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75 years ago on 15th August, 1945, people 

were dancing in streets all over Australia, 

including here in Fitzmaurice St, Wagga 

(near the Wollundry Bridge). It was VP Day, 

for thousands of Australian soldiers World 

War 2 was over, the boys were coming home. 

It was a time of great relief & happiness, 

mixed with sadness for those who gave up 

their lives. 

Our story this issue from someone who 

remembers. 
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G’day to all our members, 
Once again I  am happy to present what I 
hope is an enjoyable read that will  at least 

briefly help us forget the trying times we find ourselves ex-
periencing  these past few months. We are all missing that 
friendly interaction and face to face contact that the many 
activities we were used to enjoying within our club provid-
ed. May a new year bring a return to happier times! 
 
For the lead story/article in this issue I was reminded of an 
important anniversary that caused me to hark back to one 
of my very earliest memories. 
 
This is the last issue for this year and one can never know 
what the future holds but it is hoped  we will see you all 
within the pages of this magazine again. 

Best regards,   

  General Club Meeting is held on the 1st Monday of Month. 
. 

Wagga Wagga Senior Citizens’ Club Inc 

Committee 2019 

President Jim Weeden 69331394 

Vice President Wendy Job  

Treasurer Jo Jovanovic 69228536 

Assistant Treasurer Marlene Bowen  

Secretary Robyn Weeden 69331394 

Assistant Secretary   

Additional Committee: Velma Spears, Dudley Downey,  
Chris Thomas,  Lenore Keppie,  
 Ellen Downey, Dawn McDermott. 

Wagga Wagga Senior Citizens’ Club Inc. 
Membership ($5.00 per year)  to over 50’s 

Weekly Programme of Activities 

Day Activity Time  Cost 

Every Mon. Computer Club - offering 
one on one tuition. 
 

9.30 am to 
12.30 pm 
 

$3.00 
Per hr. 

Every Mon. IPad Class  11.00-12.00 $2.00 

1st Mon. Of 
Month 

General Meeting Day 
Guest Speaker 

1.30 pm $2.00 

2nd  Mon.  
Of Month 

Indoor Carpet Bowls 1.00 pm to 
3.00 pm 

$2.00 

3rd Mon. Of 
Month 

Luncheon Day 12 noon $5.00 

4th Mon. Of 
Month 

Games Afternoon  1.00 pm  to 
3.00pm 

$2.00 

Every 
Thursday  

Computer Club - offering 
one on one tuition. 

9.30 am to 
12.30 pm 

$3.00 
Per hr. 

Every 
Thursday 

500 Cards 1.00-3.00pm $2.00 

Every 
Thursday 

Line Dancing 9.30am to 
11.30 am 
 

$2.00 
 

Every 
Thursday 

Craft 1.00 pm to 
3.00 pm 

$2.00 

Every  
Friday 

Computer Club - offering 
one on one tuition. 

12 noon to 
3.00 pm 

$3.00 
per hr. 

Every 
Friday 

Indoor Carpet Bowls 
Discussion Group 

1.00-3.00pm 
10.00am 

$2.00 
$2.00 

Bi-Monthly Bus Trip: Normally 3rd Wednesday of month, 
destination decided at monthly meeting and bookings taken 
that day with payment. 

Find us on Facebook or visit our web site at...  
http://seniorcitizen8.wix.com/ww-senior-citizens 

By the time a man is wise 
enough to watch his step, he's 

too old to go anywhere. 

 
 
 
Hi Fellow Seniors, 
Well, what a year it has been! Since March 
we have been unable to get together as a 
group due to Covid-19.  I hope you are all 
well and looking after yourselves and keep-

ing in touch with your fellow seniors. I know a few of the 
smaller groups have been gathering outdoors/indoors and 
the warmer weather will make this even more enjoyable.  
The rules set for using the Community Centre are just too 
great so the Committee, via your President, has decided to 
say goodbye to 2020 and hope we can start fresh in Janu-
ary 2021.  
I do thank Barry for putting my remarks and other little 
snippets on Facebook and email from time to time as it 
does connect the majority of our members.  
Your Committee and I wish you all a Merry Christmas 
and a Happy and Healthy 2021, when again we shall be 
able to gather as a group.  
 
