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President’s Report
I feel very privileged to make the May report, as there were notable events this month.
We had guest speakers at both our club meetings. Glenys Needham from the Lions Hearing Dogs presented at our
partners meeting, and once Paula Cole got us over a technical hurdle with the projector/PC, we had an all singing and
dancing event and lots of audience participation. It was a highly enjoyable evening, and the club has previously sponsored a hearing dog to a recipient in the local community. At the second meeting we had Megan Thompson the Blackburn High School Chaplain present to us. We are in the last year of the Hewson/Stanton award art the high school,
and Megan explained to us how the funds were dispersed in the last 5 years. The club is considering whether to renew
the award for a further term, and based on Megan's report there appear to be good reasons to continue the award.
The Bollywood Spectacular was just that. The cumulative efforts of the planning team came together on the night.
Many people made the effort to dress up (see photographic evidence), got the friends and work colleagues along and
made a night of it. It was very pleasing to have Chandra Mangalore the DG in waiting attend and be part of the
opening ceremony with the Mayor of the City of Whitehorse. Loud music and dancing ensued, with an Indian dinner
and dancers to entertain us. There were many fine raffle prizes, and the raffles helped make the evening a very profitable affair, which means we can make a contribution to St Bedes Orphanage in Chennai. The driving influence for
the evening came from Gertrude Rajabushanam and Felix Lourdusamy, who had the contacts for catering, dancing
and the DJ, as well as the contact for St Bedes Orphanage. We are grateful to them for their input to the evening, and
for us it was a bitter sweet moment, as this was their last activity in the club. We farewelled them at our last May club
meeting, and they are moving to Point Cook to settle in their new home.
Many of us braved the elements on the 16th May to take a group of 20 people to the Basin Theatre to see “The woman
in black”. The play was in accord with the weather that evening as it teamed with rain, and we had to get everyone
into the theatre with the aid of umbrellas. After “The taming of the shrew” this is the longest running play in theatre
history, and there were only 2 actors in the play. It appears that we will get a group of regulars to this play from Doncaster retirement village, and thanks to Anne Young for managing the outing. The residents enjoyed the evening as
did the Lions who attended, and the Lions Christmas cake puts a finishing touch to the evening.
The last T&T for the club year was run on the 25 th May (Yates and Tomkins absent), and it was an outrageous success. A total of $4185 was raised which is a record amount for a T&T. Well done to all those who contributed to this
result, and I am led to believe that there were still people at the hall at 6pm that night. The revenue raised makes the
project worth while, but the physical effort that is being delivered by a few (particularly the set up and tear down)
is a cause of concern. I would say take care, but we may need to consider showing care and having a plan for spreading the load.
There has been a lot of behind the scenes activity, with preparations for the new year progressing well. The new club
officers attended training on the 26th May, the diary and planning for next year all under control, and the changeover
coming up on the 19th June.
May has been an inspiring month, and the club is an amazing bunch of people, and thank you to all who helped with
the various events, attended, fund raised and got your friends and family involved.
When I see the effort that has been put into the projects this month, I am reminded of what can be achieved by the
cumulative affect of small and big contributions by club members.

Thank you.
Keith

Our Clubs website:
Editors email:

