Solsticians:

Here are the minutes of the Summer Solstice™ Annual Meeting that took place on Feb. 24, 2003, at Puzzles Fine Dining and Beer Joint.

The meeting got off to an abrasive start when Brothers Mulligoon and Old Folks Smyth said they wanted to discuss this year’s venue. The Chairman, Brother Malanuke, and his sidekick, Yours Truly, said a decision had been made and the Summer Solstice™ would be in Lake Placid.

“I’d like to discuss that,” said Mulligoon, a bit petulantly, I thought. Then Old Folks agreed with him, as I believe did a couple of others although I didn’t make a note of whom because they are of no consequence.

Chairman Malanuke said it had been discussed and recommended, rather rudely, as I recall, that Mulligoon and Old Folks fuck off, or something like that. Mulligoon in a rare display of congeniality said “I’ll have an Ex” and Old Folks took a swig of his Orange Juice and the matter was dropped.

Then the Chairman in a masterpiece of political manoeuvring said that Special Ed would not head any committees or be a member of any committees. Special Ed merely laughed good naturedly and continued to organize the 2003 Summer Solstice™ although from my vantage point it seemed no one was paying any attention to him.

Then a brilliant riposte: He delivered three jugs of beer and he was persona grata again. Even Chairman Malanuke decided he’d switch to draft and referred to Special Ed as “friend.”

Not too long after that, Rookie Luciano, (call me Luche), ordered three more jugs and jumped immediately to the head of the Rookie of the Year Sweepstakes. Should he be invited to the 2003 Summer Solstice™, I suggest you watch this young man for two reasons: Buying beer is a trait one loves in others and he says he’s a 12 handicap. Let’s get those bets down, boys, another Liberal is about to be outted for the fraud that he is!

I thought Big Head’s reminder to Rookie Luche that “we’re drinking quarts” was a bit over the top, but Big Head—whose noggin now appears somewhat out of proportion to his newly reduced body—nevertheless gulped down a few glasses of the draft. He managed to survive the evening with his status as Tenured Solstician apparently intact and, more noteworthy, his bill at the end of the night was $5.50. For one who appeared to become noisier as the night wore on, it surely was a cheap drunk.

2.

Another rookie invitee in Chairman Malanuke’s Move to Youth Campaign, Chris Goldbrick, was a no-show, apparently suffering from Early-Onset Pussywhipedness. He told Malanuke the next day he’s forgotten. I say fuck him and the horse he rode into town on.

Frank Fred said he’d be there, but apparently got lost on the way, probably at some pub on the Quebec side where smoking is allowed. The other Cantley Comrades, Gibby and Pete, simply didn’t show as was the case with Kenny. The overwhelming reaction to their absence: Thank God we don’t have to put up with those idiots. Amen.

Andrew Robertson called to say something about chidwen, Fraser, hockey and playoffs and he wasn’t there.

Who else didn’t show? Can’t remember and it doesn’t matter.

Anyway, back to the meeting. In a brilliant display of oratory, the minister of finance, Gord Grant, presented his budget. It had a slight deficit, but the Solsticians™ present -- rank and file and Tenured™ -- refused to pony up $10 apiece and the deficit remains.

Not deterred by this minor setback, Grant went rapidly through the remainder of the budget and ended his speech to catcalls, lewd suggestions and the odd call for his resignation.

Meanwhile, The Whore was appointed Chairman of the Accoutrements and Paraphernalia Committee and made a dazzling acceptance speech although I must admit it sounded a bit slurred.

TFFN was appointed Aide to The Whore and said something undoubtedly insightful, but at that point no one was listening because Special Ed had delivered two more jugs of brew. Yes, two. He didn’t want the Malanuke-Grant combination to get any more free swill. That was quickly solved by Grant retrieving one of the jugs and sharing it with his mates—although by this time, Malanuke was on to Bud, Mully was inhaling Ex, Etch was using his Palm Pilot to figure a quick way to Lake Placid (though God knows why) on a GPS program, Luche was drinking some hard stuff and Big Head was whining about someone buying him small bottles instead of the quarts he usually cadges from fellow Solsticians™.

