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Chairmanôs  Report    Autumn 2009 
 
The new season got off to an excellent start with Alison Chester giving 
us a talk about Hearing Dogs for the Deaf. Throughout her talk, Dodger, 
her delightful mongrel slept nearby on his blanket. I think we were all 
impressed with the courage and fortitude that Alison, herself profoundly 
deaf, has shewn through her life.   
 
In the spring Newsletter which Kathleen wrote on my behalf, it was 
noted that there is a wealth of talent, experience and knowledge 
amongst us which could be shared with others. The Committee would 
like the November 11th. coffee morning to feature members speaking 
for two or three minutes about any unusual or interesting experiences 
they think that would be of interest to us all.  
 
Looking back over the period between now and the Spring Newsletter, I 
would, on behalf of us all, like to congratulate Kathleen on being elected 
Chair of the North West Regional Executive Committee (NWREC). All of 
us wish her and her colleagues well for the future. NWREC events are 
posted on the notice board. I would like to thank  Ann Hillier and her 
team for organizing the trip to Cornwall to visit the Eden Project and the 
Lost Gardens of Heligan and also the Dee river cruise which, 
unfortunately, I missed. Our thanks go to Jutta too for arranging an 
interesting tour of the Athenaeum Club in Liverpool. 
 
Several members have recently joined following an article in the 
Champion about our U3A. The Committee welcomes all new members 
who have joined since the issue of the last Newsletter and hope that 
they will enjoy what our U3A has to offer.   Martin Hesketh 

If you have any comments or items  that you would like 
to include in the next Newsletter please contact The 
Secretary or email kmercier@oxtonprentonu3a.co.uk 
 
We now have  a website ñwww.oxtonprentonu3a.co.ukò 
from which you can also contact us. 
 
Meetings fortnightly Thursday am at Trinity with Palm 
Grove church hall. 
 
Webmaster and Newsletter Compositor ð Ray Lerner 
 
Newsletter Editorð Rosemary Gillman           
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Autumn 2009 Newsletter 

Auction  
 
On 26th March we held an Auction at Trinity with Palm Grove which was 
attended by about 50 of our members.  We were very lucky to obtain the 
outstanding services of the very professional auctioneer, Mr Ron 
Gillman (although how professional  it is to try to sell your wife who had 
the number 138  pinned on her  blouse ) I am not quite sure, but when 

needs must.... The hired help 
wasn't much better ï the porter, 
Ray Lerner, wasn't quite sure what 
to do with the Brazil Nut and 
Vanilla Body Butter until Ron told 
him it was to be used as a 
cosmetic scrub and not to be 
licked off once put on!  It was a 
sad day for Ray as he was selling 
his previous home (a dog basket) 
to which he had become very fond 
since being thrown out of the 
family home by his former wife. 
 
We all had a very enjoyable 
morning thanks to the two Ronnies 
(whoops sorry Ray and Ron) 

whose spontaneous comments kept everyone amused throughout.  
Perhaps if and when we hold another auction we should give some of 
our members a few tips on how to bid. Jutta and Martin and Carol and 
Colin -  it's not wise for husband and wife to outbid each other!  Thank 
you so much to all those who came and entered into the spirit of the 
morning whilst raising £200 in total.                        Ann Hillier 
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The celebration of Orthodox Easter in Ouranoupolis, my village.   
 
Easter is the great religious festival of the Greek Orthodox Church.  It 
takes place either in April or May, never in March. The countryside is 
suddenly alive with bird song; wild flowers; carpets of red poppies, as 
red as Christôs blood to remind people of His sacrifice for their 
redemption.  Anemones and chamomile cover the fallow fields. 

 
The celebration is 
preceded by forty 
days of fasting to 
remind the faithful of 
the forty days Jesus 
spent in the 
wilderness.  During 
the last week (when I 
was a child) the 
young and single 
women adorned the 
epitaphios: this is a 
wooden structure not 

unlike a childôs cot supported on waist high legs or indeed like a small 
four  poster bed: it represents the tomb of Christ.  As a child I was sent 
with other children to collect flowers for dressing up the Epitaphios: we 
would go from door to door with our panniers and return with sweetly 
scented flowers.  Now the flowers come in refrigerated vans from the 
florist: they are forced chrysanthemums, their growth arrested to look 
like daisies; they are then decapitated, a dressmakerôs pin driven 
through their juvenile centre and pinned to the Epitaphios.  The designs 
are beautiful, but lack the freshness of Spring. 
 
