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Editorial              Well, not a lot to say this time, 

except to wish all our readers the 
best possible Christmas in these 

strange circumstances. 
This issue of the Newsletter is 

intended to be more cheerful, less 

Zoom and gloom - I hope that it 
has succeeded.  

I hope you all have good health, good friends, and 
that we all come out of this next year without any ill 

effects and without too much sadness.                  

                                     Barbara 

Membership Renewals 
 

Early next year we will be 
inviting you to renew your membership of U3A 
Dacorum. Hopefully we will then be able to meet 
in person although many have enjoyed the Zoom 
meetings. 

Membership fees will remain unaltered, apart from 

withdrawal of the £3.50 allowance if you belong 
to another primary U3A. However, we are unable 

to continue to absorb the cost of posting the Third 
Age Matters magazine. The cost is currently £3.10 

but is to be reviewed by the Third Age Trust in 

late January. This will be included as an optional 
extra on the membership form. 

Group News, and CAN, which has entertained us 

while we have been unable to meet, will continue 
to be included in the membership fees. 

We hope to see you all renewing your 

membership and looking forward to a rather 
different year from the one that we have had! 

Jean Sniders             Membership Secretary 
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“Social distance, please”  
  One of the  finalists of this year's Comedy 

Wildlife Photography Awards 

Please note … due to current uncertainties, any opening 

details and times stated may not be correct by the date you 
receive this Newsletter - we can but hope.   [Ed]  

Age UK Dacorum 

As an educational trust, our U3A Dacorum tries to keep 

our little grey cells active. However, that does not meet 

everyone's needs, particularly during lockdown.              
Age UK Dacorum is another wonderful resource for many. 

Their phone number is 01442 259049 and they are open 
from 9.00am until 5.00pm from Monday to Friday.           

In particular, they have a telephone friending service and 
the following is copied verbatim from their website: 

 

 

"Our telephone club provides friendship and support 

for older people who are housebound or do not want a 
volunteer to visit them. 

A member of staff will phone on a weekly or fortnightly 

basis. More frequent calls will be made if there is a need 
for more support, for example if clients have had a stay in 

hospital. During our regular calls we will provide a listening 

ear, offer support and give appropriate suggestions for 
assistance from other organisations if necessary. 

Referrals can be from individuals, family, friends, 

neighbours or professionals. 

If you would like to be referred or know of someone who 
could benefit from our telephone service please contact us 

online, call 01442 259049 or email -
adminofficer@ageukdacorum.org.uk" 

If you need some more human contact then please 

consider contacting them. Whichever end of the phone 

line you choose to be, you’ll be helping someone and 
getting that vital contact time. 

                                                  Mike Sapsard 

https://www.ageuk.org.uk/dacorum/about-us/contact-us/
https://www.ageuk.org.uk/dacorum/about-us/contact-us/
mailto:adminofficer@ageukdacorum.org.uk
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Group  Reports 

Belleplates   Dorothy Ingham 
The group is suspended for the foreseeable future as it is not  

feasible to hold virtual meetings. Most of the members of the  
group are keen to resume meetings next year, or whenever it is  

deemed safe to do so, although a larger hall would probably be  

needed if social distancing remains in place. 
I have decided that the time is right for me to step down as  

coordinator of the group after about 11 years, and hope someone  
will come forward to take over this role.          
 

Magic    Malcolm Allen 
Do you have a cough, a runny nose coupled with slight temperature 

and a lost sense of smell and taste? Do you think you need to be 

tested and isolate? Worse, what if you have lost the ability to distract 
people, manipulate your fingers, or make coins disappear with a snap 

of your fingers? Then, it is not some virus that has you. Like me, you 
are in the early stages of sensory prestidigitatory deprivation.  

I miss the Magic class. I am like a witch without a 

coven, a wizard without a wand or a fraudster 
without a gullible victim. No more do we gather to 

learn how to manipulate coins, cards and the 
audience. It seems like an eternity since our 

fellow sorcerers’ apprentices declared the wrong 
card to the bemused spectator, carelessly 

dropped the hidden coin or pulled out the wrong 

handkerchief.  
Did we snigger behind our hand or laugh out loud before embarking 

on our own perilous performance? No!  
Now we don’t have the chance to practise our shamanary before our 

fellow illusionists. No longer can we talk knowingly about double lifts, 

false shuffles, single and triple Montes or pinkie breaks; and the strain 
on marriages is too dangerous for us to ask our long-suffering partner 

to watch any ‘new trick’.  
I am now experimenting with astrology and gazing at tea leaves to 

forecast when our Magic classes can begin again. Last week I 
detected Mars (passion) ascending with Saturn (time and structure) 

with a Tetley Tea bag which hopefully indicates a convivial gathering 

in the not too distant future.  
 