Remember HAVE FUN & LOOK AFTER EACH  
OTHER 
 
Jim Weeden, President  

http://seniorcitizen8.wix.com/ww-senior-citizens
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Christmas 2009 

Seniors Week 2011 
Gundagai 2012 

Annual Trip 2010 

Seniors Week 2013 
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The Letter 
This is an actual letter that was sent to a bank by an 86 year old woman. The bank manager 
thought it amusing enough to have it published in the New York Times. 
 
Dear Sir: 
 
I am writing to thank you for bouncing my check with which I endeavoured to pay my plumber 
last month. By my calculations, three nanoseconds must have elapsed between his presenting the 
check and the arrival in my account of the funds needed to honour it. I refer, of course, to the au-
tomatic monthly deposit of my entire pension, an arrangement which, I admit, has been in place 
for only eight years. You are to be commended for seizing that brief window of opportunity, and also for debiting my 
account $30 by way of penalty for the inconvenience caused to your bank. My thankfulness springs from the manner in 
which this incident has caused me to rethink my errant financial ways. 
 
I noticed that whereas I personally answer your telephone calls and letters, when I try to contact you, I am confronted by 
the impersonal, overcharging, pre-recorded, faceless entity which your bank has become. From now on, I, like you, 
choose only to deal with a flesh-and-blood person. My mortgage and loan repayments will therefore and hereafter no 
longer be automatic, but will arrive at your bank, by check, addressed personally and confidentially to an employee at 
your bank whom you must nominate.  
 
Be aware that it is an offense under the Postal Act for any other person to open such an envelope. Please find attached an 
Application Contact which I require your chosen employee to complete. I am sorry it runs to eight pages, but in order 
that I know as much about him or her as your bank knows about me, there is no alternative. Please note that all copies of 
his or her medical history must be countersigned by a Notary Public, and the mandatory details of his/her financial situa-
tion (income, debts, assets and liabilities) must be accompanied by documented proof. 
 
In due course, at MY convenience, I will issue your employee with a PIN number which he/she must quote in dealings 
with me. I regret that it cannot be shorter than 28 digits but, again, I have modelled it on the number of button presses 
required of me to access my account balance on your phone bank service. As they say, imitation is the sincerest form of 
flattery.  
 
Let me level the playing field even further. When you call me, press buttons as follows: 
 
IMMEDIATELY AFTER DIALING, PRESS THE STAR (*) 
BUTTON FOR ENGLISH 
 
#1. To make an appointment to see me 
 
#2. To query a missing payment. 
 
# 3. To transfer the call to my living room in case I am there. 
 
# 4. To transfer the call to my bedroom in case I am sleeping 
 
# 5. To transfer the call to my toilet in case I am attending to na-
ture. 
 
# 6. To transfer the call to my mobile phone if I am not at home 
 
#7. To leave a message on my computer, a password to access my computer is required. Password will be communicated 
to you at a later date to that Authorized Contact mentioned earlier. 
 
# 8. To return to the main menu and to listen to options 1 through 7. 
 
# 9. To make a general complaint or inquiry. The contact will then be put on hold, pending the attention of my automat-
ed answering service. 
 
# 10. This is a second reminder to press* for English. While this may, on occasion, involve a lengthy wait, uplifting mu-
sic will play for the duration of the call regrettably, but again following your example, I must also levy an establishment 
fee to cover the setting up of this new arrangement. May I wish you a happy, if ever so slightly less prosperous New 
Year? 
Your Humble Client  
 
(Remember: This was written by an 86 year old woman) 'YA JUST GOTTA LOVE " US SENIORS" !!!!! 
And remember; Don't make old ladies mad. They don't like being old in the first place, so it doesn't take much to set 
them off. 
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The Day Wagga Celebrated War’s End 
By Barry G Williams 

 
Australia’s involvement in World War 2 began on September 3, 1939 when the Prime Minister of the day, Robert Gordon Menzies, 
uttered those ominous words, “Fellow Australians, it is my melancholy duty to inform you officially, that in consequence of a persis-
tence by Germany in her invasion of Poland, Great Britain has declared war upon her and that as a result, Australia is also at war.” It 
would continue for almost another five devastating years. 
 
As I write these lines the month is August, 2009, but my thoughts are drifting back to another August some sixty four years earlier in 
the year 1945. Like a candle glowing dimly in a darkened room my memory of this moment is vague, for I am only four years old 
and this is one of my very first memories. We live on our dairy farm three miles out of Wagga, but for reasons I know not, we are in 
town. A crowd (nearly 10,000 according to the next day’s paper, which is not bad considering the town’s population is just ap-
proaching 15,000 at this time) is gathering on the footpath and I struggle to see what is happening through a forest of legs. In the 
distance come the sound of music, slowly building to a crescendo as it approaches. “That’s just the band, Barry”, someone yells in 
my ear reassuringly.  
 
