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       Caring and Sharing  

Carol Nelson - President 

 

Happy St. Patrick’s Day 
May your blessings outnumber the shamrocks that grow and may troubles avoid you 
wherever you go.  
 
May luck be your friend whatever you do and may troubles always be a stranger to 
you. 
 
May the road rise up to meet you. May the wind always be at your back. May the 
sunshine warm upon your face.  
 
May your heart be light and happy. May your smile be big and wide. May your 
pockets always have a coin or two inside.  
 (Irish Proverbs)  
 



 

 
 
LOOKING FOR NEW RETIREES 
Please send names and contact information for any 
friends and colleagues you know who have retired this 
summer! We would like to send them information and 
invitations! 
Contact- Linda Jarvis at linjar47@gmailcom 
 or          Bridgette Kolozsvary Bryan at bbryan@look.ca 

 

 
 
COMMUNICATION 
If your e-mail or phone number changes, please 

contact:  

Connie Cole- Communications Chair 2020-2021 

ed.cole@sympatico.ca 

STAYING CONNECTED  

All of our members are self-isolating during the 

lockdown and many live alone. With the second wave of 

Covid 19 in full swing, it is more important than ever to 

maintain contact. Take a few minutes to reach out and 

give them a call to see how they are doing. Your Caring 

and Sharing will make someone’s day so much better.  

 

ONTARIO VOLUNTEER 

 SERVICE AWARD 
This award recognizes volunteers for 

providing committed and dedicated 

service to an organization.  

 

 

 

Ontario celebrates the outstanding contributions of more 

than 7,100 volunteers across the province through the 

Volunteer Service Awards. Adults are recognized by the 

length of time they have volunteered with one 

organization, ranging from five to 65 years of continuous 

service. The province recognizes that volunteers are a 

vital part of our social fabric. Their efforts shape our 

communities across the province and our country.  

 

RWTO-SCARBOROUGH congratulates----Connie Cole, 

Marilyn Hodge, Mary Marchut and Carol Small— this 

year’s recipients. Their contributions to our Branch are 

well-known to all of us.  

 

Thank you from the Branch for your work to make 

RWTO Scarborough so successful. 

 

 
 

mailto:linjar@rogers.com
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Ordering Pizza in 2021 
CALLER: Is this Pizza Hut? 

 

GOOGLE: No sir, it’s Google Pizza. 

 

CALLER: I must have dialed a wrong 

number, sorry. 

 

GOOGLE: No sir, Google bought Pizza Hut last month. 

 

CALLER: OK. I would like to order a pizza. 

 

GOOGLE: Do you want your usual, sir? 

 

CALLER: My usual? You know me? 

 

GOOGLE: According to our caller ID data sheet, the last 12 

times you called you ordered an extra-large pizza with three 

cheeses, sausage, pepperoni, mushrooms and meatballs on a 

thick crust. 

 

CALLER: Super! That’s what I’ll have. 

 

GOOGLE: May I suggest that this time you order a pizza with 

ricotta, arugula, sun-dried tomatoes and olives on a whole 

wheat gluten-free thin crust? 

 

CALLER: What? I don’t want a vegetarian pizza! 

 

GOOGLE: Your cholesterol is not good, sir. 

 

CALLER: How the hell do you know that? 

 

GOOGLE: Well, we cross-referenced your home phone 

number with your medical records. We have the result of your 

blood tests for the last 7 years. 

 

CALLER: Okay, but I do not want your rotten vegetarian 

pizza!  I already take medication for my cholesterol. 

 

GOOGLE: Excuse me sir, but you have not taken your 

medication regularly. According to our database, you 

purchased only a box of 30 cholesterol tablets once at Lloyds 

Pharmacy, 4 months ago. 

 

CALLER: I bought more from another Pharmacy. 

 

GOOGLE: That doesn’t show on your credit card statement. 

 

CALLER: I paid in cash. 

 

GOOGLE: But you did not withdraw enough cash according to 

your bank statement. 

 

CALLER: I have other sources of cash. 