http://blackburnnorth.vic.lions.org.au
briwil101@optusnet.com.au
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Thank you on behalf of the Principal and Staff of Blackburn High School for the invitation to come tonight and
speak about Chaplaincy at BHS.
Firstly, a brief overview of Chaplaincy … Blackburn High School has had a full time or almost full time Chaplain
now for 40 years. Despite recent negative media attention which is primarily about the disquiet of some about Government money being used to support ‘religion in state schools’, Chaplaincy continues to be strongly supported and
appreciated by the school community.
My role is to provide pastoral care to all within the school community, regardless of faith or no faith. There are
many definitions of pastoral care, I like the one that describes it as “Watchful attention that is concerned about wellbeing”.
To give you some understanding of how that looks, let me read a small section of my report to our AGM earlier this
year…. “Over the 12 month period from last AGM, I have had around 450 pastoral encounters with students, and
120 pastoral encounters with parents. Conversations ranged from exploring mental health issues, relationships and
sexual health, loss and grief, friendship, safety, homelessness, academic concerns and family issues. I continue to be
really encouraged that young people bring their friends to see me when they are worried about them. There have
been stressful moments for us all, but many students find my office to be a place of safety and acceptance. I value this
highly.”
Secondly, I want to talk about the support provided by the Lions Club. On behalf of the school, I want to thank you
for the contributions you make towards the support of our students. Apart, from the money provided the Lions Club
of Blackburn North Encouragement Awards, you often generously provide some funds for students in need. Last
year $500 was received and this money was used to sponsor an incursion from the Reach Foundation for our Year 9
students. I’ll quote again from my Annual Report… “A generous donation from the Lions Club of Blackburn North
coupled with some financial support through Chaplaincy’s student needs account, enabled the incursion of the Reach
Foundation to facilitate a workshop morning with all our Year 9 students earlier this year. Students all rated this incursion very highly and valued the input particularly around developing positive peer relationships.”
This incursion was so successful, that the school has decided it should be an annual event for all Year 9 students.
In 2009, the Lions Club of Blackburn North Encouragement Awards were initiated in memory of two of your members, Winston Hewson and John Stanton. It is feedback on these particular awards that Keith Yates asked me to
speak to tonight.
This money was provided by the club to the Chaplain to be dispersed to students in need at their discretion. Over
the 4 years so far that this money has been dispersed, for three of these years the money has been awarded to two students annually. I will talk some more about the year where this was not the case later. It was felt that two students
receiving a reasonable amount of money was more useful than many receiving a small amount, and so two students
(or their families) have received $250 each year. The criteria has always been for those students whose families might
be financially struggling and therefore not able to otherwise provide the same opportunities for their young people.
In 2009, the money was dispersed to two senior students. One for use for text books where the single parent was
struggling to be able to afford ongoing schooling. This young man showed great promise as a leader and was keen to
continue in academic education. The other recipient for 2009 was a young lady who was a gifted musician and the
money was used to support ongoing music lessons when parents were out of work. This young lady has gone on to a
full scholarship at an overseas music academy.
In 2010, encouragement awards to the value of $250 were given to two young men in Year 10 who were struggling
academically and who needed assistance to find another career pathway through the TAFE system. This money enabled them to complete a GAP program and undertake a subject at TAFE whilst still at school. Both these young
men then continued in the TAFE system through their final years of schooling – one in building trades and the other
in automotive mechanics.
In 2011, I was absent from the school on study leave and in this year the school requested that the money be available to support 10 Encouragement Awards at our presentation night. These $50 awards were dispersed to students
who had just fallen short of receiving an academic award for the year.

Continued Page 4
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In 2012, upon my return, this money was again awarded to two students’ in financial need to support their future career pathways. For one student who had no family financial support, the money
provided for most text books for his first year of university. The other student recipient has been
awarded the money to provide tuition and support around VCE exam times. She lives with and supports her mother suffering from significant health issues and consequently finds it very difficult to
focus on her own studies.
Money received for these awards for 2013 has yet to be dispersed.
In finishing, it is always difficult to find financial resources to support disadvantaged young people.
No matter how much money was found, we could always use more. The school community, and myself in particular, are very appreciative of this money and I believe that its availability really changes
life for a small number of students. The students and their families are always incredibly grateful for
the support. Thank you.
Megan Thompson
Chaplain
Blackburn High School

Forward Diary of Events:
Committees Meeting
5th June
Board Meeting
12th June
Changeover Alfred’s Homestead 19th June
EERN Pick-up
22nd June
Social Bowls LCBN Trophy
26th June
Committees Meeting
3rd July
Inter Conv. Hamburg.
5th-9th July
Guests & Partners Night
17th July
201 V5 District Changeover
27th July

On Friday 31st May a number of Lions Club members attended the funeral of
Kate Daniel’s Mum...Freda Fox.
Our condolences to Kate and family.

LIONS CLUB OF BLACKBURN NORTH

“BOLLYWOOD NIGHT”
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We're looking forward to an enjoyable night of fellowship and fun for members and their guests.
Please bring along your family and friends. It's a time when we celebrate the achievements of the
year and is always an important date on our Club Calendar. Your attendance and participation in the
Twenties theme will help make the night a success. (Just a touch of Twenties nostalgia will do!)
Normal attendance procedure will apply. So we will assume you and your partner are coming unless
Wendy is told otherwise. (Remember, apologise or pay). Lions from other Clubs are being asked to
book with me.