The crowd cheers wildly as the Wagga Junior Citizens’ Band in their full regalia of dark blue cloaks with light blue satin linings and 
forage caps approach playing a lively march. Following them come members of the Returned Soldiers League, veterans of this and 
the last war (WW1). Next come the Kapooka Military Band leading hundreds of men in uniform. The stamp, stamp, stamp of hun-
dreds of boots hitting the bitumen in unison as the khaki clad men, carrying 303 rifles with fixed bayonets glinting in the weak late 
winter sun, march by. “Soldiers”, someone explains to me. 
 
The blare of bugles, the thunder of drums, the whole explosion of sound. I am jumping out of my skin with excitement. And I jump 
again as an old chap just behind me yells loudly, “good on yer, God bless ya lads”. 
 
The sisters of Army camp hospitals, followed by a contingent of A.W.A.S. (Australian Women’s Army Service) come next.  
 
The Air Force Band then comes into view as they lead group after group of young airmen. They comprise men from all the Air Force 
stations in the Wagga district. 
 
Then follow members of the W.A.A.A.F (Women’s’ Auxiliary Australian Air Force), V.D.C. (Volunteer Defence Corps), High 
School cadets, V.A.D. (Voluntary Aid Detachment), W.E.S.C. (Women’s Emergency Signalling Corps), with Wagga Scouts and 
Cubs, followed by Girl Guides and Brownies completing this spectacular march. 
 
Everyone is clapping and seems so happy. I am too young to understand that this is a great day for Wagga, and the world. Today is a 
day for heroes. Today our boys, our sons, our brothers, our fathers, have started to come home.  
 
And the day wasn’t over yet. The march had started at 2 o’clock. At 3 o’clock sharp there came a tremendous rush of sound over-
head as a Spitfire came hurtling out of the sky at terrific speed and zoomed low over the astounded crowd, only to become a tiny 
spec in the distance in seconds. Two Spitfires and two Beau fighters joined in the following display, giving demonstrations of straf-
ing runs and evasive tactics. 
 
With flags fluttering all around, the crowd then listened as they were addressed by Civil and Armed Forces dignitaries.  
  But the real excitement had started a few hours earlier, when news of Japan’s surrender, precipitating an end to the war, reached 
Wagga. The pages of The Daily Advertiser recorded those first deliriously happy hours.  
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Wagga Crowds Throng Street to Celebrate: Wagga went wild with excitement yesterday morning when the news that the war had 
ended was received. Whistles and sirens blew, car horns were tooted, and crowds thronged into the main streets, where pandemoni-
um broke loose. At night the red glow of bonfires illuminated the sky, and still the merrymaking went on. It was a day of days.  
As early as 2 am there was much ado in Wagga railway yards, with a cock-a doodle-doing from the locomotives. Premature messag-
es of Japan’s surrender had evidently been received. 
But it was not until nine o’clock that the celebrations really started. Shops had opened for the day, but bands of servicemen and 
women invaded the shops with the news that the war had ended. 
Most shops closed immediately after the customers already in them had been served. Some remained open for a little while, especial-
ly those dealing in foodstuffs. 
 
Joyful expressions and actions were not confined to the younger people. Middle-aged and older people joined in the crowds which 
were milling in the streets, and many carried flags and blew trumpets and rang bells, until it was thought bedlam had broken loose. 
 
The crowd was particularly thick near the New Moon Gardens. The roadway had been closed to traffic from the Council Chambers 
to Johnston Street, leaving a clear run for pedestrians along the streets as well as the footpaths. Tin cans and billycans were being 
kicked about by young people, and many of them were playing “ring-a roses” in the middle of the street. It was difficult for any per-
son to make his way through the crowd. Shouting and cheering was going on ceaselessly, from 9 am until well after noon, when the 
crowd thinned somewhat, owing to the people wanting something to eat, no doubt.  
 
Motor cars and sulkies, gaily decorated with flags and bunting, were being driven around the streets, all crowded with people. Many 
vehicles trailed empty kerosene tins in their wake along the streets, making a glorious din. 
 