 

GOOGLE: That doesn’t show on your latest tax returns, unless 

you bought them using an undeclared income source, which is 

against the law! 

 

CALLER: WHAT THE HELL! 

 

GOOGLE: I’m sorry sir, we use such information only with the 

sole intention of helping you. 

 

CALLER: Enough already! I’m sick to death of Google, 

Facebook, Twitter, WhatsApp and all the others. I’m going to 

an island without the internet, TV, where there is no phone 

service and no one to watch me or spy on me. 

 

GOOGLE: I understand sir, but you need to renew your 

passport first. It expired six weeks ago… 

How to Plant a Lemon in a Cup 

 
Soak lemon seeds in a little water for about an hour. Remove 
the pulp residue. Dry the seeds with paper towels and remove 
any additional pieces of fruit pulp. 
 
Put lemon seeds in a small jar or glass of water; leave them for 
at least two days until they germinate.  
 

Take the sprouted seeds and gently insert them into the soil. 

Put your mug in a sunny place and water it whenever you see 

it needs watering. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
Lana and the Terrible, Horrible, No Good, Very Bad Day… 
(Based on the story by Judith Viorst c:1972) 
Lana Peck 2021 
 

Lana’s Terrible, Horrible, No Good, 
Very Bad Day began with her 2020 
COVID kitchen renovation.  The idea 
had been percolating for a couple of 
years.  What better ‘time’ to begin? 
She had nothing but time, created by 
Covid. Yes, ‘time’ seemed never 
ending, unlike her budget?  

 
Like her Terrible, Horrible, No Good, Very Bad Day, the 
kitchen renovation spread like the waves of the ocean, rolling 
gently at first, then slowly gaining momentum. From the 
kitchen, she imagined the bathroom powder room with new 
fixtures. Next, she let her mind meander to the dining room, 
until it lapped at the living room walls and up to the ceiling with 
four new pot lights.  Why stop there?  Slowly the ideas began 
to flow and ebb, dribbling down the stairs where she wanted 
the basement walls dry walled and painted. Like the receding 
waves of the ocean, the momentum of a kitchen renovation 
began spreading, climbing up to the second level, and flowing 
down to the basement. Lana’s mind overflowed with ideas. 
Here in the dining room, the ‘kitchen’ renovation would STOP!  
She smiled happily as she noticed the reflection of the crystal 
chandelier, dancing on the newly painted dining room walls.  
 
It all began on a Terrible, Horrible, No Good, Very Bad, 
Monday! Lots to do today, she thought, but first Lana would 
begin the day, as always with a morning coffee. First add 
double milk to the cup. She usually liked to microwave the milk 
first, to get it hot.  The new built in was on back order. It was 
Covid.  It was a pandemic. Everyone was staying home doing 
renovations, ordering everything, which now made many items 
unavailable until a future date, including her microwave. She 
pressed the full cup Keurig button and left the room.  The 
coffee had exceeded the cup capacity and was now dripping 
over the counter and down the front of the new, white 
cupboards. After cleaning up, Lana thought, this is the start of 
a THNGVB Day! I think I’ll move to a Home for Seniors. They 
make the coffee for you! 
 
 Back to the kitchen. All the cupboards had been installed, the 
pot lights secured, the powder room fixtures and towel racks 
attached. The walls throughout the house were a smokey, blue 
grey and the trim, a gleaming white. Today, Lana would begin 
to complete the look by attending to the details. This would 
include filling the cupboards, putting up pictures and mirrors, 
and sorting the towels and sheets. She could do this. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
To begin, Lana decided on something easy. The first item 
would be to hang the full, length mirror. Where should it go? 
The mirror was currently upstairs. She decided she would 
‘audition’ it on a downstairs wall. How would she get it the 
downstairs?  The mirror was bulky and awkward.  She really 
should wait for her daughter to come over. But who knew when 
that would be? Lana quickly devised her strategy. She would 
turn the mirror sideways, so the length would be beside her. 
Gripping the frame with her left hand would be preferred, as 
she remembered she wanted to hold the railing on the way 
down the stairs.  Lana certainly did not want to repeat a tumble 
like she did a couple of years ago. Just the idea reminded her 
of seaweed riding the waves and crashing to the rocky shore. 
This incident resulted in a sprained ankle and an egg on her 
head. This was all because on that particular morning, she was 
distracted, looking into her purse for a whistle to ensure she 
was prepared for teaching. The newly painted staircase walls 
were also a consideration. She must not mark them. Again, 
she briefly thought about waiting for her daughter. The thought 
was fleeting. 
 
