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I WAS JUST THINKING - The best thing about the good old days 

is that I wasn’t good and I wasn’t old. 
 
EDITOR’S RANT   

As the summer of 2015 flies along as summers in Canada do, the world 

seems like a pretty sweet place from our Quebec/Vermont vantage 

point. It has also been a time for retrospection. As mentioned in the 

email announcing the July bulletin, we celebrated not one but two 50
th
 

Anniversaries - Calli’s and my wedding and my graduation in 

Optometry. There may have been other golden markers but I can’t 

recall what they were. It was the ‘60’s and I don’t remember lots of 

things that happened in the ‘60’s. Our wedding anniversary was 

perfect.  It went on and on throughout the month because we couldn’t 

get everyone together at the same time. We didn’t want to go anywhere 

else to celebrate except here, on the shores of Fitch Bay, where we 

honeymooned and have returned annually ever since. True to our 

advancing years, we sipped at our champagne celebration rather than 

having one big raucous night. The times they are a changin’. 

As we looked back, we also peered ahead into the future, anticipating 
what may lie ahead for us, our family, our country and our planet. The 
Brisbin clan is in reasonable shape and that makes us smile. Our 
country and the planet are a different story. I’ve gradually lost much of 
my initial enthusiasm for our current national ruling party. Who can we 
choose to restore our amazing country to its former glory, prosperity 
and international respect? The global picture is even worse, but then it 
always was. The earworm that keeps playing in my head is the 
Kingston Trio’s (remember them?) song about the state of the world in 
the late 1950’s. For those of you whose memories have blurred as 
much as mine or who were born too late to appreciate this reference, 
the lyrics go something like this:  

They’re rioting in Africa. They’re starving in Spain.  

There’s hurricanes in Florida, and Texas needs rain.  



Rant cont’d. 

The whole world is festering with unhappy souls.  

The Cheks hate the Germans. The Germans hate the Poles. 

Italians hate Yugoslavs. South Africans hate the Dutch.  

And I don’t like anybody very much. Bm. Bm. 

 

They’re rioting in Africa. There’s strife in Iran. 

What nature doesn’t do to us will be done by our fellow man. 

 

What if the Trio had been alive and playing today?  My apologies trio guys but I couldn’t resist. 

 

They’re going broke in Athens now. There’s smoke in the air 

The globe’s got a fever but we don’t seem to care.  

 

We’re polluting our waters.  We’re cutting down trees 

We’re melting the ice caps and killing our bees. 

We rape, bomb and murder in the name of some God 

If we don’t stop this soon then we’ll all be scrawed. Bm. Bm. 

 

Russians hate  Ukranians. Arabs don’t trust the West 

I don’t hate hardly anyone.  And Isis hates  the rest. 

 

I’m going to bed now to sleep the wine off. Glad I could perk up your summer with a bummer. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



MEANWHILE NOT IN CANADA: 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 

                  Not so funny now, is it? 



LAST MEETING: 

There was no meeting to report on since the last bulletin. This helps a lot in my pledge to my-

self to seek more brevity. 

 

NEXT EVENTS : Summer Picnic/BBQ/Snickerfest   

This annual summer event will take place this year on Saturday, August 29th at 3:00 PM.  

“Where?” you ask. At the ever generous Bernie and Brenda Kropp’s home located at 

                      #40,  23033 Wye Road, Sherwood Park, that’s where. 

“Cool!  What can I bring?”  Please BYOB, preferably filled with your favourite beverage. 

Also, should you wish to sit down, please bring lawn chairs. 

Salads, desserts, some hot items and finger foods etc. will be on a wish list that will be 
forwarded to you later in the month. 

Cost of this shindig will be $10.00 Canadian (What a bargain!) to cover the cost of the 
burgers, Sid Slade’s organizing fee plus a standby medical team during the three legged 
races. 

It is a “rain or shine” event. Sid advises that if, against all odds, his sunshine making dance 
fails, the party will take place inside the Kropp domicile, in which case the fee will jump to 
$1,000 to cover the damage deposit. 

Please advise Sid at (sslade@shaw.ca) Phone 780-464-6203  no later than August 15th. 

