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The last wishes of Alexander the Great:  

On his death bed, Alexander summoned his generals and told them his 
three ultimate wishes: 
1. The best doctors should carry his coffin; 
2. The wealth he has accumulated (money, gold, precious stones) should be scattered 
along the procession to the cemetery, and 
3. His hands should be let loose, hanging outside the coffin for all to see. 
 
One of his generals who was surprised by these unusual requests asked Alexander to 
explain. 
 
Here is what Alexander the Great had to say: 
1. I want the best doctors to carry my coffin to demonstrate that, in the face of death, 
even the best doctors in the world have no power to heal 
2. I want the road to be covered with my treasure so that everybody sees that 
material wealth acquired on earth, stays on earth 
3. I want my hands to swing in the wind, so that people understand that we come to 
this world empty handed and we leave this world empty handed after the most 
precious treasure of all is exhausted, and that is TIME. 

TIME is our most precious treasure because it is LIMITED. We can produce more 
wealth, but we cannot produce more time. When we give someone our time, we 
actually give a portion of our life that we will never take back. Our time is our life. 

May God grant all of you plenty of TIME and may you have the wisdom to give it 
away so that you can LIVE & LOVE in peace. 
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Oh, those Italians! 

So deliciously politically incorrect!  

Because there are no mosques in Venice, the Italian 

Government has allowed Muslims to pray in the streets. 

  

 

So far 543 have drowned. 

 

 

GOODBYE MOM!!  
(I hope this story touches you the way it touched me.) 

A young man shopping in a supermarket noticed a little old lady following him around. 
If he stopped, she stopped. Furthermore she kept staring at him. She finally overtook 
him at the checkout, and she turned to him and said, “I hope I haven’t made you feel ill 
at ease; it’s just that you look so much like my late son.” 

He answered, “That’s okay.” 

“I know it’s silly, but if you’d call out “Good bye, Mom” as I leave the store, it would 
make me feel so happy.” 

She then went through the checkout, and as she was on her way out of the store, the 
man called out, “Goodbye, Mom.” The little old lady waved, and smiled back at him. 

Pleased that he had brought a little sunshine into someone’s day, he went to pay for 
his Groceries. 

“That comes to R 251.85,” said the clerk.   

“How come so much … I only bought 5 items?” 

The clerk replied, “Yeah, but your Mother said you’d be paying for her things, too.” 

 Bet you thought this was going to be a tear jerker. 

The moral of the story is. . . . . .DON’T TRUST OLD LADIES! 

 

http://www.interestingemails.com/goodbye-mom-hope-this-story-touches-you-the-way-it-touched-me/
http://www.interestingemails.com/boys-emotions-life-email-forward-for-moms-wifes-and-girls/
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POLITICALLY INCORRECT 

Through the years this newsletter has shown no respect for anyone and has made fun 
of all and sundry. No person, nation, organization or even government is safe. This 
month is “Blond” month. And we make no apologies to all the blonds in our club. At 
your age you should stop dying your hair blond and grow old disgracefully. 

