FLEET & DISTRICT u3a
Between Times

All Members
If any member wishes to
contribute an article, thought,
photograph or whatever then
please feel free to do so.
Paddy’s Piece
I trust you are all well and looking forward to as
normal a Christmas as possible under the circumstances. Let’s hope that 2021 will bring better
times for us all. Your committee is hopeful that
with adherence to government advice and mass
vaccination we might be able to meet again, safely,
after Easter next year. At least C-19 vaccines are
on their way and many of us must be high on the
list for early appointments. I wonder who will be
first among our members?
As you know we have contracts with nearly 40 venues around Fleet and many of them are really feeling the pinch with no income for such a long time.
Some community halls are opening up again from
January and although they are not really expecting
us, with our age-profile, to begin meeting again in
person they are desperate for income to pay staff
and other expenses. Many have also increased
their charges in order to recoup some of their losses. Who can blame them?
One venue, so far, has asked us to commit to our
contract with them and begin paying hire charges
in full from the beginning of the new term in January. The venue managers have told us they will be
letting our slots to other organisations that can
meet indoors from January. Five groups use this
venue regularly. Unfortunately, it is also one that
has increased its charges by 25%. I have written to
the Group Leaders concerned. In addition, we hire
a store cupboard at this venue as four of the users
are our Bridge groups and they share all the kit
necessary to teach and play Bridge. I know there
are many hundreds of you who have learned to
play or improved your Bridge through Fleet U3A so
you will know that sharing the same venue for all
Bridge groups is vital as it would be impossible to
move the kit around Fleet and far too expensive to
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buy several sets of tables etc. As you can see this
decision by the venue is a blow to us as an organisation. Barbara Jones, our Venues Secretary, is in
discussions with the managers to delay having to
pay as long as possible or, as a last resort, to pay
a retainer fee to secure our bookings.
As you will know from the AGM, our finances are
about normal for this time of year, before the
Third Age Trust require us to pay our dues. We
have £50K currently and although the Charity
Commission has stated there is some leeway in
maintaining the recommended reserve funds we
cannot spend too much on venue costs. In the
last full year of venue charges the total cost was
£46K but this was before the recent increases in
charges. We can sustain some venue charges
from central funds but not for long and especially
if this is the tip of the iceberg and other venues
follow suit. I suppose what I am saying is, we will
have to ask you to pay attendance fees even
when your group is not physically meeting, if you
and your fellow group members want to retain
the venue and time slot you have always used.
It’s a tough world for many organisations post lockdown, unfortunately.
Please do have a safe, happy and
healthy Christmas and join with me in
wishing for a better year ahead.
Paddy

Can You Help Please
If you know of any member who does not receive
these newsletters or emails please ask them to
contact the Membership Secretary via email address memsec@fleetu3a.org.uk and provide their
email address so that we can email them u3a information. We do not provide member email addresses to any other organisation, they are
used solely for Fleet u3a communication with
members.
If you know of any of our members who do not
use email at all then please consider passing on
to them directly any information that we email
out so they can be kept in touch with what is happening in our u3a. Our primary method of contact with members is email due to the cost and
work involved in printing and posting information
out.
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Creative Writing
Some of us enjoy entering competitions and this story made it to the ‘long list' in the latest Flash 500
competition. Lorraine Mace, author of the D.I. Sterling novels, who runs the competition, told us that
several hundred people enter each competition and the standard is very high, so getting on to the ‘long
list’ is cause for celebration.
THE LAST NIGHT
It’s a strange landscape, a wide open space seeming empty of life. Ahead, I see only grey clouds, but the
shallow water drifting through the yellowed vegetation is reflecting white clouds in a deep blue sky
above and behind me.
I stand on the bank of the river, gazing toward a horizon that is beyond the trees. Everything about the
view, brackish water, dusty green leaves, dried reeds, is redolent of the Spanish countryside at the end
of summer. I wonder if that is where I am.
Everything is still, the flow of the river so sluggish it doesn’t disturb the stillness, but, even though I am
calm, the scene doesn’t feel peaceful. I become convinced that something monstrous happened here,
the evidence hidden below the surface of the water or buried among the reeds.
The sun has dipped below the horizon and darkness is deepening as night falls. The first stars appear and
a crescent moon is rising. I don’t know why I’m standing here at the water’s edge, or what I’m waiting
for. Will I still be here when the twilight fades to black, seeing nothing, perhaps not even hearing the
approach of a hidden predator?
I become aware of movement in the sky as the grey clouds build above me. A gust of wind ripples the
river and shakes the reeds. Large drops of rain start to fall and that is when I realise that, while I’m not
at all cold, I’m naked. I wonder what clothes I was wearing when I came here and where I left them. I
look around, but if they were ever here, they’re gone now.
Instead, I see the man who brought me here. He’s standing upstream from me, gazing into the water,
then without a word, he turns and walks away. I know who he is; he’s the father of my unborn child, but
he’s married to someone else. I’m sad to see him go, I love him so much. Somehow, I’m not surprised he
doesn’t beckon me to go with him.
The heavy raindrops increase in intensity, the wind continues to gust, the reeds sway. Wavelets form on
the surface of the water, the river seems to come alive and that is the moment I see my face. It isn’t a
reflection. There is no hidden predator. He was here for a while and now he has gone, leaving no trace of
his existence in this place, other than the naked body.
I turn my hand over and gaze at my palm, the lifeline has vanished. It’s time to move on. I take the hand
of the child who appears beside me and turn away from the scene that is no longer still, away from the
river that will give up my body. The peace that is missing from that landscape finds me as I travel onward.
by Beverley Carpenter