Marguerite
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Jean’s Excellent Adventure
Our worthy newsletter editor has noticed that I will not be
around for a while and wants an explanation. Well, I know
how hard it is to squeeze stuff out of people for the newsletter,
so here it is!

Where I am going and what I will be doing
I am going to Bolivia, a small South American country close to the equator bordered by Peru Paraguay, Brazil and Chile, to a town called Cochabamba, about 100K from the capital, La Paz. There
are many local languages in Bolivia, but most people have Spanish as their second or third language,
so I am going to start with a month learning Spanish. After that I will be teaching English at a primary school, staying with a local family. When I have more detail (around mid June) I hope the club
will consider providing some support for the school I work at, all of them are very much in need.

How it was organised
I went through An organisation called “Projects Abroad” which does “Paid Volunteering” There is
no wage involved, but accommodation and keep are provided as part of the package, as is health
care.

Why go?
I have visited many parts of the world as a tourist, and South America has
long been on my wish list. While I am in Bolivia I hope to explore the Inca remains, visit Lake Titicaca – the world’s highest lake and many other attractions. As it is so central I may well take the opportunity to explore other South
American countries also. Mainly though, I was looking for an opportunity to
be a bit more than a tourist, to get a better understanding of how other people
live. I love to learn and there are fewer better opportunities than this

Jean

Very Happy May Birthday Greetings to:Judy Lindorff on the 8th
Jeanette Kozlowski on the 9th
Win Tomkins on the 13th
Nelson Knight on the 20th
{also an apology to Frances,
an e not an i}

And Wedding Anniversaries for:Only one for this month.
So make it a big

one
for Susan & Hoppy
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In 2008 while travelling outback Queensland Willy & I decided to travel from Mt Isa to Winton via Boulia. I
glad we did as we met a very interesting character by the name of Dick Suter. Dick is curator (and everything else) of The Stonehouse Museum. A gentleman! Dick gave us a copy of his family stories one of which is
below.

