdf 

file:///C:/Users/Owner/Downloads/2021%20Final%20AAFICS%20Handbook%20(with%20fields)%20(2).pdf


 

PEACE INC. HAS FAILED: THIS EXPERT PROPOSES 
A NEW WAY TO PEACEMAKING 

Séverine Autesserre, a professor at Columbia University in New York City, 
photographed here, has a new book out, “The Frontlines of Peace.” It follows the 
stories of grass-roots activists who can act as role models for new ways of ending 
violent conflicts. JOHN PENNEY 

Séverine Autesserre, a former humanitarian-aid worker, award-winning researcher and 
professor of political science at Columbia University, has become one of the foremost 
thinkers on international peace-building in the last decade. 

Following “Peaceland,” a book critically exploring the parallel worlds of United Nations 
peacekeeping missions, and “The Trouble With the Congo,” which examines the failed 
peace efforts in the country, Autesserre’s newest book, “The Frontlines of 
Peace,” follows the stories of grass-roots peace activists, or “role models,” from conflict 
zones to the “home front.” 

Through challenging the peacekeeping model pioneered by the UN — which she refers 
to as “Peace Inc.” — Autesserre proposes an alternative form of peacemaking and 
ideal for the new international humanitarian: someone who listens, who is in it for the 
long haul, who knows the local language, doesn’t presume to know what’s best and is 
flexible. 

As she says, “The inhabitants of war-torn countries and onlookers from the outside are 
really fed up with the apparent inability of governments, peacekeepers and 

 

https://passblue.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=5d5693a8f1af2d4b6cb3160e8&id=2934734512&e=42d0d88a88
https://passblue.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=5d5693a8f1af2d4b6cb3160e8&id=c4dded9544&e=42d0d88a88
https://passblue.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=5d5693a8f1af2d4b6cb3160e8&id=c4dded9544&e=42d0d88a88


international institutions to end violence.” 

PassBlue spoke with Autesserre in May from her base in New York City about global 
peace activism and presenting her findings virtually to the UN Security Council in April, 
secretly wearing jogging pants and speaking under Chatham House rules — off the 
record. Vietnam, an elected Council member, had invited her to speak. 

Autesserre was born in Paris in 1976 but has American citizenship as well and has 
lived in New York City for 20 years. She has a post-doctorate from Yale University, a 
Ph.D. in political science from New York University,  Master’s degrees in international 
relations and political science from Columbia University and Sciences Po, 
respectively, and a B.A. in political science from Sorbonne University. — CLAIR 
MACDOUGALL 

The interview has been edited slightly and condensed for clarity. 

How did you become interested and involved in the humanitarian world? 

Autesserre: My father was a sound technician for the French state radio, Radio 
France, and I remember, growing up, my dad was traveling the world reporting on 
wars, presidents’ visits, revolutions, and when he was back home he would always tell 
me stories of what he saw when he was abroad. I thought that journalists were 
humanitarian aid workers; they were meant to help people around the world because 
that was what my dad said he tried to do that first by being a journalist [laughs] and that 
was a disaster. And then I worked for humanitarian aid organizations like Doctors 
Without Borders, Doctors of the World and Action Against Hunger. I even interned with 
Ocha [UN Office for the Coordination of Humanitarian Affairs] and with IOM 
[International Organization for Migration] in New York and for other NGOs in 
Afghanistan, Congo and Kosovo. But eventually, I grew frustrated at addressing the 
consequences of violence rather than the causes, and so that’s why I became involved 
in peace-building. 

How did you acquire such vast experience as a humanitarian-aid worker at such 
a young age? 

Autesserre: I had a typical career for an international aid worker. I started by doing 
internships, and I went to do volunteer work in India, Nicaragua and South Africa. Once 
I finished my master’s degree, I had my first proper job in a humanitarian aid 
organization. You know how it is — they send you for six months somewhere, and after 
six months, you move on to another conflict zone and then another. Seeing people in 
their 20s, very young, who have already worked in quite a few conflict zones all over 
the world — to me that is typical of the international aid system as it currently exists. 

What motivated you to write this book on a new peacemaking and humanitarian-
aid model? 

Autessere: We need to know how peace-building can actually work, and that’s crucial 

https://passblue.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=5d5693a8f1af2d4b6cb3160e8&id=b6d44e6197&e=42d0d88a88


because violence is so widespread today; 1.5 billion people live under the threat of 
violence in more than 50 conflict zones around the world. Even countries like France, 
where I’m from originally, and the United States, where I live now, face an increasing 
number of hate crimes, gang fighting, terror attacks and violence. When I started 
working on “The Frontlines of Peace” in 2013, I had written two books and dozens of 
articles on why and how we fail to stop war and to end violence, so I wanted to look at 
the successes. 

What I had seen in my 20-plus years of work and research on war and peace and my 
work in 12 conflict zones was that our templates and techniques for approaching war 
and peace just don’t work. You look at Afghanistan, Colombia, [Democratic Republic of 
the] Congo, Syria, Ukraine, Myanmar, it feels like the same story we have heard many 
times before — there is violence, the United Nations got involved and our countries 
pledged millions in assistance, warring parties called cease-fires, they signed 
agreements, held elections; these are the headlines, and then a week or two later, 
sometimes a few days later, violence flares up again and often it never stops, and in 
many cases it lasts for years after. 

Of all ongoing wars, half of them have already lasted for more than 20 years. In just the 
past five years, wars have spurned the worst refugee crisis since World War II. The 
inhabitants of war-torn countries and onlookers from the outside are really fed up with 
the apparent inability of governments, peacekeepers and international institutions to 
end violence. 

The book is about hope and success stories because I found success 
stories everywhere, even in the most violent parts of the world. I found success stories 
in Congo, in the middle of the most violent provinces — I found the island of Idjwi, a 
haven of peace in Congo. In Israel and the Palestinian territories, I found this little 
village that was founded specifically to demonstrate that Palestinian and Israeli people 
can live in peace together. I found success stories in Afghanistan, Colombia and 
Somalia. I’ve also seen that lessons from conflict zones can also apply at home. The 
subtitle of the book is “An Insider’s Guide to Changing the World” — it’s a private joke 
between me and myself because “Frontlines of Peace” is really a book about how each 
one of us can change the world and how we can learn from the role models I portray in 
the book. 

Is there insider jargon associated with “peace-building” that outsiders may not 
get? 

Autesserre: It’s really an alphabet soup of acronyms, and I’ve had to learn how to 
write for people who don’t work in peace-building. I also think I am guilty, as I have 
created two additional pieces of jargon: “Peace Inc.” and “Peaceland.” Peaceland is the 
world of peace-builders who spend their lives hopping from conflict zone to conflict 
zone — just basically what I did at the beginning of my career. Peace Inc. are the 
conventional and problematic ways to end war: the formalized, top down, outsider-led 
approach. 



How would you describe an intervention led by “Peace Inc.” in “Peaceland”? 
Who are the key players and how do humanitarian and peace-building actions 
typically unfold? 

Autessere: What I show in my whole body of work is that the way Peace Inc. 
approaches peace in war zones is wrong. There are huge problems, and that’s why it 
fails regularly, and that’s why violence continues in conflict zones. The way that it 
usually works is that governments, diplomats and peacekeepers rely on misleading and 
detrimental assumptions about peace-building and that leads to counterproductive 
consequences on the ground. 

For instance, a central idea in the standard approach to peace is that only top-down 
interventions can end violence. So most international peace-builders will focus on 
working with presidents, with governments, with rebel leaders, with other foreign 
peace-builders based in capital cities and headquarters, and they tend to ignore the 
grass-roots, bottom-up efforts by ordinary people and local activists because they think 
these efforts are mundane, they are trivial, they don’t matter. 

Another key assumption of Peace Inc. is that all good things come together; so for 
instance, that elections will naturally lead to peace, while we know that elections 
organized shortly after a war often fuel violence rather than end it, and we’ve seen that 
all over the world from Afghanistan, Colombia to Congo, Iraq and many other places. 
Another central misleading assumption is the belief that only outsiders, foreigners or 
elites in capital cities have the required skills and expertise to build peace, that people 
who live in conflict zones are ordinary people, they are incompetent and often there are 
many other pejorative ideas about their skills to build peace. Again, this ignores the fact 
that ordinary people and local activists have a lot of relevant skills, networks and 
expertise. 

