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EDITOR’S RANT 

When I was young, there were no restrictions on corporal 

punishment. The NFL has recently brought back into focus 

how much those times have changed. I got the strap as early 

as Grade Two for relatively minor infractions. Often, I got it 

again at home – my parent’s declaration of support for the 

teacher.  

But by seventh grade, I had gotten to know an eccentric 

Junior High School Principal who was a legend in Brandon, 

Manitoba  where I grew up. Some folks there still dispute 

whether I ever did grow up, but for argument’s sake, let’s 

assume that I did and to some extent at least. 

Locally, my principal was famous for being a gentleman with a 

most interesting take on corporal punishment. He truly 

believed that students deserved options!  Accordingly, he 

stocked his desk drawer with a choice of weapons – a 

standard School Board issue “Strap” and a BB filled Military 

“Cane”.  When we were sent to the Office for misbehaving, he 

would conclude every conversation with the following words -  

“All right, lout!  Do you want to take it like a man or a mouse?”  

The boys always replied, “Like a man, Sir.”  That was his cue 

to bring out the infamous cane. Getting “caned” had become a 

traditional mark of honour in the school. When a group of 

students committed to a caning, that ritual, it was triggered by 

I WAS JUST THINKING…I’m so good at sleeping I can do it 

with my eyes closed. 



 

 

some form of misbehaviour at the school. En mass, we awaited the thundering 

words, “Assume the position!  Bend well over, lout!” and finally, “Face East!”  

Cane then met buttocks. Whack! “Face North!”  Whack! “Face West!” Whack! 

and so on until the prescribed punishment for the crime had been meted out. A 

serious infraction could actually leave one quite dizzy from all the turning round 

and round.  

Whenever I reflect on this ritual, I still experience something that is a combina-

tion of wonder liberally laced with nostalgia. I’ve never become a proponent of 

whacking kids. I also know that none of my student crowd suffered irreparable 

damage from any of the caning experiences. Truth be told, we were quite willing 

and eager participants. It was the macho thing to do.  Girls, however, almost 

routinely chose the strap to protect their own “Un-macho-ness.” 

Why am I relating this story now? Well, on my return home from a recent visit to 

Cardiff by the Sea, north of San Diego, I was met by winter’s icy blast. Without a 

moment’s hesitation, I steeled myself once more and asked the time honoured 

question: “Are you going to take it like a man or a mouse?”   

Me?  I’m facing South. 

 

 

 

 

 

                  

 

 

http://www.cartoonstock.com/cartoonview.asp?catref=awhn137


 

LAST  MEETING:  GUEST SPEAKER NIGHT  November 19th, 2014  

28 Gyros learned what the issues will be, if and when they finally become 
seniors, and admit to it. 

Mr. Gordon Voth, president of the seniors’ advocacy group Seniors United 
Now (SUN) enlightened us on the issues facing Alberta seniors that can be 
influenced by the actions of the provincial government—things like 
“pharmacare”, pension reform, long term care facilities. SUN, along with 
about a dozen other groups are in regular touch with appropriate ministers 
and can list a number of successes due to their advocacy efforts. 

One of our members, Barry Pratt is on the executive of the organization. 
Anyone wishing to join or get more information can do so via their website 
at www.seniorsunitednow.com. A big thanks goes out to Al Bleiken and   
Barry Pratt for organizing this informative evening.   

 

 

 

  

 



THE NEXT MEETING:  LIARS DICE  December 3rd 

If you can’t lie to your friends, who can you lie to? Your wife, family 
and/or employer can make it an expensive exercise. Your enemies ex-
pect it. 

Hone your deception skills in the relatively safe environment of Gyro 
friendship. Remember, there is a Poker Night scheduled for the New 
Year. Bluffing is another word for “untruthing” and bluffing is part of a 
winning poker strategy. Prepare now and make a New year’s resolution 
that you will lie more in 2015. Then take home all the marbles at the 
Poker Night in April. 

 

AND THE MEETING AFTER THAT:  PRESIDENT’S CHRISTMAS 
PARTY 

Put on your best Christmas finery, boys and girls….the one with the expandable 

waistband. The GCCC is the place to be on Sunday, December 14th.  
Lynn and Ray Davis are inviting you all to join them in a festive turkey dinner with 
all the trimmings in true Gyro fellowship style.  You birders should bring your bin-
oculars. There is almost a 100% chance that a flock of  tawny Gyro Snowbirds 
will be making a brief stop-over in their summer nesting grounds about that time 
before returning to their winter habitat south of the border. 

