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Remembrance Day likely
the most important date in the
military calendar. It means many
things to many people.

To a veteran of WWI,WWII,
or the Korean War it is a day to
reflect, willingly or otherwise, on
the traumatic and tumultuous
events of long ago; to remember
good times, bad times, and old
friends,many ofwhomnever saw
their homes again, dying o
distant, bloody battlefields.

To the vastmajority whoneaer
served i the armed forces but
lived through those troubled
times, it is a day to remember the
months and yeans of gnawing
worry over whether a loved one
or friend would return from the
fighting and the daily news of
momentous and far-reaching
events that would inevitably
reshape the world.

To millions of innocent vic
tims, from the decimated Jews of
the Holocaust to interned
Japanese-Canadians, it is a day
to remember man's inhumanity
to man and the bitterness, hate
and overwhelming tragedy and
sorrow that are the most en
during legacies of any war.

For the rest of us who were
born after the lust war or were
too young to remember it, it is of
ten just another day. There is no
callousness or thoughtlessness in
this attitude, it is merely a normal
facet of human nature. We tend
to forget or ignore the un
pleasant. Besides, for most of us
it is ancient history, too far in the
past to be significant. Unfor
tunately, what we also forget, as
a famous historian once put it, is
"those who do not learn from
history are doomed to repeat it.'
War forgotten is a lesson unlear
ned and likely to haunt us.

This special edition of the
Totem Times is meant to en
courage that necessary, indeed
vital, act of remembrance; to
remind the present generation of
th sacrifices made by past
generations; and by doing so,
help succor a belief in the utter
futility and waste of war.
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Heroism
an act of love?

It has been more than thirty-five years since Canadian soldiers last fought in a war. Many wounds,
both physical and emotional, have been healed by this bandage of time. Some have not and thousands
can never be; their graves lie scattered across Europe and Korea.

I often imagine what it would be like to fight in a war. Part of me, the naive child, thinks it would be
an adventure. Okay, people would be dying (never my friends, of course), but every day would be
filled with thrilling, heart-stopping (literally) action. And yes, I know I would suffer, but I would also
grow in ways not possible otherwise; I would gain an insight into man and the world that can be
acquired in no other way. In a life that sometimes drags from day to day with little change, that seems
welcome.

The more mature part of me (I think), the cynicist, knows the truth is a far cry from my musings. I
know war is a dirty, brutal, chaotic affair with no winners, at least not amongst the people who do the
fighting. All the soldiers do is try to survive so they can see their homes again. I wonder if any
soldier thinks of what he is doing as being 'for his country' in the midst of battle or, indeed, at anytime
after his first shocking encounter with enemy forces who seem intent on maiming or killing him. Surely
facing death has a way of reducing the complications of life to a single, overriding desire to live!
So this cynical part of me is astounded at the acts of courage which commonly occur during the

fighting. I'm not talking of the everyday variety of courage displayed by soldiers just doing their job
(which is remarkable enough), but those special cases which stand out. With bombs and bullets flying
helter-skelter, seeking a deadly embrace with vulnerable human flesh, a few men (and women)
willingly risk their lives, going well beyond what is demanded or expected of them. I have a particular
case in mind.
On 12 June 1944, an R.C.A.F. Lancaster bomber, part of a large force attacking a target in France,

was jumped by a German fighter and badly damaged. When a fire broke out, the Captain ordered the
crew to abandon the aircraft. The mid-upper gunner, Pilot Officer Mynarski, making his way towards
the escape hatch, spotted the rear gunner trapped in his turret. 'Without hesitation . . Mynarski made
his way though the flames in an endeavour to reach the rear turret and release the gunner. Wilst so
doing, his parachute and his clothing, up to the waist, were set on fire. All his efforts to move the
turret and free the gunner were in vain. Eventually the rear gunner indicated that he should save his
own life. Pilot Officer Mynarski reluctantly went back through the flames to the escape hatch. There,
as a last gesture to the trapped gunner, he turned towards him, stood to attention in his flaming clothes
and saluted, before he jumped out of the aircraft ... He was found eventually by the French, but was
so severely burnt that he died from his injuries.'' Miraculously, the rear gunner survived the crash.
(Mynarski posthumously received theVictoriaCross.)

What could motivate someone to such incredible self-sacrifice? Was it his country? Did the thought
ofCanada somehow lying pregnable to the German jackboot cause him to put his life on the line? Was
it democracy and freedom? Didhe feel they would be lost if the rear gunner lost his life? I think not.
There is probably only one thing that could generate that degree of selflessness: love. Not love for

his country or freedom or democracy they are too abstract to influence a person during moments of
extreme peril but love for his friend; someone he had trained, fought, laughed, and perhaps cried
with. For this person he unhesitatingly gambled his life and lost.

I can't help but feel the vast majority of heros in war are impelled to their acts for this reason. War
generatesan amazing kinship amongst individuals in a group (even just in basic training, most people
in the military get a small taste of this). It is this which makes a unit fight effectively and also can lead
to extraordinary deeds of courage. Freedom and other ideals have very little part. As Billy Joel sings,
And who was wrong, and who was right, it didn't matter in the thick of the fight.'
So Remembrance Day to me is remembering, even amongst the carnage and death, the love and

devotion of man towards man.

Way back when

In the Euclataw tongue of the local Indians, it was called "Komuchway," meaning abundance. Gradually the name
shortened to Comox. In mid-1942, at the zenith of Japanese power in the Pacific, it was obvious that another
aerodrome was needed in Canada's West Coast to support the increasing military traffic, and Comox was chosen as
the sight. Carved out of the forest, the runways were quickly laid down, folowed by construction of the necessary
base structures. Officially opened In May, 1943, this photo was taken In October, 1943, and shows what looks like,
apart from the runways, a farming homestead. But by May, 1944, the base strength was over 1,000 and, with 50
some aircraft, large numbers of transport aircrew were being trained as part of the massive war effort.

Fond memories:
in Brighton's fields

My father lies with poppies.
Killed in 1943, he lies in Or
tona, Italy. I will go one day to
touch my fingers to the stone
and trace his name. Oh, I have
pictures, comments from
papers when he was promoted,
and the telegram sent to his
mother when he was killed. I
also have letters, many, many
letters written to his brother in
Alberta of his desolation being
away from home, worrying
about their mother. So poppies
to me, and the meaning behind
the symbolism, have a personal
connotation. But they also
mean something else.

My father, a captain in the
Canadian Army, was stationed
in England during WW II. I
was born six months or so
before he was killed, to an
Englishwoman in her 20s who
was alone and worked as a
seamstress. Although I've
heard stories of how they met
and felt and of the anguish of
his death, my earliest remem
brances are of four and five
years old. I remember swinging
around a gun metal railing out
side my house in Brighton. The
metal, cold and smooth, was
my favorite playground except
for bike riding with mother.
And we'd go to the poppy

fields of Brighton.
On her day off, whenever

that was, she'd pack a lunch
and wheel out the bike. Behind
her seat there was the little seat
for me, with sides and a back,
and the picnic hamper behind
me. She'd pack me on the bike
and we'd ride through Queen's
Square and onto the front by
the sea and away for miles, or
so it seemed, the sea to the
right, pebbles glistening,
everyone on bikes. But she and
I were going to picnic in the
poppy fields.

I don't remember climbing
or walking, but I remember
suddenly being there, halfway
up a hill filled with hundreds
and thousands of poppies.
Their heads were huge with
bright red petals and funny
things on them, long, long
stems with spiky leaves. I'd run
and run and fall and look and
pick and peer and loved those
poppies. Mother would be
lying back on her elbows,
probably talking to me, I don't
remember, maybe just musing
and wondering and wishing. I
remember such a happy time,
always the sunshine, and the
grass so green, and the sea
going on and on forever, left
and right and as far as I could
see.

But I remember mostly the
poppies, my field of poppies. I
lay in the fields of poppies
again and again over those
couple of years before I was
taken away forever from my
beloved Brighton.

I returned there a few mon
ths ago, so many, many years
later. I still love Brighton and
she looked wonderful, smelled
wonderful, with so much still
there the aquarium, the pier,
the flowers and the glorious
sea. My fields were gone. In
their place were horrid houses
all alike, and roads, and cars
and nothing.