Proceeding slowly, this cautious woman was thinking how to 
best maneuver the turn at the corner.  She had to be careful. 
Watch the walls. Hold the mirror. Hold the rail. Watch the 
steps.  She struggled with the big mirror for a few seconds, 
getting almost halfway down the stairs. Then her tenuous grip 
let go and the 5’ X 2’ mirror slipped from her unsecured grasp. 
Lana watched in fascination and horror as the mirror dropped, 
the glass rolled and bumped and slid down the stairs, banging 
on each of the eight steps. The sound finally STOPPED, and a 
new one emerged. 
 
 The screams dissolved into disbelief and frustration. These 
new feelings felt overwhelming. What was she thinking?  Why 
didn’t she wait for her daughter to come by and help her? Lana 
began to think about the waves of the ocean, crashing to 
shore, shattering the calm and spewing glass fragments and 
mirror debris everywhere! Her THNGVB Day was like a storm 
brewing as the wind howled over the water. 

 
Her deep breaths were calming. Now for the 
clean-up. Find a box. Carefully pick up the 
smaller pieces. Get a hammer to make the 
larger pieces fit into the box. Take the 
dustpan and broom to get the tiny 
fragments. Run the vacuum to suck up the 
pieces that jumped from the mirror and 

appeared to have a mind of their own? What should she do 
about the black marks on the hardwood stairs? Not now, Lana 
would figure that out later. She began to think that the 
THNGVB Day was just beginning. Maybe she should look up 

LANA and the TERRIBLE, HORRIBLE, 

NO GOOD, VERY BAD DAY… 



the telephone number for the Seniors’ Residence.  But first she 
would carefully carry the labelled box to the garage for 
garbage day pick up.  
 

As she was returning, an idea 
began to unfold.  The mirror-less 
frame was on the floor in the living 
room. Pilkey, the glass store was a 

ten-minute drive away. Could it be that expensive to replace 
the mirror?  Lana dialed the number and was asked to, “please 
hold”.  Ten minutes later, the line was disconnected.   Slightly 
annoyed, she called back and listened as the lady said, “we 
may be able to do it if the frame was wood and not plastic.”  It 
looked like wood to her. What about cost?  That would depend 
on size.  Lana hung up and searched for a measuring tape.  
Why with the renovations, nothing was where it usually was 
kept. She decided to leave immediately, as it was getting close 
to closing time.  It was shaping up to be a THNGVB Day!    
 
The glass store closed in 20 minutes. Hurrying outside and 
trying to balance the empty frame, while locking the front door, 
proved to be challenging. The frame became ‘unhinged’ and 
crashed to the cement. She quickly picked up the four 
separate pieces, noting the new scrape marks. She decided to 
proceed to the glass place.  Having arrived in front of the 
closed door, while juggling all the frame pieces proved to be 
very tricky.  Noticing a customer inside, Lana tried yelling 
through the closed door. The customer was oblivious, and her 
actions proved futile.  Finally, the sales lady noticed her and 
motioned to the gentleman to open the door. The sales lady 
was shaking her head and said, “the frame was plastic and no, 
the mirror could not be replaced.”  Discouraged, Lana left the 
remains and headed for home. She was once again thinking 
about the Seniors’ Residence.  Maybe she would do a drive-by 
tomorrow to check out its location. What else could go wrong?  
This was turning out to be a THNGVB Day. 
 