Sad news.
Mark Hawes died on 11th December 2020. Mark was a co-opted member of the Fleet u3a Committee
throughout the middle years of the last decade. During this time, he contributed a tremendous amount
of time and expertise in the major updating of the website, paving the way for online membership renewal - and crucially producing clear guidance for members on how to make use of the new systems. His
personal expertise was the key element in enabling Fleet u3a to move into the 21st century in terms of
new digitalised processes. Always positive and pragmatic with a good sense of humour, he was a widelyappreciated and respected friend and colleague. He will be sadly missed. Our thoughts are with his wife,
Gil, and her family.
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Sylvia's penchant for all things Sporting!
I never was any good at sports. It must be down to Mike’s genes that we have produced a talented
sporting family. Diane was pretty good at netball, judo and chess. Dave did judo and chess, excelled at golf
and became a big name in the mountaineering community.
The grand children can turn their hand to anything. Katherine played and coached county hockey and represented the RAF at rugby. Richard has cycled right across Europe. Don’t know what the two great grandsons, aged three and nearly one will do, but they are pretty good on big slides.
I was tall for my age until I was eleven, then I stopped growing and in my latter years, I am shrinking at a
rate of knots. So, on arrival at grammar school I was tall and “well developed,” as they say. For the first
two years, it was inflicted upon us to do a course of Grecian dancing to teach us poise and elegance. Along
with all the other expensive items of uniform, only available at selected shops, we had to buy a very short
green silk tunic with matching knickers.
This was not my scene. I was clumsy and very self-conscious, with no sense of rhythm. I hardly dared
move, with being giggled at for having big boobs! It was pure torture, as tiptoeing around gracefully was
not my forte.
At the end of the two years, each of us had to bring in a piece of music and perform for the class. I refused
to do this, so thought I would get away with it. No such luck. My friend “offered” on coercion from the
teacher, to lend me her record. So I just stood there and refused to move. Needless to say, I was in a lot of
trouble.
However, four years later I was mortified to see it was included amongst the subjects on my leaving certificate. I had eleven O levels and two A levels, all with good grades - and a FAIL for Grecian dancing, with
the remark, “Sylvia has no aptitude for this subject.”
Fortunately, applying for the Royal Ballet was not on my agenda, so it made little difference in the big
scheme of things.
I fared a little better on the hockey field, but only just. Couldn’t even grasp how to bully off, a pretty basic
move. We were put into pairs to practise. I got a bit carried away, and hit my partner on the head with my
stick- quite a mean feat considering this is a close to the ground manoeuvre. She made what I thought
was a quite unnecessary fuss, bringing down further wrath from the games teacher. Consequently, I never
played centre half, and because my running lacked speed and momentum, I was deemed unfit for any position other than goalkeeper. I absolutely hated it. “Up north,” in Leeds, winters were cold, misty, smoggy
and wet. It was very boring, just standing about. On a murky afternoon, it was difficult to distinguish what
was going on. I prayed to be on the good side, so most of the action would be towards the other goal
posts. If the opposing side was doing well, I would hear the thundering horde advancing, like the marauding tribes of Genghis Khan across the plains of Central Asia.
Diverting a bit, there was a boy called Genghis Khan where I taught. He was a mischievous lad, and a problem for a rather weak supply teacher who taught next door to me. I was often called, to quell him with a
glance. I was not so adept at quelling the hockey team however, but was very good at letting goals in.
A particularly disastrous incident happened when throwing the discus. We were shown the technique of
the throw - strong backward swings to gain momentum, then fling as far as you could.
I was near the end of the line, and getting bored. We were lined up in front of a long, beautiful beech
hedge. The games mistress and her helpers were down field, ready to measure our efforts. My turn came.
I have little hands, and it was difficult to get a good grip. Phew, I worked hard. Back and forwards with my
arm swing, then after one tremendous backswing, I flung it.
There was stunned silence. “Gosh, that must have been good,” I thought. “What are you playing at?”
thundered the teacher, striding towards me. I had no idea what she was on about. Apparently, no discus
had appeared on the field, so she thought I was just messing about. I thought I had thrown it, indeed, I
remember doing so. After some time, it was found deep within the beech hedge. I had lost contact with it
on the backward swing.
From then on, every sports day, I was allocated with the very important and responsible job of holding the
finishing tape.
I excelled at that.
Sylvia Brown
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Cookery Group
Hot Jamaican Rum Punch
Ingredients
Full recipe:
2 Lemons (zest and juice)
4 oz. Sugar
1 tsp Ginger (grated root)
1 bottle Rum
1 bottle Brandy
½ bottle Sherry
Up to 3½ pints Boiling Water
Grated Nutmeg