 

 

HEALTH AND WELFARE: 

Word just came in that Bill Austin’s sister passed away earlier this week. Our thoughts 
are with you and your family, Bill. 

Marion Phillips suffered an episode of Bell ’s Palsy about 3 weeks ago. She is coming 
along nicely and her doctors give her a full recovery prognosis. 

. 

  

GYRETTE NEWS: 

It appears the Gyrettes are on vacation, as they should be. 

 

mailto:sslade@shaw.ca


 

 

A few more of us have had milestones this month. Some may have even had kidney or gall 
stones but we won’t celebrate those. 

Dorn Hunt (9th); John Evans (10th); Bernie Kropp (16th); Nester Chomik (24th) 

Hope your Natal Day is Nifty, guys.   

 

 

AGING GYROS: 



 

 

 

 

 

IN THE NEWS NEWS: 
In case you have been summering under a rock 

somewhere, a Minnesota Dentist /Trophy hunter plus 

his guides, lured a beloved, collared and iconic lion 

out of his game preserve home in Zimbabwe and 

shot the lion with an arrow, wounding him. For 40 

hours the animal was tracked, then shot with a rifle, 

skinned and beheaded, triggering world-wide out-

rage that sent the dentist into hiding after closing his 

practice. Here is one of the “lighter” condemnations. 

From a YK News Spoof called News Thump 

Wednesday 29 July 2015 by Lucas Wilde 

 

Tony the Tiger shoots 
dentist while on holiday 
in Minnesota 

 
Popular cereal mascot, Tony the Tiger, relaxed 
on holiday this week by shooting a dentist in 
the face with a crossbow. 
 
The face of the nation’s favourite frosted flakes 
“stalked” the dentist by driving up really close to 
him in a jeep on Bloomington high street, before 
releasing a crossbow bolt into his eye from just 
ten feet away. 
Posing with his prize (or ‘bloodied corpse’, if you 
want to be a massive hippy about it), Tony said, 
“If I had to describe that shot in one word, I’d say 
it was GRRRRRREAT!” 
“Sorry, contractual obligation.” 
“Where was I? Oh yes, it’s been a great day. 
Hunting really is a lost art. Sitting in a jeep, 
drinking beer and shooting unaware, unarmed 
sentient beings is the mark of a true sportsman.” 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Please don’t be under any illusions, I hunt  
dentists because I care about them.” 
“They would stop making dentists if we didn’t  
continue to hunt them. That’s definitely how it  
works and if you disagree then you’re probably a 
communist.” 
“I can’t wait to put this beautiful human head on 
my wall.” 
 
Human Rights Activists (HRA) have been quick 
to condemn Tony the Tiger. 
“We don’t disagree that a Tiger firing a crossbow 
is, objectively speaking, incredibly cool,” said a 
HRA spokesperson. 
“But the fact is, killing living creatures is wrong. 
Even for inconsequential dentists.” 
 
Tony the Tiger is not expected to face any charges 
as he possesses the correct permits that allow him 
to hunt humans. 
“Only $500,” grinned the tiger, “you people are 
really selling yourselves short.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

MEANWHILE IN CANADA  

 

 

 

     
  

 

 

 

 

 

   

 

      

 
 

 

 
 



More Meanwhile in Canada Stuff 



   SUMMER STORMS 
    

 

 
 
 
 
             
 
 
  
 
 
                   
  
   

      

 

 



SNICKERS AND  

 

  

 I'll always 

remember 

the day I 

broke ninety. 

I had a few 

beers in the 

clubhouse 

and was so 

excited I for-

got to play 

the back nine  

   They say golf is like life, but don't believe them. It's more complicated than that.  

 

              I play in the low 80s. If it's any hotter than that, I won't play  

 

     If you think it's hard to meet new people, try picking up the wrong golf ball  



ANIMAL INSTINKS   

 

 

 

 

 

  

 
   

 

 

 

  

 

 

 
 

                 

   



 IT’S SUMMERTIME! 

            Slow down, Daddy! We’re too young to die! 

Why we should never wear sox in summer 



Your Gyro Friendship thought of the week: 
        

 
 
And the last word: 
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