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WELCOME TO THE 7TH  

‘KEEP SMILING” BULLETIN 

 
 

 
 

 
Here is Phil Joiner’s1 seventh “Keep Smiling” bulletin.  
 
Who cares about Lockdown #2 when we can have a 
laugh and look forward to a vaccine? 
 
Be warned, there are puzzles at the end, with answers – 
don’t go there first! 
 

 

 
1 Chairman and Newsletter Editor of Wanstead & Woodford U3A 



KEEP SMILING    No. 7 
 

Upon entering the little country store, the stranger noticed a sign saying 
‘DANGER! BEWARE OF DOG!’ posted on the glass door. Inside he noticed a 
harmless old hound dog asleep on the floor besides the cash register. He 
asked the store manager: “Is that the dog folks are supposed to beware of?” 
“Yes, that’s him,” he replied. The stranger couldn’t help but be amused. “That 
certainly doesn’t look like a dangerous dog to me. Why in the world would you 
post that sign?” Because,” the owner replied. “Before I posted that sign, 
people kept tripping over him. 

As he stood at the bar for the first time with his son the proud father said: “Now is as good a time to talk 
about some of the facts of life. Remember, a man that drinks beyond his capacity is no gentleman. To enjoy 
life you must observe a happy medium. Have a drink occasionally, but never, never, never get drunk.” “Yes 
sir,” replied his dutiful son. “But how am I to know when I am drunk?” “Well, you see those two men over 
there in the corner?” said the father. “If you were to see four men, you’d know you were drunk. ”“Dad, let me 
have the keys,” grinned the son. “There’s only one guy over there. 

Six retired men are playing poker in one of their apartments when Mike loses £500 on a single 
hand, clutches his chest, and drops dead at the table. Showing respect for their fallen brother, 
the other five continue playing standing up. One of the men looks around and asks: “Oh boys, 
someone got to tell Mike’s wife. Who will it be?” They draw straws and Paul picks the short 
one. They tell him to be discreet, be gentle, don’t make a bad situation any worse. “Discreet? 
I’m the most discreet man you’ll ever meet. Discretion is my middle name. Leave it to me.” 
Paul goes over to Mike’s house and knocks on the door. His wife answers, and asks what he 
wants. Paul declares: “Your husband just lost £500 in a poker game, and is afraid to come 
home.”“ Tell him to drop dead!” says Mike’s wife. “I’ll go tell him,” says Paul. 

An elderly man lay dying in his bed. In death’s agony, he suddenly smelled the aroma 
of his favourite chocolate chip biscuits wafting up the stairs. He gathered his 
remaining strength and lifted himself from the bed. Leaning against the wall, he slowly 
made his way out of the bedroom and, with even greater effort, forced himself down 
the stairs, gripping the railing with both hands, he crawled down the stairs. With 
laboured breath, he leaned against the door-frame, gazing into the kitchen. Were it not 
for death’s agony, he would have thought himself already in heaven: there, spread out 
upon waxed paper on the kitchen table, were literally hundreds of his favourite 
chocolate chip biscuits. Was it heaven? Or was it one final act of heroic love from his 

devoted wife, seeing to it that he left this world a happy man? Mustering one great final effort, he threw himself toward the 
table, landing on his knees in a rumpled posture. His parched lips parted: the wondrous taste of the biscuit was already in 
his mouth, seemingly bringing him back to life. The aged and withered hand trembled on its way to a biscuit at the edge of 
the table, when it was suddenly smacked with a spatula by his wife. “Stay out of those,” she said. “They’re for the funeral.” 

A  man  goes into a bar. He’s sitting on the stool, enjoying his drink, when he hears: 
“You look great!” He looks around – there’s nobody near him. He hears the voice again: 
“No really, you look terrific.” The man  looks around again. Nobody. He hears: “Is that a 
new shirt or something? Because you are absolutely glowing!” He then realises that 
the voice is coming from a dish of nuts on the bar. “Hey,” the man  calls to the 
bartender. “What’s with the nuts?” “Oh,” the bartender answers. “They’re 
complimentary.” 