LION STORIES AND OTHER ANIMAL ANTICS
BY DICK SUTER
My father George Edward Francis Suter was a lion tamer, who started his career in Melbourne Victoria about 1920 with
Wirths Circus under the watchful eye of Captain Lindo. Captain Lindo joined the Wirths Circus in Sydney many years later,
after being in retirement for some time to give a few brief performances. He got into difficulties on his first appearance and
was attacked by the lions, and had to be assisted from the cage. The lions had forgotten him and refused to respond to his commands. The experience was rather traumatic as by this time he was an old man. He failed to show up for his next performance
and by checking his hotel room, they found he had died in his sleep. Dad loved animals and after being away from the circus
life for a number of years, he decided to start his own show. In 1945 he bought a pair of lion cubs from Taronga Park Zoo in
Sydney for 35 pounds ($70) a pair, Sir Edward Hallstrom was Patron of the zoo at the time.
Mum reared the cubs in the upstairs spare bedroom of the two storey semi-detached dwelling at 19 Central Avenue in Manly,
two streets back from the ocean beach. The semi where we lived is the only original building in Central Avenue to survive to
the present day surrounded by a six-storey concrete jungle. Solicitors occupy number 19 where we lived and number 17 is now
a Japanese restaurant. The cubs were exercised in the main bedroom but mum had to shift the mattress on to the verandah.
They must have a vitamin deficiency because they licked all the kalsomine off the walls up as far as they could reach. Later on
mum had to cover the bare section of the wall with Picasso pictures that she cut out of the “Pix” Magazine. Us children were
allowed to play with the cubs under mum’s watchful eye to make sure we didn’t spoil them. The cubs had a strong musky
odour which you never forget as long as you live.
They had to start earning their keep, because we were a poor family, so Dad started showing them to the public in a section of
the Latties library which was situated just south of the Murphy’s fish and chip shop along the ocean beach front. The entrance charge was one shilling (10cents) for adults and sixpence (5cents) for children. Dad used to stand alongside the entrance
and spruik with a funnel in his mouth, “Come in and see the beautiful lion cubs as they play with the golden ball in a silver
cage.” The cage was painted with silver frost and the ball was a spherical brass float commonly used to control the flow of water in to the early horse troughs. These troughs were situated alongside the gutters all over Sydney up until the 1940’s, to water the horses pulling rubbish carts, M.M.C. tar carts, baker’s carts and the milkman’s cart. The cubs, which were named
Judo and Baby, had started to grow and the neighbours started complaining about the stink and the noise. Dad was forced to
move out of Manly to follow the New South Wales and Victorian show circuit
When Judo was about five months of age, Dad started training him for the “Head in the lion’s mouth” act, by placing his left
forearm in the lion’s mouth. Judo naturally thought that it was mealtime and on biting the arm, received a good belt under the
ear with Dad’s right hand and a stern reprimand. The left forearm was again placed in the lion’s mouth and on biting, the
same punishment was handed out. When the young lion realized that he wasn’t supposed to eat the boss, he was rewarded with
a couple of cubes of topside steak.
Once Judo became reliable with the arm in the mouth, Dad started placing his head in briefly. The head was placed in the
lion’s mouth for up to ten seconds eventually and the hands were placed behind the back. The lion’s canine teeth would be
pressing gently on Dad’s temples so it was necessary to pull the jaw's apart to remove his head. Once while performing before
an audience Dad placed his head in Judo’s mouth and placed his hands behind his back, at the same instant treading on the
lion’s tail. The lion was so well trained, he just let out a bit of a gurgle to remind Dad that treading on the tail was not part of
the act. After about seven months on the road with the lion show, Dad arrived back in Manly with intentions of spending a bit
of time with Mum and the family. He parked the lion trailer on the opposite side of the road, a few doors up the street in front
of Dougie Turner’s place, just so our sleep would not be disturbed. Dougie came home drunk after pub closing time and couldn’t sleep. He staggered around to the Manly Police Station and complained to the cops that he couldn’t sleep because there
were lions roaring outside his front door. They thought that this was the raving of a drunk so they promptly dragged Dougie
down to the cells and locked him up.
He eventually convinced them that they should go around and see for themselves. When the cops found that Dougie was telling the truth they woke Dad and told him the lions were upsetting the neighbours and he would have to move them. He shifted
the lion trailer up alongside Queenscliff Lagoon about a mile along the beachfront. He lasted a couple of weeks at Queenscliff,
making brief visits home, before the local residents complained about the stink and the noise, he was again told to move. I
don’t think Dad planned his next move because he sneaked back to Manly and parked the lion trailer around in Short Street
right opposite Dougie Turners back gate. Well, Dougie arrives home after the pub closing again and can’t sleep, so back to the
cops shop to complain about the lions roaring outside his back gate now. The cops woke dad and again advised him that a residential area was not the right place for lions and that he would have to move them right out of the area. The next morning, in a
desperate effort to spend more time with mum, Dad placed a chain around Judo’s neck, led him out of the trailer and up into
the passenger seat of his three ton Ford truck.
Continued next page
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Well Judo was sitting hunched up and bewildered on the front seat (he’d never had a ride on the seat of a truck before) while dad drove
him around to the Manly Police Station. Dad parked the truck in front of the cop shop. Opened the passenger door and led the “passenger”
up the steps and inside. As soon as the cops saw the lion they ran behind the desk and drew their service pistols, fully intending to put the
beast to rest. Dad was horrified at the thought of losing “one of the family” so he jumped in front of Judo and yelled “Don’t shoot! Don’t
shoot!” I only brought him around to show you how quiet he is. Needless to say the very next day, Dad was back on the road again following the New South Wales show circuit.
Judo’s job was to “Sit Up”, “Head in the lions mouth” and “Wrestling the lion”. Baby’s job was to “Sit Up” and also kisses the trainer on
the cheek. One day while Dad was going through his routine in front of an audience, Baby who was supposed to kiss him on the cheek,
instead bit him on the chin. On seeing the blood running down the front of dad’s white singlet, a man in the audience suddenly fainted. So
