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“I�T��Dit��”
Friday Pairs League
The Friday Pairs League, Series 2 (FLOPS) began on Friday, the 12th of August. As there were only 8
teams participating, the format was a straight round robin with no play-off required at the end and
finishing on 23rd of September.
FRIDAY LEAGUE – SERIES 2 PLAYERS
1. Elly Warren/Wayne Jones 2. Cathy/Rory MacCon 3. David Cooper/Berkley Lambert
4 Joan/David Klooz 5. Nancy/Doug Findlay 6. Janice/Roy Richardson 7. Kathy Heit/Dennis Kam
8. Heather/Ray Pettit
After the final game on September 23, the standings are as follows:

First Place
Joan & David Klooz

Second Place
Cathy & Rory MacCon

Third Placer
Nancy & Doug Findlay
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Friday Pairs League - Cont’d.
On September 30th, participants and spares had a dinner celebration at The Old Winery
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September Potluck
On Saturday, September 24th, we had our September Potluck dinner following 2 games of
bowling. Snacks were served outdoors, followed by the dinner indoors. Thank you to Rose
Connolly with help from Joan Klooz and Teresa Gouett for organizing and serving the food.
Also thank you to all those who brought in the various foods for the potluck. As usual, thank
you to all those who stayed and helped with the cleanup.
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Tournaments
The Robert Christopher Financial Tournament was held at the NOTL Club on Tuesday,
September 27th. Consistent with the weather for this year, play was cancelled shortly after
the start due to thunderstorms and hail. On the good news side, the locusts passed us by, as
well as the tornadoes.
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Frontier
At Port Dalhousie on September 1st, after two games, the Ladies League Tournament
resulted in a tie for first place that could not be broken!
This is most unusual: Both teams had 32 +1 points won; 14 points against and an equal
number of ends won. The NOTL team of Elly Warren, Pat Rees and Carol Williams
shared the win with Dot Atkinson, Irene Armstrong and Pauline O’Gorman from
Glenridge.
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Finally

I asked the plastic surgeon if he could make me look like a pelican. He gave me a
massive bill.

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

One frog turned to the other frog and said, “Time’s fun, when you’re having flies!”

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

I watched a new television show last night a about a religious order playing stringed
instruments. There’s way too much sects and violins on TV.

************************************
During its heyday the Wells Fargo Company employed a number of specialized stagecoaches
such as one with a church for Sunday operation. One of the more popular models featured a
darkroom on board, so passengers who took pictures could have them processed en route and
the prints delivered at their destination.
One day a stagecoach equipped with a darkroom was headed for Wichita when, passing
through a small town, it was intercepted by the local marshall, who said, "Halt in the name of
the law!"
"What's the problem?" the stagecoach driver asked.
"You should know that the operation of a mobile darkroom is illegal in Kansas," the marshall
said.
At this point two psychologists on horseback arrived on the scene. One of them said, "I
suppose what we have here is a classic case of the Oedipus complex."
The other said, "No, it's much simpler than that -- it's just an arrested stage of development."
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Finally - Cont,d.
It is a little-known fact that before becoming president of South Korea, Syngman
Rhee was for many years foreign correspondent for Life magazine, dividing his time
between their New York and Seoul offices. One day, he left New York for a routine trip
to Seoul, but, when he wasn't heard from, the New York office became worried and
called the Seoul office. The Seoul office confirmed that he had arrived as scheduled but
had left almost immediately for North Korea. They quoted him as saying that he was not
at liberty to say where he could be reached but that he would be doing a story on how
the other half lived, promising to cable it to Seoul and New York on completion
The New York office was worried and decided to send a bilingual correspondent to
North Korea to try to locate him. He arrived in Seoul, at which time he was told that
they had had an update: Syngman Rhee had called in a half hour earlier to say that his
story would concern interviews with a taxi driver, a tailor, and a restaurant manager,
all in Pyongyang. But he still declined to supply a contact address.
So the reporter decided to go to Pyongyang to track him down. At the Pyongyang
airport he took a taxi into town, and luck was with him: while his taxi driver had not
been the one interviewed, he knew the driver who had, and he gave the reporter his
name. When reporter talked to the driver, the driver said that Rhee had planned to
interview a tailor in a district known for its many tailors.
Again luck was with him: out of 3,518 tailors, he only had to talk to 17 before finding
the one who had been interviewed by Rhee: he quoted him as saying he intended to talk
to a restaurant manager located in a suburb of Pyongyang. Acting on a hunch that the
suburb would be the last one on the commuter train line, he took the train for the
northern suburbs and got off at the last stop. He interviewed a restaurant manager
there without success, so he returned to Pyongyang Central Station and took a train to
the northeast, getting off at the last stop. In this way he worked his way around, taking
trains to the east, then southeast, and again luck was with him. He did not have to get
half way around the circuit before arriving at the last town on a line running southeast
of Pyongyang, where he talked to the manager of one of the town's only two
restaurants. The manager confirmed that Syngman Rhee had gone to the other one for
his interview.
Arriving there, the correspondent talked to the manager, who said that Rhee had
just interviewed him and was now in the kitchen talking to the staff. The reporter went
into the kitchen, and there was Syngman Rhee, looking as if he hadn't aged a day in
three months, sipping a cup of tea with the staff with his notebook on his knee. The
correspondent said, "Ah, sweet Mr. Rhee of Life, at last I've found you!"
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