 

THE FOLLOWING  ANSWERS  WERE GIVEN BY  16 YEAR OLDS   

 
Name the four seasons   Salt, pepper, mustard and vinegar 

How is dew formed The sun shines down on the leaves and makes them perspire 

What guarantees may a mortgage company insist on  If you are buying a house you must be well endowed 

How important are elections Very important. Sex can only happen when a male gets an election 

What are steroids Things for keeping carpets still on the stairs  

 What happens to your body as you age  When you get old, so do your bowels and you get intercontinental 

What happens to a boy when he reaches puberty He looks forward to his adultery  

Name a major disease associated with cigarettes Premature death 

What is artificial insemination When the farmer does it to the bull instead of the cow 

How can you delay milk turning sour Keep it in the cow  

What is the fibula? A small lie 

What does 'varicose' mean? Nearby 

What is the most common form of birth control Most people prevent contraception by wearing a condominium 

Give the meaning of the term 'Caesarean section' The caesarean section is a district in Rome 

What is a seizure? A Roman Emperor ( Julius Seizure, I came, I saw, I had a fit) 

What is a terminal illness When you are sick at the airport. 

What does the word 'benign' mean?  Benign is what you will be after you be eight. 

CORONAVIRUS LAMENT 
 
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 red rag to a bull! 
So here you find me stuck inside for 4 weeks, maybe more 
I finally found myself again, hen I had to close the door! 
It didn’t 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 whisky, 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 or mates 
Just hoping I’m not far too wide to fit through the flaming gates! 
 



YOU’RE HAVING A LAUGH! 

 

 

Why can't Trump go to the White House anymore?"   "Because it's for Biden!"  
 
Most children threaten at times to run away from home. This is the only thing that keeps some parents going. 

 
Whatever you may look like, marry a man your own age. As your beauty fades, so will his eyesight 

The quickest way to double your money is to fold it over and put it back in your pocket.  

They say marriages are made in Heaven. Then again, so is lightning and thunder. 

Always go to other peoples funerals, otherwise they won't come to yours.  

A bachelor is a guy who never made the same mistake once. 
 
You know you're old if they've discontinued your blood type.  
 
The computer said 'Hello.' It must be A Dell 
 
His finest hour lasted a minute and a half. 
 
We spend the first twelve months of our children's lives teaching them to walk and talk , and the next twelve years telling 
them to sit down and shut up. 
 

A RHYME FOR OUR TIMES 
 

Hey diddle diddle we’re right in the middle of the worst days since World War two. 

All the world’s been infected and no-one expected. The pandemic it just grew and grew. 

Now we all wear masks as we deal with our tasks and we have to stay clear of each other. 

We can’t snuggle and hug lest we pass on the bug, not even with sister or brother. 

Because of all this, normal life we do miss and many have lost their employment. 

Which means they’ve money, which isn’t too funny when life’s so devoid of enjoyment. 

When will be reach the end, it drives us round the bend – this surreal and grim situation. 

All the experts  can say is we’re some way away as they try to supress  speculation. 

Have they been handled well, these long months of hell or could there have been some improvement 

In the way Boris acted, as his harsh rules impacted on all of us curbing our movement? 

One thing is for sure, no one will be more relieved when this whole thing is over. 

Then Boris the clown (who some say let us down) and he’ll know the top job is no pushover! 

Poem from  Ken Irons from Newport IOW. first published in The Daily Mail 

 

 

COVID PHONE CALL 
 

You can’t catch Covid from a phone call, so call your family to make sure they’re all right. 

Or you’ll never know how they are feeling, if they’re dreading another  dull night. 

Your friends may put on smiles that keep you guessing, but whether they live near or far away,  

Yours may be the only voice that they talk to, if they have been alone throughout the day. 

Perhaps you have some family quite distant, it doesn’t hurt to just pick up the phone, 

Give you time to tell you how they’re feeling ,even if they want to have a moan. 

Your children may be far away at Uni, it’s easy to assume they’re OK 

A word from you  may be just what  they’re needing, to help them cope with what they do that day. 