much for women being the weaker sex. Things were much more hectic at the Sydney Royal Easter Show, because of the large crowd. Dad
had to employ a spruiker and a tent hand. The spuikers job was to talk over the loud speaker to convince people that they were better off
inside the tent so one rainy day he started his spiel with “Come in out of the rain and see the lions, for two shillings you get to see Captain
Suter place his head in the lions mouth and you also get to stay dry” Unfortunately the canvas in the tent canopy had rotted and when you
looked up it was just like looking at the stars in the Milky Way. The people inside the tent were just as wet as the ones outside. One night
the tent hand arrived back at the tent drunk. He moved a bench over near the lions trailer, rolled his swag out on top of the bench and
stripped down to his underwear. He then climbed up onto the swag and went to sleep. All that separated him from the lions were the bars on
the side of the trailer but below the bars was a gap wide enough to shove shins of beef at feeding time.
Dad entered the tent the following morning only to find that Judo had pulled the tent hands leg into the trailer and holding the leg with
both paws was licking away with a guilty look, just like the boy whose hand was caught in the cookie jar. Judo knew from his early training
that he wasn’t supposed to eat humans, but Lions have rough tongues, so once the blood started to seep through the skin, he wouldn’t have
been able to resist the temptation. That was the last time the tent hand came back drunk.
In September 1948 Dad signed a contract with Bartons and Skuthorpes Circus and buckjump show, to tour New Zealand for eight months.
Dad escorted the lions to New Zealand on a cargo ship and Mum and us kids followed in a Sutherland flying boat, which departed from
Rose Bay. Judo died three days after arriving in New Zealand. We were staying in a boarding house in Christchurch on the night Judo died.
Dad cried all night with Mum comforting him and I lay under the sheets sobbing and whimpering as quietly as possible, afraid that I would
be heard.
To save his contract Dad trained baby for the head in the lions mouth act. This was quite amazing because the lioness was already three
years old and had extremely strong jaws. Baby accepted the head in the mouth without fuss. Dad had a bright idea on how to attract the
religious section of the public. He tried to get the lions used to having a lamb in the cage with them. The lions would kill the lamb as soon
as his back was turned. Sheep meat is no good for lions as it gives them scours. Dad’s trade name, while with Bartons and Skuthorpes Circus was “Marcassi”. He looked quite a sight with an orange coloured turban on his head, hairy chest, long baggy pants and leather sandals
(painted gold). His face was made up with red cheeks so that he looked like something out of “Arabian Nights. The lioness also died after
only four months in New Zealand. The Veterinary Surgeon was performing a caesarean operation to remove dead cubs and was afraid she
would wake up before the operation was complete so he gave her a double dose of anaesthetic. She was unconscious for seventy two hours
before she died.
Dad could have completed his contract as a clown but lion tamers just did not become clowns. It was beneath their dignity. Before heading home to Sydney, Dad was given the job of taming a three year old tiger named Madras from the Wellington Zoo. Dad entered the cage
armed with a chair, a bamboo pole, a bullwhip and a pistol containing blank cartridges. The chair acted as a shield, the pole was to hold
over the head of the tiger as a distraction, the bullwhip was used as deterrent and the pistol containing blanks was used for sharp sound to
break the charge. Nothing seemed to work because the tiger charged repeatedly over a two hour period. By the time dad left the cage he
was battered and bruised from being thrown time after time against the bars of the cage. He tried a number of times over the following days
but Madras didn’t respond so he gave up. I was present one day when dad hypnotised Madras and put him to sleep in his trailer, in front of
newspaper reporters. He would puff his cheeks out and release the air suddenly with a popping sound, mimicking the cry of a newborn cub.
The tiger closed his eyes and nodded off to sleep dreaming of his early childhood (or should I say cub hood). We heard later that another
attempt was made to tame Madras resulting in the man being savagely mauled and having an arm torn off. I can still remember that tiger, he
was such a beautiful animal, just too old to be taught to trust man.
We travelled back to Sydney on the M.V. Wanganella after only four months in New Zealand. We sat down to Christmas dinner in the
ships dining room. The place appeared to be packed with people enjoying their meal. Midway through the meal I started to feel seasick and
all of a sudden out it came all over the table. Dad scolded me for not telling them I felt sick and as we were leaving the table I noticed the
dining room was almost deserted. When we went outside into the fresh air, there were people hanging over the rails left, right and centre.
Two days later, back in Manly I had my thirteenth birthday.
Dad didn’t let the grass grow under his feet. Wirths Circus lion tamer Madame Kovar was mauled to death so there was a vacancy for a
lion tamer and he got the job. He was only back with Wirths about four months when a German lion tamer by the name of Fritz Schultz
replaced him. Dad then acquired two more lion cubs from Taronga Park zoo for 35 pounds each and named them Jeldo and Zambesi
(Zambia) for short. These were both male cubs so he didn’t have to worry about any unwarranted pregnancies at a later date. Mum reared
them in the upstairs area of 19 Central Avenue in Manly until the neighbours started complaining about the noise and the stink. Once again
Dad was Back following the New South Wales show circuit.
He bought another four lions from Perth Zoo but soon realised that the public were losing interest in wild animal acts. He couldn’t afford
to feed them. It cost more to feed one lion that it cost to support a wife and four kids (rent included). Nine pounds per week for one lion and
six pounds for a family. The lions were eventually sold to Bullen Brothers Circus with the trailer, which was designed by my father. He
then turned to his other love, Fishing and became one of the most successful handline fisherman on the Sydney coast at that time. As a boy
I once gave him a hand to 500 kilos of Teraglin in twelve hours. That’s about 700 fish.
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3rd Vice Presidents Report – Anne Young
Bollywood Night
Bollywood night has come and gone and a good night it was too! Apart from a small hiccup where the caterers
didn’t turn up – a minor problem for we resourceful Lions who hopped in and served the meals without missing
a beat – all things ran smoothly. There was a good turnout and many smiling faces from dancing and winning of
prizes and from the delicious food that we all enjoyed.