Lent meant fasting for 40 days: our diet back then was: black tea, black 
bread, black olives! Main meals consisted of a variety of beans, and 
chick peas, soaked overnight and boiled in water with a little olive oil.  
We became thin little children, though the priest displayed quite a girth 
which made him look rather imposing.  Church services dominate Lent; 
the priest officiates twice daily.  In the past, when I was a child most of 
us answered the call to worship.  Now the congregation  is small: the 
elderly are regular goers: men stand on the right, the women on the 
leftside.  The numbers swell during the last week; they spill over the 
periphery of the church; the grounds become thronged on Megalo 
Sabbato (Great Saturday) , in anticipation of the resurrection. 
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            c. Snapple  

            d. Slim Fast        

15. If death occurs in a 

cheap motel or a 

shotgun shack, it's a 

Blues death. Stabbed in 

the back by a jealous 

lover is another Blues 

way to die. So are the 

electric chair, substance 

abuse and dying lonely 

on a broken -down cot. 

You can't have a Blues 

death if you die during a 

tennis match or while 

getting liposuction.  

16. Some Blues names for women:  

            a. Sadie  

            b. Big Mama  

            c. Bessie  

            d. Fat River Dumpling             

17. Some Blues names for men:  

            a. Joe  

            b. Willie  

            c. Little Willie  

            d. Big Willie  

18. Persons with names like Amber, Jennifer, Tiffany, Debbie, and 

Heather can't sing the Blues no matter how many men they shoot in 

Memphis.  

19. Make your own Blues name Starter Kit:  

            a. name of physical infirmity (Blind, Cripple, Lame, etc.)  

            b. first name (see above) plus name of fruit (Lemon, Lime, 

etc..)  

            c. last name of President (Jefferson, Johnson, Fillmore, etc.)  

            Examples: Blind Lime Jefferson, Jackleg Lemon 

Johnson.             

20. No matter how tragic your life, if you own a computer you cannot  

sing the blues   



Page 6  

 

HOW TO PLAY AND SING THE BLUES  

From our resident jazz expert Rosemary Gillman 
1. Most Blues begin with: "Woke up this morning..."  

2. "I got a good woman" is a bad way to begin the Blues unless you 

stick something nasty in the next line like "I got a good woman with 

the meanest face in town."  

3. The Blues is simple. After you get the first line right, repeat it. 

Then find something that rhymes, sort of: "Got a good woman with 

the meanest face in town. Yes, I got a good woman with the meanest 

face in town. Got teeth like Margaret Thatcher, and she weigh 500 

pound."  

4. The Blues is not about choice. You stuck in a ditch, you stuck in a 

ditch. There ain't no way out.  

5. Blues cars: Chevys, Fords, Cadillacs and broken -down trucks. 

Blues don't travel in Volvos, BMWs, or SUVs. Most Blues 

transportation is a Greyhound bus or a southbound train. Jet aircraft 

and state -sponsored motor pools ain't even in the running. Walkin' 

plays a major part in the blues lifestyle. So does fixin' to die.  

6. Teenagers can't sing the Blues. They ain't fixin' to die yet. Adults 

sing the Blues. In Blues, "adulthood" means being old enough to get 

the electric chair if you shoot a man in Memphis.  

7. Blues can take place in New York City but not in Hawaii or 

anyplace in Canada. Hard times in Minneapolis or Seattle is probably 

just clinical depression. Chicago, St. Louis, and Kansas City are still 

great places to have the Blues. You cannot have the blues anyplace 

that don't get rain.  

8. A man with male pattern baldness ain't the Blues. A woman with 

male pattern baldness is. Breaking your leg 'cause you were skiing is 

not the blues. Breaking your leg 'cause a alligator be chomping on it 

is.  

9. You can't have no Blues in a office or a shopping mall. The lighting 

is wrong. Go out to the parking lot or sit by the dumpster.  

10. Good places for the Blues: a. highway b. jailhouse c. empty bed 

d. bottom of a whiskey glass  

Bad places for the Blues: a. Nordstrom's b. gallery openings c. Ivy 

League colleges, The following are NOT Blues beverages:  

            a. Perrier  

            b. Chardonnay  
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On Easter Sunday the entire village fills with the appetising smell of 
roast meats: lamb is the traditional choice: The Pascal Lamb.  Many 
families prefer goat meat.  I spent Easter Sunday this year in another 
part of Greece with the families of four brothers and their extended off-
spring.  Their houses are situated in a semi circle: they gather in first 
one of these each year because there is a platform for sitting the four 
spits: four big lambs are sewn up, a spear is passed through the head 
(with great difficulty) to the full length of the inert body which in turn is 
supported over the white hot coals: some spits were electrified 
otherwise turned by hand.  One felt sorry at the sight of animals in such 
a humiliating state; as the roasting flesh penetrated our olfactory centre, 
we looked forward to the meal. 

