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Editorial
Spring fever continues… We present stories with an amorous theme along with some more serious writings. To challenge your creativity, we suggest you
try your hand at becoming a DIY poet. “No way”, I hear you say, “I’m no poet!” Well, give it a go. It’s easier than you think and will either make your old
language teacher cringe – or very proud.
Enjoy.

Getting ready for Christmas
A decade or so ago October meant that Christmas cards must be bought, written and posted
overseas to arrive by surface mail in time for Christmas. Now we send emails or Whatsapp
instead and can enjoy a real-time chat with friends and loved ones. So instead of addressing
envelopes we thought you might like try something a bit more creative and personal for those
very special people in your life. Write a poem for them…
You don’t have to be an Elizabeth Barrett (How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.) to tell
them what they mean to you. Here is some advice given by Andy Smith, a British ‘DIY poet’
who claims that, “No matter what your aptitude with written English, anyone can have fun by
stringing words together in some way, shape or form.” Andy recommends poetic mapping.
This is how it works:
Draw a circle with the name of the person in the middle of a large piece of paper. Radiating
from the circle, draw lines and at the end of each line write down something about the person
that makes them special to you – it could even be a bad habit.
Then for each topic think of a rhyming (or nearly rhyming) word and write something kind and
positive. For example you may have written ‘hiking’ so you might write, “It’s because you love
hiking that your legs are so striking”. The result is a series of rhyming couplets and you have
become a DIY poet. So ignore rules of metre, verse and poetic diction and have fun while
letting the person know what they mean to you. I think there’s just enough time to get a few
done before Christmas.

Dear Derek, you’re ever so funny
You will always be my honey
Though I didn’t vouch for your snoring
I love waking with you in the morning
And you may be a terrible gardener
But no one could ever try harder …

THE OLD TEDDY
by Noreen Burton
Jemima was visiting her grandmother, whom she called Gamma. She began telling her Gamma about a film she had recently seen and that she thought might
interest Gamma. When Jemima had finished, Gamma looked wistful and said: “I had one when I was young. I just called him Mr Teddy. I loved him very much.
He was such a comfort to me. I slept with him every night until I got married and Ganda took his place.”
Jemima looked puzzled, but Gamma continued with a far-away look in her eyes. Then she smiled.
“Actually, when Ganda went away on business, which was quite often in those days, I would sleep with Mr Teddy, just for comfort.”
Jemima stared at her open-mouthed.
Gamma chuckled. “One night Ganda came home unexpectedly, and I was already in bed with Mr Teddy. I was very
embarrassed, but Ganda was an understanding man. He said he was glad that I had company when he was away.
That night the three of us slept together.”
Jemima looked at her grandmother in astonishment.
“What’s the matter, dear?” Gamma asked.
“Gamma, are you telling me that you openly had a lover even after you were married?”
“Good grief, no!” exclaimed Gamma. “What are you talking about?”
“What are you talking about, Gamma?”
“My old teddy bear – your story of teddy bears reminded me of him.” https://usercontent2.hubstatic.com/11954973_f260.jpg
“Oh, Gamma,” gasped Jemima with relief. “The film was about teddy boys!”

Things don’t always turn out as expected…
Date night

(The 12+ Best Falling In Love Jokes - ↑UPJOKE↑)

This couple who will be celebrating their 20th anniversary this Friday were talking over dinner.
Wife: Honey, our 20th anniversary is this Friday. Why don't we do something to help spice up our
marriage a bit?
Husband: Like what?
Wife: Well, why don't we go to a bar and act like it's the first time we've met. I'll come in and
introduce myself to you and we can pretend that we're falling in love with each other. Then we'll get
a room for the night. Doesn't that sound like a fun thing to do on our 20th anniversary?
Husband: Yeah, sure.

So Friday comes and the couple drive to a popular club in the city. The wife pulls up to the club.
Wife: Ok, I'll drop you off here and you go in and get a beer or something and I'll come in and we'll
pretend we just met. You have to act as if you've never met me before ok, ohhh, this is going to be
so fun!!!
The husband gets out of the car and walks into the club. He sees a gorgeous brunette sitting at the
bar. He sits down next to her and they start talking and smiling at each other. The wife walks in a
few minutes later and sees what's happening at the bar. She angrily walks over to her husband at
the bar.
Wife: What the Hell do you think you're doing?
Husband: (turns and looks at his wife and, in total character, says) I'm sorry, do I know you?