But joyous memories,
places, faces, cannot be taken
away, ever. And though I
remember thoughts of my
father, for that's all I have, and
pictures in my mind of my
fields, for that's all I have, I
feel joy with sorrow in Novem
ber. I think of my father lying
in his field of poppies, as I
remember lying in mine.

byAnne E. McConnell
courtesyLegion Magazine
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A veteran of another kind
If the word 'veteran' is taken

to mean one who has been in
combat, then Warrant Officer
Brian O'Cain doesn't strictly
qualify. He is, however, a
veteran of another kind. O'Cain
is in his 30th year of military
service, with eight to go. He
has never engaged in a single
warlike act. Yet, he and others
like him may soon represent the
single main source of strength
for the acts and traditions of
Remembrance, which we ob
serve on 11 November, and
throughout the year.
In a world less and less ex

posed to the gritty realities of
large scale combat, and more
hopeful of universal peace, it is
difficult for present and
emerging generations to
visualize the agony of past
wars, or to properly under
stand why those wars were
fought.
O'Cain has served twice in

Europe; while he was there,
and in his own way, he made it
his business to understand.
''At Grostenquin (formerly 2

Wing, RCAF) I was a member
of an Honour Guard on
Memorial Day at the nearby
U.S. war cemetary in St.
Avold. Later, I visited the
French cemetary at Choloy,
which has a Canadian sector,
including the graves of a com
plete Lancaster crew from

"But
the

it was
graves, the

sheer number of
graves, and the
ages of those
who lie in them -

19, 20, 21 -
some from the
same
that

families,
I cannot

forget.''
World War Two, after that, I
decided to visit places where
Canadians fought in Europe,
and where they were buried,''
said O'Cain, ''starting with the
Normandy beaches, then

through Belguim and Holland.
I saw the city of Rotterdam
being rebuilt, and thought
'how expensive'. But then I
thought of the other greater
cost; the lives of all those very
young men who liberated Rot
terdam."

O'Cain visited Vimy Ridge
and its towering memorial,
"Built by a grateful nation" ...
a pilgrimage for most
Canadians overseas. There
were other trips, to Njimegen,
Remargen Bridge and tragic
Arnhem, the 'Bridge too Far'.

Near Gostenquin, "Every
step we took on the ground,
was a step into history, one of
our combat shelters was a
Maginot Line fort at Teting, At
Verdum, I saw the 'Trench de
Bayonet', named for an entire
company of French soldiers
buried in an artillery bombar
dment, with only their
bayonets showing above the
earth," recalls O'Cain.

'But it was the graves, the
sheer numbers of graves, and
the ages of those who lie in
them -- 19, 20, 21 -- some from
the same families, that I can
not forget. When you walk on
that hallowed ground, you'll
know why you are there, and
you will remember.''

byNormBlondelt

The Royal Canadian Legion
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Why
the poppy?

Every November I wear a
poppy, not because someone
tells me to, nor because it's a
custom, but because I know
about the brave men and
women who fought for
Canada's freedom.

I was young when WW II
was fought, but I remember
that many young men from our
community went to war. Can
anyone forget how dashing a
well-pressed uniform and
polished boots made every lad?
The uniforms helped conceal
fear and uncertainty, I'm sure,
just as a loved one's pride
helped conceal those feelings.

Some veterans of WW I, too,
returned to barracks and
uniforms. Like the young, they
didn't wait to be called when
their country required their
services. Many left behind
wives and children. Duty's call
was strong.
Each leave home was an im

portant event for the whole
community. Everyone spoke to
the serviceman and of him. He
was a man willing to give his
life for us all. He was enter
tained and praised. Farewells,
though tearful, were usually
'·Till we meet agian.'
Some of these men never

returned. Some came back
crippled in mind and body.
Time passed. Some resumed
civilian activities, others found
their jangled nerves couldn't
cope with everyday life. War
continued to demand its price.
For as far back as my

memory goes, students from
schools surrounding Kyle,
Alta., where I grew up,
gathered in the town hall for
the Remembrance Day service.
Was it compulsory? I don't
know. We went. We par
ticipated. We remembered.

Mine wasn't a family of
veterans, but relatives, class-

mates and friends married
them, and some of their
children became my class
mates.
I became aware that war was

a 'locked away' period of many
men's lives. They never men
tioned it. Others relived the
terror nightly or while under
the influence of alcohol. Oc
casionally some publicly
recalled this part of their past.
But veterans had one thing in
common. Each 11 Nov they
wore a poppy and gathered to
remember the dead and the
living.

I don't feel that Remem
brance Day is a glorification of
war. Men who silently lock
away a portion of their lives are
not glorifying battle. Perhaps
their silence is a prayer that war
will be no more.

The red, handmade, felt
poppies of my youth have been
replaced by machine-made,
plastic-backed blooms, but
their message is the same:
Remember.

Books, movies and telvision
shows about war abound but
cannot convey to many of us
the brutality, pain, anguish,
fear and shame suffered by
men in combat, or the anxiety
and terror felt by their families.
Many of us can never fully ap
preciate their desire that war
shall be no more.

Veterans and their families
can instil in young Canadians
the importance of Remem
brance Day. Those of us who
are part of a younger
generation perhaps need to be
reminded of the significance of
the blood-red poppy we wear
11 Nov. We need to remember
with gratitude not only those
who gave their lives, but also
those who returned.

byAnne Rae
courtesy Legion Magazine

Poppy Campaign
OTTAWA -- The 1989 Pop

py Campaign began 23 October
and runs until 1I November.
Conducted by the Royal

Canadian Legion, the Poppy
Campaign raises money which
is kept in trust and used to
assist needy Canadian ex
service members and their
families. Veterans of Com
monwealth and allied countries
who are resident in Canada
may also qualify for assistance
through the Poppy Funds.
The Poppy is a visible

reminder of the sacrifice made
by some 114,000 men and
women who died while serving
in Canada's armed forces

the Korean Conflict. For each
donation given during the
campaign, a visible symbol of
remembrance is provided,
either in the form of a single
poppy, a wreath or spray, or,
in the case of group donations,
a certificate.

Poppy material is assembled
by disabled veterans and their
families. This not only provides
them with a small source of
income, but allows them to
take an active part in the
tradition of remembrance.

During 1988 some $5 million
were distributed in accordance
with the enc
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John Magee
It was a grey, overcast day in

December 1941, and in the
skies above the flat Fenland
countryside of south Lincoln
shire a squadron of Spitfires
was returning home to its base
near the village of Wellingore
after an uneventful morning
patrol. The young pilot of one
of the aeroplanes was a han
dsome 19-year-old called John
Magee. As he looked down on
the vast patchwork of fields,
criss-crossed by long straight
lanes and dotted here and there
with farms and cottages, the
feeling of exhilaration that he
felt whenever he took to the air
again swept over him.

Soaring above the mat
chstick-sized figures far below,
John wouldn't have changed
places with anyone. The Spit
fire had proved itself to be the
swiftest and most deadly
fighter plane in the skies, and
as he sat at the controls of his
own machine with every sense
and sinew perfectly tuned to
the feel of its fabric around
him, and the familiar sound of
its engine, John felt as free as a
bird. He was a knight of the
skies riding a charger that
would respond like lightning to
his every command; and, if he
came under attack from any
enemy aircraft, twist and turn
out of the way with awe
inspiring speed.

Were it not for the presence
of his fellow-flyers and the
need to be in a constant state of
readiness for the call to inter
cept enemy bombers coming in
from the North Sea, John
would probably have opened
up the throttle and put the Spit
fire through its paces, for to
soar and swoop through the
heavens was the supreme ex
perience of his life. This love of
flying was coupled with an
equally powerful passion for
writing poetry the spiralling
freedom of flight finding sof
ter, more subtle echoes in the
dramatic rising and falling of
poetic rhythms.
In fct, when it came to

poetry, John Magee was a
genius. He had demonstrated
this a few months earlier after
his very first flight in command
of a Spitfire, when his two
great gifts for poetry and flying
had come rapturously together
to create High Flight, a poem
which has in the past 0 years
become a rousing anthem for
pilots everywhere. It has been
reproduced in scores of an
thologies and now hangs on the
walls it air trining schools and
flying museums throughout
England, Canada and the
USA.

But this was all in the future,
and as he started his descent ot
the airfield at Wellingore,
which as suddenly obscured by
a thick bank of cloud, John
could have had no idea of just

the Pilot Poet

how famous High Flight would
become he had only ever
shown it to his family and a few
close friends. Nevertheless, no
one who knew John Magee
would have been surprised that
his poetic genius had flowered
so qui ckly . He ha d lived his

short life at full speed, an
unusual background of wide
travel and hard-fought per
sonal battles giving him ex
perience and maturity far
beyond his ycars. As the
aeroplane disappeared into the
clouds on that day in 1941, it
was only John's dogged deter
mination and burning desire to
assist in the defence of England
that meant he was there at all.
Had he listened to the advice of
others and put aside his own
feelings and beliefs in favour of
a safer existence, his life story
might have been completely
different...

