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********************************************************************************************************* 
 
MESSAGE FROM THE COMMITTEE:  Welcome to Forster Tuncurry U3A’S “STAYING AT HOME”  Newsletter!  It is important 

that we stay connected in this small way, to remember the fun we have had this year in Term 1, and to remind everyone that 

U3A is still alive and will return.  

There is no program included in this version of our Newsletter, because Term 2 will not go ahead.  We sincerely hope that we 

can return to our program in Term 3 (August/September).  However, it is unpredictable at this time when that will occur.  

So our fantastic Course Co-ordinator, Trish has gathered together some pieces of writing from the Writers Groups, and our 

hard working Newsletter Editor, Annie, has published some photos from Term 1 and put together this shortened version to 

try to reduce the “stay at home remoteness” that we all share. 

Do you look at our website?  You will find it on https://forstuncurry.u3anet.org.au/   Look over to the box on the right hand 

side of the Home Page and find links to U3A Network NSW and U3A Library of Resources.  These links offer suggestions for 

remote learning during our time at home.  The Network page in particular has some excellent ideas and links e.g. ABC 

Podcasts, Future Learn, The Conversation, amongst others.  Thanks to Carol  for maintaining our website and adding the 

notices which are important at this time. 

Then please don’t miss out on joining our Facebook page U3A Forster Tuncurry which is available to members only.  

https://www.facebook.com/groups/415358092303407    Some of our enterprising members have posted funny quips, 

puzzles, crosswords, and items of interest which are very enjoyable and pass the time, allowing us to interact with each 

other.  

Your Committee is keeping in touch with each other too, still getting on with the business of management by email and group 

chats.  We hope all our Members keep safe and well until we are together again.  Jan, President, presftu3a@gmail.com  

 

COURSE CO-ORDINATOR’S REPORT:   I am disappointed at being unable to show you the presentations that had been 

organised in our second term.  However, I do hope we can present them in Term 3 but for this to happen we all need to stay 

well.   

 

In order to bring you a little entertainment in your isolation, several writers from both our Monday and Friday classes have 

kindly agreed to share their work with you.  I’m very grateful for their willingness to fill our Newsletter and pleased to show 

you the talented people we have in our classes.   

 

Please keep in touch with one another, stay well, stay active and stay involved.  My very best wishes.  Trish  
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2. 

WHAT WE DID IN TERM 1, 2020. 

BREAKFAST AT THE PARADISE MARINA, March 12. 

Our Members always enjoy an outing, and the Paradise Marina is a favourite spot overlooking Wallis 

Lake.  A lively crowd had a delicious breakfast, and this is always an opportunity to socialize and enjoy 

each other’s company.  Thanks to Christine, who takes bookings for our social events. 

           

      

 

  



3. 

AMBER by Helen Bonanno 

Her eyes flew open!  Where was she?  Had there been a noise?  She remained very still, sensing another presence in the 
room.  Slowly, she turned her head and her eyes widened. 

“I’m so glad you have returned to us, my dear.  It would seem that the anaesthetic has worn off. No, no! Don’t try to sit up.  
You’ve had some serious work done on your eyes and you may feel just a little nauseous.  Best to stay as still as you can.” 

There was no discomfort but she began to realise that, whilst she could see quite clearly, the room had a golden glow.  It was 
very strange, almost as if she was viewing the world through a golden filter.  Settling back onto the operating table, she 
looked up into the light above her head.  Not only was the light golden but it was multi-faceted, breaking up into a million 
shards of gold.  She carefully closed her eyes and kept very still. 

“What have you done to my eyes?” she asked through clenched teeth.  “Everything is a strange golden colour.” 

The man in the scrub suit giggled. “Yes, yes, I know!  You now have amber eyes.  We’ve replaced your lens with amber 
lenses.” 

Her eyes flew open.  “You what?  Why would you do that?” 

“Well, I do have to confess it was on a whim.  I’ve often wondered if it would work, and you seemed the perfect subject for it.  
The amber eyes will work quite well and they are most attractive.  Do you mind if I take some photos?” 

She could feel her temper rising.  “Yes, I do!  No photos and I want my eyes back this minute!”  

