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               Newsletter Number 338 August. 2019 

                                OFFICE BEARERS. 

PRESIDENT.              Mr. JOE COOPER.            0411 422 784 

VICE PRESIDENT.     Mr MICHAEL BALDWIN.   0417 586 374 

SECRETARY.             Ms SHERRY EVANS.        0498 653 429 

TREASURER.            Mr JOHN HASLAM. 

AST TREASURER      Mr GEOFF ELLIS 

PURCH.OFFICER.     MS KARINE HASLAM       0400 715 319 

 

COMMITTEE.          Mr GREG SICILIANO 

                                Mr TONY FISHER 

 

SAFETY OFFICERS. Mr BOB CARROLL.           0400 316 800 

                                 Mr MAX MAY 

 

NEWSLETTER          MICHAEL BALDWIN 0417 586 374 

SOCIAL SEC.            Ms KARINE HASLAM. 

      Our monthly meetings are held 

   on the second Tuesday of the month         

                             At 

          The Woodworkers Clubrooms 

             McKenzie Street Alexandra.      

                     2.00 p.m. Start 

 
              Theme for the next meeting  is something you have made or 

                                    something interesting. 

    This is our newsletter for your interest,                 

      any contributions are certainly welcome. 
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      Joe’s Jottings... 

 

   Another month has flown by but with not a lot of activity in the workshops, 

but plenty of activity in our Building 4.  Bob and his able helpers stripped out 

dozens of computer power points and nearly the same number of telephone 

connections. All these holes had to be filled up with plaster patches, soft plas-

ter filled then sanded smooth. Next came all the walls washed down, then over 

to Karine and her helpers to start the painting. How nice does the whole area 

look now!   Come along and see what’s being done on your behalf. 

Bob and John have been at it again washing down the windows on the outside. 

Next came the opportunity to buy 240 good quality second hand chairs from a 

flash hotel in the city (costing less than $5.00 each). Then we had to hire a 3-

ton truck to pick them up. With the tremendous help from Michael B, John Z, 

John H, Peter R, Jimmy and Tony B. It was a massive effort considering where 

the chairs were stored down in the (empty) swimming pool, up a couple of 

ramps then into the truck, then it was back to the Club to unload and stack in-

side Building 4. 

      Sherry has started applying for some grants to assist our renovations to go 

ahead. 

      It should be noted that we have to start preparing for our open day in No-

vember by making items for sale. Tony has this in hand and I’m sure he will be 

soon on your backs with items he will be looking for. 

Happy and safe woodworking,  

Joe Cooper 

Your President. 
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  El Presidente’ on his hands and knees working ???? No he’s 

looking for a five cent piece he dropped. 
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  Here’s a few ideas for you or for the  

November open day. All are fairly simple 

to make but appear a little different. 
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 They were funny looking buildings, that were once a way of life, 

If you couldn't sprint the distance, then you really were in strife.  

They were nailed, they were wired, but were mostly falling down, 

There was one in every yard, in every house, in every town.  

They were given many names, some were even funny, 

But to most of us, we knew them as the outhouse or the dunny.  

I've seen some of them all gussied up, with painted doors and all,  

But it really made no difference, they were just a port of call.  

Now my old man would take a bet, he'd lay an even pound,  

That you wouldn't make the dunny with them turkeys hangin' round.  

They had so many uses, these buildings out the back,"  

You could even hide from mother, so you wouldn't get the strap.  

That's why we had good cricketers, never mind the bumps,  

We used the pathway for the wicket and the dunny door for stumps.  

Now my old man would sit for hours, the smell would rot your socks,  

He read the daily back to front in that good old thunderbox.  

And if by chance that nature called sometime through the night,  

You always sent the dog in first, for there was no flamin' light.  

And the dunny seemed to be the place where crawlies liked to hide,  

But never ever showed themselves until you sat inside. 

There was no such thing as Sorbent, no tissues there at all,  

Just squares of well read newspaper, a hangin' on the wall.  

If you had some friendly neighbours, as neighbours sometimes are,  

You could sit and chat to them, if you left the door ajar.. 

When suddenly you got the urge, and down the track you fled,  

Then of course the magpies were there to peck you on your head.  

Then the time there was a wet, the rain it never stopped,  

If you had an urgent call, you ran between the drops.  

The dunny man came once a week, to these buildings out the back,  

And he would leave an extra can, if you left for him a zac.  

For those of you who've no idea what I mean by a zac,  

Then you're too young to have ever had, a dunny out the back. 
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If this doesn't make you laugh, you are truly humour impaired!  
 

The Royal Navy found they had too many officers and decided to 
offer an early retirement bonus. They promised any officer who vol-
unteered for Retirement a bonus of £1,000 for every inch measured 
in a straight line between any Two points in his body.. The officer got 
to choose what those two points would be. 
 
The first officer who accepted asked that he be measured from the 
top of His head to the tip of his toes. He was measured at six feet 
and walked out with a bonus of £72,000... 
 
The second officer who accepted was a little smarter and asked to be 
measured from the tip of his outstretched hands to his toes. He 
walked Out with £96,000. 
 
The third one was a non-commissioned officer, a grizzly old Chief 
Stoker who, when asked where he would like to be measured re-
plied, 'From the tip of my penis to my testicles.' 
 
It was suggested by the pension man that he might want to recon-
sider, explaining about the nice big cheques the previous two Offic-
ers had received.  But old the Chief insisted and they decided to go 
along with him providing the measure was taken by a Medi-
cal  Officer. 
 
The Medical Officer arrived and instructed the Chief to drop 'em,' 
which He did. 
 
The Medical Officer placed the tape measure on the tip of the Chief's 
penis and began to work back. Dear Lord!' he suddenly exclaimed, 
'Where Are your testicles?' 
 
The Old Chief calmly replied, ' The Falkland Islands ' . 
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 Checking out what is to happen with building 4 by a few members that 

were at this months meeting, strangely they don’t look too excited. 
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  Please note That Karine Haslam has kindly offered 

to take over the role of social secretary from me,   

Michael Baldwin as I haven't been able to do it  

Justice over recent months. Things will start to 

 Happen, watch this space. 
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     August show and tell. 

 Mark Raymond did a good job of challenging himself with 

this project, a ball of many segments with  five and six sides. 

 A nice little Lacewood    

      Bowl created by 

       Steve Beavis…. 
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     August show and tell. 

 A Camphor laurel vase purchased 

at a woodwork display at 

Glenraigh,  northern New South 

Wales. 

      A sixty year old miniature tool set from Peter Raymond’s 

childhood, received as a gift. The box used as a fishing tackle 

box but recently restored to it’s former glory by Peter.  

 Max May has 

been at it again, 

making little bowls 

from offcuts and 

scrap pieces of  

timber. 



11 

 

  

     August show and tell. 

 A nice jewellery box 

made from coastal 

banksia and playne 

tree lacewood by 

Len Sund. 

 Denice Blount gets 

around to finishing 

her cheese and  

biscuit server,  

Probably the nicest 

one of the bunch. 

 Colin Jones shows one of the 

many things that can be 

done with old fence palings 