Born to missionary parents
in China, his father was
American and his mother
English. When he was nine he
was sent to England for
schooling where he quickly
showed sharp intelligence and a
mischievous nature. In 1939, he
moved to America, to continue
his education, where his great
talent for poetry blossomed.
But his heart lay in England
and, as the Battle of Britain
raged over the English coun
tryside through the summer of
1940, he was drawn irresistably
to the skies and to the fighting.

In the autumn of 1940 he
joined the RCAF.

Air Force discipline turned
him into n assured and pur
poseful young man, cven if he
was still something of a dare
devil who delighted in risky
aerobatics.
John received his all

important 'wings' in June 1941
and shortly afterwards was
posted to Great Britain and his

final training station at Llan
dow in South Wales. It was
while he was in the officers'
mess on day at Llandow,
talking in a loud, excited voice
about the qualities of the Spit
fire, that a fellow-flyer
suggested to him that, as he was
interested in writing poetry, he
ought to put his feelings down
in words. Immediately John
took an envelope from his
pocket and in no time at all he
had scribbled down the words
of what was to become the
most famous flying poem in the
world,HighFlight. Soon after,
when he had completed his
final training and joined 412
Squadron at RAF Digby in
Lincolnshire, he sent a copy of
the verse to his parents.
Time was divided between

practising manoeuvres, taking
part in usually uneventful
coastal patrols, attacking ship
ping or intercepting bombers
over the North Sea and
Holland, and enduring that
curse of all fighter pilots during
the last war, the nail-biting wait
for a call to action. There were
also, of course, the parties in
the mess that followed any par
ticularly dangerous or suc
cessful exercise. On these oc
casions, John and the other
young flyers would unwind as
only fighter pilots knew how.
John was a very popular mem
ber of the squadron and there
was a great sense of
comradeship amongst them all.

He visited Oxford where
Elinor Lyon, the love of his life
was a student at Lady Margaret
Hall; John was quite sure that
he was in love with her. Elinor,
who now lives on the coast of
Wales, vividly remembered the
meeting:

'Before he went back to the
squadron he came to say good
bye and brought an old motor
bicyle he had acquired. It was

just like him, I thought, to buy
a cycle that kept breaking down
and had to be pushed most of
the time, and it caused him
great amusement by it eccen
tricities. We shook hands
rather solemnly when he went
and it seemed rather foolish
and inadequate to wish him
good luck, because whatever
happened he considered him
self marvellously lucky and I
never remember him com
plaining of anything. The
motor-bike, however, cheered
us up a bit; it went five yards
and then stopped dead, and
when at last it went on again we
laughed and John waved his
hand and disappeared round
the comer."
John's flying ability impro

ved all the time and he was
soon a section leader, taking
part in operations over oc
cupied Europe. So it was that
he came to be flying towards
Wellingore on the December
day in 1941...
while undergoing his fighter

training John had once written:
''I want to die in circumstances
violently heroic'', but as he
descended through the bank of
cloud, suddenly the un
thinkable happened he
collided with another aircraft
from the nearby RAF College
at Cranwell. A farmer working
near the village of Roxholm
witnessed the incident.
Looking up, he actually saw

John climb out of his doomed
aircraft in an attempt to use his
papachute. In the event, it got
tangled up and failed to open.
Both young men were killed.
John was buried in the

village cemetery at Scopwick in
Lincolnshire, close to where he
died and alongside many of his
friends who had also been
killed defending Britain. The
headstone of his grave bears
the first and last lines of High
Flight.
John's death came as a great

shock to Elinor. ''He liked to
live life at full speed'', she
wrote, 'and danger only made
life more thrilling. I don't think
he could have borne to grow
old."
At the time of his death High

Flight was virtually unknown,
but after John's father had it
printed in his church magazine
it was spotted by a reporter and
published in a Washington
newspaper, when it captured
the imaginations of the
thousands who read it. More
recently the poem was referred
to by President Reagan in his
speech to the American people
following the 'Challenger'
disaster in January 1986.
So, through this great work,

the memory and spirit of John
Magee lives on ... nearly 50
years after he himself 'touched
the face of God.'

by Stephen Garnett
courtesy This EnglandMagazine

HIGH FLIGHT
Oh! I Have slipped the surly bonds ofEarth
And danced the skies

on laughter-silvered wings;
Sunward I've climbed,

andjoined the tumbling mirth
Ofsun-split clouds

. and done a hundred things
You have not dreamed of-

wheeled and soared and swung
High in the sunlit silence.

Ho'ring there,
I've chased the shouting wind along,

andflung
My eager craft throughfootless

halls ofair...
Up, up the long, delirious burning blue
I've topped the wind-swept heights

with easy grace,
Where never lark,

or even zagle flew
And, while with silent, lifting mind

I've trod
The high untrespassed sanctity ofspace,
Put out my hand and touched theface ofGod.

JOHNMAGEE

Remembering the Holocaust
The look on their faces is as

bleak as their surroundings
Surprisingly, there is no appeal
to pity; they know, perhaps, no
such emotion exists in the men
facing them. They are wearing
only undergarments and their
feet are bare, although the day
is obviously cold the onset
of a long, Russian winter. they
stand huddled together but
each seems wrapped in their
own thoughts, their own suf
fering. They are all five
women; the youngest a mere
child, two show the bloom of
early womanhood, one a
mother, maybe , and the other
a grandmother - a family one
is inclined to believe. Tran
sposed to a beach somewhere
and it could almost be a casual
family snapshot, taken before
they had a chance to arrange
their smiles. But it's not. Stan
ding around them, in heavy
greatcoats, are soldiers with
rifles, soldiers with disin
terested looks, as though they
were lounging by a parade
square waiting for a parade to
start. Nearby are piles of
discarded clothing and many
more people in stages of un
dress.
The next photograph shows

a group of women standing in a
row, their backs to a deep pit
filled with uncountable bodies,
waiting for the inevitable.

Both of these photographs
were discovered, along with
many other Gestapo documen
ts, after German forces
retreated from the Baltic
Republics in the later stages of
the Second World War. They
speak eloquently of a horror it
is almost impossible to con
template. Their very matter-of
factness- that someone would
take the time to photograph,
document, such horrific hap
penings says even more than
the people in the photograph.

What was the heinous crime
these women were guilty of?
They were Jewish. Their
demise, and that of 6,000,000
others (in what has become
known as the Holocaust),
began in 1933 when Adolf
Hitler assumed the Chancellory
of Germany.
Anti-Semitism was a fun

damental part of Hitler's
program and ''Nazi propagan
da succeeded in popularizing
the absurd theory that Jews
were to blame for everything
[wrong]'' in a Germany reeling
under the effects of a world
wide depression. In progressive
steps, Jews were robbed of
their rights, their property, and
finally, after the war began and
released Hitler and the Nazis
for maintaining a facade of
civilized behaviour, their lives.

Initial plans for the destruc
tion of European Jewry called
for them to be concentrated in
larger and larger ghettos and
simply starved to death. To this
end they were uprooted from

. .• a.ttt al

And only the very few are born
martyrs.''
Have we learned any lessons

from the Holocaust? That is
doubtful since 1945 further
instances of genocide have left
millions more innocent victims
dead.

Unfortunately, when these
awful events are rendered into
statistics they often loose their
significance. 6,000,000 horribly
murdered human beings is a
fact whose very enormity and
repulsiveness is difficult to
comprehend and so makes us
reluctant to deal with. But one
murder, or a few, we can im
mediately grasp what if the
person killed was someone I
cared for? and the
emotional impact is powerful
and unpleasant. Ultimately,
that is how the Holocaust must
be viewed if it is to have a
lasting effect; not as a single
collosal tragedy or evil, but as
millions of individual and
distinct ones. Eugen Kogon, a
survivor of the death camps,
put it better: "As you view the
history of our time, turn and
look at the piles of bodies,
pause and imagine that this
poor residue of flesh and bones
is your father, your child, your

forcefully moved to the larger
cities, often with only what
they could carry in their arms.
There they were barricaded off
and supplied with guantities of
food well below the subsistence
level. Though many died of
hunger, and in increasing num
bers as the days and months
dragged on, Nazi planners were
unhappy with the slow pace of
'Extermination' and concieved
of large, efficient death camps
where the killing could proceed
at a much quicker pace. Thus
were born names which still
chill the blood: Auschwitz,
Treblinka, Dachau, Bergen
BELSEN, Buchenwald a
litany of almost inconceivable
cruelty and mass murder which
stretched across Germany and
Poland.