Let’s turn to the UN, obviously a big player in international peace-building. What 
could its various agencies, bodies and the Security Council be doing differently? 
Is the UN the biggest player in Peace Inc.? 

Autesserre: A lot of the people who work for the United Nations are followers of Peace 
Inc. and many of their strategies are based on these misleading assumptions. What is 
important is that there is a minority of people who currently work within the United 
Nations who follow the alternative approach, who do things differently, and to me it’s 
important that we talk about these people because they give me hope. I have found 
them within every unit, every department, every peacekeeping mission, every UN 
agency I’ve looked at. 

Your work has been around for at least a decade, so what changes have you 
seen in the UN system since this more critical discourse has emerged around 
peace-building? 

Autesserre: What I have seen is a change in discourse rather than a change in 



practice. 

What was it like presenting a book about grass-roots peace activism to one of 
the most powerful international bodies, the UN Security Council?  

Autesserre: It was Chatham House rules, and it was superconfidential, and they 
repeated to me that the only thing I could say was that I was invited, and the topic of 
discussion was “The Frontlines of Peace.” 

You can imagine, it’s the Security Council, the 15 most powerful people in the field of 
peace-building, so that was superintimidating. I have done a lot of briefings to the 
United Nations departments, agencies and officials and members of peacekeeping 
missions, and very often people tell me they agree with what I say and basically blame 
their hierarchy for the fact that Peace Inc. continues to run the show. I said to myself: I 
am talking to the UNSC, and they won’t be able to blame their hierarchy because there 
is nobody above them. It felt like a huge opportunity to have an impact, but at the same 
time it felt a bit surreal. I was joking to my husband afterwards that I was probably the 
only person to brief the SC from her kitchen wearing her running pants. 

What is your next project after your book on changing the world? 

Autesserre: I have a lot of ideas and have already started working on some — one of 
them is an ethnography on war reporters, basically like my “Peaceland” book but 
looking at war reporters, I think that might be fun. 

(This article by Clair MacDougall introduces PassBlue’s ‘Women as Changemakers’ 
column, appearing regularly and focusing on women who are influencing global matters 
in profound ways.)  

[Editor’s note: thank you to Margaret O’Callaghan for alerting us to this article.]  

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 
During the FAFICS Council meeting, which Jennifer attended via Zoom very late at night 
(due to time-zone issues), the UNJSPF Representative presented these documents (a 
PowerPoint and PDF) regarding the current status of the Fund. (To view: place cursor on 
the link, hold down the CTRL key and click): 

FAFICS-50th.OIM Presentation.16 July 2021 (1).pdf 

FAFICS.CEPA.July 
2021 (4).pptx  

file:///C:/Users/Owner/Downloads/FAFICS-50th.OIM%20Presentation.16%20July%202021%20(1).pdf
https://www.unjspf.org/


------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
WITNESS TO HISTORY 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

MY WAR YEARS IN PRAGUE 
 

In 1938, the German government secured an agreement with France and Great Britain to 
carve away from Czechoslovakia huge areas of Bohemia and Moravia, which were called the 
Sudentenland and had predominantly German inhabitants, and attach them to the German 
Reich. This was called the ‘Munich Agreement’ and was signed on 29 September 1938. The 
Czech president, Dr. E. Beneš, went into exile in London. A new president, Dr. Hacha, an 
elderly lawyer, was nominated. He was called to Berlin by Hitler to sign the ‘Munich 
Agreement’, which had been made without him being involved in the negotiations. Goering 
said that if he did not sign, he would level Prague. Dr. Hacha signed and thus Germany 
obtained the Sudentenland with its massive fortifications without a shot being fired, together 
with three million Germans, most of them devoted to Hitler. The remaining parts of Bohemia 
and Moravia became unprotectable. In the north, Germany´s border was now less than forty 
kilometres distant from the Czech capital, Prague. In the following year, on 15 March 1939, 
the German army marched into the remnants of Bohemia and Moravia, and the country was 
renamed Protectorate of Bohemia and Moravia. Slovaks declared independence one day 
earlier. 
 
My parents and my brother and I had lived in a romantic part of the Prague Lesser Quarter 
since 1935. It was full of palaces,  residences  of the former Czech and Austrian  nobility. 
The Lesser Quarter had many churches and gardens, and the oldest Prague bridge, built in 
1348, under the Roman Emperor Charles IV, connected the Lesser Quarter with the Prague 

Old Town. The Renaissance house we 
lived in was built in 1608. From the 
windows of our flat we could see on the 
left a palace, across the square a non-
descript row of houses, and on the hill 
above them silhouetted against the sky 
was the Prague castle with St. Vitus 
Cathedral. On the right side of the square 
were steps leading to the baroque St. 
Nicholas Church. Photographers would 
ring our door bell asking for permission to 
take pictures from our windows on the 
second floor. 

 
My oldest memory is of mother packing and 
taking us boys by train to the village where 
my father was born. His uncle lived there 
with his wife in a very rustic house. Father 
stayed in Prague. We must have left Prague 
just the day before the German army 
invaded. I recall the grey morning, looking 
out from the train at tanks crossing fields. 
We didn´t stay long with father´s uncle, soon 
returning to Prague. The Czechs didn´t fight 
the overwhelming invading force and Prague 
was not bombed. 
 
The German ‘Protector’ was keeping an eye on us. Names of streets and all institutions and 



companies became bilingual. Major companies were now in the hands of the Germans. The 
German language was introduced in parallel with Czech. Prior to the occupation, in fact for 

 
 
many hundreds of years, there were a large number of Germans living in Czech towns and 
German was the lingua franca for Czechs at that time. We had very little contact with Anglo-
Saxon countries before the war. When I started attending school in 1941, my school reports 
were in German and Czech, but our teachers were Czechs and taught us in the Czech 
language. During the first two years, our class teacher taught all subjects, including very 
basic German. Czech universities were closed during the war years. From the age of 15 we 
were allowed to continue with vocational training only. 
 
Czechs were considered too unreliable for service in the Reich´s military. Czechs were 
known as good engineers, scientists and labourers, “good with their hands”. Before the war 
Czechoslovakia was among the top ten most industrialized countries in the world, so it was 
better for the German Reich to keep Czechs working rather than to use them as unreliable 
cannon fodder. A number of Czech factories started producing weapons or fuel (from coal) 
for the German army.  Czech soil was rich and was used to provide food, much of it going to 
Germany. When Germany became heavily bombed, many younger male Czechs were 
ordered to Germany to replace German men fighting the war.  They were not the only ones. 
Manpower from all occupied countries of Europe were replacing Germans wherever 
possible. Later on, captured Red Army and some western soldiers were put to work in 
German factories. The American writer, Kurt Vonnegut, who survived the Dresden bombing 
in captivity, was recovering dead bodies from house ruins. Later on he wrote about it in a 
book called Slaughterhouse-Five. 
 
As in most countries of occupied Europe, consumption of food and other items was regulated 
by introducing a ration system. Apart from food, purchases of textiles, iron, coal, potatoes 
and several other goods were also rationed. Coffee and tea were replaced by ersatz 
products such as roasted rye grain and chicory. There was little sugar and most of the time 
we sweetened our ‘coffee’ with saccharine. The available vegetables were mainly carrots 
and parsley roots. In season there was cabbage and cauliflower, and apples, cherries, plums 
and pears. It was the custom to buy what was available. My mother made preserves from 
plums. Jam was made from red beet. Tea was made from dried linden or camomile flowers. 
Salted herrings from the Baltic or North Sea, delivered in wooden barrels, and fat-free 
cheese were sold without coupons. For both we queued a lot. My mother never figured out 
how to remove the salt from the salted herrings; she cut them into small pieces and mashed 
them into potatoes. The result was rather salty. Our staple was rye bread and to fill our 
stomachs she made soup. We never had enough bread coupons, so my father stopped 



smoking and exchanged cigarette coupons for bread coupons with an elderly couple. In this 
way we got an extra 30 kg of black bread per month. 
 
During summer school vacations we stayed with two uncles and their families living in the 
country. There, under the guidance of one uncle, we boys became keen collectors of 
blueberries and mushrooms. The uncle taught us to know all mushrooms growing in local 
forests. The great majority of them were edible, and we never returned empty handed from 
the outings. The mushrooms were a good dinner, especially when mixed with an egg or two 
and seasoned with caraway seeds.  
  