I think I drank the whole jug, which would, perhaps, explain why my notes are a bit incomprehensible at this point.

3.

Then Big Head and Special Ed decided to call yours truly a cheap bastard or somesuch and become quite uncivil. I responded as always. Generous to a fault I bought a round without comment.

Oh, yes, here’s something I can make out in my notes: “Willie has bought one beer for himself, he’s s scarfed down 23 drafts and some shooters. What a cheap bastard he is.” At least that’s what my notes say. I, of course, think the WOP is a fine fellow.

Also, Willie asked : “What is he (Luche) doing here?” Chairman Malanuke succinctly explained: “Willie, you’re a disgrace to Wopdom. You’re an ersatz Italian. Now fuck off.”

I seldom admit it, but I’m impressed with our Chairman’s ability to get to the crux of things quickly.

Gloossnot was there, but had little to offer the general conversation because he was deep in thought about his land claim. Maybe at some other time I would pay more attention to why he thinks he is entitled to Kanata and parts of Muenster Hamlet. It’s all a bit beyond me, but Duj apparently understands.

The WOG reappeared and was in good form, I think. He babbled and I smiled, genuinely pleased that he was back. He reacted badly, though, to the suggestion that I take a suite at The Solstice™ and that he be my houseboy. All I want him to do is press my jeans.

Bob The Cop had a dandy evening. He appeared well along the road to insobriety about an hour into the meeting. Then I discovered why he had such a long lead: He was not only drinking his own beer, but Chairman Malanuke’s, too. He’d finish his own and WOP would distract the Chairman with another of his inane comments. As the Chairman was mouthing a vulgarity, BTC swiped his beer.

At first the Chairman thought it was me, then he thought it was WOP, but no it was the former policeman. I didn’t tell the Chairman because I thought BTC might kill me. Sorry, Danny.

At this point, my note tail off, but there is a notation about M&M and cocksucker, but I have no context.

Etch appears again in my notes. It appears he wanted to know why he wasn’t at last year’s Solstice™. Now here things get a bit confusing. Chairman Malanuke says that Mulligoon, who until then had been quiet for him, explained the Three-Wood Theory.

4.

Mulligoon says he didn’t know the Three Wood Theory until Chairman Malanuke explained it to Etch. I was semi-comatose so I can shed no light on the issue. I do know, though, that the Three Wood Theory involves Euclidean Mathematics, being thrown in a trunk of a car and other deeply intriguing concepts.

I’m not sure Etch—or even I—understood, but Etch bought a round. Well done, Etch.

Finally, a word must be said for the presence of TFFN, who won the Solstice Peace Prize last year. He sat opposite Big Head and Big Head’s close pal, Randy. Not a nasty word was exchanged, not a punch thrown, not a shirt ripped. Tangelfoot and Big Head have buried the hatchet. For now. Stay tuned.

Later apparently, and again I cannot confirm this because it is neither in my notes nor do I remember it although I’m told I was there, Tanglefoot Hughes and Etch got into a bit of a barney.

It, I am told appeared as though all was not well between the two and TFFN decided to intervene. He apparently tried to stand up, but it wasn’t an entirely successful move so he said fuck it or somesuch. He can’t remember.

Anyway the argument apparently ended because neither Tanglefoot nor Etch were there when Special Ed returned to Puzzles the next morning.

I saw no lumps on Tanglefoot and Etch was seen looking less than chipper and unmarked. I guess they decided to agree to disagree.

I am becoming worried about Tanglefoot who should disabuse himself of the notion that he’s a pugilist.

Oh, yes, Original Solstician Paul Gaffney magically appeared. It seems he was looking over the modern day field. Whether he’ll be in Lake Placid, I dunno because he and Smith seem to have something in the works. Let’s watch.

That’s all folks, Gord Grant, secretary

Nil Nisi Bonum et Feckli

The invitation list will go out in two weeks.

