WBU3A CORONAVIRUS TIMES!
No 3

Dear Member,
As we reach week 3 of the great self isolation I suppose any novelty
value it had is fast wearing off! We are now entering the weeks of
simply “putting up with it”. Behavioural scientists are already warning
about what they call “isolation fatigue”, suggesting that people will feel
it ever more difficult to sustain the self discipline that we have largely
displayed to date. Reading this the other day I was reminded of what
the Russian novelist Leo Tolstoy said in his great work Anna Karenina.
Tolstoy, born into minor Russian aristocracy had a life filled with great
highs and lows – in short, he had largely “been there, seen it, done it” as
we might say. And reflecting upon his life he commented: “There are no

conditions of life to which a man or woman cannot get accustomed
especially if they see them accepted by everyone around them.”

Thanks to Jan Tilsley

Whatever, the coming weeks hold we can, as Tolstoy suggests, draw
strength from each other and hopefully this little weekly mailshot will help us all in the
WBU3A community to draw strength and relief from the ideas, efforts, tips, quips and
comments of others. We might all be isolated but with the wonders of modern technology
we are not alone. I hope that you enjoy this week’s effort – and that it prompts you to send
in items for inclusion in any future edition. Stay safe & well. Regards. Tony Beale

TUNE IN & ENJOY!
Jacky & Ray Arnold have flagged
up a couple of items that might
chime with members. Firstly, a
short but delightful YouTube video
with an important message. As
Jacky commented: “I wonder if
anyone has the talent to teach this
when this present nightmare is
over?” Good question, Jacky and a
serious thought – it would, indeed,
make an admirable “new group”.
CLICK HERE to watch the video –
it might take a short time to load.
And secondly another YouTube
offering with a humorous take on
the important message of the
moment! To view CLICK HERE .

WBU3A’s Virtual Ukulele Strummers!

The ukulele strummers are continuing
to meet despite the virus but no need
for the U3A Chair and the committee
to worry as it’s virtual using Zoom.
We are not sneaking into the church
disguised and under cover of darkness! What’s
good enough for the Prime Minister and the
Cabinet is OK for us. Besides it goes with the
U3A ethos of learning: Zoom was new to us all!
Our first meeting was a select group, 11
strummers logged in. After some technical hitches
we were able to see and communicate with each
other. We played and sang a couple of songs plus
had a great chat and exchanged useful tips - such
as where to get shopping delivered when you can’t
use supermarkets!
We’ll be meeting as usual on the 2nd & 3rd
Thursdays and hope to play more songs and be
able to meet and chat, from the safety of our
own homes. David Alexander

I’m not sure if I’ll ever view Janet Jenkins in the same way again after reading this
wonderful poem that she has come across! Many thanks Janet, I’m sure that we all, in
our various ways, can relate to this!

A SOCIAL GIRL!

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

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!

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

So here you find me stuck in inside
For 12 weeks, maybe more
I finally found myself again
Then I had to close the door!

They'll never know the things we did
Before we got this old
There wasn't any Facebook then
So not everything was told!

It didn't really bother me
I'd while away the hour
I'd bake for all the family
But I've got no bloody flour!

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?

“7 MINUTE CHI”
Rachel Cooper tells us that “You can
download this app and do 7 minutes of
free calming TAI CHI every morning. I
find it helps”

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 the lockdown
To recovery and health
And hope this bloody virus
Doesn't our 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 those flippin' gates!

Thanks to Michael Drew

KEEPING UP STANDARDS! I had an email a few days ago from a friend

whose 3 children (aged 8, 10 and 12) are, of course, off school for the
foreseeable future. School sets work and I also send work sheets for them.
She sent me photo of the three all sitting round the kitchen table doing
their work – all dressed in their school uniform! She explained that she was
keen to make sure that her kids kept the school habit and although not in
school in body were at least there in mind. So, they dress each morning exactly as a
school day (same time etc.) and change back into their casual clothes at 3.30 - just as
usual. It seems to make abundant sense to me, although I know some might disagree.
My views were confirmed earlier today when I saw a Tweet from Terry Waite (Photo
top left) -those of our generation will remember him: he was the Archbishop of
Canterbury’s special envoy kidnapped in the Middle East and held hostage in Beirut for
1763 days – much of it in solitary confinement - between 1987 and 1991). Waite’s
Twitter advice to anyone struggling with self isolation was spot on. He said: “Stop

complaining, change your mindset. You’re not STUCK at home, your SAFE at home.
Keep your own dignity – get out of your PJs. Form a structure for the day. Be grateful
for what you have – shelter, home, possessions. Read, be creative.” I may be alone,

but I couldn’t agree more – I shall continue to put my tie on each morning, make sure
my shoes are polished - even though I’m not going out – and keep on top of all the jobs
even though I know that I could
put them off till tomorrow!
PODCASTS TO REDUCE ANXIETY

If you’re feeling in need of relaxation or
reducing your stress levels how about
taking advantage of these podcasts?