Basin Theatre
There are 4 Basin Theatre nights in the year and all so far this year have been well worth the visit. The last play
was Woman in Black which we, as well as our precious ‘oldies’ enjoyed. We no longer have Baradine (originally
from Livingstone Centre in Vermont South) with us, but they have been induced to use their own bus to take an
even greater number of residents to Basin Theatre themselves. This is a good outcome as more residents are enjoying the outing than we were able to accommodate. If we find another facility that we think would benefit from
our goodwill in taking them along for a night out to the theatre, please let Anne, Kate or Anne know and we can
follow it up. The next Basin Theatre night is ‘Kid Stakes’ on August 15. Please make your time available as we
still need cars for Donvale Retirement Village as well as the bus (the bus holds 11).

Licola
There has been more than one visit to Licola by BNLC this year. This is always an enjoyable break for us, and
works out very well when combined with a working bee.

N4 Breakfast
A success once again! There were many hungry faces in the hall at the beginning of the morning but many there
were happy ones leaving after having their fill of cereal and porridge, sausages in bread, orange juice etc. These
young people are a delight and many Lions felt that this morning embodied the ‘grass roots’ of Lionism.

Easter Fair
A combined Lions Club event that proved to be a huge success. It is a credit to all those involved that the day was
such a good one. It may have taken many hours of planning and preparation but the result was well worth it to
see the smiles on the many happy faces of those disabled ones in our community. The aim was to double the number of participants this year and there certainly was an increase!

Suzuki Night Markets
An outing to experience the gourmet delights of The Vic Market in the evenings over summer – Francis drove us
in her trusty bus ensuring our safe arrival and return. Much photo-taking on the bus caused a great deal of
laughter. Marguerite managed to lose an item of hers which caused great hilarity for fellow Lions.

Peace Posters
Another successful year involved with this very worthwhile activity.

French Island
Andrew and Lyn organised a wonderful days outing for our club.

Anne
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Below is a photograph of 19 of the residents of Donvale Retirement
Village who were eagerly waiting to come with our Lions Club volunteers
to see

“THE WOMAN IN BLACK”

at The Basin Theatre
On 16th May
I can report 23 happy people had a great night!
Big thanks to all the transport operators!

Five members attended the District Club Officers' Training Day and enjoyed networking with our fellow Lions. We met the incoming District Governor Chandra Mangalore and came away better informed
and inspired by his theme for the year 'Lions Promote Happiness'.
A special year is coming up for us in Australia as Barry Palmer is the first Australian to be inducted as
International President. We will certainly be in the limelight - a chance to showcase the wonderful
work we do and the happiness we can bring to others.