 
It took four hours to complete the 
roasting, meantime the long tables 
under the enormous walnut tree 
groaned with food: a variety of salads, 
feta cheese, olives in olive oil and 
oregano, salted fish, red eggs and 
easter bread (tsoureki), many slices of 
crusty bread, various dips made with 
aubergine, others with yogurt and 

cucumber. Tsipouro,beer, coke, and wine in abundance. The men sat 
down to this feast, passed the time eating and drinking whilst their wives 
and daughters were in and out of the house preparing more food until 
the lambs were ready to eat! A very long and enjoyable meal indeed. 
Dancing by those light enough to move to a fast tempo followed, then 
we drifted off for a well needed siesta! 
  
I remember simple times...but nowadays, as I mentioned above, the 
Easter meal is like a banquet. 
  
The Pascal Lamb for us was one of our beloved milk-fed baby goats: 
one minute they were our pets, the next we saw them decapitated, 
skinned, drawned,washed,stuffed with rice, raisins and spices,sewn 
up and placed in the circular oven container called tapsi, surrounded by 
wedge shaped potatoes. And then it was offered to the gaping monster-
mouth of the white hot oven to join all the other Easter victims... 
Of course, we were upset: we wept, yet we did eat the meal: we were 
extremely hungry after such a lengthy fast that our feelings must have 
been blunted. 
                                                                        Sydney Marangou-White 
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THE EDEN PROJECT and THE LOST GARDENS OF 
HELIGAN one of the highlights of our U3A Year  

 
We had an excellent three day trip to stay in West Looe, a delightful 
town near the Devon/ Cornwall boundary.  
The coach journey itself was smooth and uneventful, we were 
joined by members from other U3As in the region which added to 
the fun that was had by all. Our driver and our guide were friendly, 
helpful and extremely knowledgeable, pointing out the interesting 
landmarks on the journey, as well as between the hotel and the 
Heligan Gardens, our first ôgarden visitô, what an exciting garden 
that was, especially the Jungle, well worth the walk down to see the 
fantastic and enormous plants and trees that had been planted and 
had established themselves over the last ten years. Not least the 

Gunnera by the large 
ponds, almost lakes, 
that had been created. 
 
Rhododendrons and 
azaleas were flowering 
in profusion, there were 
many magnif icent 
trees, not least the 
famous ôHandkerchiefô 
tree. An unforgettable 
sight! 

 
On the second day we were driven to the Eden Project through 
small Cornwall lanes, pretty villages and high hedgerows in full 
flower, its colours 
untarnished by 
pollution. We also 
called at Polperro 
and Mevagissey, 
delightful fishing 
villages. 
 
Jutta Hesketh 
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Bastille Day, July 14th. The Entente Cordial between our 
French and German language Groups!  
 
Patrick and Valerie Dowling very kindly opened their beautiful home in 
Oxton Village to celebrate this great date. German and French food was 
brought by "students" and to our great surprise we had to work first be-
fore we were allowed to eat! Erst arbeiten dannVergnugen.  Divided 
into two teams, mixed languages, of course, we struggled with French 
geographical questions, plied generously with Vin D'Alsace and canapes. 
After exchanging and marking results to the questions where much 
laughter ensued, not to say that some of our heads hung in shame, we 
were allowed to enjoy the buffet which was delicious. 
 
Before having pudding and cheese we were taken round the garden by 
Valerie, the sun choosing to shine on us for a while, then we sampled the 
puddings and cheese, wine continuing to flow throughout. 
 
Naturally we then had to "work" again and translate from French, Ger-
man and English proverbs, each into the other languages, which we 
mostly knew but found awkward to express in another language cor-
rectly. Thank you Patrick and Val for such an imaginative and excellent 
day spent in your delightful home.         Jutta Hesketh 

A Journey to Africa ðPart 2 
Finally we were through customs and immigration.  It was hot, we were 
tired, and now anxious to meet our welcoming party.  As we entered the 
airport hall there was no-one with a sign with my name on it.  In fact the 
hall was virtually deserted apart from taxi drivers who were accosting us 
from every direction.  I thought ñwelcome to Zambiaò.  No, no-one was 
waiting for us; we were alone in a new country.  Day 1 ï Abandoned 
and lost.  My wife was reaching a point of hysteria.  My son was trying 
to fight off a lady who wanted his shirt and I was slightly worried. 
Well nothing for it, take a taxi to a hotel in Lusaka and sort things out 

tomorrow.  The taxi was not up to UK standards.  It did have four 

wheels, not all the same size, but four wheels none the less.  The drive 

to the city I admit was traumatic.  As we discovered cars with working 

brakes were a rarity.  Our taxi was no exception.  After swerving to 

avoid bottomless pot holes, suicidal pedestrians and other cars with a 

death wish we arrived at our hotel.  My wife looked around and with a 

pitiful sob said ñmy god Ray what have you done to usò.  RML 