Young women, prim and staid at other times, reached up to kiss servicemen, who did not seem to mind in the least. Several girls 
even mobbed Detective-Sergeant Harry Cloke, who for a while was standing talking to the traffic policeman in front of the Council 
Chambers, and kissed him on the cheek. A similar effort to kiss the traffic policeman ended in a smiling rebuff.  
 
Many young men, civilians as well as servicemen, were seen with bottles under their arms, dancing about, but on the whole there 
was no wild horseplay. It seemed, however, that there must be a few accidents, as some of the young people took tremendous risks 
in jumping on and off moving vehicles. 
 
Soon almost every hand waved a flag. Flags were converted into headgear for some, and decorated the clothes of others. People 
danced jubilantly along the streets, carrying streamers in which they caught groups of people as they passed. Girls found partners 
and, making their own music, danced wherever there was space. Paper streamers were thrown and caught from side to side of the 
street, and people from second storey windows showered those below with confetti.  
 
Near the Lagoon bridge, which was dense with joyful humanity, music was amplified. Passing vehicles were decorated with red, 
white and blue; and their drivers, many in jazz caps, waved gaily in response to the riotous greeting of the crowd. Everybody ap-
peared to be everybody’s friend. 
 
Children on decorated bicycles rode zig zag, their machines festooned with colour. Lorries and carts were filled to capacity with 
gesticulating joy-riders, who waved delightedly as they passed. Horses wore Diggers hats over one ear and flags in the other; col-
oured ribbons adorned their harness. Up and down the main street and around the town these vehicles went, here and there stopping 
to allow some of the occupants to alight and more to clamber on. 
 
Children as well as adults shouted their happiness, and many mothers wept with joy at the news. The atmosphere was one of joyous 
abandon. Flags graced the Town Hall 
and dozens of other buildings; victo-
ry signs in broad characters covered 
some shop windows and pennants of 
all colours fluttered from verandas 
and roofs. The celebrations did not 
lose their spontaneity right through-
out the morning. 
 
Neon Lights and Bonfires: Last 
night, for the first time in many 
years, the neon signs in the streets of 
Wagga were turned on. 
A huge bonfire, organised by the 
students of the Wagga Technical 
College attracted more than 300 chil-
dren and adults last night. The bon-
fire was held in the school grounds. 
Community singing was conducted 
and also novelty dances.” 
 
Although it is many years now, that 
memory (one of my very first) as a 
young boy watching that march and 
experiencing the excitement all 
around me will live with me always. 
 
END World War 2 Parade in Baylis Street, Wagga 
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                   Wagga Celebrates the End of World War 2 
August 15th this year (2020) was the 75th anniversary of VP Day (Victory in the Pacific) when 
Japan finally surrendered and Wagga citizens gathered in the streets to celebrate the war’s end 
in 1945. 

                

 
Missus doesn’t even have an “R” in it. What’s the deal? 
 
Spelling in the English language can be tricky, downright hilarious, or just plain confusing. 
Case in point: Why does the abbreviation “Mrs.” have an “R” when the full word “missus” 
is R-less? 
 
That’s because Mrs. wasn’t always the abbreviation for missus. Centuries ago, it stood for 
mistress, which at the time meant the woman of the household. A governess who looked 
after children was also called a mistress. Eventually, the abbreviation became the title for 
married women, while men used Mr., pronounced master. 
 
Since English speakers have a tendency to shorten words by means of contractions, the mon-
iker was pronounced missus at the end of the 18th century. It was probably for the best, 
since “mistress” was given a new definition, the one we know today involving extramarital 
romantic affairs. Confusing the two could land you in seriously awkward trouble. 
 
The grammar changed for the gents, too. The pronunciation of Mr. eventually went from 
master to mister, but the whole title was rarely written out. Mister was already a word that 
referred to an occupation or trade. 
 
Long story short: The English language is confusing.  
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A Walk Down Memory Lane! 
 Do you remember when…. 
Here are a few gentle reminders of how it was when we 
were young. 

Memories of how 

On Sept. 29, 1940, two Avro Anson training aircraft took off from a Royal Australian Air Force base near Wagga 
Wagga for a cross-country exercise over New South Wales. They were making a banking turn over Brocklesby when 
pilot Leonard Fuller lost sight of Jack Hewson’s plane beneath him, and the two collided with a “grinding crunch of met-
al and tearing of fabric.” 
 
