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I WAS JUST THINKING:  As the Kardashians celebrate their 20th season, I 
would like to congratulate myself for never watching a single episode.  

EDITOR’S RANT:    
This November 11th I spotted the following on a friend’s Face-
book  offerings for the day. I sent it along to some friends and the      
response was overwhelming. I am therefore giving up my rant 
space to pass this along to the entire membership. It remains a 
powerful reminder even if the initial Remembrance Day          
motivation has now passed. 

I have two daughters. When they were teenagers, a friend asked me if I 
wished I had boys. 
“Are you kidding me?” I said. “Have you seen my daughters? I’ll never 
have a shortage of boys around.” 
And it was always true. Until they settled on their husbands-to-be, I al-
ways had more boys around than I knew what to do with. 
It was an education. Even having been one, I never realized how dopey 
teenaged boys - and even young men - could be. 
One time my eldest daughter’s then-fiancée was helping me trim some 
branches off the apple tree by the garage. About twenty feet up, he 
stopped and straddled a limb, then plucked an apple off a branch and, 
bracing himself against the trunk, swung the axe like a baseball bat, 
trying to connect. He missed, and nearly overbalanced. So he tried 
again. And again. 
I blinked slowly and looked at my daughter. She rolled her eyes. “He’s a 
boy. Boys don’t think first. They do, then they think.” 
When I look at the two young men who shook out of the pack and 
stuck around, I can appreciate them for their good qualities. They’re 
both funny and bright and charming and certainly show an adorable,  



Rant contd. 

 

puppy-dog kind of goofiness. 
They’re young fathers now, into their 30's, but I’ve known them both since they were about 17 and 
in high school.. In many ways, that’s how I’ll always see them - young, dorky, prone to shaky judg-
ment, prone to the occasional hangover, and sometimes just ... well, prone. 
Hey, they were kids. A night spent hugging the toilet bowl is God’s way of teaching us that alcohol 
ought to be sipped, not guzzled, and it’s a lesson most of us learned the hard way. 
All this brings me - in a typically roundabout fashion - to November 11th. What my American friends 
know as Veteran’s Day is known in Canada as Armistice Day or, more commonly, Remembrance Day. 
On November 11, I’ll do what I always do: go down to the Cenotaph in the centre of town and watch 
as the ever-thinning parade of snowy-haired, stoop-shouldered veterans marches past and they col-
lectively accept the applause and gratitude of their fellow citizens. 
And I’ll think about who they once were. 
They were teenagers, most of them - or at best, barely into their twenties. They were the very same 
age as those young men who my daughters looked at with such adoring eyes. They were alive and 
brimming with energy and confidence and great ideas and sky-high hopes and that unique feeling 
of utter invincibility that comes from being so ridiculously young that any aches you get disappear 
overnight. 
It’s hard to see that as these senior citizens parade past. But then, it’s equally hard to imagine my 
daughters’ boyfriends and their pals in the boots those veterans wore 70-odd years ago. 
But try it. Picture a teenaged kid you know well - a son, or a nephew, or the kid down the street. 
Now, lock his face into your mind ... take a moment and really do this ... 
Now ... 
... picture him, all gangly and coltish and fuzzy-faced, in an Army uniform. How preposterous he 
would look, how laughably out of place, crouched down in a landing craft rolling violently off Juno 
Beach in the hours before dawn of June 6, 1944. 
Picture that teenager you know so well leaping up as the landing craft hits the shore, piling into the 
backs of his buddies as the front gate slams open ... and finding himself in the gaping maw of a Hell 
he could never have imagined when he signed up with all his friends. 
He rushes forward, the very air around him rent with streaks of sizzling death, the ground under his 
feet shaking. He hears a voice scream his name and he turns. 
It’s his best friend, the pal he used to go out and drink beer with only a few months and a lifetime 
ago. They’d build huge bonfires on the beach and bet one another they could jump over the flames, 
and he can still remember the time his buddy misjudged and ended up with flames licking at the 
crotch of his pants and had to run over and sit in the water and how they laughed about that for 
months. 
But now when he looks back, his best friend is missing half his face, and that can’t be right. And in 
the next few seconds eight more bullets slam into the inert body, adding insult to death. 
Someone smacks his back, urging him up the beach and he goes, even though every step brings him 
closer to the same kind of hideous fate. But he runs, because what else is there to do ..? And those 
last thirty seconds have forever changed him, and very few of his friends and loved ones will ever 
understand just how much. 
It’s so painful. I close my eyes and focus, and still it’s almost impossible to see those ... those boys  



that hung around my house going through that Hell. 
That’s a good thing, I suppose. 
But it means I have to work harder to appreciate Remembrance Day. I have to tax the limits of my 
imagination to glimpse the sacrifice and pain and horror these veterans went through so that my 
generation - and my daughters’ generation - wouldn’t have to. 
I have to do it. 
These old men who once were so young deserve nothing less. 

 

 

Rant ending below!  



 

GYRO MEETINGS 

 

 

DOMINO NIGHT: 
The thought of playing Dominos on November 10th may have created some apprehension  
but 26 Gyros pushed that aside and decided to learn the game together at the GCCC    
under the tutelage of Ian Bannatyne. The games were preceded by some beverages and 
banter followed by a superb meal of salmon, veggies, mashed potatios and the unique 
treat of the critter’s tail crisped and stuck upright in the potato. It was surprisingly delicious! 
This was followed by pie and ice cream—just what we needed as we are trying to deal 
with the “Pandemic paunch”. The GCCC has a new chef and if this is an indication of 
things to come we were duly impressed.  