At the beginning of the war it was ordered that short waves be removed from radios. Pink-
coloured labels were attached to radios. They read: Listening to foreign broadcasting is 
punishable by prison or even death. They were in German and Czech language. Middle 
waves remained, and therefore my father could listen to the Swiss radio station Beromünster 
and learn about advances and withdrawals throughout the war. My father had to put up the 
volume as his hearing was affected by serving on the fronts during the First World War. 
Luckily, the walls of our early post-medieval house were thick, and thus sound-proof, and our 
neighbours were friendly. 
 
Germans confiscated cars, motorcycles, bicycles and skis. Only doctors were allowed to 
have a car. As there was no petrol, cars were run on a sack of beech wood. It produced gas 
in a heated vertical cylinder standing in the back of the car. One sack of beech wood was 
sufficient for driving perhaps 60 km. Sacs of beech wood were rationed. Another type of 
vehicle seen on the streets was a steam engine lorry. Coal fire heated up water in a large 
cylinder to produce steam for the engine. Such lorries were used for collecting cans 
containing residual coal ash that were transported to the Prague power station. There the 
ash was burned again to squeeze out the last amount of energy left in it. 
 
Coal and barrels of beer (beer was available throughout the war) were delivered in wooden 
wagons pulled by a pair of strong horses. Mail parcels were delivered in a covered blue 
wooden wagon. One weaker horse, perhaps one left over from horse racing, was enough to 
pull it. The postal service was incredibly fast, the more distant mail was distributed 
throughout the country using a dense rail network. There were no buses. 
 

 
 
Nothing was wasted. Used metal, paper, textiles, and bones were collected for processing or 
reprocessing. Plastic didn´t exist, except Bakelite. Collecting was done mostly by school 
children. We also collected medicinal plants and flowers from trees such as horse chestnut 
and linden trees and delivered them dried to a collection centre. Mixtures of flowers were 
packaged and sold as ersatz tea; some were perhaps used for making medicines.  
 
One day I watched the removal of bells from the St. Nicholas Church belltower. During the 
war all Czech and Moravian churches lost their bells as their valuable metal was re-used for 



making weapons. During the war years, and for a long time after the war, we didn´t hear any 
church bells. Making large church bells is highly specialized work. 
 

 
 
Children grow bigger, which caused a problem for my parents. The war textile rations were 
too minuscule to provide enough coupons for new jackets, coats, shirts or pants. Luckily, my 
mother found a skilful tailor, who was able to re-stitch two small child overcoats into one 
warm jacket. He was also good at making new collars from material removed from the lower 
end of the shirt. During the war, my father repaired our shoes. This he learned from his 
father, who was a saddler and shoemaker. 

The only fuel for heating was very 
low-quality lignite (brown coal). The 
annual 600 kg ration per household 
was enough to heat just our kitchen. 
We could not use it for the living 
room, which had a stove that would 
only work with coke. There was no 
coke available. During the severe 
long winters of the war years, when 
the outside temperature often 
reached minus 25 degrees or lower, 
our living room and parents’ 

bedroom maintained sub-zero temperatures for even a week or two. We had duvets filled 
with goose feathers that kept us warm during the night. 
 
In 1942 our ‘Protector’, Reinhard Heydrich, also the head of SS, and infamous for his racial 
laws, was injured by a hand grenade thrown by one of two Czechoslovak parachutists sent 
from London. It took three weeks for Heydrich to die. Germans had no penicillin or sulpha 
drugs to cure him. The Gestapo immediately started searching for the assassins.  Every flat, 
every house was searched. Two villages (Lidice and Lezaky) were destroyed as a 
punishment with all their men shot on the spot, and women and children sent to 
concentration camps where most of them perished. Twice the Gestapo came to our flat, once 
at 3 a.m. They went through everything, but found nothing. 
 
When Heydrich died, his funeral procession started from the Prague Castle. It also bypassed 
our house where we were ordered to stand on the sidewalk. Before the procession started, 



German soldiers installed a heavy machine gun on the steps of St. Nicholas Church opposite 
our windows. The coffin with Heydrich was resting on a gun-carriage. When the procession 
was passing us, we unwilling onlookers were instructed to lift our right hand in the Nazi 
salute. Nobody dared not to –the machine gun was aimed at us. Nobody said a word. The 
procession continued to Charles Bridge, crossed it on its way to the Old Town Square and 
railway station, from where the coffin was transported to Berlin. 
 
The aftermath of Heydrich´s assassination was cruel. It led to a wave of arrests and quick 
sentencing. Every day, newspapers published a long column of names of people executed. 
This went on for a long time. At the same time all Jews were arrested. On one of those days 
on a small square not far from where we lived, I watched a group of about thirty kids of six to 
perhaps twelve years of age. They were running around, playing and laughing. On their little 
coats each one had a   yellow  Star of David with the word Jude. When I returned there two 
days later, they were gone.  
 
Many other people suffered. Among them a number of Czech writers, poets, actors, the 
remaining politicians and former Czechoslovak army personnel. If they were not shot, they 
ended up in concentration camps. Karel Capek (Čapek, pronounced Chaphek), famous for 
the word “robot” from his book R.U.R., wrote several anti-military books. It didn´t require 
much imagination for the reader to see that they were targeting the German Nazi regime. His 
books War with the Newts, Power and Glory, The Insect Play, and The Mother should be 
read by those who today believe that wars are like those shown on television with night 
bombing producing very beautiful and colourful effects. These days wars seem to take place 
in distant countries, far from Western civilization. Capek died in 1945 from typhus in a 
German concentration camp.  Capek is rarely mentioned by current foreign authors of books 
about the Czech Republic. Czech literature appears to be represented only by Franz Kafka, 
who wrote in German and died in 1924 in Vienna at a time when Hitler was writing his Mein 
Kampf in jail, after an unsuccessful attempt to overthrow the German government. 
  
Towards the end of the war many teachers, among them my uncle, were used as forced 
labour. He contracted hepatitis at a construction site but was not allowed to go to hospital 
until after his health had seriously declined. When he was released from hospital, he was 
sent home. When I visited him, he was sitting in front of an easel with twelve small squares 
of cardboard. On each he painted the same picture of an alpine Tyrolean mountain. It was 
very pretty. I asked him what they were. He said: “For the poor chaps who go to fight the 
Russians so that they can look at something pretty before they die.” 
 
On Saturday 13 February 1945, close to lunch hour, I was at home. There was a sudden 
rumble in the air as several heavy planes flew over the roofs. Mother was in the kitchen 
cooking and asked me to go immediately to the cellar, adding that she cannot as she has to 
finish our lunch. More planes flew over. I didn´t even manage to descend the stairs when I 
heard our neighbour calling from the attic to come up and have a look - we could see flames 
and smoke rising from a destroyed monastery on the other side of the river. The monastery 
served as hospital for German soldiers. There was more smoke behind it, coming from the 
main Prague hospital. Other bombs hit numerous houses. When the planes were no longer 
arriving, I went with my brother ‘to investigate’. We crossed the river and walked toward the 
monastery. Suddenly sirens were screaming again and we hopped into the nearest house to 
hide in its cellar. Prague had no air raid shelters.  
 
The American wing of bombers probably confused Prague for Dresden, situated on the Elbe, 
90 km north of Prague. Dresden was totally destroyed on the same Saturday and the 
following Sunday. This was the only Allied bombing of Prague. Less than one thousand 
people died. After the war, those who were bombed out and survived were given 
replacement flats vacated by expelled Germans.  



  

 
 
In a small village some 30 km from Prague, we owned a basic wooden cottage. To get there 
we took a train that went slowly up a forested valley. From the train station it was a five-
kilometre walk, usually with rucksacks packed with hammers, handsaws, pliers, nails, pieces 
of wood, whatever was needed for improvements. It was a short unimportant railway line.  By 
early 1945 the front had come closer and Anglo-American fighter planes had started 
attacking train locomotives, sometimes strafing the whole train with machine guns. Even 
passenger carriages were eventually destroyed. As we were not keen to be shot, we took a 
paddle steamer up the Vltava (Moldau) River whenever possible. Its final stop was in a small 
town, from where it was a three-kilometre walk to our village. 
  