To his horror, Fuller found that the planes were now locked together. His own engines had been knocked out by the col-
lision, but Hewson’s were still functioning, and he could still manipulate his own ailerons and flaps, so he found he 
could control the lumbering pair as one aircraft. 
 
After the crew of the lower plane had bailed 
out, along with his own navigator, Fuller 
flew an additional five miles and made an 
emergency landing in a paddock, where he 
slid 200 yards to a safe stop. “I did every-
thing we’ve been told to do in a forced land-
ing,” he told air accident inspector Arthur 
Murphy. “Land as close as possible to habi-
tation or a farmhouse and, if possible, land 
into the wind. I did all that. There’s the 
farmhouse, and I did a couple of circuits and 
landed into the wind. She was pretty heavy 
on the controls, though.” 
 
Fuller was credited with saving £40,000 
worth of military hardware and preventing 
any damage or injury in Brocklesby, and his 
plane was even returned to service. He died 
four years later in a road accident. 

Remember when most families 
owned station wagons and we 
could sit in the back . . . no seat 
belts required! 
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At our age,  you' ve gotta laugh,   
even if it is at yourself!  

When I first started driving, who  
would have thought gas 
would someday cost 25 cents a 
gallon? Guess we'd be better off 
leaving the car in the garage.   

I never thought I'd see the day  
all our kitchen appliances 
would be electric. They're even 
making electric typewriters now.   

It's too bad things are so tough  
nowadays. I see where a few married 
women are having to work to make 
ends meet. 

Contributed by Judy Robertson 

Hearing Aids 
A man walked into a shop specialising in supplying hearing aids and asked about prices. 
 "They vary," he was told," from very expensive to surprisingly cheap.  Our Deluxe model, for example is priced at sev-
eral thousand dollars.  It can translate into 3 languages for instance. Our cheapest model costs only $1.50." 
"And what does it do?" asked the man.  
"Nothing, It’s just a button with a string on it.  You fit the button in your ear and the other end of the string into your 
top pocket."  
"Well, how does it work?"  
"Oh, it doesn't.  But if you wear it you'll be surprised at how loudly people will talk." 
 
Submitted by Yvonne Homer 

   

                    Church Signs 
Submitted by Yvonne Homer 

If my body was a car! 
If my body was a car, this is the time I would be think-
ing about trading it in for a newer model. 
I’ve got bumps and dents and scratches in my finish and 
my paint job is getting a little dull. 
But that’s not the worst of it ….. 
My headlights are out of focus and it’s especially hard to 
see things close up. 
My traction is not as graceful as it once was. I slip, slide 
and skid and bump into things even in the best of weath-
er. 
My whitewalls are stained with varicose veins. 
It takes me hours to reach my maximum speed.  My fuel 
rate burns inefficiently. 
But here’s the worst of it … 
Almost every time I sneeze, cough or splutter ….  
Either my radiator leaks or my exhaust backfires. 
 
Submitted by Bruce McAlister 

To me, old age is always fifteen years older than I am. 
 
By the time most men have money to burn, the fire has 
gone out. 
 
Work hard and save your money, and when you are old, 
you can have the things only young people can enjoy  
Submitted by Bruce McAlister 
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Just click on the links below! 

Please note: All links were functioning at 
time of publishing but may fail over time! 

