
My roots go back to a small community near Glasgow called Bish-
opton. Calli and I got a tip that the family home was there. In the 
mid-90!s we went there to see it. Brisbane House had been built by 
my ancestor in 1350. He apparently was or became "Lord Chancel-
lor of Scotland but we have no idea what that title meant. I have no 
doubt there were also sheep stealers and murderers in my lineage 
but at that point we were off to a noble start.  The mansion was orig-
inally on a huge acreage and was located on the banks of the 
Clyde. It remained in Brisbane hands until less than 100 years ago. 

When we arrived, we learned it had become a catholic convent which would have had 
my protestant clergy ancestors rolling over in their graves.
We pulled into the parking lot and got out of the rented car just to take a photo of the 
structure. A nun came out to ask if she could help us. I explained why we were there, 
and she invited us inside to meet the Mother Superior. The photo op extended into an 
all-day affair. It was a dual-purpose convent, caring for geriatric nuns and "wayward 
girls”. The bewildering sight of little old ladies shuffling down the corridors and teenagers 
with swastikas tattooed on their forehead was unforgettable. The nuns fed us and pro-
vided us with a wonderful historic tour of the place. Rumor has it that Bonnie Prince 
Carlie was smuggled out of the building through a tunnel down to the Clyde. Ninety-
four-year-old Sister Margaret mused "I don!t know how true that is, but they certainly 
were smuggling something” as she showed us the tunnel.
Flash forward 400 years and four Brisbane brothers emigrated to North America settling 
in upstate New York. When the American War of Independence began two of the broth-
ers joined the revolutionary forces. The other two remained loyal to the king 
("Loyalists”). They were imprisoned and badly treated but escaped and crossed over the 
border into what is now Quebec. They were so angry with their two Revolutionist broth-
ers that they changed the spelling of their name to BRISBIN. They tried for 10 years to 
gain title to their land very near where our summer place is today but eventually became 
so frustrated with the red tape that they moved west to the northern tip of Lake Cham-
plain on the Richelieu River. We found their graves five years ago and have since be-
friended the current owners of their home. The last Brisbin to live in that home died 
there in 1932.
I was born April 9th, 1941 in Flin Flon, Manitoba. My father was the superintendent of 
schools there. He had no education training, having been 3 months shy of getting his 
PHD in Zoology in 1936 when the depression cut off his grant money. My mother was a 
teacher and they had been engaged for 7 years while he studied crab tissue etc. and 
they could not get married until he could support them as the rules of the day was that 
female teachers must be single. He taught one year and then began climbing the ad-
ministration ladder. We left Flin Flon in 1942. Dad took a position with the Department of 
Education in Winnipeg, my sister, Gayda arrived on the scene and we moved to Bran-
don where he was School Inspector for over a decade. Then it was back to Winnipeg 
where I had one of my two years of high school. My education history had two funda-
mental flaws. I had been allowed to skip a grade in elementary school and the Manitoba 
system at the time allowed you to enter university after grade 11 or 12. Of course, I opt-
ed for the former, enrolling in Science at the University of Manitoba at the age of 16. My 



performance matched my maturity level and I struggled academically. My highlights 
were my summer jobs that included fishing guide on Lake of the Woods, A farm Ma-
chinery manufacturing company and being on a Manitoba Mines Branch Crew in the 
north. It was during that last summer job that my career direction changed. I had 
planned on being a dentist since I was 8 years old but the profession becoming less at-
tractive. Nobody looked forward to going to the dentist. The suicide statistics were near 
the top of the list for health care professions. I started looking for an alternative and 
stumbled on Optometry. I knew little about it but the more I learned the more it appealed 
to me. I didn!t mind blood, but this offered very little, if any. I had reasonable hours and 
was not likely to be on call at midnight. Optometry had been granted the doctor title as it 
had evolved. I applied, and miraculously got accepted, flew south, shaved my beard, cut 
my hair and headed east to become an optometrist. I was now mature enough to realize 
I had better put my past behind me and buckle down. I took the top academic award in 
two of the four years.
Upon graduation, Calli and I got married and moved to Winnipeg where I did a one year 
"internship” in Winnipeg but quickly realized that I didn!t want to practice there. We 
headed west and tried to buy a practice from an estate there. I spent year trying to work 
out a n agreement but finally decide to move to Edmonton and join a Dr A.C. Willis!s 
practice, starting as an employee with a classmate, Dr. Dave Plotsky. We each had our 
own separate office locations. Two were downtown and mine was in Capilano Mall in 
what was then a small professional wing where I was had a dental office (Brenda Kropp 
worked there) on one side and three physicians were on the other. After 3 years the op-
portunity to buy into the practice was offered but I decided to simply buy my location 
and go it alone.  I travelled to Edson one day a week and built my Capilano practice the 
other four days. I coveted my weekends.
Calli, who had taught primary school in Ontario continued doing that in the west. In the 
early years she was making more than I was. But after five years we decided it was 
tome to enlarge our family. Dallyce was born in 1970 and David followed in 1972.
I obviously had a political bone somewhere in my body which alternates from stimula-
tion and irritation to this day. But my pain activity centred around the politics of my pro-
fession. When I was in Manitoba, I attended the profession!s semi-annual meeting and 
asked a question from the floor. During a break I was taken aside and got the message 
that newcomers didn!t "get to ask questions until their 40th birthday” or words to that ef-
fect. Alberta was the exact opposite. By my third year here I was president of our local 
optometric society, I chaired the provincial conference the following year and was elect-
ed to the provincial council that same year. I was president of the Alberta Association of 
Optometrists from 1957 to 1977, president of the Canadian Association of Optometrists 
from 1986 to 1988 and president of my profession!s World body from 2000 to 2002. I 
have received many awards over the years including International Optometrist of the 
year in 2004 and honorary Doctor of Laws from the University of Waterloo in 2005. Calli 
and I have been able to visit every province, 36 states and over 40 countries because of 
my profession.
I left Capilano n 1978 and built my own building on 50th Street. The idea was to make it 
a condominium office building. It turned out it was one of, if not the first condo office 
building in Alberta. The condominium act changed three times during the construction of 