On the way home, Lana decided to go to Home Sense. They 
usually had lots of selection for home accessories. In a hurry to 
solve her problem, she rushed from the car and approached 
the entrance.  It was then she noticed the masked faces 
entering.  She felt her own face.  Unmasked. Returning to the 
car, she couldn’t help but wonder, would the THNGVB Day 
ever end?  
 
Once inside and rounding the corner of the mirror section, 
Lana breathed a sigh of relief.  There were many choices. 
Which one would she choose?  Prices seemed fair.  After 
standing and looking at her side profile reflection, she decided 
on the ‘one!’  It would match beautifully with her new décor.  
How was she going to get it to the cash register? It was too 
heavy to carry all that way.  She would get a shopping cart.  
Now to find someone to lift it into the buggy.  Done. As Lana 
was wheeling the buggy to the check out, she asked herself. 
How would she get the mirror into the car?  An employee could 
do that.  What would she do once she got home?  She could 
find a neighbour to help her.  What if he wasn’t home? 

Disheartened, she took a photo of the mirror and returned it to 
house wares and left the store ----empty-handed.  Lana 
decided when she got home, she would call the Seniors’ Home 
and put her name on the waitlist. What more could go wrong?  
It had been a THNGVB Day!   
 
On the way home, Lana’s daughter called her.  Lana explained 
that she had had a THNGVB Day and that she was moving to 
the Seniors’ Home. Laughing her daughter assured her that it 
would not be necessary.  She would come the next day and 
meet her at Home Sense.  Lana was worried. What if the 
mirror was gone by then?  Her daughter said, tomorrow they 
would get there a half hour after it opened. She would meet 
her at the store.  
 
The next day as Lana was pulling into a parking spot, she 
noticed her daughter carrying the mirror to her car.  Smiling, 
her daughter explained that she had got to the store a few 
minutes earlier, so she could buy it for Lana as a surprise!  
They drove home and her daughter carried the mirror into the 
house and placed it carefully against a wall.  It remained there 
for a week, until she returned to assist with hanging it on the 
wall. As they discussed the THNGVB Day, her daughter said, 
“Mom, some days are just like that”.  Lana contemplated her 
daughter’s words. She thought, yes, just like the calm that 
returns to the ocean waters after a storm... “Hmmmmm, I think 
I’ll call and cancel my name on the Seniors’ Home waitlist.” 
      

 
 

Re-read your favourite books at different 

stages of your life. The plot never changes 

but your perspective does. 



Young people forget that we old people had a 

career before we retired .... 
 

Charley, a new retiree-greeter at 

Walmart, just couldn't seem to get to 

work on time. Every day he was 5, 10, 

15 minutes late. But he was a good 

worker, really tidy, clean-shaven, sharp 

minded and a real credit to the 

company and obviously demonstrating 

their "Older Person Friendly" policies. 

 

One day the boss called him into the office for a talk. 

 "Charley, I have to tell you, I like your work ethic, you do a 

bang-up job when you finally get here; but your being late so 

often is quite bothersome." 

"Yes, I know boss and I am sorry and I am working on it." 

"Well good, you are a team player. That's what I like to 

hear." 

"Yes sir, I understand your concern and I will try harder." 

Seeming puzzled, the manager went on to comment, "I know 

you're retired from the Armed Forces. What did they say to you 

there if you showed up in the morning late so often?" 

 

The old man looked down at the floor, then 
smiled. He chuckled quietly, then said with 
a grin, "They usually saluted and said, 
Good morning, Admiral, can I get your 
coffee, sir?" 
 