Ian then proceeded to teach us the fundamentals of the game of Domino and turned the 
tables of four (two teams of two) loose. There really was no championship or prize at stake 
so the evening proceeded without the initial apprehension. A huge thanks to Ian and to 
those who volunteered to act as interpreters when his brogue got out of control.  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

UPCOMING MEETINGS AMD EVENTS: 

To recap what president Ted noted in his November 13th e-mail, the tentatively scheduled 
Billiards and Bowling nights have been postponed until the new year. Instead it has been 
suggested that a Guest Speaker event within the next few weeks would be a good            
alternative. The search is on for such a speaker. Speaker suggestions are encouraged from 
the members so if you know of someone you feel we would like to, or simply must hear 
please pass the information on to Ted.  

 

The annual PRESIDENT’S CHRISTMAS DINNER is scheduled for Saturday, 
Decembe18th  the Belvedere Golf and Country Club.  Arrangements are being finalized 
and details will be forthcoming.  

DISTRICT NEWS: 
The District VIII convention will be held in Medicine Hat from September 22-25, 2022.  

Mark your calendars now.  



 

 

linguistic lunacy 

 

 

 

 I didn’t think the chiropractor could improve my posture… but I stand corrected.  

 Studies show cows produce more milk when the farmer talks to them.  It’s a case of in one ear and out the udder. 

 Did you know that a raven has 17 rigid feathers called pinions, while a crow only has 16.  So the difference between 
a raven and a crow is just a matter of a pinion.  

 
   

 Ratio of an igloo's circumference to its diameter: Eskimo Pi  
2000 pounds of Chinese soup: Won ton  
1 millionth of a mouthwash: 1 microscope  
Time between slipping on a peel and smacking the pavement:  
1bananosecond  
Weight an evangelist carries with God: 1 billigram  
 
Time it takes to sail 220 yards at 1 nautical mile per hour: Knot-furlong  
365.25 days of drinking low-calorie beer because it's less filling: 1 lite year  
16.5 feet in the Twilight Zone: 1 Rod Serling  
Half of a large intestine: 1 semicolon  
1000 aches: 1 kilohurtz  
 
Basic unit of laryngitis: 1 hoarsepower  
Shortest distance between two jokes: A straight line 
(think about it for a moment)  
453.6 graham crackers: 1 pound cake  
1 million microphones: 1 megaphone  
1 million bicycles: 2 megacycles  
2000 mockingbirds: two kilomockingbirds (work on it....)  
 
10 cards: 1 decacards  
1 kilogram of falling figs: 1 Fig Newton  
1000 cubic centimeters of wet socks: 1 literhosen  
1 millionth of a fish: 1 microfiche  
1 trillion pins: 1 terrapin  
 
10 rations: 1 decoration  

 



 

AGING GRACELESSLY 

 

 



        THOSE WERE THE DAYS   



aging gracelessly 

HOW QUICKLY TIME FLIES! 
 
The Beatles split 52 yrs ago. 
The TV show Laugh In premiered nearly 54 yrs ago. 
The movie Wizard of Oz is 82 yrs old. 
Elvis is dead 44 yrs. He’d be 86 today. 
Michael Jackson’s Thriller video is 38 yrs old. 
Jimi Hendrix and Janis Joplin dead 51 yrs. 
John Lennon dead 41 yrs . 
Mickey Mantle retired 53 yrs ago. 
The movie Back To The Future is 37 yrs old. 
The movie Saturday Night Fever is 44 yrs old. 
The Ed Sullivan show ended 49 yrs ago. 
The Brady Bunch TV show premiered 52 yrs ago. 
The triplets on the TV show My Three Sons are now 52 yrs old. 
Tabitha from the TV show Bewitched is 57 yrs old. 
The Corvette turned 68 yrs old this year. 
The Mustang is 57. 
 
 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 



 

SEASONAL SILLIES 

 



FASCINATING FACTOIDS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

KID’S KOMEDY 

   



 

ANXIETY MEDICINE  
In these uncertain times it is easy to let your anxiety start to creep up . Perhaps while 
we are in various forms of lock-down, some images from our amazing world will help 
remind us that regardless of how things may look right now, we are indeed so lucky 
to be inhabiting this beautiful planet.  
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
  



GYRETTE GIGGLES  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Hmmm  

 

 



 

 

 

MEANWHILE IN CANADA 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

     

 

                                                                                                                     

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

                                                                                                      

 

      

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

Don't worry folks. We've got this. For the 48 
hours surrounding the 11th hour of the 11th 
day of the 11th month, all federal flags will have 
their customary lanyards replaced with slinkys. 
Bouncing resolutely up and down     between 
full and half staff -- it's a made in Canada      
solution. 



 

 
 

 

      

 MEANWHLE NOT IN CANADA  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

SIGNS OF OUR TIMES 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ANIMAL INSTINCTS 

 

 

 



 SNICKERS AND GUFFAWS  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



GYRO FRIENDSHIP THOUGHT OF THE WEEK 

 AND THE LAST WORD…. 
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