PUZZLE TIME













The meditation teacher Jack Kornfield
explores Buddhist paths to peace of mind
amid the pandemic in a Tim Ferriss Show
podcast: tim.blog/podcast
Ten Percent Happier, a podcast and
meditation app, has a free sanity guide:
tenpercent.com/coronavirussanityguide
The Insight Timer app offers a vast collection
of free guided meditations for anxiety, stress
and much more: insighttimer.com
Andrew Weil demonstrates a speedy
intervention for bodily calm, the 4-7-8
breathing technique, on his website:
drweil.com
Three Jungian analysts discuss the deeper
meanings and unexpected opportunities of
the coronavirus outbreak in their podcast,
thisjungianlife.com
The Unwinding Anxiety app, developed by
American psychiatric researcher Judson
Brewer, adapts traditional mindfulness
practices to target the modern epidemic of
anxiety: unwindinganxiety.com.

HOW TO COPE WITH LIVING A MORE HOUSEBOUND LIFESTYLE
Some good advice and useful tips from Terry Pears. Thanks Terry!
1.

2.

Get yourself into a routine
 Get up at same time
 Have meal times at a regular time
 Plan an activity / interest for the morning and afternoon
 Go to bed at same time

Look “outwards” regularly
 Go into your garden if possible
 Look out of a window or door
 Move rooms for different views (don’t worry if your
garden isn’t as “good as it was” nature really doesn’t
mind)!

3.

Communicate
 If you’ve no one, try sitting by an open door, especially at a
time when you know someone walks past …..say hello!
 If you have friends or family use the telephone, or if on
internet one of the multitude of ways to keep in touch.
 Join an appropriate chat room
 How about a new pen pal?
 Encourage family to occasionally post something to you
 Once you’ve made friends creat a phoning rota.

4.











Keep busy
Plan for both mental and physical exercise
Watch / listen to programmes which stimulate you, eg quizzes,
nature programmes, debates
Also consider programmes which will make you laugh, or at least
smile.
Minimise watching news to once a day.
Move rooms / chairs regularly where possible
Do your chair based exercises twice a day.
Consider learning something new
Take up old hobbies or start new
Make things you could give away as presents or for charitable purposes
Never underestimate the therapeutic value of adult colouring!

5. Keep a diary
 Aim to record your “smile for today”
 Record every achievement you’ve made, no matter how
small
 Let your emotions out on paper
 Record anything you are looking forward to
 If you can’t write why not do a voice recording instead?

I always think that poetry puts powerful
images in the mind. It gets to the very
essence of things and this poem passed
on to us by John Pickles does just that!
It “leads us up the garden path” a little
but then beautifully and with a twist in
the tale (or maybe in this case a twist in
the tail!) takes us to the heart of what
it’s about. Thank you John for sharing
this – I guess it will raise a few smiles
and eyebrows amongst our members.

THERE’S ALWAYS A FIRST TIME!
I remember the first time I tried it,
I was only a lad of sixteen,
and she was far younger than I.
But far more composed and serene.
I was eager, yet terribly awkward.
Uncertain how to proceed.
But she seemed not to notice the
hesitancy,
with which I prepared for the deed!
I was out at the barn I remember.
At the close of a lush summer day.
The evening was scented with clover,
and the fragrance of newly-mown hay!
I remember she made no objections,
or showed any evidence of alarm.
For I loved her and she loved me,
since first she had came to the farm.

I recall I spoke to her softly,
as I cuddled her face in my hands.
And I saw the look deep in her eyes
of a loved one, who understands
I remember that she moved closer,
the touch of her body was warm,
as I slid my fingers over her throat.
She nestled her head on my arm.
Looking back on it now I remember
I stood while my heart seemed to spin.
With the thrill of the thing I was going
to do.
Yet, I was somewhat reluctant to begin.
Her eyes serene, I thought to rebuke me
for waiting, for being afraid.
When old Tillie, the plough horse looked
over her shoulder and knowingly neighed.
And minutes later, I stood, uncertain.
Gazing long at the setting sun,
tingling with pride yet aired and shaken.
To know, that at last it was done.
I remember (it seemed hours later)
how my heart hammered hard in my
blouse,
With the joy of a boy turned into man,
as I made my way back to the house.
Twenty years have gone by since that
evening,
But I’ve never forgotten my vow.
The thrill and joy I felt as a boy,
On the day I milked my first cow!