Marguerite.
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Mike McDermott & Tracy Mansell have two children Cushla & Kinnon, and live in Ravenswood Court, Nunawading..
Kinnon who is now 8, has a life’s journey full of ongoing challenges. He was born 10 weeks
premature (with a strep. B major infection) as Tracy had been diagnosed with cervical cancer & needed urgent treatment. She is now cancer free.
At 12 months, Kinnon was diagnosed with Cerebral Palsy Diaplegia. As a result, he needs
ongoing treatment from a variety of support specialists to deal with the many problems that
are associated with his condition – including initially, monthly botox treatments. He has also
had a number of Grand mal episodes – the seizures affected his schooling at Blackburn Lake
PS however, they are now managed. He is year behind academically however, doing well in
the circumstances. He will need a number of operations along the way.
It was recommended that he obtain a specially made tricycle to assist with exercise & the ongoing “stretching” needed of his legs.
As Mike & Tracy have limited resources to meet all of the demands placed upon them,
BNLC stepped in to make sure that Kinnon obtained his tricycle. It was collected this week
much to the excitement of Kinnon, his family & all of their friends in Ravenswood Court. He
has already been in the Court learning the skills of riding it with the assistance of his parents
& sister Cushla. The tricycle will be beneficial to Kinnon in so many ways including his own
self esteem.
The family knows that Kinnon will continue to have daily struggles & challenges however,
they will all stand strong together. They are extremely proud of his achievements. They wish
to thank the Club for its assistance – it is much appreciated.

It is with sadness that we have lost two very good members
from our Club as they have now moved to their new home at
Point Cook.
Both Felix & Gertrude were spearheads with our Bollywood
night which was a great success considering the lack of support from the public.
We certainly wish Felix & Gertrude all the happiness for the
future.
While on the subject of “The Bollywood Night”, Thanks must go to Bill, Win,
Nelson, Romany, Gail, Kieran, Marita, Hoppy, Anne and all other Lions (too
many to mention, as all contributed).
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Understanding Engineers
Two engineering students were biking across a university campus when one said,
"Where did you get such a great bike?" The second engineer replied, "Well, I was walking along
yesterday, minding my own business, when a beautiful woman rode up on this bike, threw it to the
ground, took off all her clothes and said, "Take what you want." The first engineer nodded approvingly and said, "Good choice: The clothes probably wouldn't fit you anyway."
To the optimist, the glass is half-full. To the pessimist, the glass is half-empty. To the engineer, the glass is twice as big as it needs to be.

A priest, a doctor, and an engineer were waiting one morning for a particularly slow
group of golfers. The engineer fumed, "What's with those guys? We must have been waiting for fifteen minutes!" The doctor chimed in, "I don't know, but I've never seen such inept golf!" The priest
said, "Here comes the greens-keeper. Let's have a word with him." He said, "Hello George, What's
wrong with that group ahead of us? They're rather slow, aren't they?" The greens-keeper replied,
"Oh, yes. That's a group of blind firemen. They lost their sight saving our clubhouse from a fire last
year, so we always let them play for free anytime!." The group fell silent for a moment. The priest
said, "That's so sad. I think I will say a special prayer for them tonight." The doctor said, "Good
idea. I'm going to contact my ophthalmologist colleague and see if there's anything she can do for
them." The engineer said, "Why can't they play at night?"
What is the difference between mechanical engineers and civil engineers? Mechanical engineers build weapons. Civil engineers build targets.
The graduate with a science degree asks, "Why does it work?" The graduate with an engineering degree asks, "How does it work?" The graduate with an accounting degree asks, "How
much will it cost?" The graduate with an arts degree asks, "Do you want fries with that?"
Three engineering students were gathered together discussing who must have designed
the human body. One said, "It was a mechanical engineer. Just look at all the joints." Another said,
"No, it was an electrical engineer. The nervous system has many thousands of electrical connections." The last one said, "No, actually it had to have been a civil engineer. Who else would run a
toxic waste pipeline through a recreational area?"
Normal people believe that if it ain't broke, don't fix it. Engineers believe that if it ain't
broke, it doesn't have enough features yet.