How to buy, sell and make money with Facebook Marketplace 
Gone are the days (well, mostly) of garage sales and “For Sale” signs in windows. These days, the majority of  
buying and selling of second-hand items is done online – and with a bit of knowledge, it’s something you can  
easily partake in. 
There are loads of ways to exchange goods online, from eBay, Gumtree and Etsy to any number of online stores. However, in this 
article we’re going to focus on one in particular: Facebook Marketplace. 
We’ve chosen this because a large majority of people already have a Facebook account and are familiar with its software. If you 
don’t already have a Facebook account and want to buy and sell second-hand items on Marketplace, you can sign up by following 
the instructions at this link. 
What is Marketplace and how can I access it? 
Marketplace allows you to buy and sell items with people in your community on Facebook. 
To access Marketplace on your phone, open the Facebook app, tap the three-horizontal-line symbol in the bottom right corner, and 
then click on Marketplace.  
If you’re on your computer, go to your Facebook Home page, and click on Marketplace in the left-hand column. If you can’t see 
Marketplace straight away, you may need to click on the See More options drop-down menu.  
Alternatively, you can always access Marketplace by typing facebook.com/marketplace into your address bar. 
How do I buy something on Marketplace? 
Once you’re in Marketplace, locate the “Search Marketplace” search bar and type the name of the item you wish to buy. A list of 
items will appear along with their prices and locations. 
Click on an item you might want to buy and a new page will open with more information about that particular item, including its 
condition, brand, and a more detailed description. 
You can message the seller in two ways – click Message to send a custom message to the seller, or click Send to send a pre-written 
message that says, “Is this still available?” 
From there, you can continue your conversation – and your bartering over price – in Facebook Messenger. 
If you and the seller come to an agreement, you can arrange either a pick-up or delivery. Remember, it’s best to only exchange cash 
once you’ve viewed the item in person; some sellers may wish for you to transfer money online, but this can be risky, particularly if 
you’re not confident with online transfers. 
How do I sell something on Marketplace? 
When you sell something on Marketplace, you create a public listing that can be seen by anyone on Marketplace and in News Feed, 
search, and other places on or off Facebook. 
To sell an item on Marketplace, click + Create New Listing on your computer, or click Sell on your phone app. Then click Item for 
Sale. 
Next, click Add Photos to upload one or more photos of your item from your phone or computer. 
Good photos are crucial, so take the time to photograph them clearly. Try to place them up against a plain background (such as a 
wall) if possible to ensure there is as little distraction as possible. Make sure the lighting is good too; a poorly lit photo can hurt your 
chances of getting a good price. 
Once you’ve uploaded some photos, enter the info about your item. Start with a strong title; this will be the first thing that potential 
buyers see, so make sure it’s concise and to the point. 
Then, enter a price and choose a category. The price is a starting point, and buyers will undoubtedly want to barter with you, so it’s 
generally a good idea to list a higher price than you’re hoping to sell for. 
Next, enter a description. If you’re selling a table, for example, you’ll want to list its dimensions, colour, condition, and any other 
information you think is relevant. 
When you’re finished, click Publish; or Next and then Publish if you’re on your phone. If Publish or Next is greyed out, it’s be-
cause you haven’t filled out one or more of the fields. Go back and fill these out and then try again. 
Once you click Publish, you’ll have to wait a short time for your item to be approved by Facebook, and then it will go live on Mar-
ketplace. Sit back and wait for the offers to start rolling in! 
A few extra tips 
After your listing has been published, you can mark it as Sold, Pending or Available. If you’ve sold an item, marking it Sold will 
make it invisible to anyone else on Marketplace. All buyers who messaged you about the item will get a message saying the item has 
been sold. 
Pending is what you’d use when you’ve made an agreement to sell the item and are waiting for the buyer to pick it up. New buyers 
will still be able to see the item, but they’ll know that the sale is pending. 
If you're not receiving any offers, there could be many reasons, including: 

 The price is too high 

 The Title doesn't give an accurate enough description 

 The photos are unclear 

 Or, unfortunately, there may just simply be no demand for what you're selling! 
Like anything online and in real life, Facebook Marketplace may take some time to get used to, but overall it's a very easy platform 
to master. And once you do, who knows what great items you may find – or what handy bits of extra cash you could make! 

360o  Panoramas at   https://www.airpano.com/360photo/Mono-Lake-California-USA/  
 
Is It Safe to Let Your Browser Remember Passwords?  
 
What’s the Difference Between an Email Account, an Email Address, an Email Program, and an Email Service?  
 
Is it Safe to Click That Link?  

https://www.facebook.com/marketplace
https://www.facebook.com/help/406644739431633
https://www.facebook.com/help/406644739431633
https://www.airpano.com/360photo/Mono-Lake-California-USA/
https://u3aonline.us6.list-manage.com/track/click?u=6695a4cd2b9c9567045967f40&id=63817efd55&e=1b3ba0bf3c
https://u3aonline.us6.list-manage.com/track/click?u=6695a4cd2b9c9567045967f40&id=fb72b97e60&e=1b3ba0bf3c
https://u3aonline.us6.list-manage.com/track/click?u=6695a4cd2b9c9567045967f40&id=5f667b8854&e=1b3ba0bf3c


11 

The Crows  
Joke Page 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A family sat eating dinner at the table one night. 
“Dad,” the son asked, “are bugs good to eat?” 
“Why, that’s disgusting!” his father exclaimed. 
“Don’t talk about things like that over dinner.” 
After dinner, the father 
asked his son: “Now, 
son, what did you want 
to ask me?” 
“Oh, nothing,” replied 
the son. “There was a 
bug in your soup, but it’s 
gone now.” 
   