At these camps, genocide
became a science. As the huge
numbers of prisoners arrived
they underwent a careful selec
tion process. Most women and
children and some men - the
elderly or those in poor health
- were immediately sent to the
gas chambers. Here, standing
naked shoulder to shoulder,
they died within dark, sealed,
concrete rooms in agony and
terror. The remaining men
were used as forced labour until
they reached complete physical
exhaustion at which time, being
no longer useful, they too were
sent to the gas chambers. A few
unlucky ones were selected for
medical experiments dying
in low-pressure chambers, ice
cold water, or from injected
diseases.

So great was the Nazi ob
session with wiping out the
Jewish population that resour
ces desperately needed
elsewhere were diverted, under
the highest authority, to con
tinue the killing. Even when it
was clear that Germany was
losing the war, still the ovens
burned night and day disposing
of the bodies as"f"?""!'',,_lLll
hare nntin

operation. It ended only in late
1944 as the Allied armies were
rapidly engulfing the crumbling
remnants of the Third Reich.
How could a modern,

civilized nation have engaged in
such barbarism? There is no
clear answer to this disturbing
question. The Germans of the
time were no different fun
damentally from other peoples.
The Nazis, preaching their per
verted religion, gained control
by manipulation and main
tained it with ruthless efficien
cy. And ''in a regime that
declares crime to be law and
every humane action to be
crime, the individual can easily
find himself in a position where
he has only two alternatives-
to be either a villian or a hero.
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century will be recorded in the
book of years as some of the
most bloody in all annals. Two
world wars have left a legacy of
dead which number more than
all the armies engaged in any
war that made ancient or
medieval history. No half
century ever witnessed such
slaughter on such a scale, such
cruelties and inhumanities,
such wholesale deportations of
peoples into slavery, such an
nihilations of minorities. The
terror of Torquemade pales
before theNazi Inquisition.''

··These deeds are the over
shadowing historical facts by
which generations will remem
ber this decade. If we cannot
eliminate the causes and
prevent the repetition of these
barbaric events, it is not an
irresponsible prophecy to say
this twentieth century may yet
succeed in bringing the doom
of civilization.''

byKirk Sunter

wife, is the one you love. See
yourself and those nearest you,
to whom you are devoted heart
and soul, thrown naked into
the dirt, tortured, starving,
killed."

Robert H. Jackson, the U.S.
Chief Prosecutor at Nurem
burg where Nazi was criminals
were tried, spoke of the Jewish
dead and many, many others
when he wrote;: ''These two
score years in this twentieth

Auschwitz survivor, 1945

Air Force Trivia

Trivia Answer

WHAT WHERE WHEN WHY

Definitely not a Cessna Crane, this one. It is the first of seven from the H.W. Homes
collection. Harold Holmes is a member of 800 Wing RCAFA Victoria.

We are advised this is a T2
Trojan, possibly US Navy. Can
anyone offer more details?
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Remember. • •

olks thin. th..t
Services should

not be " ipels beaus
they f It such services
glorify 'hen v meet on
this comin .emembrnce
Sunday Service nd on
Remembrance Day we mark
events that happened over forty
years ago and can be thankful
that most of us are too young
to have anymemories of thec
tual events. My maternal ran
dfather always called it Ar
mistice Day, which as a boy I
thought funny word because
Remembrance Day was so
much easier to say. But more
and more, Remembrance Day
is not a time of remembering
but rather time to teach about
the past events it represents.

Thankfully, my generation
has not hd to face the reality
of war, but WW II had z
tremendous impact on the
older generations. I am not cer
tain that I have had any er
perience that I can relate to
theirs. In September '88 in
Winnipeg, I took my father to
the Convention Centre where,
as a part of aWartime Aircrew
Reunion, veterans were
gathering to be transported to

CFB Po! or an sir show. I
as impressed by their sheer

numbers. Think of the impact
that WW II had on that
enerution! An impact so

strong it caused people from 18
different countries to gather in
Winnipeg, Canada, over four
decades after the fact.

Early last summer I had the
priviledge of standing next to a
gentleman who had 250
operational hours on the Lan
caster bomber in WW II. AS We
stood on the apron in Winnipeg
and listened to the four big
Merlin engines of the Mynarski
Memorial Lancaster roar as it
taxied out for take-off, he
commented that he must have
been crazy as an eighteen year
old to fly them out of England
and over hostile enemy
territory. As the Lanc started
its take-off roll, he said, ''Wat-

Public Review Panel on Tanker Safety and
Marine Spills Response Capability

Comit¢ d'examen public des systemes de
securite des navires-citernes et de la capacite
d'intervention en cas de deversements en
milieu marin

INVITATION TO MAKE SUBMISSIONS
AND ATTEND HEARINGS

The Public Review Panel on Tanker Safety and Marine Response
Capability has been appointed by the Federal Government to
conduct a public revie into all facets f the distressing problem of
spills from tankers and barges bearing oil or chemicals

The Panel will review the systems currently in place to support the
safe movement of oil and chemicals in bulk by tanker or barge
through Canadian waters and fishing zones, and the capability of
anada to respond to tanker spills of these materials.

Public hearings are being held in communities on Canada's Atlantic
Coast, the West Coast, the St Lawrene River and Great Lakes
System, and both Eastern and Western Arctic waters. All interested
persons are invited to attend.

The Panel is seeking input from special interest groups, including
environmentalists, native people and others; the three levels of
government; and industry including shipping. oil. chemical. fishing
and other, as well as the general public.

Should you wish to make a submission. please write or telephone for
details as indicated below.

PUBLIC HEARINGS SCHEDULE
100 p.m. to 500 pm. and 630p.m. to 9.30 p.m. each day

Pince{pent
Monday. November 20, 199

Board Room
Highliner Inn

'orman Sell
Thrusdav. November 23. 1989

Community Hall

Calanu
Wednesday. November 22. 1989

Amphitheatre
Calgary Tower

hutch»re
Monday. November 27., 19k89

Rendezvous Room
Westmark Klondike H

[fine
Thursday. Novemher 30, 19889

Reception Room
Long Beach GolfChub

ch her, she is a real lady; she
slips gently into the air, not like
the pushy jets of today that
thunder off the end of the run
way, noses pointed high.'' The
Lan¢ did slip into the air,
banked smoothly to the West,
and came around for a fly-past.
She lined up on the gap bet-

ween the two hangars where we
stood next to the Western
Aviation Museum. As she flew
over us we were inundated by
the sound of the Merlins and
then she headed off East to her
home base in Hamilton. As I
started back to work, I looked
over my shoulder and this gen
tlemn was still watching her
go. Could he see other Lancs
form up on her, all those cnll
signs and friends who did not

make it back home? He could
remember. Thankfully, instead
of having my own 'war stories'
to relate, I have only had to
read about these wars in
preparation for Remembrance
Day, Battle of Britain Sunday,
and Battle of Atlantic Sunday.
So why do we gather for this

Prisoner of war
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SancIucr
Wednesday. November 29, 199

Grouse Room
Hvan Hotel

For further information, please write or call:

Public Review Panel on Tanker Safety and
Marine Spills Response Capability
14th Floor, Jules Leger
25 Eddy Street, Hull, Quebec, KIA 0H3
or telephone toll-free: 1-800-567-6876

The privilege was o
The clock in the Peace Tower

began to strike 11, and at that
moment a member of the
House of Commons Protective
Service Staff snapped to atten
tion in the Memorial Chamber
to begin the ceremonial Tur
ning Of The Page. It seemed
incredible that my friend and I
were witnessing this solemn
daily ritual, a privilege we
never expected to be ours.