“Now dear.  Don’t get upset.  Your blood pressure will rise and it’s not good for your eyes.  I’ve arranged for a professional 
photographer to take some snaps in a day or two so we’ll leave it at that shall we?  By the way, sorry but it can’t be reversed. 
You have amber eyes now.” 

She suppressed a scream, swung her legs off the table and stabbed him with the scalpel from the tray beside the bed.  She 

then lay back down and closed her amber eyes.  

 

There was a young girl from Tuncurry,                                            Geraldine Mullins. 
Who went in to try Indian Curry. 
When chili indigestion played hell with digestion, 
She flew off to the loo in a hurry! 
 
An elderly woman called Sue, 
Said her favourite colour was blue, 
For red was too bright, and yellow too light, 
But navy was just the right hue!        
 

    
  



 
4. 

HOPE by Barbara Edmunds 

Cecily could find no safety, even in the confines of her own home. This angered her as she had gone to the expense of installing 

security screens on all her doors and windows. Until now she had felt safer than a bank vault but the enemy outside her home was like 

no other. It still confused her how she had gone to bed in her known world one night, and the next morning woken up, a bit player, in a 

B-grade science-fiction movie.   

Everyone was expected to self- isolate, especially those in her age group. She’d never considered 70 old before but the 

government appeared to disagree with her. At least she had freedom of movement in her own home, although freedom, she had 

discovered, was a double edged sword. Before the invasion she’d always used her busyness as an excuse to shy away from the domestic 

tasks clamouring for her attention. Now it seemed, all of her outside activities were non-essential and were postponed. All she had was 

time. Bereft of reasons to ignore the kitchen floor begging to be washed, she lacked motivation. Perhaps the government was right about 

the over 70s! Better instead to lose awareness of this world in the pages of a book. 

‘The death rate has increased by 837 people in Italy today.’ The sombre tones of the announcer made Cecily wish she’d never 

turned on the TV. The invasion was global but the latest hot spot was Italy. There, the ruins of the Roman Empire stood proud sentinels 

over empty streets and make-shift morgues. ‘Soon New York will overtake Italy,’ droned the announcer.  

Everywhere death was the new norm and life an accidental bonus. It was tempting, but Cecily refused to dwell on her 

mortality. It was too terrifying to think that all that could remain of her, when the aliens tired of their earthly playthings and left, was 

her putrefied corpse, fly-blown inside the house. It was not such a fanciful idea as it seemed. Australia could well do as Italy had already 

done and refuse medical attention to her age group.  

She could go to the shops. Okay, many, like the dress shops had closed, considered non-essential. No-one had asked her 

opinion. Cecily considered browsing these shops very essential. Restaurants and Cafes were also closed, the risk of transmission from 

everyone sitting close together unacceptable. Takeaways were permissible but only for home consumption. Sitting in public spaces was 

forbidden, enforceable by fines or imprisonment. She wondered how this affected the blood pressure of the Civil Libertarians. 

Supermarkets, deemed essential, were open. Many of the shelves were empty; a result of panic buying by a population terrified 

of tomorrow. Masking tape dictated where you stood. The standard distance recommended by health officials was 1.5 metres and the 

supermarkets adopted this guideline as if it were written in the gospels. Conversations were difficult under the distancing rule and the 

ensuing babble from raised voices overwhelming. Cecily fretted that her headache was a symptom of alien invasion after her foray to 

the shops, but always it disappeared after her return home.  

Only a few short months ago the National Government, joint winners in the Federal Election, had issued pensioners with a 

Travel Card. They were entitled to free petrol, train and bus travel to the value of $200.00. Conspiracy theories abounded as to how the 

alien invasion had arrived on our shores. She was surprised no-one had begun a theory that the government knew this invasion was 

imminent, and had used it as an election sweetener in the full knowledge the services would be irredeemable.  

‘Australia has reached a plateau for the third day running.’ This time Cecily listened to the TV announcer with glee. The war 

was not yet won but the battle was turning in favour of the earthlings. COVID19 was on the run. Who knows, tonight she could go to 

bed and awaken to her old world. She knew that hope was premature but now she was convinced there would be such a morning. 