 

 

 

TORTILLA WRAP HACK 
 Like a quesadilla but eats more like a sandwich and multi - 

layered. You can put any ingredients or sets of ingredients on 

each quadrant, making it for breakfast, lunch or dinner. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8-rTatXAKAA  

 

EASY BAKED FETA PASTA 
However strange the recipe sounds, it is absolutely delicious! 

https://helloyummy.co/baked-feta-pasta-recipe/ 

 

 

CREAMY TUSCAN SHRIMP 
https://www.saltandlavender.com/creamy-garlic-shrimp-with-

sun-dried-tomatoes-and-basil/ 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8-rTatXAKAA
https://helloyummy.co/baked-feta-pasta-recipe/
https://www.saltandlavender.com/creamy-garlic-shrimp-with-sun-dried-tomatoes-and-basil/
https://www.saltandlavender.com/creamy-garlic-shrimp-with-sun-dried-tomatoes-and-basil/


 
 

Want to join the Convention? 
Scarborough Branch is allocated 4 delegates at 

the Convention, who represent our Branch. This 

year’s Convention will be on Zoom so you could 

enjoy the activities from the comfort of home. 

There are many ways for a delegate to become 

involved. There are interesting workshops and 

entertainment along with a business meeting.  

A complete outline of the Convention is in your 

Connections newsletter on pages 15 and 16. 

Check out the virtual tours, comedy show and so 

much more on the RWTO Website.  

https://rwto.org/convention/call-to-convention/ 

 

Are you interested? We are looking for 3 more 

delegates from our Scarborough Branch.  

Contact Carol Nelson at  nelson.carol@gmail.com 

or 416-724-7107 

While waiting for my first appointment in the reception 

room of a new dentist, I noticed his certificate, which bore 

his full name. Suddenly I remembered that a tall, 

handsome boy with the same name had been in my high 

school class some 30 years ago. Upon seeing him, 

however, I quickly discarded any such thought. This 

balding, gray-haired man with the deeply lined face was 

way too old to have been my classmate. 

 After he had examined my teeth, I asked him if he had 

attended the local high school.  

"Yes", he replied. "When did you graduate?" I exclaimed. 

He answered, "1970. Why?" "You were in my class!" I 

exclaimed. He looked at me closely, and then asked, 

"What did you teach?" 

 

 

A little Bit of Ireland 
Ireland has had four Nobel winners in Literature: William Butler 
Yeats, George Bernard Shaw, Samuel Becket, Seamus 
Heaney. 
 C.S. Lewis is from Belfast, who was famous for the Chronicles 
of Narnia and The Lion and the Witch. 
More Irish people are living abroad than there are in Ireland. 
There are 80 million Irish people outside of Ireland and only 
around 6 million in Ireland.  
St. Patrick was born in Wales, not Ireland. 
Ireland ranks sixth worldwide in the average consumption of 
beer per person.  
The longest place name in Ireland is Muckanaghederdauhaulia.  
The harp is the national symbol of Ireland and not the 
shamrock. It is featured on the Irish passports.  
Irish surnames with “Mac” mean ‘son of’.  
Irish surnames with “O” mean ‘grandson of.’ 
 

https://rwto.org/convention/call-to-convention/
mailto:nelson.carol@gmail.com


INSURANCE REPORT 
 It is income tax time again. Here is the information that 

you need.  

Tax receipts are available online from Manulife.  

An email will be sent to insured members and/or 

spouses, to the email address on file.  

If there is no email address, tax receipts will be mailed. 

The email will provide a link and instructions to follow to 

enable members to download their tax receipt.  

For any assistance, call the CUSTOMER SERVICE 

 at 1-800-268-3763. 

P.O. Box 670, Stn Waterloo 

Waterloo, ON N2J 4B8 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
A huge thank you to all the 
members who have sent in 
beautiful photos taken while 
out on their daily walks. 
They are amazing and need 
to be shared with all our 
members. 

 
Now that the weather is beginning to warm, the first 
signs of spring are within sight. 
 
In April, a page will feature the photos, taken by our 
members, for all to enjoy. Please continue to send 
me photos you would like to share. We all want to 
see them. 
Stay well, Cathie. 
cathiemacgillivray@hotmail.com 

 

RWTO Scarborough 

Huntingwood Postal Outlet  

P.O. Box 30042 

2355 Warden Ave., 

Scarborough, Ontario 

M1T 0A1 

 
 
 
Cathie MacGillivray 

cathiemacgillivray@hotmail.com 
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