 

HEALTH AND WELFARE: 

 

Sad news arrived this week. Sylvia Thorarinson passed away as a result off a 
heart attack. She and her husband Gene were a strong part of this club from its 
inception. Gene was a charter member and served as President a few years ago. 
Our thoughts and prayers go out to Gene and his family as well as to Sylvia. A 
celebration of Sylvia's life will take place Tuesday, November 25th at 1:00 pm, at 
Bethel Lutheran Church, 298 Bethel Drive Sherwood Park. 

 

 

On the Graham front, Ray has started his radiation treatments and Pat is in rehab 
(physical, not substance abuse) following her hip surgery. They should be back to 
tag-team mud wrestling again before spring. 

 



 

         How’s your Movember moustache coming along, gentlemen? 

https://www.facebook.com/251089648271407/photos/a.251092048271167.56433.251089648271407/755911731122527/?type=1&relevant_count=1


 

                              HEAD  SHAKING HEADLINES  

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



            
 

CURLORAMA (or is it Curlarama??) - Nov.  7th—9th in Banff 
 
Reports and pictures are posted on the website. It appears the weekend was a 
rockin’ good time. Good news all around  - no reports that Banff has banned us 
from returning. One trophy and some fine poker wins were reported. Lloyd Wilson 
was not among the winners again this year. Neither were the Roughriders. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                  *************** 
 

   There was a bit of confusion at the store this morning. When I was ready to  
pay for my groceries, the cashier said, "Strip down, facing me." Making a mental  
note to complain to my Member of Parliament about Security running amok, I did  
just as she had instructed. When the hysterical shrieking and alarms finally  
subsided, I found out that she was referring to my credit card. I have been  
asked to shop elsewhere in the future. They need to make their instructions to  
us seniors a little clearer!       

 
 



   SNICKERS AND GUFFAWS 

 

"There is a factory in Northern Minnesota which makes the “Tickle Me Elmo” toys. 
The toy laughs when you tickle it under the arms. 

Well, Lena is hired at The Tickle Me Elmo factory and she reports for her first day 
promptly at 8:00 am. The next day at 8:45 am there is a knock at the Personnel 
Manager's door. The Foreman throws open the door and begins to rant about the 
new Employee. He complains that she is incredibly slow and the whole line is back-
ing up, putting the entire production line behind schedule.The Personnel Manager 
decides he should see this for himself, so the 2 men march down to the factory 
floor. When they get there the line is so backed up that there are Tickle Me Elmo's 
all over the factory floor and they're really beginning to pile up. At the end of the line 
stands Lena surrounded by mountains of Tickle Me Elmo's. She has a roll of plush 
red fabric and a huge bag of small marbles.  

The two men watch in amazement as she cuts off a little piece of fabric, wraps it 
around two marbles and begins to carefully sew the little package between Elmo's 
legs. The Personnel Manager bursts into laughter. After several minutes of hyster-
ics he pulls himself together and approaches Lena. “I'm so sorry,” he says to her, 
barely able to keep a straight face, “but I think you misunderstood the instructions I 
gave you yesterday… You were hired for Quality Control and your job is to give 
Elmo two test tickles.” 

                                               Travel tip # 413                                                        



         

   



MEANWHILE IN CANADA Dept.    

      

          
                 

 
  

                                                                     

                               
                                             

                                                                                             

   
       

               

      

          
                 

 
  

                                                                     

                               
                                             

                                                                                             

   
       

               



OUR CHARTER — Magnify and read your roots 
  
 
 
 
 
 

 
      
 

                                             

                                                                                             

 

 

 

                                                

 

 

 



ANIMAL INSTINKS: 
    

   
 

 
           

 
 
 
 



                                                                        

 

 

 

 

 

An elderly couple had just learned how to send text messages on their cell 

phones. 

The wife was a romantic type and the husband was more of a no-nonsense guy. 

One afternoon the wife went out to meet a friend for coffee. She decided to send 

her husband a romantic text message and she wrote: 

"If you are sleeping, send me your dreams. 

If you are laughing, send me your smile.... 

If you’re eating, send me a bite, 

If you’re drinking send me a sip 

If you’re crying send me your tears 

I love you. 

The husband texted her back. 

“I’m on the toilet. Please advise.” 

 

COOL PIC OF THE WEEK: 



Your Gyro Friendship thought of the week: 
                                                                 

 
And the last word: 
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