ALL THAT JAZZ! Jazz, for me, is a bit of an unknown. Trad, New Orleans, Modern –
I’ve never really got into it but I do know that just like ballet it’s wonderfully clever,
inventive, captivating and something that clearly gets you “hooked”. I’m a Bach
fan as many know but I’ve long been convinced that had Bach been born a
couple of hundred years later he would have written jazz! But to whet our
appetites Jazz enthusiast Denis Kitt supplies the musical tip this week with a
couple of 1950/60s YouTube clips for you to enjoy and appreciate. CLICK HERE to enjoy
Cleo Laine & Johnny Dankworth & CLICK HERE for some Creole Jazz from Acker Bilk
(Remember him with “Stranger on the Shore”?). More jazz tips from Denis in next week’s
edition. Thanks Denis – you’ve opened up a whole new world for me!

TIME TO RE-READ A CLASSIC? A plague is spreading. People are
dying. Everyone is ordered to quarantine at home as the local doctor
works around the clock to save victims. There are acts of heroism and
acts of shame; there are those who think only of themselves, and
those who are engaged for the greater good. The human condition is
absurd and precarious. Does this all sound rather familiar?

It’s not tomorrow’s headline it’s one of the great books of the 20th
century – French author (and Nobel Prize winner) Albert Camus’ La
Peste (The Plague). First published in 1947 it’s now attracting new
generations of readers and enjoying huge sales (you can download it
as a Kindle version) as past readers and those new to Camus reflect on
its prophetic story and insights into human nature as citizens are faced
with an existential threat. Camus’ tale is an allegory – the plague
Another of Glenys Self’s
being a metaphor for the rise of fascism in 20th century Europe with all
garden pics. Thank you Glynis.
the violence, war, pain and madness it created. At both levels –
pestilence & political – it’s a prophetic parallel for our own 21st century populist world.
I first read La Peste in the early 60s – it was one of those life changing books like Steinbeck’s
The Grapes of Wrath, Zola’s Germinal or Jack Kerouac’s On the Road which I read at the time.
It’s lost none of its power or insight as it mirrors with a frightening prescience our own
discontents; it’s a book for our times and worth reading as you pass your self isolating hours!

CORONA CAPERS 3
(A gently humorous reflection on our strange
times courtesy of George Zielinski)
I thought I could handle it. Remember the
days when you could walk anywhere you
liked? It seems like a dream fading from
the memory now.
Ah, the good old days. I used to walk to
and from the tram stop; not possible now,
too risky. My route took me past a
neighbouring house which was having some
renovations done. There was a skip outside
the house. I paid it no attention at first,
who looks at skips? But after a while, I
began to notice some really useful looking
timber in this skip and a seed began to
germinate in my mind. It seemed a shame
to waste this wood. I ignored the thought
for a day or two, but it kept coming back.
I found myself thinking about the wood at
odd times during the day. Sometimes I
would wake up at night, sweating. I began
to have dreams in which I was making
things from timber which, however hard I
tried, I could never finish. Eventually I
could resist the impulse no longer. I
decided to ask if I could take the wood.
As soon as I had made this decision, I
began to worry that someone else might
want my wood and beat me to it.

I lost no time in contacting the neighbours
and asking if I might take some. They
meant no harm.They told me to help myself
and in no time at all, I had a big pile of
timber in my yard.Using screws and bolts
which I had lying around, I began work on
a garden bench.
Travel restrictions were beginning to be
introduced, and some shops were beginning
to close. I had no interest in panic buying
loo paper or food, but I rushed to Wilko’s
on the last day that it was open and
greedily ‘scored’ the last bag of long
screws on the shelf. I used the only
cutting tools I had available, a pruning saw
and a chainsaw, so the result was a bit
crude, but I continued with the work. I
had the bit between my teeth so to speak!
I finished the bench, which I had designed
to fold up for winter storage, the
design driven by the available material.
There was some wood left over, but I told
myself that enough was enough. Even
though restrictions on movement were
becoming quite tight, it had been good to
have something to do. I convinced myself
that although I found the experience
enjoyable, I could stop anytime I wanted.
A short time later, however, something was
to happen which would hasten my journey
down an already slippery slope!

More wood
appeared in the
skip! By now, I
had lost all
control. I
grabbed the
wood as soon as
I could and gloated greedily over the pile in
my yard. Almost before I realised what
was happening, I had made another bench.
With nothing else to do due to selfisolation, a few days of sawing and
hammering passed as if a dream. On waking
from this dream I found to my horror,
that I had made a table and a bench for
the greenhouse. I realised that I now had
a serious habit. But there was a problem.
I had run out of wood.