The Backyard Loo by Carole McGuffog. 

 
As I sit on my modern day toilet with its water of Harpic blue 
My mind travels back to my childhood days and that horrible backyard loo 
No outside light at night to guide you safely down the path 
In pitch black darkness you made your way-believe me it was no laugh 
You never knew what creatures lurked there so you always took a big stick 
And on freezing cold winter's nights you got the job over and done with real quick 
You were shivering and shaking from head to toe from fear as well as the cold 
You tried your hardest not to cry, you needed to be brave and bold 
For you knew the infamous outhouse was a haven for spidery creatures 
Ah yes the backyard loo had none of today's comfortable features 
No toilet roll holder with pretty paper as soft as a baby’s bum 
Instead harsh squares of newspaper to use when the day was done 
No water to flush it all away but for a whole week we used the same pan 
Until it was taken away on the shoulders of Dan, the sanitary man 
Thank God those days are over - a bad dream of yesteryears 
And so for the modern day sewerage system I give three mighty big cheers!! 
 



5. 

                                   FISH DINNER                                   Geraldine Mullin 

 

“Gravity is bringing us down” announced Pilot. 

“Braking hard.  Touchdown  twenty seconds.” 

“Prepare for crash landing,” said Captain rather unnecessarily. 

The trio of aliens knew exactly what to expect. Their flying saucer splashed down with a deafening ‘whoosh’. They 

were in the middle of the Pacific Ocean miles from anywhere. 

“Where are we?” asked Zed. 

“Planet Earth,” replied Captain. 

 “Pilot, you and I will quickly work on the failed power supply. We need to get out of here as soon as possible. Planet 

Earth is not listed as friendly.” 

“What’ll I do?” asked Zed. Captain and Pilot looked at Zed. They considered him as being a few grapes short of a 

bunch. He often gave the impression of staring at something that nobody else could see. His contribution to the 

space exploring trio was muscle, not brains. He was the bodyguard. For reasons not best discussed, this role suited 

him admirably. 

“Have a look around outside,” ordered Captain. “Watch for an enemy approach. We need time.” Zed waddled to the 

ladder, climbed it and opened the hatch. He stared out at the vastness of the ocean and gazed wistfully at the 

horizon. 

“It’s a water planet,” he yelled to the others. “Everybody’s under the water.” 

Captain spoke to Pilot, “Go and let out a net from the side hatch and see if you can catch any of them. They might 

have information that we can use. I’ll keep on here.” 

Pilot and Zed hauled in a variety of Earth’s water creatures in the net, but no communication seemed possible. The 

Earthlings had mouths, eyes, fins and scales. 

“I’ll torture them,” said Zed with enthusiasm. Half of the catch he placed on the roof in the sun, reasoning that, as 

they were in water, they probably wouldn’t like the heat of the sun. The other half, he took inside and put in the 

cool room. A selected few were chosen to have their heads chopped off, but there was still no communication. 

Zed threatened to eat one of them and took a big bite. 

“Not bad,” said Zed, “if you got rid of the scales and warmed it up a bit.” 

Meanwhile, Captain and Pilot ventured outside and the first thing they noticed was the smell of the water inhabitants 

left in the sun. 

“These Earthlings are all dead and they stink to high Heaven. Get rid of them overboard!” Captain ordered Pilot. 

“This planet is primitive, just creatures under the water with no rhyme or reason to their existence. I’ve repaired 

the power supply and we should be ready for take-off in a few minutes.” Captain and Pilot returned to their positions 

inside and secured the hatch.  It began to rain outside and the see-through panels on the flying saucer became 

clouded and caused a sense of isolation. 

“I’ll be pleased to leave this hideous planet,” mused Captain. “I shall make a report and won’t be recommending Earth 

as needing further investigation. We’ve seen enough!” 

Just then Zed emerged from the alcove. “Taste this,” he said proudly, “I gutted the Earthlings, chopped off their 

heads, removed the scales and cooked them. They’re not half bad!” 

Captain and Pilot agreed. A very tasty meal! A far cry from the frozen stuff they usually had. Captain amended his 

report to include the fact that Earthlings passed the ‘taste test’. 