Although I'd visited the
chamber a number of times
over the years, this was the first
time I'd be able to look at the
name I was longing to see. It
wasn't until recently that I had
learned the date when his name
appeared. A letter from the
Veterans Affairs said my
soldier's name appeared every
30 Sept in the WW II Book ofr,a,,,g-.=

,,
1 j,.• +4
H.Qom,to10a.m. v

Tu2

18£WOP2O
g99%4 eqqowauooou
f09%, erewier
it!,35kt ·country cookingjiMM

900d
•rurol hospitolity
reasonable prices, 4og/ ·essir ysismf,/[/Ui ·bowing our ow natural to@ward lager

l_..,;;...-~~~-1"'"/t-("''°"·"..,• #uGG3tor0Lua#Gtcon3
C..__A49AANDERrON.,COMOx 339-5400.

occasion? Air Chief Marshal
Sir Peter Harding, Chief of the
RAF Air Staff, writes in the
current RAF Year Book, "Fif
ty years ago the United
Kingdom became involved in
what eventually turned out to
be the second great World War
fought in this century. There
were many lessons which were
learned from the conflict but,
above all, two that proved en
during. The first is that peace is

not secured by good intentio
and wishful thinki but by
peaceful policies backed by
effective military capability.
The second enduring lesson to
emerge from WW II was the
importance of air power. So
why do we hold Remembrance
Day Services? Because the
younger generation needs to be
taught those lessons learned
years ago.''

So as we gather at cenataphs
on Saturday, we do not glorify
war, but we do honour those of
previous generations who, like
my acquaintance in Winnipeg,
can reflect through more
mature eyes, 'I must have been
crazy ...' That man and others
of his generation were called on
in their youth to fight for their
ideals and for freedom. We
gather at cenataphs to hear
their stories and learn the
lessons of history so that we
will not make the same
mistakes.

See you at the cenataph
Saturday and see you at
Chapel.

by Padre Bob

Remembrance. We'd made this
journey to Ottawa specifically
to see it.
The activity on Parliament

Hill that morning was twofold:
Outside, the armed forces were
getting ready for the opening
ceremonies of the United Way
campaign. Inside the members
of Parliament were preparing
to appoint a new Speaker of the
House. As we approached the
Centre Block we had no idea
how the next half hour would
unfold.
The blow came when we

paused to have a few words
with an RCMP officer near the
steps, who said all tours for the
day were cancelled due to a
special sitting of Parliament.
As this news sank in he added,
'T Hm sorry. .ave you come
far?'' Was 300 miles far? The
distance didn't seem impor
tant, but the fact it would be a
year before the name came up
again did. Seeing my dismay,
the officer suggested we ap
proach security and tell them
our problem.
Standing on the Centre

Block steps, I repeated my

continued on page 22
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•... there are things you would
like to forget... But I don't want
to forget...2'

Driver mechanic Private Reg
Smith was on garrison duty in
the Carribean islands of
Jamaica and Bermuda with 'A'
Company of the Winnipeg
Grenadiers, in late 1941, when
the message came from Ot
tawa, transferring then to
Hong Kong. Included in the
move were the Royal Rifles Of
Canada (NFLD) and Brigade
HQ from Victoria.
Japan had massed more than

40,000 troops on the border at
Kowloon, and Reg's machine
gun regiment was sent in to
bolster the defences of Hong
Kong. Their trucks and Bren
gun carriers were sent by sea.
They never got there.

In simultaneous strikes at
Pearl Harbour, the Philipines,
Malaya and Hong Kong, the
Japanese began to enlarge what
they called their 'Co-Prosperity
Sphere.' Ill equipped and badly
organized, the Canadians
fought for 17 days until
Christmas Day, when the
Governor of Hong Kong
surrendered to the Japanese.

Smith recalls, ''we were
marched from Fort Stanley,
(where the 16 inch guns faced
the sea) to a refugee camp at
North Point on Hong Kong
island. We were badly treated
from the start, having to per
form heavy manual labour on
very little food. We were even
tually shipped in groups to the
P.O.W. camp at Oyama, 150
miles south of Hiroshima. I
was a prisoner of war for 1347
days, and my weight dropped
from a normal 162 lb to 107 lb.
Our treatment in Japan was
worse than in Hong Kong. We

m ST. PETER'S

-

.&. __A_n_g_1_1c_a_n,_E_p_1s_c_o_pa_1) Church

218 CHURCH ST., COMOX

Remembrance Day
Ceremonies
- in the Comox Valley -

Courtenay-
407 Squadron, veterans, and cadets depart the Courtenay
Legion, 367 Cliffe Ave., at 10:20 and march to the cenotaph
at the bottom of Mission Hill.

Comox-
442 Squadron, veterans, and cadets form up at 10:20 at the
corner of Norden and Beaufort and march to the cenotaph in
front of the Town Hall.

Cumberland-
vu 33 Squadron, veterans, and cadets depart the Post Of
fice at 10:45 and march to the cenotaph in front of the
Legion, 2270 Dunsmuir St..

The ceremonies, which pay tribute to the war
dead and to local veterans, begin shortly
before 11:00. Come pay your respects to those who gave
so much to you.

Receptions follow in each of the Legions, and,
for military, cadet, and legion members, in the
Totem Lounge at CFS Comox.

HOLY EUCHARIST
8.00a.m. and 10.00am.

Fr. John Paetkau - 339.2925

were forced to work, poorly
clothed and fed, in the cold and
wet of an open pit nickel mine.
By war's end we were walking
skeletons. After working as a
medical orderly, I got fed up
with putting so many of my
comrades in coffins. After the
40th coffin, I switched to
working in the mine."
Amember of the Hong Kong

Veterans Association for 43
years and a Legion member for
more than 20 years, Reg Smith
has his own way of remem
bering. Each year he purchases
and lays his own wreath on
behalf of the Hong Kong
veterans, at the cenataph on
Mission Hill.
About remembrance, he

says, ''there are things you
would like to forget about.
They are always running
through your mind. But I don't
want to forget. I hope the
reason for Armistice Day and
the remembrance ceremonies is
properly explained to our
young people. I hope and ex
pect the Armed Forces will
keep these memories alive.'

by Norm Blondel

Pte Reg Smith prior to departing for
Hong Kong.

Reg Smith, 44 years after his
release, reflects on the years spent
as a Japanese POW.

ive the Gift
of Love for
Christmas...
The GI/t that only
you can give...
A Portrait of You or
Your Family.

SAVE 50% onSpecial
OVER Oponrait Packages!

Seo your nearest Sooter Studio tor details
685 Cliffe Avenue
Beside B.C. Tel.
Courtenav

Whenyou think ofice cream...

THINKOFERICK'S!
20 different milkshakes
'best in the Valley'

'roze,Yogun

We also have:
w waffle corn dogs on a stick

* home made soup and sandwiches
home made stew and chili

w coffee, donuts, and muffins

ERICK'S ICE CREAMPARLOR
Owned and operated by a retired CF member.

!r.z2"
I

550 Comox Road
Courtenay
334-3311

FarquharsonFarms

Open from 9 am to 10pm, Mon - Thurs
Fri, Sat, and Sun - open 'tlll 10:30 pm

l
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In Flanders fields
Each November over four- days and nights the allies

teen million poppies bloom in repulsed wave after wave of at
Canada. Dotting the lapels of tackers.
half of Canada's population, During this perid, McCrae
this symbol of remembrance wrote 'One can see the dead
makes its annual appearance as lying there on the front field.
it has done every year since And in places where the enemy
1926.- threw in an attack, they lie very
Although everybody knows thick on the slopes of the Ger

what the poppy means, no one man trenches."
is certain of how it all began;
how the poppy became so
closely associated with remem-
brance of the war dead.

The socition was certainly
not new when the poppy was
adopted in Canada in 1921. At
least a hundred and ten years
before that time, a correspon
dent wrote of how thickly pop
pies grewoer the graves of the
dead. He was speaking of the
Napoleonic War znd its cam
paigns in Flanders.
But a Canadian medical of

ficer wau chiefly responsible for
this association, more so than
any other single known factor. Working from a dressing
John MeCre was a tall, station on the bank of the Yser

boyish 43-year-old member of Canal, LCol McCrae dressed
the Canadian Medical Corps hundreds of wounded, never
from Guelph, Ontario. An ar- talking off his clothes for the
tillery veteran of the Boer War, entire 17 days. Sometimes the
he had the eye of a gunner, the dead or wounded actually
hand of a surgeon and the soul rolled down the bank from
of apoetwhenhewent into the above into his dugout. While
line atYpres onApril22, 1915. awaiting the arrival of batches
That was the afternoon the of wounded, he would watch

enemyfirst usedpolsongas. the men at work in the burial
The first attack failed. So did plots which were quickly filling

the next and the next. For 17 up.