THE SEVEN DEGREES OF BLONDNESS 

FIRST DEGREE 
A married couple were asleep when the phone rang  
at 2 in the morning. The very blonde wife picked up the phone,  
listened a moment and said 'How should I know; that's 200 miles  
from here!' and hung up.  
The husband said, 'Who was that?' 
The wife answered, 'I don't know, some woman wanting to know if the coast is clear.' 
 SECOND DEGREE 
Two blondes are walking down the street. One notices a compact on the  
sidewalk and leans down to pick it up. She opens it, looks in the mirror  
and says, 'Hmm, this person looks familiar.' 
The second blonde says, 'Here, let me see!' 
So, the first blonde hands her the compact. 
The second blonde looks in the mirror and says, 'You dummy, it's me!' 
 THIRD DEGREE 
A blonde suspects her boyfriend of cheating on her, so she goes out and  
buys a gun. She goes to his apartment unexpectedly and when she opens the  
door she finds him in the arms of a redhead. Well, the blonde is really  
angry. She opens her purse to take out the gun, and as she does so, she is  
overcome with grief. She takes the gun and puts it to her head. 
The boyfriend yells, 'No, honey, don't do it!!!' 
The blonde replies, 'Shut up, you're next!' 
 FOURTH DEGREE 
A blonde was bragging about her knowledge of state capitals. 
She proudly says, 'Go ahead, ask me, ... I know 'em all.' 
A friend says, 'OK, what's the capital of Wisconsin ?'  
The blonde replies, 'Oh, that's easy. It’s W.' 
 FIFTH DEGREE  
Q: What did the blonde ask her doctor when he told her she was pregnant?  
A: 'Is it mine?'  
SIXTH DEGREE 
Bambi, a blonde in her fourth year as a UCLA Freshman, sat in her US  
Government class. The professor asked Bambi if she knew what  
Roe vs. Wade was about. 
Bambi pondered the question; then, finally, said, 'that was the decision  
George Washington had to make before he crossed the Delaware.’ 
 SEVENTH DEGREE  
Returning home from work, a blonde was shocked to find her house  
ransacked and burglarized. She telephoned the police at once and  
reported the crime. The police dispatcher broadcast the call on the radio,  
and a K-9 unit, patrolling 
nearby, was the first to respond. 
As the K-9 officer approached the house with his dog on a leash, the blonde  
ran out on the porch, shuddered at the sight of the cop and his dog, then  
sat down on the steps. Putting her face in her hands, she moaned, 'I come  
home to find all my possessions stolen. I call the police for help, and what do  
they do? They send me a BLIND policeman!'  
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Bands from the 60's are revising their hits with new lyrics to accommodate aging baby 

boomers who can remember doing the "Limbo" as if it were yesterday!  

 

They include:  

=============================================================  

Bobby Darin's --- "Splish, Splash, I Was Having A Flash!"  

============================================================  

Herman's Hermits ---"Mrs. Brown, You've Got a Lovely Walker!"  

============================================================= 

Ringo Starr --- "I Get By With A Little Help from Depends!"  

============================================================= 

The Bee Gees --- "How Can You Mend A Broken Hip?"  

============================================================= 

Roberta Flack --- "The First Time Ever I forgot Your Face!"  

============================================================= 

Johnny Nash --- "I Can't See Clearly Now!"  

============================================================= 

Paul Simon---"Fifty Ways To Lose Your Liver"  

============================================================= 

The Commodores --- "Once, Twice, Three times To The Bathroom!"  

============================================================= 

Procol Harem--- "A Whiter Shade Of Hair!"  

============================================================= 

Leo Sayer ---"You Make Me Feel Like Napping!"  

=============================================================   

The Temptations --- "Papa's Got A Kidney Stone!"  

============================================================= 

Tony Orlando --- "Knock 3 Times On The Ceiling If You Hear Me Fall!"  

============================================================= 

Leslie Gore---"It's My Procedure, and I'll Cry If I Want To!"  

============================================================= 

And, last, but NOT least,  

Willie Nelson ---"On the Commode Again!"  
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I have often wondered what the collective noun is for a bunch of “Old Farts?” A Gas,  
a vapour, a reek, an odour, a poep, a pong, a stench, a whiff, a crapper? Who knows, all 
I know is that this collective group of old farts are the heart and soul of the East 
London Chapter. Yes I know that you are not in the picture but you weren’t there, if 
you had been, then I could have made you feel loved as well. Scribe.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Brought to you at great expense, by your club that cares-  

A “Good Luck” Kissing Card. For your luck to change just, cut along the dotted 
line, stick together and begin kissing your way to happiness!  