Toward the end of April 1945 my father mentioned that the front was quite near and 
something unpleasant might soon happen. It was decided to leave Prague. We took the 
steamer, and spend two nights in the cottage. There we listened to the rumbling of distant 
guns of the Red Army, pushing the German Army west. 
 
When nothing happened by May Day it was decided to return to Prague, again taking the 
steamer. Before it pushed off, we watched SS soldiers drilling holes for charges into a bridge 
connecting both river banks. A large area of the country on the other side of the river had 
been occupied by the German Army and SS for several years, They used it as a military 
base and for military training, after removing the Czech population of villages and towns. 
Blowing up the only bridge leading to their area could mean that the German Army and SS 
were contemplating making their last stand there. 
 



 
 
While the war in the West ended on 2 May, the Red Army was still attacking Berlin. On 
Saturday, 5 May, when Berlin fell, I walked  to buy some stationary. Huge “old” Czechoslovak 
flags were hanging from many buildings. People were removing or painting over German 
names from bilingual names of streets and official buildings. The Prague uprising had 
started.  
 
We heard rumours that the Americans were in the next suburb and I rushed there with my 
brother to welcome them. There were no Americans. By the time we returned home, 
shooting had started. Soon our father returned from his office, as usual walking from 
Wenceslaus square through the Old Town and across Charles Bridge. Along the way he saw 
bodies of two killed German officers in the arcade near our house.  
 
The shooting intensified. After a short discussion with our neighbours it was decided to 
spend the night in cellars. One should  not forget that on the same square where our house 
stood there was a German military headquarters. If the German command decided to fight to 
the end (there was a small concrete machine gun nest at its entrance), the whole 
surrounding area  including our house could go up in flames.  
 
The Czech radio was calling for international help, but it was not long before it went quiet. 
The next day I went to the window to have a look at the square. There were sixteen German 
tanks. 
 
We spent three nights and almost four days in our medieval cellars (the cellars were from 
early 14th century, if not older), which was not very comfortable, sleeping on ledges covered 
with coal, and at almost ice-cold temperatures. Several times in the late evening we 
ascended to a small courtyard of our building and watched the red-coloured sky, a reflection 
of the burning centre of Prague. There was a new sound in the air as well. Germans were 
using jet fighters for attacking,  perhaps for the first time. 



During the day we listened to heavy guns. Some of the tanks standing next to our house 
were shooting towards Charles Bridge. After the war ended, we learned that the tanks were 
probably shooting at the Vlasov Army. It consisted of Russian, Ukrainian and perhaps other 
Red Army soldiers captured by the Germans during the war. They were given only two 
alternatives: either you join us, or we shall starve you to death. The Vlasov Army fought for 
years alongside the German Army against the Red Army. It turned against the Germans 
during the last days of the war during the Prague uprising. 
 
We were better off than civilians in some other suburbs. My uncle, who painted the pretty 
pictures for Wehrmacht soldiers, was forced by the SS to march as a human shield in front of 
tanks driven by the SS. He managed to escape, but a number of Czechs were killed. 
Fortunately we were not pulled out onto the street during street battles to provide a human 
shield.  
 
In the afternoon of the 8th of May, we noticed increased activity on the square. All German 
tanks were gone, the  German personnel were leaving the army headquarters - military 
lorries and several Mercedes cars were leaving the square in the direction of the Castle, i.e. 
to the west. The end of the war was signed that day, and the German Army and the SS tried 
to make it out of Prague before the Red Army arrived. We left the cellars and returned to our 
flat to spend the night in more comfortable conditions.  
 

The first Red Army tanks entered our square 
from the direction of the Castle in mid-morning 
of 9 May. After the previous gloomy days the 
sun was shining and the air was warm. We 
opened the windows and waved. The tanks 
were not exactly obeying traffic rules and drove 
wherever they wanted, flattening sidewalks and 
driving diagonally across the square; one 
smaller tank even managed to drive up the steps 
to the entrance of St. Nicholas Church, only to 
turn around just in time before the entrance of 
the church. Then the tanks continued to Charles 
Bridge. The bridge, built in 1348, survived; 
Emperor Charles IV would have been very 
proud to see that. Lilacs were in full bloom and 
wherever the Red Army tanks stopped, 
bouquets were given to the soldiers. Czechs 
climbed onto tanks, full of smiles and laughter. 
Everybody was happy to see the soldiers, who 
came, perhaps just in time, before the one 
million German Army including General 

Schörner’s SS,  still in Bohemia, could make a last stand there. 
 
There were barricades on the streets to be dismantled. A tram carriage was lying on its side 
across the street. Elsewhere there were barricades made of stone cobbles and odd pieces of 
furniture. German civilians and German soldiers were rounded up and were put to the work 
dismantling barricades under the eyes of very unfriendly Czechs. Underneath Charles Bridge 
at one barricade made of cobble stones, German men stripped of their shirts and with large 
swastikas painted on their backs using black grease, were subjected to beating and spitting.  
On our square a number of German military lorries were left abandoned. Being small boys 
we were keen to find chocolate  (I had never tasted it and had no idea what it looked like) 
and crawled all over the lorries. What I found was a large green-coloured metal egg with 
grooves. I picked it up, looked at it, saw a toothpaste type screw top, and unscrewed it. It 



was attached with a white thread leading inside. I showed it to my friend who promptly 
disappeared behind a statue commemorating one of the plagues that hit Prague in the past. 
After a while he reappeared and told me not to pull the string and to take the thing to a Czech 
guard standing in front of the now Czechoslovak Army headquarters. When the guard saw 
what I was holding, he vanished behind a heavy oak gate. After a while he reappeared and 
told me to pass it to him. Carefully he placed the white string back inside and screwed the 
top back to the hand grenade. 
 
Well, I survived. There was no chocolate in the lorries. The victorious army also didn´t bring 
us chocolate. 
 
The streets were full of broken roof tiles, bits of masonry and shrapnel. In the street leading 
to Charles Bridge a bakery shop was ruined by a direct hit from a tank, and a decorative 
short tower on a corner building was knocked off, but overall the damage was less than we 
expected. Our windows lost some of their glass and a bullet was embedded in a window 
frame. 
 
Trams started to run in about two weeks time. We were getting worried about our cottage. 
My parents gave us permission to go there to have a look. We took a tram to the end stop 
and walked the remaining almost 30 kilometres along the Vltava River. By evening we got to 
the bridge crossing the river. It had not been blown up by the retreating army. Our village and 
cottage were untouched. There was no sign that any army, either German or the Russian, 
had passed through. 
 
 

 
Liberating Bohemia and Moravia cost the Red Army 140,000 dead. Less than two hundred 
Americans died during the battles in Bohemia. After crossing the border mountains from 
Bavaria the Americans stopped at Pilsen, 90 kilometres west of Prague.  General 
Eisenhower didn´t allow them to advance any further.  The dividing line between Western 
armies and the Red Army was agreed upon among the Americans, the British and the 
Russians at a meeting in Yalta. General Eisenhower stopped General Patton from 
proceeding any further east.  
 
The Red Army left Czechoslovakia before the end of 1945. There was no occupation of 
Czechoslovakia by the Soviets until 1968. 
 
Food rations stayed with us until 1953. One day, my mother managed to scramble enough 
coupons to buy me new trousers and I could finally get rid of those made from processed 



nettles, purchased toward the end of the war. They were very unpleasant to wear.  This 
German-made ersatz fabric was not the most successful one.  
 
Key to photographs: 
(1) View from the Petr home – on the right, St. Nicholas Church, plus panorama of Prague 
Castle; (2) the birth house of Tomi’s father where the family hoped to shelter during the 
German invasion of 1939; (3) Renaissance house in 1939. Tomi’s family lived on the 2nd 
floor; (4) The same Renaissance house repainted in the 1990s; (5 and 6) postal wagon and 
coal wagon; (7) St. Nicholas Church bell tower as seen from Tomi’s window; (8) Typical 
Prague rubbish bins; (9) Prague tram, the type used for barricades in May 1945; (10) Bridge 
that was not blown up- note paddle steamer; (11) Arrival of the first Soviet tanks 9th May 
1945; (12) Prague castle today. 
 