But McCrae
came out of
Ypres with 13
lines scrawled on
a scrap of paper
. . . "In Flanders
fields the pop
pies blow ... ''

Then McCrae and his unit
were relieved. 'We are weary
in body and wearier in mind.
The general impression in my
mind is one of a nightmare,'
he wrote home.

But McCrae came out of
Ypres with 13 lines scrawled on
a scrap of paper. The lines were
the poem which started: ''In
Flanders fields the poppies
blow ..."
These were the lines which

are enshrined in the hearts of
all soldiers who heard in them
their innermost thoughts. Mc
Crae was their voice. The poem
circulated as does a folk song,
by living word of mouth. Men
learned it with their hearts.
In the United States, the

poem inspired the American
Legion to adopt the poppy as
the symbol of Remembrance.
In Canada the poppy was of

ficially adopted by the Great
War Veterans Association in
1921 on the suggestion of a
Mrs. E. Guerin of France. But
there is little doubt that the im
pact of McCrae's poem in
fluenced this decision.
The poem speaks of Flanders

fields. But the subject is univer
sal: the fear that in death we
will be forgotten, that death
willhavebeenin vain.

The spirit of true Remem
bran,us symbolized by the
poppy, must be our eternal an
swer which belies those fears.

In Flandersfields thepoppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row,
That mark ourplaces; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly
Scarce heard amid the guns below
We are theDead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved, and were loved, and now we lie
In Flandersfields.

Take up our quarrel with thefoe:
Toyoufromfailing hands we throw
The torch; beyours to hold it high.
Ifye breakfaith with us who die
We shall not sleep, thoughpoppies grow
InFlandersfields.

John McCrae

New releases
in Beta& VHS
every week!

493 Puntledge Road
Courtenay,
334-2120

Toshiba Electronic Sales & Lease to Own

THANKYOU FOR·USING OURWINGS.

We are particularly proud that
the Canadian Armed Forces has
chosen Canadian as their airline.
Wrth ourPartnerswe flytomore

than 150 destinations throughout
Canada. (That's more than any
other airline can offer.)

And every day we're reaching come under ourwing. Andwe owe
higher and farther. The world our success to one person: you.
of Canadian spans five C ct•
continents with cities anat ·n
~ver 18 countries. ~ities 1
like Frankfurt, Munich,
Amsterdam andMilan al OURWORLDREVOLVESAROUNDYOU.,
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COURTENAY CHRYSLER CLEARS THE DECK!

89 MITSUBISHI BLAST OUT!
NOTORTREND'S "1989 IMPORT CAR OF THE YEAR!''

Esses) er2 COLT 200
4 DOOR SEDAN

Canadsn is a registered trademark ofCanadian Airlines International Ltd.

50 MILES PER GALLON

"8329
NET OF REBATE

ONLY 2 LEFT

16.989
N!F REBATE

$750 CASH REBATE

'11.989
NET,REBATE

$500 CASH REBATE
ALL WITH 3 YEAR/60,000 KMS BUMPER TO BUMPER WARRANTY

4511 STEEL BELTED RADIAL
All-season convenience at an

economical price.
P155/80R13 P205/75R14
Pl 65/80Rl 3 P215/75R14
P175/80R13 P205/75R15
Pl85/80R13 P215/75R15
P185/75R14 P225/75R15
P195/75R14 P235/75R15XL

STARTING FROM

·59%%
INCLUDING INSTALLATION & BALANCING

SEALED BEAMS
Move up to Halogen Brighter, whiter

light for night-time driving.
2-lamp system:
(SH6054)

·24%?
4-lamp system:
(5BH4656)

% ·15%2

% couIsIoN
PROTECTION FOR YOU AND YOUR CAR

THE BEST PAINT JOB
YOU CAN GET.
WE GUARANTEE IT
IN WRITING!

CALL KEN SERVICE

When you come to our shop you get more than just a
point job. You get a team of specialists who use the
BASF Inmont R-M Solid Gold System, to rolinish your cor
the right way. We guarantee it.

The R-M Solid Gold Guarantee protects
your car against peeling. cracking.
lading and dulling for a lull two
years. And weput that in writing!
Come in an see us for more
details. Insist on R-M Solid Gold.

SOLID GOLD
GUARANTEE

sRVICE
PROTECTION FOR YOU AND YOUR CAR

BCAA
25 Point
SAFETY

INSPECTION

+14°
A QUALITY FULL SERVICESNOP

' . .

e%23£°
PROTECTION FOR YOU AND YOUR CAR

GOVERNMENT INSPECTION
FACILITY
No. 51978

€@URTENAY
CHRYSLER

BCAA
Approved

OPEN Mon. to Sat. 8 a.m. to 5 p.m.

4Wt •eases.A Ge
osovo.»° THE

4847 NORTH ISLAND HWY.
COURTENAY, B.C.
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The stepping stone to victory
In the summer and fall of

1940, the RAF -- which in
cluded many Canadians -- won
what was to become known as
the Battle of Britain. Many
regard it as the turning point -
albeit an early one -- in the war
against Germany.

But the real turning point, "the
stepping stone to victory'', says
W/C (Ret'd) James 'Stocky'
(or Eddie) Edwards was the
war in the North African
Desert. At El Alemein and
points west, it was the series of
battles won by allied air and
ground forces which was the
first step towards victory over
fascism in Europe and the
Japanese in the pacific.

Eddie played his part in this
conflict: flying Kittyhawks and
Spitfires he destroyed 20 enemy
aircraft, (with another 6
probable kills) and damaged a
further 16, all in the air. On the

ground he destroyed 12 aircraft
and damaged 2. Add a couple
of hundred trucks to the tally
and one can see Eddie, like
many of his fellow Saskat
chewan farm boys, was a crack
shot.

There were a lot of Canadians
who fought in North Africa
and Eddie wonders if anybody
in Canada knows of their deeds
and their sacrifices in that
crucial combat zone. Their
graves litter the desert, but
there is little recorded about
them. At El Alcmain there is a
centaph for all combatants -
the Allies and the Axis--but in
Canada only the veterans
remember.

In his book, ''Kittyhawk
Pilot,'' Eddie writes of the bat
tles that began in North Africa
and continued through Sicily
and into Italy, and of the

PUBLIC
HEARINGS

British Columbia Legislative Assembly
SELECT STANDING COMMITTEE

ON FORESTS AND LANDS

PRINCE RUPERT • WED, NOV. 1/89· 11.00 A.M.
The Prince Ruper Hotel • 2nd Ave., & 6th Street

STEWART • THURS, NOV. 2/89 • 10.00 A.M.
Banquet Hall • Stewart Arena

DAWSON CREEK • FRL, NOV. 3/89 • 900 A.M.
The George Dawson Inn • Tremblay Room • 11705 -8th Street

VANCOUVER • WED., NOV. 8/89· 9.00 A.M.
The Westin Bayshore • Stanley Room • 1601 W. Georgia
KELOWNA • THURS., NOV 9/89 • 900 A.M.

The Lodge Motor Inn • 2170 Harvey Avenue
DUNCAN • WED, NOV. 15/89 • 1000 A.M.
The Siler Bridge Inn • 10 Trans Canada Highway

The purpose of these meetings is to receive
submissions on the criteria and procedures for
determining the availability of the exemptions
pursuant to Section 136 of the Forest Act and
conditions, fees and permits imposed pursuant to
Section 137 of the Forest Act.

The committee may, at its discretion, hear views
with respect to the prices of timber bought, sold or
traded on the Vancouver Log Market; whether such
prices represent or reflect the true market value of
species for export or domestic use and the suitability
of such prices for determining the relative values of
different species for the purpose of calculating
stumpage payable under the Forest Act.

Those wishing to appear at the above locations
should notify the Clerk of Committees as soon as
possible supplying him with 12 copies of any
printed material intended for presentation to the
committee.

