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201020102010arcFebruary 2010  A 

 

 

Where we meet  

Meets Thursdays 12.15 for 12.30  

Southern Cross Yacht Club, 

Mariner Place, Lotus Bay, 

Yarralumla 

 

President - John Little 

Ph. 0427 489 783 

jmlittle@ozemail.com.au 

 

Secretary -  Bob Brading 

Ph. 6254 2025 / 0427 443 544 

bbrading@bigpond.net.au 

 

Bulletin editor -  Marcel Skjald 

Ph. 0466 136 434 

mskjald@live.com 

 

Contact 

Rotary Club of Canberra Burley 

Griffin Inc. GPO Box 602, 

Canberra City, ACT 2601 

Apologies  

Please contact a member before 

12 noon Thursday of the meeting 

or earlier. 

Central Australia Pictorial  
Photos by Stephen McMillan: 

 

Recommendations for an upgraded menu at the yacht club! 

Entrée: 

 

 

Lightly Roasted Witchetty Grubs, on a bed of Italian Parsley with Lemon on the 
side. 

Vote Buttons:  

Yes: Definitely Order seconds now 

No: IΩd rather eat 2 side dishes of broccoli 

 

  

 

mailto:jmlittle@ozemail.com.au
mailto:bbrading@bigpond.net.au
mailto:mskjald@live.com
http://static-p4.fotolia.com/jpg/00/12/23/03/400_F_12230328_ijk3yxZwh24cWNiRircyYTK4u7IYvzIU.jpg
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Time of the Year: Winter Solstice (Spot Light Druids) 

 

DRUIDISM: Druids and Druidesses formed the professional class in ancient Celtic society. They 

performed the functions of modern day priests, teachers, ambassadors, astronomers, genealogists, 

philosophers, musicians, theologians, scientists, poets and judges. Druids led all public rituals, which 

were normally held within fenced groves of sacred trees. The solstice is the time of the death of the old 

sun and the birth of the dark-half of the year. It was called "Alban Arthuan by the ancient Druids. It is the 

end of month of the Elder Tree and the start of the month of the Birch. The three days before Yule is a 

magical time. This is the time of the Serpent Days or transformation...The Elder and Birch stand at the 

entrance to Annwn or Celtic underworld where all life was formed. Like several other myths they guard 

the entrance to the underworld. This is the time the Sun God journey's thru the underworld to learn the 

secrets of death and life. And bring out those souls to be reincarnated." 14 A modern-day Druid, Amergin 

Aryson, has composed a Druidic ritual for the Winter Solstice. 15 
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Editors Final Note:  

Marcel Skjald: 

mskjald@live.com 

 

Elvis has left the Building! 

 

 

 

Thankyou very much!!!, Luv Ya! 
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So Long, and Thanks for All the Fish  

The Editors Last Farewell 

 

(1984, ISBN 0-345-39183-7) is the fourth book of the Hitchhiker's Guide to the 

Galaxy series written by Douglas Adams. Its title is the message left by the dolphins 

when they departed Planet Earth just before it was demolished to make way for a 

hyperspatial express route, as described in The Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy. 

The phrase has since been adopted by some science fiction fans as a humorous 

way to say "goodbye" and a song of the same name was featured in the 2005 film 

adaptation of The Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy. 

 

 

 
 

Ok, I think I qualify as some sort of a Nerd, or maybe just a fan of the 70Ωs and 80Ωs. 

Tonight I was reminiscing at some of the back issues of the Rotary Bulletin, and I 

had a blast over the last year. 

 

Thank-you to everyone who helped me out with content and everyone in general 

for putting up with my άslightly warpedέ sense of humor. 

 

Your new Editor Peter άShogunέ Petkovic takes over for a year of fun and a 

different view. 

 

Ed. signing out. 

mailto:mskjald@live.com
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Special:BookSources/0345391837
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Hitchhiker%27s_Guide_to_the_Galaxy
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Hitchhiker%27s_Guide_to_the_Galaxy
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Douglas_Adams
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dolphin
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Hitchhiker%27s_Guide_to_the_Galaxy_(book)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/So_Long,_and_Thanks_For_All_the_Fish_(song)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Hitchhiker%27s_Guide_to_the_Galaxy_(film)
http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/en/e/eb/So_long%2C_and_thanks_for_all_the_fish.jpg
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Editor for the Rotary e-
Magazine: 2010 ς 2011 
{ŜŀǎƻƴΧ Filled!  
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Cat Lover or Not, this is funny! Submitted by Stephen Mcmillian 

 

 
 

We've all had trouble with our animals, but I don't think anyone can top this one:  

 

Calling in sick to work makes me uncomfortable. No matter how legitimate my 

excuse, I always get the feeling that my boss thinks I'm lying.  