Tomi Petr, formerly FAO 
 
[Editor’s note: It has been my pleasure to have often been seated near Tomi at AAFICS 
Queensland Branch lunches and to learn of his illustrious international career with FAO. In 
our conversations, his extraordinary experiences in Nazi occupied Prague during WWII have 
also been revealed. At my request, he kindly agreed to write of those days and we are 
honoured to publish his article in this Newsletter. Truly, Tomi has witnessed an aspect of 
history almost unimaginable to present day citizens. Thank you for this contribution, Tomi.] 
 
 

******* 
 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

FOR BRITISH EXPATS IN AAFICS – THE BRITISH PENSION DEBACLE 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

AAFICS members of British descent, who have spent some of their working life in the UK 
before arriving in Australia, would have paid their UK National Insurance stamp contributions. 
National Insurance contributions (NIC) are a mandatory tax in the UK and all payees are 
given a National Insurance Number. The payments you make go towards your state pension 
and other benefits when you require help and deductions cease when you reach retirement 
age or when you are no longer working in the UK. However, having paid your NIC, into a 
contributory fund, you are entitled to a UK pension relating to your period of employment. By 
writing to the National Insurance office in the UK, quoting your National Insurance Number, 
your pension can be calculated and sent to you in Australia.  

However, for British pensioners who retire abroad, the world is split in two. Countries where 
UK pensions are indexed- where they rise automatically every year to keep up with inflation- 
and countries where they are not. Australia is on the wrong side of that divide and those that 
come here have their pensions frozen at the time they leave the UK. Every year, as inflation 
rises, their buying power shrinks. 

What is so unfair and absolutely appalling, as Jim Tilly AO, the founder and ex-chairman of 
British Pensions in Australia (BPiA) and founding member of the International Consortium of 
British Pensioners (ICBP), states is the different treatment British pensioners receive based 
on which country they retire in. “If they go to America, or Israel, Cyprus, Turkey. Barbados, 
Jamaica, Malta, Mauritius or if they go to the Philippines …all of Europe, they get their 



pensions indexed. But if they come to Australia, Canada, New Zealand and South Africa, 
then their pensions are frozen”. About 1.2 million British Pensioners live abroad. Of those 
550,000 live in countries where pensions are frozen. Most of those are in Australia (250,000), 
Canada (150,000), and New Zealand (50,000).  

An example of this absurd situation relates to 96 year old Delysia who moved to Australia in 
1978 with a UK pension of 17 pounds a week. Thirty-nine years later, her UK pension is still 
17 pounds a week. If she had retired in Europe or the USA, her pension would have been 
139 pounds a week in 2019. It is also crazy that one member lives in Canada, and has his 
pension frozen, 17 miles from the USA border where another British pensioner in USA gets 
the full pension. Sadly, many British retirees have no idea their pensions will be frozen when 
they move to Australia. It seems, from those pensioners surveyed, more than 90% say that 

no one from the UK government 
ever told them that.  

In December 2020, the UK All-
Party Parliamentary Group on 
Frozen Pensions issued its 
Report on its 2020 Inquiry. The 
Rt. Hon. Sir Roger Gale, 
Chairman of the APPG on 
Frozen Pensions said, “I regard 
it as a disgrace and a matter of 
national shame that the United 
Kingdom has so long denied to 
elderly citizens, very many of 
whom have proudly served our 
country in the Armed Forces or 
the Civil Service, the funds they 

need to live in on in old age and, sadly, sometimes in ill-health”. The overall finding of the 
APPG is that the policy of not uprating UK state pensions is illogical, unfair and causes 
significant distress. Canada and the Canadian Government (5MPs) have made most 
representations to the UK Government through the APPG but, in stark contrast, no Australian 
MPs had done so, even though we are seeking a new trade deal with the UK.  

This issue has been ongoing for the past 15 years since BPiA was formed and despite strong 
representations to the UK and Australian Governments the injustice continues. BPiA 
estimates frozen UK pensions cost Australia over $220 million a year since those receiving 
partial pensions from the UK and Australia see their UK value decrease and payments from 
Australia fill the gap. ,, 

For those interested in knowing more about BPiA or joining in support of their aims please 
see their website  www.bpia.org.au. The more people that join, the stronger their 
representation. 
 
Mike Patto AAFICS Coordinator for Victoria 
 
 

http://www.bpia.org.au/


-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------  
MONEY FOR NOTHING! 

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------  
The Newsletter Editor recently received this very kind e-mail (ostensibly) from WHO 
Headquarters in Geneva. Money for nothing! Just too good to refuse. He looks forward to 
seeing the $200,000 in his bank account soon.  

WHO Headquarters in Geneva Avenue Appia 20 1211 Geneva Office of Ms.Charles A. 
Daughtry Corporate General Auditor (WHO) Wire Transfer & Audit Department, 
Attention: I am Ms.Charles A. Daughtry, Corporate General Auditor, World Heath 
Organisation. 
Be informed that you are eligible to apply for Convid-19 World Heath Organisation 
Benefit amounting to $200000 per individual. 
Your funds shall be wired /transfer to you via the fastest method of wire transfer, 
(MT202 Cov) Therefore, I urge you to trust my skill and assure me the absolute 
confidentiality of this information, and I will have your fund wired via the fastest 
method of wire transfer, (MT202 Cov), If you agree or can trust my skill on this matter, 
Pls re-confirm your details as listed bellow, and I will transfer your fund as you will 
confirm it in your Bank account same day. . 
If you have any doubt or negative thought about this, please, don't bother to reply this 
message, PLS Be assured of a successful completion of this Convid-19 World Heath 
Organisation Benefit upon adhering to my directives by acting at the right time where 
necessary. No INTERFERENCE from the Government or any Financial Authorities, no 
one will have the right to intervene on the transaction following my perfect plans to 
make it happen. Re-confirm the following details to enable us commence on the 
process immediately... 
Your Full Names: Your Current Home Address: Your Direct Cell: Your Current 
Occupation: daughtryfarine@protonmail.com ,Your Urgent Reply Will Be Appreciated. 
Best Regards, daughtryfarine@protonmail.com 
Office of Ms. Charles A. Daughtry Corporate General Auditor (WHO) Wire Transfer & 
Audit Department, daughtryfarine@protonmail.com 
 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

A LUCKY ESCAPE IN AFRICA 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
As the wife of FAO’s Wildlife Officer for Africa (believe it) I travelled a lot. 
On one particular journey, we were returning from an elephant hunt (to provide a specimen 
for the wildlife school in Garua, Cameroon) through Nigeria back to our home in Ghana.  All 
very interesting, yes?  Well, no as it happened. It proved to be something of a mistake. 
Firstly, the military guard we were so courteously promised at the Embassy in Cameroon to 
meet us on the border with Nigeria and accompany us through the possibly dangerous part 
of Nigeria - Biafra  - failed to appear. The request had either not been made or didn’t get 
through. In any event, as you can hardly quarrel with somewhat uncomprehending guards in 
what might be called ‘nowhere’, we went on our unprotected way. 
Biafra, the scene of violent civil war in the 1960s between the Nigerian government and  
secessionists, had seen many deaths. As the war had only ceased two years previously, the 

mailto:daughtryfarine@protonmail.com


general public could not travel these roads. I began to wish we couldn’t either! 
The roads we did travel on (read jarring washboard) combined with endless 
swaying temporary Bailey bridges were, if nothing else, a discomforting experience.  Even 
more so was the fact that every house we passed by was pock-marked with bullets and all 
gardens had graves (numerous) with a pitiful array of crosses. I later discovered that the 
graves were more due to the starvation which was purposely caused by the Government 
blockading food, causing 2 million deaths, rather than the results of war which killed, I think, 
100 thousand people. 
All bigger buildings in the villages showed the extent of the fighting and were also covered in 
bullet holes. I was well aware that we would have to spend the night somewhere, but 
nevertheless told my husband I would not sleep in a building covered with bullet holes. I did 
indeed. 
As we travelled further from civilization, we were ‘ambushed’. Ambushed being a Land Rover 
with eight military somebodies who forced us to stop, surrounded us with their sub-machine 
guns and got us out of our car. 