Address all correspondence or inquiries to:
Mr. Craig H. James
Clerk of Committees
Room 236 Parliament Buildings
Victoria, British Columbia
V8V1X4
Telephone: 356-2933 Fax: 356-8172
Mr. Graham Bruce, M.L.A.
CHAIRMAN

" ... but what about the ones who
couldn't go home? We remember
them now but what happens

9 ,999when the veterans are all gone.
heroes on both sides. He com
ments: "But after it was all
over (in Europe), Canada was
too ready to 'Pack up and go
home,' and forget about the
war. A natural way to feel, but
what about the ones who
couldn't go home? We remem
ber them now, but what hap
pens when the veterans arc all
gone? The present generation
has no memory of their

They died for peace
Most people would not

dispute that the United
Nations is a noble venture, one
which has found peaceful
solutions to many of the
world's tensions and conflicts.
Born during the tumultuous
andbloody years of the Second
WorldWar, itheld out hope to
a disillusioned world of an end
to wars. And Canada has
played no small part in it.
Major R.I. Sibbald, Com

mandant of the Air Force In
doctrination School at CFB
Comox and, like a large num
ber of Canadian Forces' per
sonnel, a veteran of U.N.
operations, writes: "Canada
was one of the founding mem
bers of the United Nations.
Ever since the Right
Honourable W.L. Mackenzie
King, Prime Minister of
Canada, signed the United
Nations Charter on 26 June,
1945, Canada has been an ac
tive supporter of and par
ticipant in the whole range of
UN activities.''

Canada is the eighth largest
financial contributer to the UN
with more than one billion
dollars give between between
1946 and 1979 but our backing
goes far beyond money. As
Major Sibbald says, "Canada
has been a member of nearly all

Professional Picture Framers since 1975

480·C 6th street
Courtenay

sacrifices. They will not
remember.'

While this sad commentary
may not be shared by all, Eddie
Edwards expresses a legitimate
concern about Remembrance
in the absence of these
veterans, these comrades of the
fallen. In the presence of peace,
will we forget those who
brought it about?

byNorm Blondel

of the various disarmament
and arms control bodies ...
has been active in the general
area of equal rights and self
determination of peoples and
specifically decolonization . . .
has been involved in assistance
to refugees and, perhaps more
importantly, had accepted
200,000 refuges as immigrants
[by 19751."
Without doubt, though,

Canada is most remembered
and respected for its role as a
peacekeeper in troubled lands
around the globe. Since 1950,
Canada has been a part of
every UN peacekeeping
operation (the only nation with
this distinction), with more
than 80,000 CF members ser
ving to date. Most recently, a
Canadian contingent, including
four CFB Comox personnel,
went to Namibia (or Southwest
Africa) as part of UN forces
trying to ensure the country
moves forward from decades
of civil warfare to a secure
democracy able to decide its
own future.

In a way, as Perrin Beatty,
the former Minister of
National Defence pointed out,
Canada invented peacekeeping.
During the Suez Crisis in 1956,
Lester Pearson, then Secretary
of State for External Affairs

and later to be Prime Minister,
developed the concept of
using an international
peacekeeping force under the
auspices of the United Nations
to stabilize the military situa
tion between Egypt and Israel.
For his efforts he was awarded
theNobel Peace Prize in 1957.

Peacekeeping has not been
carried out without substantial
risks. When former enemies are
separated by only a thin cordon
of minimally armed UN forces,
'accidents' will happen. Since
the end of the Korean War, 81
Canadians have lost their lives
on peacekeeping operations.
But, as Major Sibbald says,
despite this high cost in human
terms ''Surely there is no
greater evidence of Canada's
whole hearted support for the
UN in general and for the cause
of peace in particular.''
Thiry-one years after Lester

Pearson's historic peace en
deavour, UN military
peacekeeping forces were
likewise awarded the Nobel
Peace Prize. Perhaps this
Remembrance Day we should
all reflect for a moment on the
sacrifices of those of whom it
can be said truly: ''they died
for peace.''

by Kirk Sunter
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knbargain still apply?
"The universe is so vast and

so ageless that the life of one
man can only be justified by
the measure of his sacrifice.''

By one of the miserable coin
cidences that war abounds in,
those were the last words PO
V.A. Rosewarne wrote to his
mother before he was shot
down and killed, at the age of
24, in the Battle of Britain. His
mother sent his last letter to
The Times, which published it
18 June 1940. The words are
now inscribed on the wall of
the Royal Air Force Museum in
north London.
He probably did not say

those words to himself as he
fell out of the sky in his bur
ning Spitfire, but he did mean
them. Strip sway all the
rhetoric, and the core remains:
We expect our young men to
sacrifice their lives for us if war
comes, and they are willing to
be asked.
It is a very old bargain, and it

is not just a practical one. We
cannot help believing that a
sacrifice like Rosewurne's
one which hundreds of
thousands of young men make
every year confers a kind of
dignity on those for whom it is
done. It is a deeply entrenched
notion in any culture with a
military tradition and that is
practically every culture on ear
th.

What we avoid thinking
about, because it is a most un
welcomed truth, is that all this
sacrifice is useless waste.
Rosewarne died fighting Hitler,
which we believe was a noble
cause. But the German fighter
pilots who died on the same
day were just as brave, and
their sacrifice just as great. The
bargain was the same on both
sides.
Hitler is now almost 40 years

dead, but war is still with us.

OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK

338
ti

Sacrifices:
Does the old

New generations of fighter
pilots prepare to lay down their
lives fighting new enemies, and
it really doesn't matter who:
Royal Air Force pilots who
were trained to fight Russians
found themselves killing
Argentines in 1982. Every war
.seems to have a specific and
unique cause, but all wars are
the same. The disorder is in the
system.

The external symptoms of
the disorder are the states in
which we live: organizations of
vast power that claim the right
to complete independence from
all the rest of the world. In
defence of that absolute in
dependence, they also claim the
right to kill people living in
other states, and to send their
own young men to their deaths
in war." necessary to avoid war.

But these mighty and terrible Lesser sacrifices, but not
sovereign states, for all their small ones. We will not avoid
deep-rooted traditions, have no war of unimaginable destruc
existence beyond the people tiveness just by expressions of
who make them up. They goodwill. We will have to stop
behave as they do because we trying to make ourselves in-
think as we do: What's ours is vulnerable to others, not that it
ours, and no damn foreigners is possible nowadays anyway.
arc going to take it away from We will have to let all sorts of
us. foreigners who think in strange
It was always wrong, but we ways have a say in what we do.

can find excuses for our an- It will hurt, and it will cost us
cestors. If you don't really dearly.
believe that foreigners are fully In short, we will have to give
human, which most people up our precious independence.
didn't perhaps they still It may sound naive even to talk
don't then killing them of such a radical change in the
rather than compromising with way we run our affairs - the
them is acceptable behavior. practical and psycholigical ob-
There were also grave practical stacles arc immense, and it will
difficulties: Attila the Hun was happen, if at all, only over
not very good at compromise. decades - but there is no other
We can find excuses for our- way.

selves too. Compromise bet- What we always should have
ween different peoples with been doing, we now have to do.
conflicting aims is still not Either we adapt to our new
easy: Both sides actually have realities, or we die.
to sacrifice things they care a' by GwynneDyer
great deal about. Everybody courtesy Legion Magazine

LIFETIME
SERVICE
GUARANTEE

understands the terms of the
bargain almost instinctively.
But the wars we fight now arc
not like that.

In most wars in the past half
century, the civilian dead have
outnumbered the military
dead. If the developed coun
tries go to war again, using all
the weapons they have now,
there will be a hundred dead
civilians for every soldier who
is killed. The old bargain has
become utterly meaningless,
and we cannot go on preten
ding it still works.

But the idea of sacrifice does
not become meaningless. It's
just that we can no longer place
that burden solely on our
young men. Instead of asking
them to die in war so we can all
get what we want, we all have
to make the lesser sacrifices

SERVICE
DEPARTMENT

NEW HOURS:
FOR YOUP CONVENIENCE

6 DAYS A WEEK SERVICE
7 A.M. 7P.M.

Drop your car or truck off and we will
drive you to work.
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The corpse of a German soldier In the trenches of WW I. "What we avoid
thinking about, because it is a most unwelcome truth, is that all this sacrifice
is useless waste."

COMOX'S NEWEST
WATERFRONT VIEW

Pub Hours:
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Sunday
11 am to 10pm
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Mon - Sat

11am to 10 pm

Sunday
Noon to 10 pm

Dinner at 5:30 pm

•
0/4r business Luncheons & Dinners,1' '~ecial occasions, or simply

because you deserve it,

Starting Monday 20 November
FREE Seafood Draw

7:30 pm, 9:00 pm, 10:30 pm
Tuesday*

All you can eat prawns!
$9.95

Wednesday*
All you can eat ribs!