SPEED QUEEN AND THE PINK NEGLIGÉE
by Noreen Burton
Lindi was a slim, beautiful young woman, athletic and graceful. She had taken up judo and running at university and found that not only did she really enjoy
both sports but she ran very fast. By the time she left university to go teaching, she had won many races and earned her nickname, ‘Speed Queen’.
Lindi liked to run before sunrise. One Sunday as usual, she set off alone on a 10 km run. Thinking about the Grade 6 class she had to teach the next day, Lindi
was unaware of the car cruising behind her. She got a shock when the grey Mercedes pulled into a driveway just ahead, blocking her path. Two men jumped
out, grabbed her and bundled her into the car while holding a cloth over her face.
When Lindi awoke she found herself in a darkened room. Her limbs felt heavy and her mind was foggy. As her brain slowly cleared, the full horror of what
had happened hit home. She had been abducted! Sitting up, Lindi looked around for a way to escape.
“Good morning dear,” came a voice from a dark corner.
Lindi turned to see a large woman sitting in an armchair watching her, phone in hand.
“Feeling better?” the woman asked as she punched a message into the phone. “There is water on the bedside table if you are thirsty.”
Lindi drank and within seconds began to feel relaxed and carefree. The water tasted strange but nothing mattered. Suddenly the door opened and a man
entered. Lindi didn’t care. She was feeling wonderful. The man came up to the bed. “My dear, you have been chosen for a special project. You cannot escape
and if you do as you are told, you will not be ill-treated. I strongly advise you to obey at all times. Mara here will explain.” The man left the room.
Mara got up from her chair. She explained to Lindi that she had been ‘acquired’ to meet the needs of a certain foreign gentleman. “You will receive training
to ensure you do not disappoint the client. When management is satisfied you are ready, you will begin work. The gentleman will be brought to you and you
will do his bidding. Do you understand? If you rebel you will be severely punished.”
After Mara left, Lindi looked around the room. The cold horror of her situation began to seep into her befuddled brain. Nobody would know what had
happened to her or where she was. Her whole body trembled with fear, and feeling totally helpless, she sobbed.
But Lindi was a fighter. As the days of her training passed she did as she was told, listened carefully to all conversations around her, learned the lay-out of
the house and began to form an escape plan.
Cont…

After a few weeks in captivity, Lindi was deemed ready to start working. By this time she had blocked out all feelings and was living in ‘survival’ mode.
Whoever the man was she would use him to her advantage. When they were finally introduced, Lindi was surprised to find that the client was a short,
middle-aged oriental man who was very reserved – in fact he came to the ‘house’ as a cover-up for his inadequacy. After fearing for her safety, Lindi now
saw a chance to escape - if she played her cards right. She would befriend the man, then put him at ease until an opportunity presented itself.
For the first meeting they just chatted until the time was up. This continued for a few meetings but to save her client’s ‘face’ and make it sound as though
more was going on, Lindi asked her client to carry a tape recorder on his next visit. She then taped some appropriate sounds that would fool anyone
listening outside the door. This helped the client relax and he began to look forward to his visits. Lindi encouraged him, all the time preparing her plan of
action. When she judged him ready, she suggested that they begin his sex education.
“It may help you if I take the lead at first and teach you some cool moves”, she suggested. “Then, when you feel comfortable we will change places”. The
man was very receptive to her ideas.
Lindi asked her client to put on her pink negligée while she dressed in his clothes. Next she switched on the tape recorder. She approached the bed
where he was sitting, looking ridiculous in fluffy pink chiffon, took him in her arms and began whispering sweet nothings. Then she quietly and efficiently
sprang into action. Using her knowledge of Judo, she struck him hard on a pressure point on his neck and knocked him out.
“Sorry”, she whispered. Then she put on his hat, picked up his briefcase and carefully opened the door, locking it behind her. With her heart hammering,
she strode manfully down the passage, and out the back door. Then she ran the fastest she had ever run in her life.
She had no idea where she was, so she ran towards the noise of traffic until she arrived on a busy street. She approached a woman for help and got to
the police station.
The police officer was not convinced by Lindi’s story until she checked the missing person’s file and saw Lindi’s photograph. Lindi also produced the
client’s wallet which had business card for the ‘house’ where she had been held.
When the police raided the house, they discovered a very sheepish-looking client trying to hide his face in a pink negligée.
Thanks to the ‘Speed Queen’ with a working knowledge of judo, a human-trafficking ring was smashed that day and six girls returned to their families.
Lindi never ran alone again.