To make 1 pint:
1 Lemon (zest and juice)
½ -1 oz. Sugar
¼ tsp Ginger (grated root)
100ml Rum
100ml Brandy
50ml Sherry
250ml Boiling Water
Grated Nutmeg

Pestle & Mortar, large earthenware bowl (warmed)
Method
Grate the rinds of the lemons into the mortar and add the sugar.
Macerate the sugar and lemon rinds then add the juice of the lemons and ginger.
Mix well and place in another WARM earthenware bowl.
Add, in the following order:
Rum
Brandy
Sherry
Boiling water.
Mix well, taste and sweeten more (if desired).
Stand near heat for 20 minutes (i.e. keep warm).
Serve
Serve in warm glasses or mugs with a grating of nutmeg on top.
Notes:
I like it a little sweeter and with more lemon (as seen in the 1 pint recipe).
Carole Brown
P.S.
Mike K Brown says - “My wife’s Rum Punch recipe is really good - it took me three days to recover!
Have a great Christmas”
You have been warned—Ed.

Quiz
Fragmented Christmas Carols
The titles of various Christmas carols have
been split into 2, 3 or 4 letter fragments
and then arranged alphabetically.
Thus “O Little Town of Bethlehem” might
be split into “OLI TTL ETO WNO FBE THL
EHEM” which would then be arranged as
“EHEN ETO FBE OLI THL TTL WNO”. I have
taken the titles of 8 carols and fragmented them. One last warning – Some titles
are not in English. Enjoy working them
out.
Mike K Brown
For answers see page 6
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Guess what I discovered in the first Lockdown?
We had sown loads of seeds and the glut of tomatoes plants that we had given away resulted in lots of
pictures of the crops produced.
When we could we went to our daughters for a major clear up in her garden. Working from home with a
very challenging job she hadn’t had time to pick her vegetables so mum & dad to the rescue. Beans
picked and blanched ready for the freezer, tomatoes sorted into groups. Oh my, some of the tomatoes
had a large black spot on the base of them. Onto Google to find out what had caused it. Calcium deficiency was the answer. The remedy try putting crushed eggs shells around the plants. The name of this deficiency was ‘Blossom bottom rot’ - try saying that after a glass of wine.
Evidently it is a psychological disease! Who would have thought in these stressful times it would affect
tomatoes! I may put crushed eggshells in my knickers, it may help my dropping bottom!
Another discovery was when taking offside shoots on the tomatoes plants just replant them in a new pot
keep them fed and watered and hey presto new plants. They crop later with good results.
Yet another discovery. Cut off the base of a cos lettuce and put into a glass of water with the base just
touching the water (we found a sherry glass worked well) change the water after three days and after
about ten days you will have the start of a new lettuce, plant out in compost and enjoy with your tomatoes.
Just before the second lockdown we had been on the u3a Torquay trip. We took the opportunity to ask
our son to decorate our bedroom while we were away, as he has had no work since January. On the first
day home a new carpet was laid and the room was put back together. Having begun to spend the children’s inheritance we decided to buy new bedside cabinets and chest of drawers. So off to Reading IKEA.
Our choice was out of stock but due in the next day. Our Daughter came to the rescue as she was able to
collect them for us. These were dropped off by her with a warning, NO DIVORCE when assembling them!
Job done in a few hours so sent a text photo and message, no divorce.
By this time lockdown was in place so we couldn’t buy new lampshades for our bedside lights. So, after
two watered down coats of white emulsion shades were ready for the final coat. Brilliant and good, really
good. Attached to the lamps, turned on the light, oh blow (or words to that affect) the pattern underneath showed. Four days later they were lined with silver card that had been carefully measured and
fitted. Spray contact adhesive came out in a stream! and dripped everywhere, this had to be done in a
well-ventilated area, so, into the garden and then bring in the dripping shade and card and attach. Easy
peasy? I don’t think so. After a lot of cursing they were finished, but when the light was on very small
gaps could be seen, so slivers of thin card were put in the gaps with double sided sticky tape, that stuck
to the scissors, my fingers, the table and eventually the card. I have now decided that when the shops
are open I will buy new shades. Blow doing a ‘Blue Peter’. There was no divorce with this either but then
Winston didn’t get involved.
Will let you know what we get up to IF we have a third lockdown.