For Grandparents   Mike Sapsard   

I was recently introduced to the internet by a cocky six-year-old, who knows that I know nothing! She showed me 
two very important websites that we all need to know about, because they are used in our schools to make 

education fun. The fact that I did not know about them was apparently conclusive proof that her 
ageism was justifed.  

The first was https://scratch.mit.edu/. With Scratch, you can program your own interactive 

stories, games, and animations, and share your creations with others online. Search for 
‘Halloween Sophie’ and you’ll find a simple ‘Shoot the witch’ game we developed in the 

Programming group. The second was https://www.phonicsplay.co.uk/resources.  
It is a teaching site that many local schools subscribe to because it helps children learn spelling 

and reading skills through games.  

 
Diaries for 2022   Chris Watson 

The committee decided some time ago not to order diaries for 2021 in bulk and was going to 
recommend that members ordered their diaries individually. It turned out, however, that diaries 

could only be ordered in batches of 5. 

That being the case, I offered to order on behalf of members who wanted a diary. Further to my 
Group News messages to members, I received orders and payment for 27 diaries. I ordered 30 at 

the beginning of October, they arrived within about a week and have now all been collected by 
recipients. The extra 3 were also snapped up quickly. 

The system seemed to work well and I'd be happy to order in the same way next year (for 2022 
diaries) if that would be helpful.   chris@u3adacorum.org 

Revelations - from Tina Howard 

Eileen and I were looking through some 
old papers and discovered the following:    

Do you know why we say ‘don’t throw the 
baby out with the bathwater’? 

During the 1500s, baths were a big tub 
filled with hot water. The man of the house 
had the privilege of the first bath, then 
followed the other men, then sons, then 
the women and children and last of all the 
baby. By then the water was so dirty you 
could actually lose someone in it. Hence 
the saying.  

Or … ‘The upper crust‘? The loaf of bread 
was divided according to status. Workers 
got the burnt bottom of the loaf, the 
family the middle and the guests got the 
top or ‘the upper crust’. 

Or … Poor people only had dirt floors, 
hence ‘dirt poor’. 

Or … A ‘wake’? Drinking cups were made 
of lead, and whisky or ale in this 
combination would sometimes knock 
them out for a couple of days. Someone 
walking along a road might take them for 
dead and return them to the family who 
would prepare them for burial. They laid 
the body on the kitchen table for a couple 
of days and the family would gather round 
eating and drinking and waiting to see if 
they would wake up. Hence the custom of 
‘holding a wake’. 

Can we start a thread of ‘Did You Know’ in 
the Digest? Why not have a go … 
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A Patch of Sky                   “Always try to keep a patch of sky above your life.” ― Marcel Proust, Swann's Way  

The birds are subdued this morning. Something doesn’t sit right. Birdsong is muted, it feels as if the forest is 
covered with thin gauze. A million miles away I hear... a faint echo as they whisper to each other.  

It is only a few hours since daybreak when normally they would be noisily chattering – reserving their territory, 
showing off, bragging about the juicy worm Mrs. Blackbird has prised from the forest floor, sharing the gossip of 
the day, and reaching the clouds with their acapella rendition of morning joy. I cannot identify the normal 
individual singers today; a joint moan is carried on the wind. Suddenly I hear choked-up mewing nearby, high in the 
beech canopy, like a red kite with a cough. An urgent rustling reveals a buzzard who thrusts his way out on a late 
breakfast hunt, and flies straight across my path disappearing ahead with a forceful thrust of his powerful wings.  

Brutus is unusually quiet. Normally he would be racing off into the undergrowth, inspecting the doggie smells and 
chasing the resident squirrels. Today his tail hangs low and he matches my gait, staying close.  

It is a surreal feeling, in an unearthly world. I feel out of step somehow. I recall pictures I drew in my early school 
days of a wonky globe, where North America had fallen asleep and was lying across the Atlantic using the British 
Isles as a pillow. Was I drunk? Was the forest drunk… or bewitched?  

I pick my way around the worst of the mud. Rain was exceptionally heavy last night, and the wind is still playing 
havoc with the trees, creaking, rustling, and an underbelly soft howl.  

