
Woodies Covid Newsletter # 5 

Tempus Fugit with another Newsletter coming to you with news of and from our 
members.

More sad news since our 2nd Newsletter when Bill Rigney was remembered as a 
long term Woodie and friend, with the passing of Les Bingham Rolls' wife Trish and 
more recently Jim  McGregor. Several messages have been sent in already and 
please continue to send in any memories you wish to share which we will pass onto 
their families in due course..

Most of you would be aware that the annual membership fees (of $50) are due 
before the end of June, with account details for online payment included in a 
previous newsletter; we appreciate that many of you will be holding off payment until 
such time as we may reopen but – it would be really useful if you could nonetheless 
make that payment before we switch bank accounts from Greater to Reliance Bank 
in June. Like many other organisations charging term or annual fees, we will 
endeavour to come to some arrangement that reflects the fact that we have been 
forced to close our doors for an indeterminate period of time. Thank you.

Please also remember to complete that questionnaire I included in the last 
newsletter with your ideas as to how to make the CTW a better place when we do re
-open – and please be sure to get my email address correct (there is a sneaky 's' 
between 'elizabeth' and 'forbes')  - here it is again elizabethsforbes@hotmail.com

Thank you to everyone who has sent through the following contributions for this 
newsletter

From Garth:
My ANZAC 2020.

From the left; the medallions have a little sand 
from ANZAC Cove, my candle, Rosemary and, 
on the right, a jar with pebbles from the beach at 
ANZCA Cove.  

These I gathered on ANZAC day 2002 when I 
attended the dawn service at Gallipoli.  

Eight households in my cul- de-sac were out on 
their driveways this ANZAC morning with their 
kids and candles. Very heartening.

The story I was told was that back in 1915 the Church at the
lights by the old TAFE building in Lithgow planted 15 Oak
trees as a tribute to the ANZACS at Gallipoli.

100 years later, one of those Oaks was diseased and had to
be felled.

It is my intention to make a semi rustic seat from these slabs
and, if the Church would like it, donate the seat to them.



From Mike Hardie

My double decker 
shoe rack

From Dave Tonkin

These are the last two panels on my Narnia wardrobe: Aslan and a Tree of Life, 
. 

Peter Collins' cars (and a joke from Garth)

  
Drove her home from Muswellbrook, 
stopped at Aldi for some groceries.   
Didn't need a trailer hahaha 

Pug #2. 1984 2.2 liter STI 5speed manual 
with German fuel injection. Stops now and 
then when it feels like it. Think it's the 
German fuel injection.

 

“OL PETE'S PEUGEOT
When you have a mate who buys a vintage peugeot car which, in short order:
Overheats
Drops reverse gear
Conks out at the letterbox
Said mate next buys a second, and then a third Peugeot
What do you say to him?
YA ORTA BOUGHTA CITROEN MATE!



From Elizabeth:These are the chairs that have been brought to me to fix since the 
AGM in March.

I have been busy … 4 completed, 6 to go!

From Peter Collins



A\and finally some jokes sent through by Diane

 Pam Ayers has been at it again. I think she wrote this for me and all the oldish girls out 
there.
 

 I'm normally a social girl
 I love to meet my mates
 But lately with the virus here
 We can't go out the gates.
 You see, we are the 'oldies' now
 We need to stay inside
 If they haven't seen us for a while
 They'll think we've upped and died.
 They'll never know the things we did
 Before we got this old
 There wasn't any Facebook
 So not everything was told.
 We may seem sweet old ladies 
 Who would never be uncouth
 But we grew up in the 60s -
 If you only knew the truth!
 There was sex and drugs and rock 'n roll
 The pill and miniskirts
 We smoked, we drank, we partied
 And were quite outrageous flirts.
 Then we settled down, got married
 And turned into someone's mum,
 Somebody's wife, then nana,
 Who on earth did we become?
We didn't mind the change of pace
 Because our lives were full 

 But to bury us before we're dead
 Is like a red rag to a bull!
 So here you find me stuck inside
 For 4 weeks, maybe more
 I finally found myself again
 Then I had to close the door!
 It didnt really bother me
 I'd while away the hour
 I'd bake for all the family
 But I've got no flaming  flour!
 Now Netflix is just wonderful
 I like a gutsy thriller
 I'm swooning over Idris
 Or some random sexy killer.
 At least I've got a stash of booze
 For when I'm being idle
 There's wine and whiskey,  even gin
 If I'm feeling suicidal!
 So let's all drink to lockdown
 To recovery and health
 And hope this awful virus
 Doesn't decimate our wealth.
 We'll all get through the crisis
 And be back to join our mates
 Just hoping I'm not far too wide
 
 To fit through the flaming gates! 

Keep well 
Elizabeth  8/5/2020