Carole Matthews

Strollers and Rollers.
Santa has found things very difficult this year. The reindeer are so restless, missing
training for the Christmas marathon! Santa promises training will start early for
next year. In fact, attention all who fancy a New Year walk.
Let’s do it…. Monday January 4th 2021
Morrisons car park usual place 10.30am a little later start
Walking around Elvetham Heath as usual
We will keep distanced, maximum six strollers in a group. More groups if necessary,
with a staggered start…5 minutes between. Please contact me by Saturday Jan 2nd to confirm your
attendance.
I will email you on Sunday Jan 3rd with confirmation based on the weather forecast. Stay safe, we will be
Rolling as soon as we can.
Jenny
5

Twelve Days of Christmas Turkey
On the first day of Christmas, my true love said to me;
We were right to buy fresh turkey and a proper Christmas tree.
On the second day of Christmas, much laughter could
be heard;
As we tucked into that turkey – a most delicious bird.
On the third day of Christmas, we had guests in from
next door;
The turkey tasted just as good as it did the days before.
On the fourth day of Christmas, with the in-laws, as of
old;
We finished off the Christmas pud – and served the turkey cold.
On the fifth day of Christmas, outside the snowflakes
flurried;
But we were nice and warm inside, and ate the turkey
curried.
On the sixth day of Christmas, the festive spirit died;
The children fought and bickered and we ate the turkey
fried.
On the seventh day of Christmas, my true love he did
wince;
As he sat down at the table and was offered turkey
mince.
On the eighth day of Christmas, our cat had run for
shelter;
When I served turkey pancakes, with a glass of Alka Seltzer.
On the ninth day of Christmas, by lunchtime Dad was
blotto;
The only way, he reckoned, he could take the turkey risotto.
On the tenth day of Christmas, the only drink was
homebrew;
Not strong enough to help digest, those plates of turkey
stew.
On the eleventh day of Christmas, the Xmas tree was
moulting;
The sweet mince pies were hard and dry, the turkey was
revolting.
On the twelfth day of Christmas, we both licked our
lips;
The guests were gone, the turkey too, and we dined on
fish & chips.
Anon but found by Mike K Brown

Find us on Facebook
Fleet u3a has its own Facebook page Our page on
Facebook can be found by entering “Fleet u3a” in the
search box at the top of a Facebook page. You will
need your membership number to see it and join in.

Answers to Fragmented Carols
Stille Nacht, In the Bleak Midwinter, Coventry Carol, Away in a Manger, The Holly & the Ivy, Ding Dong
Merrily on High, The First Nowell & O’Tannenbaum

Fleet u3a Web site
Our website provides a wealth of information on our
U3A’s activities for members and the Public but can
also be a place where members can share their own
u3a news, thoughts and experiences.
Group Leaders, tell us how your group has continued to
meet, share some of its work, and share experiences
using Zoom.
Have you tried any of the activities suggested on the
website, visited as virtual art gallery or museum,
attended one of the Army Flying Museum’s monthly
lectures? Do let us know how it was.
If you send photos showing identifiable people, or mention anyone’s personal details, please remember to
confirm that you have their consent to publication.
Chris Porter
webmaster@fleetu3a.org.uk

COMMITTEE
EMAILS

Chair

Paddy Powell

chairman@fleetu3a.org.uk

Secretary

Alan Jones

secretary@fleetu3a.org.uk

Treasurer

Neil Morley

treasurer@fleetu3a.org.uk

Membership Sec

Fiona Godfrey

memsec@fleetu3a.org.uk

Group Leaders’
Liaison Sec

Stephen Grosvenor groups@fleetu3a.org.uk

Events Sec

Carol Howlett

events@fleetu3a.org.uk

Webmaster

Chris Porter

webmaster@fleetu3a.org.uk

Monthly Meetings John Gawthorpe
Sec

meetings@fleetu3a.org.uk

Newsletter

Sandy Redman

news@fleetu3a.org.uk

Enquiries

Jan Glasscock

enquiries@fleetu3a.org.uk

Programme Sec

Andy Kirk

programme@fleetu3a.org.uk

Minutes Sec

Barbara Jones

minsec@fleetu3a.org.uk

Venues Sec

Barbara Jones

venues@fleetu3a.org.uk

Outreach Sec

Jenny Teagle

outreach@fleetu3a.org.uk

PLEASE AVOID TELEPHONING MEMBERS BEFORE 9 a.m.
OR AFTER 5 p.m.
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