My husband, usually ready to deal 
with anything, was looking anxious 
and waving his CD passport at 
them, but to no effect whatsoever.  
At 28 years of age, I had more 
cause to be alarmed, or so I 
thought. But no, we were lucky. 
Searching the car, they found 
cartons of beer which they took, 
jumped back into their Landrover 
and drove happily away, leaving us 
standing in what by then was the 
middle of nowhere. Eventually we 
got back into our car and continued 
on our way. (Easily said.) 
We had, of course, as expected, to 
spend the night somewhere.  
Guess where? Yes, in a very pock-
marked building, much like the 
ones I had so vehemently refused 
earlier.  

On our return home, Accra had never seemed so welcoming! 
 
Vanessa de Voss, formerly FAO 
 
[Editor’s note: Many thanks Vanessa. Despite all the security training in the world, there is 
nothing more frightening than people with guns on a lonely road. Glad you came through.] 
 
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------  
UNJSPF STEPS UP ITS CLIMATE ACTION WITH NEW AMBITIOUS TARGETS 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Today (17th June 2021) the United Nations Joint Staff Pension Fund (UNJSPF) set new 
ambitious climate targets to reduce its investment-induced greenhouse gas emissions by 
29% in 2021 and 40% by 2025. The UNJSPF will also monitor sector targets and intensify 



advocacy for climate action. 

“Climate change is a critical challenge that we need to address. With this ambitious 
commitment, we want to accelerate the transitioning of our investments towards a 1.5°C 
scenario, addressing Article 2.1c of the Paris Agreement,” said Pedro Guazo, Representative 
of the Secretary-General for the investment of UNJSPF assets. 

Supporting the UN’s Sustainable Development Goals and specifically climate action, the 
Office of Investment Management (OIM) of the UNJSPF is a member of the UN-convened 
Net-Zero Asset Owner Alliance formed in 2019. The Alliance, described by UN Secretary-
General António Guterres as “the gold standard for the slew of commitments to net zero,” is 
committed to transitioning its investment portfolio to net-zero greenhouse gas emissions by 
2050.

 

“The UNJSPF is now planning to be more ambitious than the current Net-Zero Targets. The 
UNJSPF believes that it should serve as an inspiration for the industry,” Mr. Guazo added. 

With the decision taken today, the Fund pledges to reduce the absolute greenhouse gas 
footprint of its Equities and Corporate Bonds’ Portfolios by 29% in 2021 (the higher end of 
the recommended sub-portfolio target by the Alliance by 2025) compared to the 2019 level. 
By 2025, the Fund targets a 40% greenhouse gas emissions reduction from 2019. Those 
targets will be achieved through divestment and engagement in companies of the UNJSPF 
portfolio. Short-term portfolio-level reductions will be achieved predominantly through 
divesting. 

The UNJSPF will also monitor sector targets on the Alliance’s priority sectors (oil and gas, 
utilities, steel, cement and transport – aviation, shipping, heavy and light duty road) based on 
the best available science as compiled in the Intergovernmental Panel on Climate 
Change and as recommended by the Alliance guidance for such targets. The UNJSPF will 

https://www.unepfi.org/net-zero-alliance/
https://www.unepfi.org/net-zero-alliance/
https://www.ipcc.ch/
https://www.ipcc.ch/


also take action to prompt further greenhouse gas emission reductions, in line with the 
Alliance’s recommendations. 

The OIM will intensify its existing active engagement to promote sustainability and climate 
action. “We will be engaging companies with climate-related objectives prioritizing the largest 
polluters of OIM’s portfolio. We want to ensure companies’ strategies, activities and actions 
are aligned with the goal set in the Paris Agreement,” stated Mr. Toru Shindo, OIM’s Chief 
Investment Officer. The OIM will also take steps to identify and increase exposure to 
transitioning companies and green investments, Mr. Shindo added. 

In 2020, the Fund finalized coal divestment following the commitment that was made in 2019 
to divest from publicly traded companies in the coal energy sector. The Fund also committed 
to implement the recommendations of the Task Force on Climate-related Financial 
Disclosures. 

 
The mission of the Office of Investment Management (OIM) is to contribute to the global 
mission of the United Nations family of organizations by ensuring the long-term financial 
sustainability of the United Nations Joint Staff Pension Fund. The UNJSPF provides 
retirement, death, disability and related benefits to over 215,000 staff, retirees and 
beneficiaries of the UN and 24 other member organizations of the Fund. The OIM is 
responsible for the investment management activities of the UNJSPF, overseeing over $85 
billion of assets. The fiduciary duty to manage the assets of the Fund in the best long-term 
interest of its participants and beneficiaries encompasses a strong commitment to 
sustainable investing. 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

https://www.fsb-tcfd.org/
https://www.fsb-tcfd.org/


--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
A PRIMAL STRATEGIC CHALLENGE FOR HUMANKIND 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
Of course, warring among some factions of the human community will undoubtedly continue, 
for commonly this is generated by a small fraction of our species displaying excessive ego 
and urge for power. 
 
Although, surely, it has been obvious now for some time that to secure our future we face 
globally not one but two major strategic challenges beyond this warring behaviour. The 
added challenges: overcoming the drive towards more threatening climate change, which 
sadly we continue to generate; and preventing a recurrence of yet another, perhaps even 
more devastating, pandemic.  
 
Perhaps such a global double whammy is a unique event to modern humans? In our favour, 
we now have to hand virtually all essential basic understanding and tools to meet these two 
challenges.  
 
Additionally, the world is preparing for yet another conference on Climate Change (in 
November 2021 in Glasgow https://unfccc.int/process-and-meetings/conferences/glasgow-
climate-change-
conference#:~:text=This%20decision%20has%20been%20taken,to%201%2D12%20Novem
ber%202021) .  
 
And an excellent introduction to the global lessons to date from the present pandemic is 
offered by the summary of the recent World Health Organisation’s Independent Panel 
Report: COVID-19: Make it the Last Pandemic (https://theindependentpanel.org/wp-
content/uploads/2021/05/COVID-19-Make-it-the-Last-Pandemic_final.pdf).  
 
It has also become obvious that each of these two global challenges can only be addressed 
through all countries working together. Possibly, then, the primal strategic challenge 
humankind now faces is: Are our leaders of all countries at all levels able to go beyond 
ego and power to work aggressively together to successively address both of these 
pressing global issues? 
 
The magnitude of this need is such that optimism, words and agreement alone would surely 
prove to be seriously inadequate, as universal, concerted and directed action by all will be 
essential. Are we all capable of this? 
 
Drafted by Keith Hammond, finalised with contributions from the grandchildren - for the 
World’s children must own the Future, 31 May, 2021. 
 
Keith Hammond, formerly FAO 
 
[Editor’s note:  Thank you, Keith. World Children’s Day is again celebrated this year on the 
20th November. We all hope that children can look forward to a future safe from harm, free of 
conflict, and with access to education, health care and family support. This year, let us think 
especially about the women and children of Afghanistan as their future looks increasingly  
bleak.]  
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--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
ST. PETERSBURG – THE VENICE OF THE NORTH 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
Many years ago, in another life, I was privileged to be able to work for the World 
Meteorological Organization (a UN specialised agency) for 20 years as their Marine 
Programme manager. In this role I twice had the pleasure of visiting St Petersburg, in the 
north of Russia. The first of these occasions was in 1985 under the old Soviet regime, the 
second in 1999, after the demise of the Soviet Union and the return of Russia and its former 
satellite states, at least temporarily, to the western world. The following short story provides 
snippets of these trips. 
St Petersburg was founded by Tsar Peter the Great on 27 May 1703 on the site of 
a captured Swedish fortress and was named after apostle Saint Peter. One of its initial aims 
was to provide an advance fortress city to guard against Swedish incursions into Russian 
territory. St Petersburg is historically and culturally 
associated with the birth of the Russian Empire and 
Russia's entry into modern history as a 
European great power. It served as a capital of 
the Tsardom of Russia and the subsequent Russian 
Empire from 1713 to 1918 (being replaced by 
Moscow for a short period of time between 1728 

and 1730). After the October revolution in 1917, 
the Bolsheviks moved their government to Moscow. St 
Petersburg is known as the "Cultural Capital of Russia", with 
many of its buildings designed by imported Italian architects, 
giving the city a very Italianate flavour. It is also built on 
drained marshland, so has myriads of rivers and canals, and 
it is sometimes called the Venice of the North. 

