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After a summer of inactivity, the Men’s Book Club starts up 

again in September, and we have decided to allow the host to 

pick the book that we will discuss. Last year, that same 

method produced mixed results, so I am a little anxious as to 

how effective the technique might be in its sophomore year. 

Besides supplying ample beer and snacks, the host is also 

supposed to facilitate the discussion of the book. This is 

definitely the hardest part of the evening, and it commonly 

starts out in this fashion: 

 

Host: “So how about the Jays?” 

A member: “What do you expect? They won’t shell out any cash for decent players. All of their 

players are like 19 and from Cuba.” 

 

Host: “So, how about the Olympics?” 

A member: “We didn’t do well, and the ladies were robbed in soccer against the Americans.” 

Another member: “Bronze is nothing to sneeze at, you know.” 

 

Host: “So how about Harper up north? 

A member: “What’s he doing up there?” 

Another member: “Probably trying to discover the Northwest Passage.” 

Another member: “Oh.” 

 

Host: “So how about the hot weather this summer?” 

A member: “What’s the name of the book we are supposed to talk about tonight?” 

Another member: “I will be honest with you. I didn’t finish it.” 

Another member: “How far did you get?” 

Another member: “Well, I got the first chapter finished.” 

 

Host: “Okay, help yourselves to more beer.” 

And so it goes, as Kurt Vonnegut might say. 

 

Yes, the men like to chit chat, and Miriam informs me that the ladies act in similar fashion at her 

book club meetings. Once we get started, however, the conversation gets animated. “I really 

liked the book,” someone might exclaim. Another might add, “200 pages are just perfect.” And 

then the host will suggest refills and snacks. 

   

This year, the first book chosen is The Sisters Brothers. I’m guessing that it was chosen because 

of its fancy cover. Most people remark on how spectacular it looks, but isn’t there an old adage 

warning about judging books by their cover? I’m guessing that many also like the book because 

of its title, suggesting a genealogical treatise that seems to appeal to older people who are 

determined to trace the ancestry back to some famous European ruler like Napoleon or Julius 

Caesar.   

 

Actually, I was quite leery when I discovered that it was a western. After all, Clint Eastwood in 

the 1992 film, Unforgiven, was the best western ever. It was produced and directed by Clint 

Eastwood with a screenplay written by David Webb Peoples, the story of William Munny, an 

aging outlaw and killer who takes on one more job years after he had hung up his guns and 

turned to farming.  

 

I was also mistrustful when I heard people comparing the book to Homer’s Odyssey. That’s quite 

pretentious, I thought. After I read the book, I couldn’t figure out what the fuss was all about. 

Basically, two simple guys named Eli and Charlie Sisters are hired to kill a guy named Herman 



Kermit Warm, and the author takes us on “a journey” by horseback as they slowly make their 

way from the Oregon Trail to California in 1851. Their boss is named The 

Commodore, perhaps to get people thinking again about the Odyssey. On 

the journey, we learn about such important things as brushing our teeth and 

brotherly interaction in a peculiar good cop, bad cop fashion. We also learn 

about male and female relationships, all one-sided. There is little character 

development other than that of a near blind horse and this somehow reminds 

me of riding his horse and running at windmills with disastrous results. 

 

I’m not sure how the discussion will go when we get to our host’s house, 

but I will study up on the Jays, weather patterns and Stephen Harper to help 

move the conversation along. October’s book has not been chosen yet. I hope it’s not another 

western! 

 