The earthy damp smell that I love so much in my forest, today is overkill. I pass the 400-year oak which is usually 
crying out for water for its dry old bones and I feel it groaning. “Too much. Too much. Arthritis cools my bones, 
aches and pains everywhere… my feet are drowning.” That’s it – a familiar personal feeling … the forest is 
depressed.  

I glide along in a dreamlike state listening to my beloved trees, Brutus has slid off my world momentarily, but I am 
reminded of him when he nearly trips me up as he hugs my shadow.  

I try to shrug off this feeling of impending catastrophe, but in a strange way I need to feel part of it. I need to gather 
the cloak hovering in the atmosphere and wrap it around me too. To embrace the pain and share in the hurt.  

An uncanny screech pierces the sombre forest – a silence lasting an interminably long second, as the air is sucked 
from the atmosphere and from my lungs until I feel the corporate bursting of breath gasping with the inevitability 
of fear.  

My feet are no longer in control as the ground trembles and then breaks into loud rumbling, as mother earth clings 
onto a life which is being wrenched from the womb. She will not let go easily. She is a fighter.  

The rumbling is now deafening and the trees around me are shaking with fear. I lose my balance and fall to the 
ground next to a concerned Brutus who covers me with wet kisses. The forest floor moves. A loud rustle followed 
by a painful splintering as the wounded animal falls into other trees and slithers down them with an ear-splitting 
roar, falling to the ground in a savage display of thunder.  

I instinctively cover my ears and my face, a vain effort to hide the disaster, to pretend it’s not happening. But the 
sound of the deafening crash, the smell of dust and swirl of fear, and the trembling still in my bones and forest floor 
will remain with me forever.    

I couldn’t walk past my old friend, the fallen Oak, for many 
months. I would take a different path. I knew it wouldn’t take 
long for his lifeblood to start leaking away. But I also knew that 
the sugary substance would nurture many forest bugs and fungi 
to help survive the coming winter. Some lifeblood would go back 
into his roots and nurture the young growing family who have 
been looking to him for protection. It would take a while for them 
to recover from the trauma and to realise that there was a bigger 
patch of blue sky above them, so that they could compete with 
their sibling saplings and raise their crown high into the heavens.  

I could not watch as the bugs began to penetrate his  weakened dearly beloved bark to seek the tender inside.  
I knew he would be proud, but I was not ready to see him deteriorate.  
 

Brutus, on the other hand was back to normal the following day and all I could see was a wagging tail as he  
disappeared into the undergrowth chasing rabbits.  

Life in the forest moves on.        by Ruth Griffin     
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A Christmas Wish: short story 

No use wishing! Even the word 'wish' is empty. Say it softly and it floats away on your breath. Someone 
said to Tom on his birthday “Make a wish”, but we all knew it was no good. He died two days later. 

She was not looking forward to Christmas this year: her first without him. It felt like an ordeal she would 
have to bear, and when it was over nothing would have changed. He would still not be there. 

It was so quiet in the house without him. Even his annoying habits would be welcome now. And just to 
have him there was something she had not realised before was so special. They might have been in different 
parts of the house, or in the same room, saying nothing, just being there. That's what counted most. 

And now she was at Rachel's, her daughter's, in the spare room, like a spare part. The girls were getting 
ready for bed and an atmosphere of excitement embraced their bedrooms, the bathroom and landing. They 
came to show her their stockings and the letters they had written to Father Christmas in their just-learned 
handwriting. But there was no-one to share that magical moment. Eventually, when the girls were quiet at 
last and the preparations for Christmas dinner finished, she went to bed and mercifully fell asleep quickly. 

She was woken by footsteps running to and fro past her door, and the sound of excited exclamations as the 
girls showed each other and Daniel and Rachel what Father Christmas had brought them. Then her door 
burst open with cries of “Nanny, Nanny, look what he's gave me!” Imogen, brandishing a baby doll in one 
hand and a feeding bottle in the other, followed by her sisters with their treasures. Christmas had begun. 

Later, as they all sat at the table littered with the remains of crackers, paper hats perched crazily on their 
heads, she looked round and silently made a resolution, a wish perhaps, that she would go on cheerfully and 
thankfully enjoying the family so dear to her and gently keeping their memories of Tom alive. 

             by Barbara Batten 

“Possibly Britain’s most beautiful cinema”(BBC quote) 
 

I’d just like to tell those who may never have been to the 

Rex cinema in Berkhamsted that it hopes to re-open in 

early December. When I last went (in September) there 

were only 15 people in the upstairs and several more 

downstairs. It was very carefully sanitised, seating 

separately, no refreshments on sale, but a very welcome 

venue for entertainment locally. 