Perhaps you have a housebound neighbour, pick up the phone like you should  

No, you can’t catch Covid from a phone call, but at least you can do something  good 

Poem from  Rose Sheppard  from Ryde  IOW,  first published in The Daily Mail. 

 



IDENTIFY THESE PROVERBS FROM THEIR INITIALS 

 

1.   A.B.I.T.H.I.W.T.I.T.B.  

2.  D.P.A.Y.E.I.O.B. 
 

 

3.  T.M.C.S.T.B. 
 

 

4.  M.H.L.S.  

5.  B.T.D.Y.K.T.T.D.Y.D. 
 

 

6.  L.F.L.S.  

7.  T.F.I.T.F.O.P. 
 

 

8.  T.M.A.G.T.P.O.A.O.F. 
 

 

9.  D.J.A.B.B.I.C. 
 

 

10.  H.I.T.B.P. 
 

 

11.  T.D.F.W.F.I.H. 
 

 

12.  A.L.O.W.Y.F.D.Y.G. 
 

 

13.  A.M.I.A.G.A.A.M. 
 

 

14.  Y.C.T.A.H.T.W.B.Y.C.M.I.D. 
 

 

15.  O.O.T.F.P.I.T.F. 
 

 

16.  M.I.H.R.A.L. 
 

 

17.  A.L.O.W.Y.F.D.Y.G. 
 

 

18.  Y.C.T.A.O.D.N.T. 
 

 

19.  H.W.H.I.L. 
 

 

20.  N.P.O.T.T.W.Y.C.D.T. 
 

 

21.  N.L.A.G.H.I.T.M.  

22.  B.L.T.N. 
 

 

23.  P.I.G.H.S.N.T.S. 
 

 

24.  Y.C.M.A.S.P.O.O.A.S.E. 
 

 

25.  O.S.D.N.M.A.S. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



IDENTIFY THESE PROVERBS FROM THEIR INITIALS ANSWERS 

 

1.   A.B.I.T.H.I.W.T.I.T.B. A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush 

2.  D.P.A.Y.E.I.O.B. 
 

Don't put all your eggs in one basket 

3.  T.M.C.S.T.B. 
 

Too many cooks spoil the broth 

4.  M.H.L.S. More haste less speed 
 

5.  B.T.D.Y.K.T.T.D.Y.D. 
 

Better the devil you know than the devil you don't 

6.  L.F.L.S. Like father like son 

7.  T.F.I.T.F.O.P. 
 

To fly in the face of providence 

8.  T.M.A.G.T.P.O.A.O.F. 
 

There's many a good tune played on an old fiddle 

9.  D.J.A.B.B.I.C. 
 

Don't judge a book by its cover 

10.  H.I.T.B.P. 
 

Honesty is the best policy 

11.  T.D.F.W.F.I.H. 
 

The devil finds work for idle hands 

12.  A.L.O.W.Y.F.D.Y.G. 
 

A little of what you fancy does you good 

13.  A.M.I.A.G.A.A.M. 
 

A miss is as good as a mile 

14.  Y.C.T.A.H.T.W.B.Y.C.M.I.D. 
 

You can take a horse to water, but you cannot make it drink 

15.  O.O.T.F.P.I.T.F. 
 

Out of the frying pan into the fire 

16.  M.I.H.R.A.L. 
 

Marry in haste repent at leisure 

17.  A.L.O.W.Y.F.D.Y.G. 
 

A little of what you fancy does you good 

18.  Y.C.T.A.O.D.N.T. 
 

You can't teach an old dog new tricks 

19.  H.W.H.I.L. 
 

He who hesitates is lost 

20.  N.P.O.T.T.W.Y.C.D.T. 
 

Never put off tomorrow that which can do today 

21.  N.L.A.G.H.I.T.M. Never look a gift horse in the mouth 
 

22.  B.L.T.N. 
 

Better late than never 

23.  P.I.G.H.S.N.T.S. 
 

People in glass houses should not throw stones 

24.  Y.C.M.A.S.P.O.O.A.S.E. 
 

You can't make a silk purse out of a sows ear 

25.  O.S.D.N.M.A.S. 
 

One swallow does not make a summer 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 