 

AGM 2016 

Our new committee comprises of the following “Old Farts”: 

President:  Geoff Wilmers; Treasurer: Tony Moss; Ride Captain: Neville Potts, 

Secretary: Jannice Thompson; Scribe: Sue Twissel; and helpful members; 

Julie Willmers, Dirk Stoffberg, Les Stoffberg, Wharton Smith, Egbert Oosthuizen and 
Graham Thompson. 
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VOTED BEST JOKE IN IRELAND 
  
John O'Reilly hoisted his beer and said, "Here's to spending the rest 
of me life, between the legs of me wife!” 
That won him the top prize at the pub for the best toast of the night! 
He went home and told his wife, Mary, "I won the prize for the Best toast of the night." 
She said, "Aye, did ye now. And what was your toast?" 
John said, "Here's to spending the rest of me life, sitting in church beside me wife." 
"Oh, that is very nice indeed, John!" Mary said. 
The next day, Mary ran into one of John's drinking buddies on the street corner. The 
man chuckled leeringly and said, "John won the prize the other night at the pub with a 
toast about you, Mary." 
She said, "Aye, he told me, and I was a bit surprised myself. You know, he's only been 
in there twice in the last four years. "Once I had to pull him by the ears to make him 
come, and the other time he fell asleep". 

 

  

 

MAY: 

 6-8Th Bull dog Rally Kei Mouth. 

27-29Th Ulysses National Rally, 
Aldam Holiday resort. 

28Th Moto Mecca Bikers Ball, 
Cambridge Town Hall. 

 

JUNE 

Derrick 083 607 0413 

24-26Th  The 16Th Pongola Cane 
Rally,  

25Th  Moto Mecca Pool competition 
at Monty’s Pub. Cameron 079 
0128 319 
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MAY 

2Nd  Ray van der Berg (P) 

6Th Michelle Marshall (G) 

7Th Richard Nzuza (G) 

10Th Sharon Proudfoot (G) 

25Th Bernard Davis (P) 

 

JUNE 

10Th   dirk stoffberg (G) 

20Th david McKellar (P) 

27Th Sue Twissel (G) 

 

 

Memo to our new and old farts 

It is up to you to send me your Birth Dates. It is also up to you to inform me when you move from (S) silver to 

(G) Gold and (P) platinum. (I do not have time to cut off your legs and count the rings.) If you are (P) 

Platinum, you don’t have to do anything you have reached the top. Yay! 
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“(THE SCRIBE HAS SPOKEN!)” 

Scribe: Ken Heath 

Tel: 082 710 2534 for verbal abuse. 

E-Mail: heathken@telkomsa.net for any 

contributions, comments etc. (Please….please …please!!!!) 

Lawyers: Legal Wise: “Don’t talk to me, talk to my 

Lawyer!” 

Ulysses Office 

Julian Middleton: 011 675 0004 Cell 082 464 6456 

E-Mail: info@ulyssessa.co.za 

‘Disclaimer’ 

The opinions of the Scribe are not necessarily the product of 

a sound mind and do not necessarily reflect the opinions or 

values of Ulysses East London or any “Sane” person! 

Hi guys, well another month has come and 
gone, with lots of holidays in between, so if 
you haven’t taken your bike for a spin you 
only have yourself to blame. 

Thank you Sue, for “volunteering” to take 
over the newsletter. I hope they did not hurt 
you too much at the AGM before you gave 
in. Sue will be starting from June so you will 
only have to put up with my nonsense for 
one more issue. 

Ride safe, Ken. 

mailto:heathken@telkomsa.net
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WITH ALL THE NONSENSE GOING ON IN OUR BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY, THE 
ONLY WAY TO KEEP YOUR SENSE OF HUMOUR IS ENJOY THE 
PLETHORA OF CARTOONS THAT ARE TAKING THE PISS OUT OF 
ZUMALAND. HERE ARE SOME FOR YOUR ENJOYMENT. 
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With all the poo on the previous page I thought that these rest room signs would lift 
your spirits or at least give you some direction when in need! 
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