THE FULL MONTY
by Caroline Selkirk
I was a young British sailor stationed in Ireland, near the start of the twentieth century. We had a lively fellow called Ed Greenwood on our
ship. He had spent two years in Dublin and knew the city and its entertainment well. He told us enthusiastically about a part of Dublin,
called Montgomery but nicknamed “the Monto” by the Irish. It was Dublin’s red light district. We were all keen to see it and to sample its
delights for ourselves. We were young, warm-blooded males and far from our homes and girlfriends. Ed agreed to take us to the Monto
on our next weekend pass.
How we looked forward to this treat. We dreamt about it and fantasised about what a wonderful time we were going to have. There
would be buxom lasses with the Irish blue eyes and dark curly tresses that could drive a man crazy. Our weekend pass finally arrived. Ed
rounded up the five of us, who wished to visit the Monto, and we set off in a jovial mood. We decided to visit McCarthy’s Pub first. This
was a popular haunt of ours and we felt we deserved a little liquid refreshment. It would stoke our spirits and make us feel a little bolder.
Our enthusiasm for McCarthy’s brew made us stay somewhat longer than we intended and we drank rather too much. By the time we
remembered the treat we had all been anticipating for weeks, it was already midnight. Undaunted, we sallied forth, somewhat noisily and
unsteadily, and made our way to the Monto. We walked down Tyrone Street with its imposing Georgian houses and noticed to our delight
that there were women and girls on the steps of all the houses. Many of them waved or called out invitations to us. Ed ignored them and
took us to an establishment that had a hand–painted sign in the window announcing it to be Mrs. Mack’s. He turned to us and said, “Here
we are chaps. Enter heaven”. We did so, somewhat sheepishly.
A large woman with ten chins, a huge hairdo and red painted lips met us. “And would ye all be wanting the Full Monty then?” she asked.
We had no idea what she meant but nodded eagerly. “Sure and won’t that cost ye a guinea each,” she announced. A guinea! A small
fortune to a young sailor! But we were sure it would be worth it so we handed over our money.
She clapped her hands and called out. “Girls! Get yourselves down here. We have company.” A bevy of beautiful girls dressed in evening
dresses arrived. Each one of us was taken by the hand to a separate chamber. I was delighted to be with a petite, voluptuous girl, who
flashed an intriguing dimple on her cheek when she smiled. She started to undress but by this stage, I was feeling a little sleepy.
McCarthy’s finest was making me feel extremely relaxed. I sat down on the soft bed, yawned and said I would lie down and wait for her.
The next thing I knew, rough hands were shaking me awake and Ed was telling me it was time to go home. I never did find out what the
Full Monty was but, from the way the lads went on about it, I reckon it must have been memorable.