There is a full and varied programme - contact: 

boxoffice@therexberkhamsted.com or 01442 877759 - 

and the December list of showings (from 3rd December) is 

on their website: https://therexberkhamsted.com/listings/ 

At Pendley Court Theatre, Tring:  [contact for details: CourtTheatre@arts-mail.co.uk] 

Since the end of July The David Evans Court Theatre has hosted outside weekly comedy and music gigs. 
In line with the latest national lockdown we are again having to close our lovely theatre for a month. 
All events for November have been cancelled but we are working hard to re-schedule to December or the New Year. 
We are crossing our fingers that we’ll be allowed to reopen on Wednesday December 2nd under Covid Tier 1 
conditions.  
Weekly live music gigs are already planned up to Christmas! and the bar is serving drinks. 
We will be regularly sending out a newsletter to highlight upcoming shows and urge you to check the Court Theatre 
website regularly for future announcements.    

Local 

entertainment 

venues re-opening 

at the beginning 

of December ... 

A Merry, Musical Christmas!  Set by Beth Palfery 

1) Which singer starred in the 1983 film ‘Merry Christmas 
Mr. Lawrence’? 

2) In which 1944 film did Judy Garland sing, ‘Have 
yourself a Merry Little Christmas’?  

3) Which carol traditionally opens the Nine Lessons and 
Carols service from King`s College Chapel, Cambridge?  

4) In which film was the song ‘White Christmas’ first 
featured?  

5) Who were ‘Walking backwards for Christmas’ in 1956?  

6) Which Christmas carol has a melody by Holst and 
words by Christina Rosetti?  

7) Who sang about ‘A Blue Christmas' in 1957?  

8) Which English composer wrote ‘A Ceremony of 
Carols’?  

9) What was The Beatles’ last Christmas number one, 
released in 1967?  

10) Why had you ’Better Watch Out, better not cry’? 

Answers are elsewhere in this Newsletter - but try the 
quiz before checking ... 
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Two Glasses of Wine ... 
 

When things in your life seem almost too much to handle, when 24 hours in a day are not enough, 
remember the mayonnaise jar and the 2 glasses of wine... 

A professor stood before his philosophy class and had some items in front of him. When the class began, 
wordlessly, he picked up a very large and empty mayonnaise jar and proceeded to fill it with golf balls. 
He then asked the students if the jar was full. They agreed that it was. 
 

The professor then picked up a box of pebbles and poured them into the jar. He shook the jar lightly. The pebbles 
rolled into the open areas between the golf balls. He asked the students again if the jar was full. They agreed it was. 
 

The professor next picked up a box of sand and poured it into the jar. Of course, the sand filled up everything else. 
He asked once more if the jar was full. The students responded with a unanimous 'yes.' 
 

The professor then produced two glasses of wine from under the table and poured the entire contents into the jar, 
effectively filling the empty space between the sand.  The students laughed. 
 

'Now,' said the professor, as the laughter subsided, 'I want you to recognise that this jar represents your life. The 
golf balls are the important things; your family, your children, your health, your friends, and your favourite passions; 
things that if everything else was lost and only they remained, your life would still be full.' 
 

The pebbles are the other things that matter, like your job, your house, and your car. The sand is everything else; 
the small stuff. 
 

'If you put the sand into the jar first,' he continued, 'there is no room for the pebbles or the golf balls. The same goes 
for life. If you spend all your time and energy on the small stuff, you will never have room for the things that are 
important to you.' 
 

'Pay attention to the things that are critical to your happiness. Play with your children. Take time to get medical 
check-ups. Take your partner out to dinner. Play another 18. Do one more run down the ski-slope. There will always 
be time to clean the house and fix the waste disposal. Take care of the golf balls first; the things that really matter. 
Set your priorities. The rest is just sand.'  

One of the students raised her hand and inquired what the wine represented. 

The professor smiled. 'I'm glad you asked. It just goes to show you that no matter how full your life may 
seem, there's always room for a couple of glasses of wine with a friend.  

 
The U3A?  
No Way!   
 
 

 
Old codgers! Coffin dodgers! 
 
Aches and pains, when it rains. 
 
Eyesight? Needs more light. 
 
Hearing aid? When sounds fade. 
 
Catch a cold? They’re too old! 
 
In a meeting, they all need seating! 
 
All go walking, for the talking! 
 
Comfortable shoes? Nothing to lose. 
 
Exercise? Not very wise. 
 