He laughed, “Well Zed, not just a pretty face.” 

Zed flushed with pleasure. It was rare that he got any praise. They soon were back in space, not realising that they 

were the first aliens to enjoy a fish dinner. 

  

SOME JOKES FOR YOU: 
Why did the orange go out with a prune? Because he couldn’t find a date! 

 

How do scientists keep their breath fresh?  With experi-mints! 

 

Have you ever noticed that Ireland is just one sea away from Iceland!! 

 

Why does Norway’s navy have bar codes on the side of their ships? 

So that when they come back to port they can Scandinavian (!!) 

  



6. 
 

 
A row of bottles on my shelf 

Caused me to analyse myself. 

One yellow pill I have to pop 
Goes to my heart so it won't stop. 

 

A little white one that I take 
Goes to my hands so they won't shake. 

The blue ones that I use a lot  
Tell me I'm happy when I'm not. 

 

The purple pill goes to my brain 
And tells me that I have no pain.  

The capsules tell me not to wheeze, 
Or cough or choke or even sneeze. 

 

The red ones, smallest of them all  
Go to my blood so I won't fall. 

The orange ones, very big and bright 

Prevent my leg cramps in the night.  
 

Such an array of brilliant pills 
Helping to cure all kinds of ills. 

But what I'd really like to know...........  

Is what tells each one where to go! 

 

– “It was fun being a Baby Boomer.... Some of the artists of the 

Swinging '60s are revising their hits with new lyrics to accommodate the 

baby boomers who are getting older.” 

1. Herman's Hermits--- Mrs. Brown, You've Got a Lovely Walker. 

2. The Bee Gees--- How Can You Mend a Broken Hip. 

3. Bobby Darin--- Splish, Splash, I Was Havin' a Flash. 

4. Ringo Starr--- I Get By With a Little Help From Depends. 

5. Roberta Flack--- The First Time Ever I Forgot Your Face. 

6. Johnny Nash--- I Can't See Clearly Now. 

7. Paul Simon--- Fifty Ways to Lose Your Liver 

8. The Commodores--- Once, Twice, Three Times to the Bathroom. 

9. Marvin Gaye--- Heard It Through the Grape Nuts. 

10. Procol Harem--- A Whiter Shade of Hair. 

11. Leo Sayer--- You Make Me Feel Like Napping. 

12. The Temptations--- Papa's Got a Kidney Stone. 

13. Abba--- Denture Queen. 

14. Tony Orlando--- Knock 3 Times On The Ceiling If You Hear Me Fall. 

15. Helen Reddy--- I Am Woman, Hear Me Snore. 

16. Willie Nelson--- On the Commode Again 

17. Leslie Gore--- It's My Procedure and I'll Cry If I Want To. 

   

MORE THINGS DEMYSTIFIED  - Jan Wagstaff 

Did Humans live at the same time as Dinosaurs?? Yes ! And we still do!  But the dinosaurs that lived with the earliest 

humans were not huge lumbering lizards …. those had been extinct for almost 66 million years before the first humans 

were around. Our ancient ancestors lived with …. birds!!  These are the closest natural relatives to the extinct dinosaurs, 

which means that we live with dinosaurs too! 

How do Penguins tell each other apart ?  If you are an emperor penguin coming back from a swim, how do you find your 

mate and chick, when all penguins look alike, it’s noisy, and you don’t have a nest located in one spot? 

Emperor penguins have a special two-voiced call that can be used for individual recognition. Their vocal organ can 

produce a call with two different frequencies which creates a beating pattern which allows penguins to recognise each 

other over the background noise of a penguin colony.  Species of penguins that build nests don’t seem to do this. 

 

Why is a baker’s dozen 13?    Are bakers just bad at counting?  The most widely accepted theory for this is that in medieval 

England there were laws relating to the price of bread and wheat, and bakers who sold overpriced, undersized loaves were 

punished, either with fines or by flogging. BUT it was difficult to make all their loaves the same size, without scales to 

weigh dough, so they would throw in a bit extra to make sure they didn’t receive a flogging later!     (Reference : 

Encyclopaedia Britannica).  

 

 
 