First visit 
My first real interactions with Russians and Russia occurred in mid-1985, when I set off to 
Leningrad (as it was then called) to support a meeting of a Working Group on Sea Ice (for 
which I had primary responsibility at the time), a subject of great interest to Russia as well as 
the US, Canada and the Nordic countries. It was hosted by the Russian Arctic and Antarctic 
Research Institute (AARI), a major player in polar region science, and I eventually got to 
know and become friendly with several of their key scientists. This being the old Soviet era, it 
was just as hard to get into Russia as it was to get out, so I was given the third-degree 
treatment on arrival at the airport, with luggage searched in detail to see that I wasn’t 
bringing in any subversive literature, goods etc. On finally leaving the terminal I was pounced 
upon by some locals trying to get me to trade any foreign currency for vast quantities of 
roubles. This was a waste of time of course, as foreigners were allowed to spend only foreign 
currency there and it was forbidden to take roubles out of the country. But I finally made it to 
the hotel near the centre of the city, a dirty, ramshackle old Soviet-era building, but with a 
grand-sounding name (which I conveniently forget), where every floor was carefully guarded 
by a fearsome female, whose job it was to see that none of 
the residents transgressed in any way. 
Eventually, the meeting went well, and I was treated with a 
lot of care and kindness, as an honoured foreign guest. On 
one of my half-day releases from the meeting, and as I 
wasn’t allowed to go anywhere on my own, I asked to go 
to the Hermitage Museum, one of the world’s great art 
museums in the old winter palace of the Tsar, a truly 



beautiful Italianate building. We arrived there to see an enormous queue, stretching for 
kilometres. Don’t worry, my minder said, and marched me up to the front; “Important 
international guest”, and we were let straight in. The collections are so enormous that it 
would take weeks to get through everything, so you have to choose. I think that the locals 
were a bit miffed that I asked to see the French Impressionist collection, rather than Russian 
art!  
Although it was early summer when I was there, the whole city seemed grey and drab, there 
were few people in the streets, all wearing dark clothing, nobody smiling or animated, no 
lights in the shops, no life. Fortunately, I was invited to take another half-day excursion, this 
time out of the city to Peterhof, the “Russian Versailles”. This was a wonderful experience, to 
say the least, which brightened my stay considerably - but more on Peterhof later in this 
story. 
For the return trip, rather than fly back out directly, I chose to take the train to Helsinki to see 
friends there, the Finnish Meteorological Service, and to get a flavour of the countryside. On 
arrival at the railway station, I was intrigued to see a prominent sign, in Cyrillic script, but 
which clearly said “Vauxhall”. The history of this is indeed interesting: 
In the 17th century a large, popular pleasure garden was established in Vauxhall, close to 
the Thames. The garden was a multi-formed entertainment area that hosted dance, singing, 
trapeze acts and hot air balloon displays, plus all kinds of victuals. It was available to fee 
paying customers. One visitor to the Vauxhall Pleasure Garden was an English theatre 
manager, Michael Maddox. Maddox had experience of running theatres in Russia and he 
decided to export the concept of the pleasure garden to St Petersburg, Russia in the 1780s. 
The new St Petersburg pleasure garden was called ‘Vokzal’, after the location of the London 
gardens. 

In 1837 the first Russian railway ran from St Petersburg to the Pleasure Gardens and the 
station was called ‘Vokzal’. And this name became the generic word for all Russian stations. 
Coincidentally, three years later, a Russian delegation arrived to study the UK rail network. 
One of the stations they visited was the then Vauxhall terminus. (Source: Londonist.com). 

Anyway, I set off, yet again, in a rickety old Soviet-era carriage, pulled (very slowly) by an 
equally decrepit old engine, through endless pine forest – not exactly riveting! Eventually we 
arrived at the border; here we were all off-loaded and again given the third-degree, lasting a 
couple of hours. Finally, we were allowed to board the Finnish train to continue the trip. Of 
course, this was modern, all electric, and we sped through mostly manicured agricultural 
lands to Helsinki. Overall, a journey of extreme contrasts. 
Big changes by 1999 
Although now under new management, getting into Russia for my second visit in July 1999 
proved no easier than before, and we were met by the same touts trying to sell worthless 

roubles outside the airport.  
However, once into the city it became a different country. There 
were people everywhere, colourfully dressed and animated; 
cafes, restaurants and souvenir shops had sprung up all over; 
there were street stalls selling artisan goods; and even the 
beautiful 18th century Italianate buildings had taken on a different, 
more animated appearance.  

The meeting was held in the new AARI building a long way out in the suburbs, and we were 
quartered in a “tourist” hotel down by the sea within walking distance. While the hotel did 
have a half-decent restaurant, where a folk music group played most evenings, and there 
was a bowling alley in the basement, the “guardian angels” remained on each floor to deter 
misbehaviour, and we were intrigued by the giant spiders’ webs on the outside of our room 
window, on the 8th floor! However, it was adequate and a marked improvement on the 



previous visit.  
Being a long way from the city centre meant a long series of bus and metro rides to get to the 
local social action. The metro itself is pretty amazing, being up to 100 metres underground in 

most places, with interminable escalator rides to access it. Because St 
Petersburg is built largely on a drained marsh area, it had to be this 
deep to get below the water table. Getting about is relatively easy; 
however, there was a catch. At 
midnight the metro stopped running 
and they raised all the bridges over 
the river and canals to allow large 
vessels access to and from the port, 
not opening the transport system 
again until 6am. This meant that if 
you had a late night in the city you 

could be trapped there for most of the night. This happened once to my wonderful PA and 
inveterate partygoer and dancer, Alice, who fronted the meeting next day rather tired and 
somewhat chastened.  
I mentioned earlier that good restaurants were springing up all over the city. There was a 
great one in the former home of Grigori Rasputin, where my friend and colleague, Mikhail, 
with help from his son, treated myself, Robyn and our son Ben, to a wonderful classic 
Russian meal. It was here that Ben (then 14) followed in his father’s footsteps and developed 
a lifelong love of black caviar and quality vodka! A related expedition led us through the 
many haunts of Rasputin, as he endeavoured to escape (with some success for a long time) 
the multitude of attempts to eliminate him. 
Of course, no journey to St Petersburg would be complete 
without a visit to the magnificent “Russian Versailles”, the 
palace and gardens of Peterhof. Built from 1703 onwards 
over many years, and largely destroyed by the occupying 
Germans during WW 2, it has now been lovingly restored to 
to its former glory. Our eager meeting group had an 

excursion out there one afternoon, during which 
they were assailed by a massive thunderstorm, 
torrential rain, lightning, hail, the lot – perhaps 
fitting for a bunch of meteorologists and 
oceanographers! Fortunately, having visited 
Peterhof on my first trip in 1985, I opted out of 
this one, and thus saved myself a drenching! For 
me, Versailles gives me a sense of why the 
French revolution took place, and perhaps 
Peterhof does the same for the Russian 
revolution, at least in part. However, it remains a 
magnificent and beautiful structure and gardens, 

something now to be admired as part of our global cultural 
heritage. 
One final delight: we were treated to a night at the famous 
Kirov Ballet in the Mariinsky Theatre. Son Ben was very 
reluctant to go along (Ballet? Me? Yuk!), but he came out of 
it rather overwhelmed by the grace and athleticism of the 
dancers, both male and female. It didn’t induce him to 
become a dancer, but did add another dimension to his 
appreciation of the art world. 



Even in 1999 there were hints of dangers lurking on the streets, suppressed under 
communism but ever present in capitalist societies, of pickpockets and hustlers, and I 
understand that this situation has since worsened. Nevertheless, with care, visitors can avoid 
such things, and overall, our reception and treatment there by everyone was warm and 
generous. St Petersburg should definitely be on everyone’s bucket list.  
 
Peter Dexter, formerly WMO 
 
[Editor’s note: another wonderful travelogue/mission report, Peter. Thank you again for 
sharing experiences of your exciting life with WMO. As you rightly say, the Hermitage 
Museum is one of the world’s greatest sites.] 
 