 

On one recent occasion, I had a valid reason but lied anyway, because the truth 

was just too darned humiliating. I simply mentioned that I had sustained a head 

injury, and I hoped I would feel up to coming in the next day. By then, I reasoned, I 

could think up a doozy to explain the bandage on the top of my head. The accident 

occurred mainly because I had given in to my wife's wishes to adopt a cute little 

kitty.  

Initially, the new acquisition was no problem. 

 

Then one morning, I was taking my shower after breakfast when I heard my wife, 

Deb, call out to me from the kitchen.  

 

'Honey! The garbage disposal is dead again. Please come reset it.'  

 

'You know where the button is,' I protested through the shower pitter-patter and 

steam. 'Reset it yourself!'  

 

'But I'm scared!' she persisted. 'What if it starts going and sucks me in?'  

 

There was a meaningful pause and then, 'C'mon, it'll only take you a second.'  

 

So out I came, dripping wet and butt naked, hoping that my silent outraged nudity 

would make a statement about how I perceived her behavior as extremely 

cowardly. 

Sighing loudly, I squatted down and stuck my head under the sink to find the 

button. It is the last action I remember performing.  
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Rosters:  

Contacts: Tony Brickwood 

Duties: 

Door:   Arrive around noon in 

order to collect money, mark off 

attendance, note make-ups, 

advise Yacht Club of numbers of 

meals (incl. vegetarian), collect 

beer can and fines, total up 

takings and enter on reverse of 

Attendance sheet for Treasurer. 

International Toast: Prepare a 

brief toast to another Rotary 

Club, preferably with reference 

to a service project they have 

undertaken. Present toast at 

beginning of lunch.  Also provide 

ǘƘŜ ǘƻŀǎǘŜŘ /ƭǳōΩǎ Ŝ-mail 

address to our Secretary (for 

notification to them of our 

toast). 

Vocational Update: Prepare 

and present a 3 minute talk to 

the Club about a new or 

interesting topic related to your 

vocation (past or present).  

Write-Up & Thank You:  

Prepare a paragraph on the 

DǳŜǎǘ {ǇŜŀƪŜǊΩǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǘƛƻƴ 

and e-mail to Bulletin Editor.  

Also, briefly thank Speaker on 

behalf of the Club, and present a 

gift Rotary mug. 

Tony Brickwood ph: 6161 3685 
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It struck without warning, and without any respect to my circumstances. No, it 
wasn't the hexed disposal, drawing me into its gnashing metal teeth. It was our 
new kitty, who discovered the fascinating dangling objects she spied hanging 
between my legs. She had been poised around the corner and stalked me as I 
reached under the sink. And, at the precise moment when I was most vulnerable, 
she leapt at the toys I unwittingly offered and snagged them with her needle-like 
claws. I lost all rational thought to control orderly bodily movements, blindly rising 
at a violent rate of speed, with the full weight of a kitten hanging from my 
masculine region.  
 
Wild animals are sometimes faced with a 'fight or flight' syndrome. Men, in this 
predicament, choose only the 'flight' option. I know this from experience. I was 
fleeing straight up into the air when the sink and cabinet bluntly and forcefully 
impeded my ascent.  
The impact knocked me out cold.  
 
When I awoke, my wife and the paramedics stood over me.  
 
Now there are not many things in this life worse than finding oneself lying on the 
kitchen floor butt naked in front of a group of 'been-there, done-that' paramedics.  
Even worse, having been fully briefed by my wife, the paramedics were all snorting 
loudly as they tried to conduct their work, all the while trying to suppress their 
hysterical laughter......and not succeeding.  
 
Somehow I lived through it all. A few days later I finally made it back in to the 
office, where colleagues tried to coax an explanation out of me about my head 
injury. I kept silent, claiming it was too painful to talk about, which it was.  
 
'What's the matter?' They all asked, 'Cat got your tongue?'  
If they only knew!  
 

Why is it that only the women laugh at this?  

 Kitty from Hell!  

 

 

 

 

 