I am trying to divert myself by gardening
and cleaning, but the urge is too powerful.
Perhaps there is some form of rehab or
counselling for my condition, or perhaps
there is a CA organisation, (Carpenters
Anonymous).
In light of my experience, I think the
story of Noah and his Ark may require
some redefinition. He probably only
intended to build a small dinghy for
himself and his dog. And as for the Trojan
animal sculptor……….. So if you happen to
be passing down my street on your still, (at
the time of writing) permissible, exercise,
you may see a forlorn looking face staring
vacantly out of my window. I’ve no interest
in your toilet rolls or hand sanitizer. But if
you are carrying timber, you may find me
closer than two metres from you.

BEST BOXED SETS FOR SENIORS IN SELF ISOLATION!
Fancy a TV “binge” as you sit in splendid isolation? Well,
thanks to WBU3A member Michael Drew you can see the
best on offer as recommended recently by the Daily
Telegraph. Suggestions include House of Cards, Brideshead
Revisited, Mapp & Lucia, Play for Today and many, many
more. To see all the Telegraph recommends
CLICK HERE . (NB – the Telegraph operates a paywall
but you can join for a month for free – plenty of time to
write down that list of films!). Enjoy – and thanks, too, to
Michael for the tip! Now, where’s that remote control!

TOUCHING THE PAST: We live in Wilford, actually in what appeared on the sales details

as “The Old Village Shop”. So, with time on my hands I’ve started looking into the history. Built
in 1724 as a row of thatched single storey cottages it was around 1874 altered to 5 two storey
one up – one down properties. There was indeed a shop and the shop keeper around 1920 one
Sarah Ann Griffin born 1843 died 8th July 1929 aged 86 and is buried in the local church, St
Wilfrid’s. She was married to Nathan Griffin who unfortunately died through illness in 1878 at a
very early age, 24 but still managed to produce three children. Nathan is also in St, Wilfrid’s.
Walking around the grave yard looking for Sarah, however, I came
across Captain John Deane who turned out to be a very interesting
character. As an apprentice butcher & drover he took to poaching &
deer stealing, which got him into trouble with the law so he ran
away to sea. Rising to Captain he took part in the capture of
Gibraltar in 1704. John died 81 in 1761 as a result of an assault &
robbery, the assailant being caught, tried and hanged.
But there’s much more to John Deane. As well as a Royal Navy Captain he was also a Merchant
sailor, Russian Navy Captain & British Consul to Port of Ostend. At the age of 30 he and his
father and brother purchased a merchant boat but were shipwrecked off New England whilst
on the way to Boston in 1710. Trapped on the island they dined on their carpenter after he died!
They had no fire so he was consumed raw! Two of the remaining crew were sent on raft to get
help, unfortunately they both drowned but their washed-up bodies resulted in a search party
and eventually the castaways were safely returned to England. Not a man to give up easily, by
1714 John was serving the Tsar of Muscovy, Peter the Great, in the Russian Navy and
commanded the Baltic Fleet of 1723. Dismissed from the Russian Navy and expelled from
Russia he then returned home and gave reports on the Russian navy to the British. John later
intercepted a Jacobite courier delivering intelligence to an agent in Rotterdam. This action
combined with the reports provided on the Russians earned him the position of British Consul
to the Port of Ostend granted by PM Robert Walpole with an annual salary of £200 + expenses
about £24,000 today. John retired to Wilford 1736. His dad, Jasper, is also buried at St
Wilfrid’s, his headstone reading: “Here also lyeth his four wives and several children”.
The inscription on our Captain’s tomb reads “Here lieth the Body of JOHN DEANE Esq Who from

the year 1714 to 1720 commanded a ship of war In the Czar of Muscovey’s Service after which
being appointed his Britannic Majesty Consul for the Ports of Flanders and Ostend. He resided
there many years and by His Majesty’s leave retired to this Village in the Year 1738 Where he
died August the 18th 1761. In the 82nd year of his age. His Lady SARAH DEANE lies here also
inturr’d Who departed this life August the 17th 1761 Aged 81.

Rob Nicholas

Thanks for that Rob – another wonderfully informative and welcome read. I’m sure that
you’ve inspired others to look with new interest at the everyday things that surround us.
I hope that you have found this third Corona Times useful and welcome. I hope, too, that it
has given you a few ideas for things that you might contribute and that we can pass on for
others to enjoy and maybe learn from as we gaze through or windows and dream of better
times! Many thanks to all who have contributed – I still have a store of material but stocks
do now need replenishing if we are to continue publishing on a weekly basis. So, please give
it some thought – I can’t promise to use everyone’s (we get a lot of duplications) but I will
try to ensure that the WBU3A community keeps the lines of contact open. Keep safe & well!

Thought for the day – and perhaps our current discontents!

Bearing mind that we U3A members are, by definition, in the “senior” age bracket and
that we currently appear to have time on our hands I thought this quote from 16th
century French philosopher and author Michel de Montaigne pertinent

“There is nothing more notable in Socrates than that he found time, when he
was an old man, to learn music and dancing, and thought it time well spent.”