A man runs into a bar and hurriedly orders the bar-
man to pour him 20 shots of his best single malt 
scotch whiskey. The bartender hurries and pours the 
man the 20 shots, and the man quickly takes down 
each one. 

The bartender says, "wow, 
I've never seen anybody 
drink that fast!" 
The man says, "well, you'd 
drink fast too, if you had 
what I had ...” 
The bartender says, "my 
God, what is it? What do 
you have?" 
The man replies, "50 cents." 

 
A paramedic assists during a blackout… 
A woman calls triple-0 …she’s in labour. Due to a 
power outage, only one paramedic responded to the 
call.  
The house was very dark so the paramedic asked 
Katie, a 3 year-old girl to hold a torch high over her 
mummy so he could see while he helped deliver the 
baby. 
Very diligently, Katie did as she was asked. Heidi 
pushed and pushed and after a little while, Connor 
was born. 
The paramedic lifted him by his little feet and 
spanked him on his bottom. Connor began to cry. 
The paramedic then thanked Katie for her help and 
asked the wide-eyed 3 year-old what she thought 
about what she had just witnessed. 
Katie quickly 
responded, “He 
shouldn’t have 
crawled in there 
in the first place, 
smack his arse 
again!”. 
 

A pharmacist walked into his shop to find a man 
leaning against the wall. 
"What's wrong with him?", he asked his assistant. 
"He came in for cough syrup, but I couldn't find any 
so I gave him an entire box of laxatives." 
"You idiot" 
said the 
chemist, 
"You can't 
treat a cough 
with laxa-
tives." 
"Of course 
you can" the 
assistant 
replied, 
"Look at 
him..........he daren't cough now!!" 
 
A salesman knocked on an old lady’s door 
A little old lady answered a knock on the door one 

day, only 
to be con-
fronted by 
a well-
dressed 
young 
man car-
rying a 
vacuum 
cleaner. 

“Good morning,” said the young man. “If I could 
take a couple of minutes of your time, I would like to 
demonstrate the very latest in high-powered vacuum 
cleaners.” 
“Go away!” said the old lady. “I’m broke and haven’t 
got any money!” She slammed the door shut but, 
quick as a flash, the young man wedged his foot in 
the door and pushed it wide open again. 
“Don’t be too hasty!” he said. “Not until you have at 
least seen my demonstration.” And with that, he emp-
tied a bucket of horse manure onto her hallway car-
pet. “Now, if this vacuum cleaner does not remove 
all traces of this horse manure from your carpet, 
Madam, I will personally eat the remainder.” 
The old lady stepped back and said: “Well let me get 
you a fork, because they cut off my electricity this 
morning!” 
 
A ‘blonde man’ was driving home, drunk as a 
skunk. Suddenly he has to swerve to avoid a tree, 
then another, then another. 
A cop car pulls 
him over, so he 
tells the cop about 
all the trees in the 
road.  
The cop says, 
"That's your air 
freshener swing-
ing about!" 
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Can short people 
tell tall tales? 

Mirror Carrying 
Here's a simple illusion achieved with 

the use of a mirror, this man is carrying 
the mirror on his shoulder with the re-

flective side outward thus achieving the 
illusion that he has no head. 

Another Year Has Passed 
 

Another year has passed 
And we're all a little older. 

Last summer felt hotter 
And winter seems much colder.  

 
There was a time not long ago 

When life was quite a blast. 
Now I fully understand 

About 'Living in the Past'  
 

We used to go to weddings,  
Football games and lunches..  
Now we go to funeral homes  
And after-funeral brunches.  

 
We used to have hangovers, 
From parties that were gay. 
Now we suffer body aches  
And while the night away.  

 
We used to go out dining, 
And couldn't get our fill. 

Now we ask for doggie bags,  
Come home and take a pill.  

 
We used to often travel 
To places near and far. 
Now we get sore arses  
From riding in the car.  

 
We used to go to nightclubs 

And drink a little booze. 
Now we stay home at night 

And watch the evening news.  
 

That, my friend is how life is, 
And now my tale is told.  

So, enjoy each day and live it up... 
Before you're too damned old! 

 
Anonymous 

Marilyn hasn't aged well! 

People Enjoying Nature! 

More people enjoying nature! 