phase one. Then the recession of 1980 hit, I was paying as high as 124% interest and 
plunging toward bankruptcy. I had fired my legal and accounting advisors, rented out the 
spaces that had been built and occupied about 40% of the space for my own office. 
Three days before I went under, I sold the building to a young developer who had batted 
1000 during his career. He went bankrupt.
I took in an associate, Dr. Shelly Hook, when I began to go through the executive levels 
at my National association. We were not partners, but shared expenses. We moved our 
office to Millwoods Professional Centre in 1991. In 2006 we parted ways. I opted to 
leave our Millwoods location and joined Sherwood Park Eye Centre and spent a decade 
and a half making some of the most pleasant memories of my practice career.
We lived for almost four decades on a beautiful wooded acreage south east of the Park. 
In 2009 we downsized and traded the privacy of an evergreen forest for a Townhouse 
condo close to the office.  It was not for us. After four years of "trying to adapt” we 
moved into our present home on the Broadmoor golf course and are again content.
My profession has been extremely good to me and I have cherished every year, but in 
May of 2020, exactly 55 years to the day from my giving the Valedictory address for my 
graduating class, I decided to retire. Covid19 had forced our office to close for two 
months and the stuttering re-open was less than appealing to this old doc. Calli had 
been substitute teaching for many years so we could travel together. She officially re-
tired this year as well.
I cleared out my office space packed it in boxes, and we headed for our summer cot-
tage in Quebec. We were blessed to have Dallyce and her husband, Scott there with us 
as part of our bubble until mid-October. Our son, Dave, is a chiropractor whose office is 
just two blocks from mine in Sherwood Park. He and his wife Lisa (Rusty and Susan 
Climie!s daughter) produced three wonderful grandchildren for us, Will (15), Sadie (13) 
and Fitch (9) named after the bay where our Quebec cottages hug the shore. 
My professional life and my family dominated most of my waking hours for decades but 
I was an avid junior golfer in Brandon, then quit the game until I joined Belvedere after 
moving to Sherwood Park. I built two cottages on Lake Wabamun, but Calli!s family cot-
tage on Lake Memphremagog in Quebec!s Eastern Townships drew us to look down 
there. We bought a cottage about a kilometer away and across the bay from the family 
one in 1988 and five years later bought the neighbour!s. Ten years ago our son, Dave 
bought the one next to that so we have about 900 feet of lakefront to complete the Bris-
bin Family Compound.  I golfed every day I was at the cottage and that time lengthened 
every year. Belvedere no longer made sense. And I gave my share to my son, who was 
also too busy to use it as much as he needed to in order to justify the expense.  In my 
younger days Calli and I skied. One of my other interests is music.        I can!t imagine 
life without music.
I have not had a moment if questioning whether my retirement decision was premature, 
despite my original game plan being to practice until my 80th birthday this coming April. 
My plan is to extend our stay at Fitch Bay to four or five months and to do some writing.
Rikke Dootjes approached me several times in the early seventies to join Gyro but my 
schedule (professional and political) would not allow it. He persisted occasionally 
through the years and in 2004 the time was right, and I joined the club. I am indebted to 
Rikke for persisting. I have thoroughly enjoyed making Gyro part of my life. I had been a 



Kinsman in my early years and then had no time to continue. A friendship club such as 
Gyro has been a perfect fit.
This is my entry in the Longest Gyro Autobio contest. I understand the winner gets to be 
bulletin editor! Have at it, guys.
I have another writing project that I must finish, so I will not proof-read this. If you have 
questions and want clarification, write them down on a paper, and run it through your 
shredder. If you are suffering from eye fatigue, I used to know somebody who could fix 
that.
 
 
 
Scott D. Brisbin O.D, L.LD., F.A.A.O

I just looked at the check list I use to do my bio and realized I had left out one summer 
job that was perhaps the most fun and formative parts of my student days.
I was a summer relief Television Technician for CBC for three summers. Since I didn’t 
have to belong to the union, I could be assigned to do a vast variety of tasks within the 
field. I did audio, lighting, camera, and even switching (“ready camera three…take the-
re”)… pretty much anything short of production. In those days CBC Winnipeg was very 
active. Along with the news and political affairs we did full net variety shows, musicals, 
dramas, and sports. I even did a couple of football mobiles. We worked with some very 
well known stars. To have gone the traditional route , unions etc. would have taken 
many years to experience what was able to do in 12 months over 3 summers. I had ac-
tually thought of perhaps going toward TV Production (not technical) if Optometry didn’t 
work out. I’m glad I didn’t have to make that choice as the pressure on a TV Producer to 
be creative week after week on a wicked time gun as well as the vicious politics that I 
witnessed would probably have shortened my life. The time I spent in Studio 42 and 43 
in Winnipeg during the early ‘60’s  produced a lot of great stories and  memories .  If an-
yone else has similar TV experience at some point in their lives perhaps we can trade 
anecdotes.
 
The other tid-bit of family history I remembered while reading some other of your bios 
was that my maternal grandmother was the first white child born in southern Manitoba. 
She was born under a covered wagon and her family moved from Ontario to homestead 
near a town called Baldur.  
 
That’s it! I I promise!
 
Scott