Run upstairs? No-one dares. 
 
In the pink? What do you think? 
 
Drinking gin, is no sin. 
 
Out to lunch? Friendly bunch. 
 
Tea and biscuit? They all risk it. 
 
Afternoon naps, fill the gaps. 
 
Awake at night? From first light. 
 
Wide awake? Have some cake. 
 
Sign of life? Sharp as a knife! 

  
               by Mike Sapsard 

      More Moments of Clarity         (contributed by Tim Thompson) 

The only reason they say ‘Women and children first’ is to test the strength of the 

lifeboats.     - Jean Kerr   

America is the only country where a significant proportion of the population 

believes that professional wrestling is real but the moon landing was faked.   

         - David Letterman                                                                                                

The best cure for sea sickness, is to sit under a tree.          - Spike Milligan 
 

When a man opens a car door for his wife, it's either a new car or a new wife.                                               

         - Prince Philip 

The first piece of luggage on the carousel never belongs to anyone. 

                                                                                                        - George Roberts 

Kill one man and you're a murderer, kill a million and you're a conqueror. 

                                                                                                        - Jean Rostand 

Having more money doesn't make you happier. 

I have 50 million dollars but I'm just as happy as when I had 48 million. 

                                                                                           - Arnold Schwarzenegger 

When white missionaries came to Africa they had the Bible and we had the land. 

They said ‘Let us pray’. We closed our eyes. 

When we opened them we had the Bible and they had the land. 

                                                                                                         - Desmond Tutu 

If God had intended us to fly he would have made it easier to get to the airport. 
                                                                                                     - Jonathan Winters 
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Finally, may I offer my personal 

thanks to all those who are 

continuing to work with our U3A - 

Committee and coordinators, as well 

as group members - and making 

sterling efforts to keep us going 

throughout the current difficulties.               

   Barbara 

Painted by Michiko Freeman  
of Sue Bloch’s art class  

Driverless cars spotted travelling 
through Berkhamsted Station. 

Which places are open? 
 More than 100 National Trust gardens and parks are 

open in England and Northern Ireland. Please book in 
advance to avoid disappointment.  

 Many historic houses are open in England. If you book a 
ticket for an open garden or park, you may also be able to visit the 
house. Visits to the houses are limited to ensure safe, social 
distancing and so we can't guarantee you’ll be able to view the 
house on the day you visit.     

 Many cafés and shops that 
were closed, may soon re-
open from 3rd December - 
but it’s wise to check the 
property webpage of the 
place you wish to visit before 
you travel.  

 Hundreds of countryside car 
parks are open in England and 
most don’t need to be booked. 

 

                        Nearest to our area are  
Ashridge Estate; Whipsnade Tree Cathedral. 

A MERRY MUSICAL CHRISTMAS - answers 
1) David Bowie  
2) Meet me in St. Louis 
3) Once in Royal David`s City 
4) Holiday Inn 1942  
5) The Goons  
6) In the Bleak Midwinter 
7) Elvis Presley  
8) Benjamin Britten 
9) Hello, Goodbye!  
10) Because ‘Santa Claus is coming to town!’ 

The Reindeers’ Back Story is Revealed! 
 

I heard all this from a gossipy elf,  
Who mostly talked all about himself. 
But he’s given me the lowdown on Santa’s top team, 
And believe me when I tell you, they’re not what they seem. 
 

Old Santa recruits them all over the place,                                      
Chosen just by their antlers and the smiles on their face. 
But although I’m quite sure they will do you no harm 
Some have a record as long as your arm! 
 

Dancer’s a poser and Comet’s a loser, 
Cupid is stupid and Vixen’s just that! 
Donne’s quite mad and Blitzen’s all bad; 
Dasher’s a nitwit and Prancer’s too fat! 
 

But despite all their faults, their traits and their flaws, 
They help poor old Santa get in all the doors, 
And their rate is amazing, they race in top gear. 
They must be the fastest, the speediest reindeer! 
 

You can listen to the tales told by this elf, 
But don`t worry too much about safety and ‘healf’. 
Enjoy yourself all, is my Christmas wish 
And hope that next year will be better than this!!! 

             Beth Palfery 

Next Digest (number 110 Spring ) 

It is intended to produce the next Digest as normal 
for the beginning of March. Hopefully there will be 

better news to report.  

Call for copy will go out to coordinators and 
Committee at the beginning of February and the 

deadline will be around 12th February.  

If you have anything to add to it, please email: 
editor@u3adacorum.org 