 
 
 
 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

PHILOSOPHY IN A TIME OF COVID-19 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

 
 
 



--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

A FEW WORDS FROM THE EDITOR 
The months roll by and we continue to lurch from COVID lock-down to joyous freedom and 

back again. Extensive periods when few, if any, 
community cases of the virus are reported 
invariably lead into a crisis situation with the new 
Delta variant suddenly swamping the suburbs and 
sending us back into solitude. Having said that, we 
are fortunate to be living in a country that has some 
sort of organized system for coping with the virus. 
To help us through the bleaker days, we have a 
fine selection of stories and articles in this edition of 
the Newsletter. The ‘longer read’ is a fascinating, 
personal tale of WWII occupied Europe from one of 
our Toowoomba members, and we also have a 

travel tale from St. Petersburg and the memoirs of a former staffer in Zambia. Also, don’t 
miss the ‘demise’ booklet prepared by our Melbourne colleagues. It’s a very important and 
valuable document. And there is so much more. Thank you again to all contributors for 
stories, photographs and other material. My apologies for delivering this Newsletter a week 
or so later than the deadline. A bout of ill health (not COVID!), some family commitments, a 
Brisbane lock-down, virus testing and the Olympic Games on television all conspired to put 
my schedule out of order. Just an early reminder that our next Newsletter is due in December 
2021. Let us have your contributions for that edition. We’ll send you a reminder closer to the 
date. All articles welcome!   

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

THE NEXT UNSG? 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
Some AAFICS members might be aware of the campaign by Ms Arora Akanksha, a 34 year 
old Canadian, to become the next Secretary-General of the UN. Ms Akanksha is currently 
employed at UN HQ in New York as an Auditor.  
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Many have scoffed at Ms Akanksha’s somewhat audacious move to take the leading position 
within the UN system. However, as a ‘millennial’, she is mounting a sophisticated on-line 
campaign (Arora for a New UN) which reaches out not only to younger people, but the whole 
world.  

Her website asks some disturbing questions which will resonate for many, such as “The 
number of UN Secretaries-General who have been women? 0/9”, “The average age of UN 
leaders? 62 years”, “The amount in US$ which goes directly to causes? 29 cents”, and “Total 
number of UN reforms ever? 8”. 

Most recently, Arora reached out to those who had contacted her with these words: 

“Thank you to all of you who lent your voices, extended your support, and assisted this 
campaign in whatever way you could. Many of you were strangers to me, and I was honored 
and moved by your commitment, dedication, and resolve to fight for a future we all believed 
in. You represent the best this world has to offer. Campaigning with you has been one of the 
greatest honors of my life. I will be forever grateful to you for this incredible community that 
we built together – full of diversity, inclusion, youthful energy and hope. Thank you. 

If I could sum up the meaning of my campaign, I would say that it was about challenging 
conventional wisdom – daring to be different. Progress is the result of people who dare to be 
different and who challenge conventional wisdom. 

When people questioned my credentials to be the Secretary General, their problem really 
was that my credentials and leadership were “different.” It is fitting that I write this during the 
World Pride Month, which honors being yourself. 

For anyone who has ever been bullied by society for dreaming big – this was for you, for 
those who are different. For anyone who is a dreamer: We all belong. We all deserve a 
chance. We all have a voice. No insignificant person was ever born. As Alan Turing said, 
“Sometimes it is the people who no one imagines anything of who do the things that no one 
can imagine.” 

This is only the beginning. The journey we started together to build an equitable and 
prosperous world for all must continue. The pressing problems of the world are not going 
away – nor is my dedication to help solve them. I hope you will share this future journey with 
me, and join me in your own way, just as you have done for my campaign. 

Once again, thank you for joining me on this journey of being a first. Here’s my tribute to all 
those who dare to be first: 

Here’s to the first movers, 
The innovators who dared, 
The bold who didn’t care 
The disruptors who disrupted, 
Unafraid of ridicule and mockery, 
they stood up to conventional wisdom, 
and moved the arc of history forward for all of us 
Progress is a result of their sacrifices. 
The world calls them fools, we call them geniuses. 
Intelligence is the ability to hit a mark that no one else can hit, 
Genius is the ability to hit a mark that no one can see 



They don’t just read history, they make history. 
Come be part of history. 
Be a First.” 

Arora’s impressive website is at: www.aroraforsg.org 

[Editor’s note: Never under-estimate the power of social media and new ideas in changing 
the world. The UNSG bid may seem fanciful to many, but there is a huge global audience 
(especially of young people) ready to disrupt and make any sort of change which might prove 
positive. Many of us never predicted major global events, such as the fall of the Soviet Union, 
or the invention of the Internet, or the COVID-19 pandemic. Anything is possible?]   

 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
THE LAST WORD 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

LEARNING FROM OUR SUCCESSES 

I joined the Animal Production and Health Section of the Joint FAO/IAEA Division in 1986 as 
a veterinarian with a recently completed doctorate in virology. My job was to provide support 
to veterinary laboratories in developing countries to enable them to more effectively 
undertake the various diagnostic tasks allocated to them.  

At this time, the world was about to embark on an ambitious plan to eradicate cattle plague 
or rinderpest. This devasting disease of cattle occurred everywhere outside the Americas 
and Australasia and periodic epidemics caused significant deaths and huge economic 
losses. The Global Rinderpest Eradication Program (GREP) commenced in 1989, was based 
in FAO and involved many collaborating organisations. It received funding from many 
countries and bodies including, significantly, the European Union. A key enabling factor was 
the availability of a vaccine against rinderpest, that if administered correctly gave lifelong 
immunity. 

My task, through the Joint FAO/IAEA Division, was to ensure that national veterinary 
laboratories in the 40 odd participating countries could effectively contribute to the 
eradication effort. For the most part, these laboratories were to be found in the world’s least 
developed countries. Yet they needed to be capable of confirming a diagnosis of rinderpest, 
undertaking testing of cattle blood to ensure the effectiveness of national rinderpest 
vaccination programs and later on, demonstrate the absence of both the disease and the 
causative virus to enable national declaration of freedom from rinderpest. 

Using resources available through the IAEA Technical Cooperation Program, equipment, 
fellowships and expert services were provided at the national level and through an FAO/IAEA 
Coordinated Research Program, individual scientists in participating laboratories were 
supported. Annual meetings linked to external proficiency testing assured the quality and 
comparison of the results emanating from this global network. Using an agreed pathway to 
global freedom, final dossiers of national eradication were prepared and submitted to the OIE 
(World Animal Health Organisation) in large part through data submitted from these 
laboratories. 

Over the following 24 years, and through enormous efforts by all concerned, FAO was able 

http://www.aroraforsg.org/


to make an assured global declaration of rinderpest freedom in 2011. In the history of 
mankind, only one disease, smallpox had ever been eradicated previously.  The eradication 
of rinderpest was a massive achievement by the United Nations and with the many partners, 
a truly global success.  

Sadly, the full story of this significant undertaken has still to be published by FAO, but 
perhaps far more importantly is the apparent failure of those now managing the global 
COVID-19 to have learnt from this past success. Key elements like strong UN global 
leadership, universally standardised diagnostic tests, vaccine availability and use monitoring 
and a universal reliance on science-based decision making seem somewhat missing as we 
grapple this current global pandemic. We could and should be doing better! 

Having completed my time with FAO in 2002, I came to Australia to take on the role of head 
of our Australian Animal Health Laboratory (AAHL), the world’s most advanced high 
containment laboratory and a true icon of Australian ingenuity. I retired in 2013 as an 
Australian, but someone that absolutely appreciates what can be achieved when the world 
pulls together. 

Professor Martyn Jeggo, formerly joint FAO/IAEA Division, Vienna, Austria 

 

[Editor’s note: Thank you, Martyn, for your refreshing words, and congratulations on your 
GREP work. Sadly, the UN’s achievements are too easily discounted, overlooked and 
swamped by doubters. Lessons are not learned. So many good things, so much effort in 
difficult circumstances, so little credit.] 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
ABOUT US 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
The AAFICS Newsletter is an informal communications tool designed to keep former UN staff 
members residing in Australia in touch with each other and their Association’s activities. 
Editorial responsibility for articles is held by the individual contributor. The Editor appreciates 
any stories or articles of interest and thanks all who have contributed to this edition. 
Photographs are either supplied or taken from public Internet sources for non-commercial, 
private use. Please send any articles to the office of the President, to the Editor or through 
your local State Coordinator. The next Newsletter will be released in December 2021.    
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