A STITCH IN TIME SAVES NINE
by Gordon Johnson
Hi there!
My name is Chloe. I am a Staffordshire Terrier and I am adorned with a brown brindle coat and a white ring around my snout,
which makes me the most adorable canine you have ever laid eyes on.
I was born about 7 years ago in the small town of Barkly East to parents who were also thoroughbred Staffies. But alas, my
ability to significantly contribute to my most illustrious bloodline was literally snipped by the state veterinary surgeon who was
doing her internship in Barkly East at the time. However, I did have an opportunity to experience the joys of motherhood when I met the love
of my life, a dapper young crossbred Labrador before “that cut” could be administered. Our brief romance produced nine beautiful canines who
thankfully, were all adopted soon after they were weaned.
But back to ‘the cut’. The cut was administered in a makeshift operating theatre in the horse stables of the stock theft unit of the South African
Police Services in Barkly East.
When my adopted Dad fetched me after the operation, the vet told him that she would come to our house to remove the stitches after eight
days, and sure enough on the evening of the eighth day, she arrived to remove the stitches. She sat down on the floor of the lounge, called me
to her, stroked me and spoke soothingly to me until I lay on my back with my head on her lap. I did not feel a thing, and when she was finished
she cuddled me and said, “These were stitches done in time to save another nine.”
Things don’t always turn out as
expected…

https://th.bing.com/th/id/OIP.5JFL__ML7PTz3iT9r8ctAHaFV?w=260&h=187&c=7&r=0&o=5&pid=1.7

A lady approaches her priest. “Father, I have a problem. I have two female talking parrots
but all they can say is “Hi, we’re hot. Do you want a date?”
“That’s disgusting,” exclaims the priest. “But I do have a solution. If you bring your two
female parrots to my house we’ll put them with my two male talking parrots. I’ve taught
them to pray and read the Bible. My parrots will then teach your parrots to pray and
worship and they’ll stop saying that awful phrase.”
So the lady takes her female parrots to the priest’s house. The priest’s two parrots are
holding rosaries and praying in their cage. The lady puts her female talking parrots in the
males’ cage whereupon one of her parrots says, “Hi we’re hot. Do you want a date?”
One male parrot looks over at the other and squawks, “Put your Bible away, idiot! Our
prayers have been answered!”
Anon

FOLLY TO BE WISE
by Laura Maynard
One Sunday my daughter Maryeen and I were returning from church. “Stop,” I said loudly, “I think I’ve seen some mushrooms.” She stopped and reversed the car.
Sure enough there was a cluster of a dozen or more Field Mushrooms on the grassy sidewalk. She took out the basket we
always kept in the car, and picked one which was pink underneath. The colour indicated they were the edible ones.
When we got home, we decided to have them on toast for lunch. While Maryeen cleaned & fried them, I did some sewing in my
bedroom.
After a while she called out to me, “Ma, come and look, I’m not too sure about these mushrooms. They are a funny colour.”
I looked into the pan, and couldn’t believe my eyes. They were a bright yellow colour!
“That’s not right! Not in all my years of mushroom collecting have I ever come across that. I’m going to google it,” I said.
I was astounded to find that one can get a yellow-staining mushroom called Agaricus xanthodermus, and although it won’t kill, it can cause serious gastrointestinal
upset.
Having grown up in the country, my mother and I always went mushroom hunting on the village golf course, and I grew up knowing which were edible and which
were poisonous. In fact, I considered myself a bit of a ‘fundi’ where mushrooms were concerned!
It just goes to show that it is “Folly to be wise”. I have also discovered that one is never too old to learn!

And a naughty one to finish … (The 12+ Best Falling In Love Jokes - ↑UPJOKE↑)
An elderly couple, celebrating their 50th anniversary, decide to recreate their first date by having dinner at the same restaurant. They
order the same dinner, the same drinks, and the same dessert as their first time.
As they're reminiscing, the drinks start kicking in and the old guy starts getting amorous thoughts.
"Do you remember what we did after dinner on that night?" he asks.
With a twinkle in her eye she replies "Yes. We went around by the back fence for a quickie."
Encouraged, he suggests they fully recreate that night, to which she agrees.
A waitress happens to overhear them and their plan and decides to make sure the old couple don't do themselves any harm, and
follows them. To her surprise she witnesses the old couple going at it wildly for well over 20 minutes before collapsing to the ground in
a state of exhaustion.
The waitress is amazed at the stamina of the old couple and decides to approach them to find out their secret. "I overheard that you
were recreating your first date, including a quickie by the fence, but I'm amazed. How were you able to make love so passionately for
all that time? You would have put most teenagers to shame!"
"Well you see this fence right here," the old guy replies, "50 years ago, it wasn't electrified."