An engineer was crossing a road one day, when a frog called out to him and said, "If you
kiss me, I'll turn into a beautiful princess." He bent over, picked up the frog, and put it in his pocket.
The frog spoke up again and said, "If you kiss me, I'll turn back into a beautiful princess and stay
with you for one week." The engineer took the frog out of his pocket, smiled at it and returned it to
the pocket. The frog then cried out, "If you kiss me and turn me back into a princess, I'll stay with
you for one week and do anything you want." Again, the engineer took the frog out, smiled at it and
put it back into his pocket. Finally, the frog asked, "What is the matter? I've told you I'm a beautiful
princess and that I'll stay with you for one week and do anything you want. Why won't you kiss
me?" The engineer said, "Look, I'm an engineer. I don't have time for a girlfriend, but a talking frog now that's cool."
As I hurtled through space, one thought kept crossing my mind-every part of this rocket was supplied
by the lowest bidder-------John Glenn
When a man opens a car door for his wife, it’s either a new car or a new wife----Prince Philip.
Lawyers believe a man is innocent until proven broke.---Robin Hall.
Having more money doesn’t make you happier, I have 50 million dollars but I’m just as happy as when
I had 48 million---Arnold Schwarzenegger.
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Checking out at the store, the young cashier suggested to the older woman, that she should bring her own
grocery bags because plastic bags weren't good for the environment.
The woman apologized and explained, "We didn't have this green thing back in my earlier days."
The young clerk responded, "That's our problem today. Your generation did not care enough to save our
environment for future generations."
She was right -- our generation didn't have the green thing in its day.
Back then, we returned milk bottles, soda bottles and beer bottles to the store. The store sent them back
to the plant to be washed and sterilized and refilled, so it could use the same bottles over and over. So they
really were truly recycled.
But we didn't have the green thing back in our day.
Grocery stores bagged our groceries in brown paper bags, that we reused for numerous things, most
memorable besides household garbage bags, was the use of brown paper bags as book covers for our
schoolbooks. This was to ensure that public property, (the books provided for our use by the school) was
not defaced by our scribbling.
Then we were able to personalize our books on the brown paper bags.
But too bad we didn't do the green thing back then.
We walked up stairs, because we didn't have an escalator in every store and office building. We walked to
the grocery store and didn't climb into a 300-horsepower machine every time we had to go two blocks.
But she was right. We didn't have the green thing in our day.
Back then, we washed the baby's diapers because we didn't have the throwaway kind. We dried clothes
on a line, not in an energy-gobbling machine burning up 220 volts – wind and solar power really did dry
our clothes back in our early days. Kids got hand-me-down clothes from their brothers or sisters, not always brand-new clothing.
But that young lady is right; we didn't have the green thing back in our day.
Back then, we had one TV, or radio, in the house -- not a TV in every room. And the TV had a small
screen the size of a handkerchief (remember them?), not a screen the size of the state of Queensland. In the
kitchen, we blended and stirred by hand because we didn't have electric machines to do everything for us.
When we packaged a fragile item to send in the mail, we used wadded up old newspapers to cushion it,
not Styrofoam or plastic bubble wrap. Back then, we didn't fire up an engine and burn gasoline just to cut
the lawn. We used a push mower that ran on human power. We exercised by working so we didn't need to
go to a health club to run on treadmills that operate on electricity.
But she's right; we didn't have the green thing back then.
We drank from a fountain when we were thirsty instead of using a cup or a plastic bottle every time we
had a drink of water. We refilled writing pens with ink instead of buying a new pen, and we replaced the
razor blades in a razor instead of throwing away the whole razor just because the blade got dull.
But we didn't have the green thing back then.
Back then, people took the streetcar or a bus and kids rode their bikes to school or walked instead of
turning their moms into a 24-hour taxi service. We had one electrical outlet in a room, not an entire bank
of sockets to power a dozen appliances. And we didn't need a computerized gadget to receive a signal
beamed from satellites 23,000 miles out in space in order to find the nearest burger joint.
But isn't it sad the current generation laments how wasteful we old folks were just because we didn't have
the green thing back then?

