Little “SENIOR MOMENTS” to keep you posted.
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Betty's Blog.
Well, the AGM is over and a
big “Thank You” to those 62 people who turned up, thus
exceeding the necessary
quorum number we needed to
proceed. Between our
President and our Honorary Solicitor all the
formalities ran smoothly. From my point of view
the best part was when both Ken Smith and I
were awarded Life Membership, complete with a
huge bunch of flowers and an embossed
Certificate.
However, the inability to fill 3 positions on the
COM was most disappointing, but in some ways,
understandable, because 2 of the positions
(secretary & Asst. Treasurer) do require some necessary skills. The skill required for the
remaining position is a genuine interest in the future of the club, and the enthusiasm to do something about it!. Come On, Guys & Gals, one
meeting a month for a couple of hours, a positive
attitude towards the running of the club and a bit
of community spirit and in return you’ll be mixing
with the very friendly, other members of COM.
Members are getting used to the entry/exit
setup now in operation, but won’t it be wonderful
when COVID is under control and the vaccine is
doing its job…...rules/regulations will be relaxed
(or even removed completely) and we’ll be able to
stand close to one another and gossip in the foyer
while we wait to flash our membership card under
the card-reader, sit and have a cuppa’ with friends
after our activity, and perhaps even be able to
stand close to someone whilst waiting for a free
toilet! ’Bye for now - still keep safe!
‘THOUGHTS ON HEALTH’

Whoever thought up the word
“Mammogram”? Every time I hear it, I think
I’m supposed to put my breast in an envelope and send it to someone. (Jan King)

JOKE TIME!
Paddy, Sean and Seamus were stumbling home from
the pub late one night and found themselves on the
road which led past the old graveyard. “Come have a
look over here,” says Paddy, “It’s Michael O’Grady’s
grave, God rest his soul. He lived t’da ripe old age o’
87.”
“Dat’s nottin,” says Sean, “Here’s one named
Patrick O’Toole…...It says here he was 95 when he
died!” Just then Seamus yells out, “Good God,
here’s a fella that got to be 145…..!” “What’s his
name?” asks Paddy. Seamus fumbles around awkwardly, trying to light a match to see what else is
written on the stone marker……”It’s Miles…..from
Dublin!”
The woman at the cocktail party was intent on making
the acquaintance of a young medical officer. “Do you
deal with many
accidents?” she asked. “I really don’t know,” he replied. But you are a doctor, what do you mean you
don’t know?”
“How could I,” he said, “My field is
obstetrics.”
To awaken a student sleeping in his class the
English professor threw a book at him.
“What hit me?” spluttered the student.
“That, my lad,” replied the professor, “was a
flying Chaucer.”
She asked the doctor: “What’s the best thing to take when you
are run down?” “The number of the b……. who hit you” he
replied.