$8.95
• as available

r-------------------------,I Enter to win a dinner for TWO!! I
1 Drop your entry form by the pub & check out I
i our daily specials! {
I Name:
·1 ·-------------~ IAddress:
hp.
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---Kor anWa
Courtenay resident James

Patrick Egan, 58, served with
the British Army in the Korean
War, at Kure, South Honshu
Island, Japan. He was a
Sergeant Instructor at
''Cassell's Camp,' working
with convalescent soldiers,
sailors, and airmen wouunded
in the Korean front lines, and
transported over from Pusan
on a hospital ship.
His duties were the

rehabilitation, education, and
restoration of moral of the
troops. The first two casualties
he saw - one wounded in the
left leg, the other in the right,
supporting each other, both
dressed in field grey uniforms
and French army fatigue hats -
were Canadians. It was truly a
United Nations force.
As a British National Service

conscript, James found he
liked army life, and signed on
as a regular, doing his basic
training with the Seaforth
Highlanders at Inverness, in
Scotland, and his trade training
at the Army School of
Education at Beaconsfield in
Buckinghamshire. Posted to
Korea, he expected to land near
the front lines (producing a
Service newspaper) but he
found himself instead at the
Casell's convalescent training
camp, responsible for 56
wounded men, just released
from hospital.
The so-called 'Korean Con

flict,' was a dirty little trench
war by this time, with men con
stantly on patrol, often am
bushed by superior numbers of
the enemy. The weather was ex
tremely cold (sometimes
reaching 40 deg. F below zero)
and living conditions were
similar to those of World War
I, with trenches and un
derground bunkers. The misery
was compounded by the strong
enemy firepowerburp guns,
anti-personnel grenades and
landmines, and Napalm - and
fanatical troops. Often overrun
in mass attacks by drug-crazed,
untrained Chinese and Korean
lads - pushed towards the UN
guns by trumpets, gongs and
screaming commanders - the
UN soldiers often called fire
down on their own positions,
leaving enemy bodies twenty
deep around UN strong-points.
James Egan saw the UN sur

vivors of those attacks, woun
ded in body and spirit, and it
was his job along with a highly
trained team from the Army
Medical and Physical Training
Corps, to rehabilitate them.
The teams collective spirit and
hard work saved many of these
casualties from physical and
mental collapse.
Almost all the wounded came
in plaster casts -- even for flesh
wounds -- which drove them it
ch-crazy in the Japanese heat.
James remembers the time
when casts were removed by

James Egan at home

medical staff: "Look at that
soldier!'' they would say.
Momentarily distracted, the
'soldier' had his cast suddenly
ripped away, often taking body
hair with it.
To revive their spirits, the

convalescents were kept active
in almost every sport known to
man, and had access to
a limitless supply of beer and
grub. Frequent trips 'over the
wire' by James' charges, were
themost common 'sport.'
'One night I carried out a

bed check,'' James remem
bers. "Out of 56 wounded men,
only two were in their beds,
apart from several makeshift
dummies wearing Australian
hats. I didn't need to ask where
they went, or what they did,
but it seemed to do them a
power of good.''
''When I think about

Remembrance Day, my first
thoughts are of my father,
John Joseph Egan, who was a
sniper and a Lewis gunner at
Vimy Ridge, Paschendale,
and other notorious WW I bat
tlefields, with the Durham
Light Infantry. He survived the
war, in spite of being blown up
by a railway gun shell. Woun
ded in the butt, he crawled to a
nearby artillery position and
directed return fire on the

railway gun (where his sniper's
eye had spotted it), putting it
out of action. For this he
received no medal.''
"Secondly, I remember my

six older sisters, drafted to
night time war work, making
bullets for Spitfires. They all
married servicemen, including
one from the Polish Army.
Thirdly, I remember my friends
who went to Korea and Malaya
and paid with their lives or loss
of limbs for the freedom and
prosperity which those coun
tries now enjoy.
"Canadians should always be

aware of the contribution made
by young men and women
from this country, often under
hellish circumstances,
thousands of miles from home.
Many of them lie in unmarked
graves, their names known only
to God.
'There seems often to be a

lack of understanding of the
service man's and woman's
role today. They still serve far
from home in arduous con
ditions, often posted at very
short notice with disruption of
family life, to support
Canada's role as a major
peacekeeping force in the
world.
''And who remembers the

magnificant work of the
Canadian Red Cross nurses in
the Korean War? Only those
who have experienced similar
situations can truly evaluate
their sacrifice. I hope that
future generations of
Canadians will also answer
when the call cames as come
it will.

'·We promised to remember.
I will remember -- and to me
that is worth all the medals in
the world.''

by Norm Blonde/
JamesEgan is Vice-President

of the Canadian Korean
Veterans Association, Unit 39,
Courtenay. Anyone interested
in more information about the
KVA may write to: P. O. Box
3643, Courtenay, B.C. V9N
7PI, or telephone (604) 338-
8515.

Anyone meeting George
Hadley for the first time might
be excused for thinking, 'isn't
he in good shape for a seventy
year old?'' George is 94, and
he's probably the oldest
veteran in the Comox Valley. He
was born in London (U.K.) in
1895 and found himself, at the
age of 19, on the deck of HMS
Digby, a Royal Navy armed
merchant cruiser, otherwise
known as a decoy ship, hunting
submarines in the North Atlan
tic.

''We got one with our depth
charges,' he recalls, His ship
was stationed with the 10th
Cruiser Britain. 'I didn't wear
a life jacket," he said. 'In
those chilly waters it would
have only prolonged the
misery. I wanted it over as soon
as possible." Fortunately for
George, he didn't have to jump
into those chilly waters. In
stead, he was transferred to the
HMS Implacable, a battleship
carrying 16 inch guns and a
crew of 1400 men, enroute to
the Dardenelles and the Suez
Canal, to battle the Turks. His
battle station was atop the huge
tripod mast, acting as range
finder and spotter. From the

James Egan:

''I hope that
future generations
of Canadians

'will also answer
when the call
comes
come it will.''

ias
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heat of Suez, he returned to the U.K.
with his battleship, and spent the
remainder of the war at North
Shields, Tyneside. He retired as an
executive with the Furness-Withy
Shipping Company, and moved to

V t

George Hadley recalls a long ago war

s

George Hadley:

''The young may
protest about a lot of
things, but their right
to do so was made
possible by those who
fought for liberty and
suffered or died in the
process.''

Canada in 1960.
"Remembrance Day is a reminder

to parents, to pass the word to the
younger generation. The young may
protest about a lot of things, but their
right to do so was made possible by

those who fought for liberty
and suffered or died in the
process," he said. "We must
never, ever forget that."
George Hadley isn't as

mobile as he was a couple of
years ago, but he keeps busy.
An ex-accountant, he can still
out-pace his bank teller when it
comes to adding up the figures.
''They rely too much on
calculators these days. What
happened to mental arith
metic?'' George asked. What,
indeed?

byNorm Blonde/

Duke Warren:

"It's
how

•amazing
young we

all were. In the
graveyards over
seas you almost
never see the
grave of a person
over thirty.''
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--World War Two
''I always wanted to fly. The

war gave me the opportunity...
there were the patriotic feelings
as well ... the general feeling
at the time was that Germany
was mistreating people."
Duke Warren, a local veteran
of World War II who retired
from the Canadian Forces in
1973, was eighteen years old
when he joined the Royal
Canadian Air Force in 1940
and after training found him
self on the shores of a
beleaguered England in
January, 1942.
''My first big operation was

Dieppe. I flew four sorties that
day." At Dieppe, 6,000 troops

mostly Canadian landed
on the beaches of this small
French port (in the first am
phibious assault since WW I),
with the objective of capturing
and holding it for twelve hours.
But things went disastrously
wrong almost before they
began. The Germans comman
ded the cliff-tops and laid
down a withering storm of fire,
cutting down the helpless
Canadians as they landed.
Thousands were left dead and
wounded with only a few ac
tually making it into the city.
The remainder were captured
or withdrew in disarray to the
waiting ships.
Overhead, the biggest air

battle of the war raged, with
RAF and RCAF flying more
than 3,000 sorties in support of
the ground forces while the
German Luftwaffe flew 1,000
sorties against them. 'There
was a madhouse of airplanes
going in every direction.''
Warren and his twin brother
(they were known on the
squadron as Duke I and Duke
2-- his brother died in 1951 in
the first CF-1OO crash), who
went through training and the
war with him, were flying Spit
fires and shot down a Dornier
217.'I was very pleased. It's
like winning an Academy
Award it means you've done
your job... I didn't think
about the pilot much, it was

I

A youthful Duke Warren poses before his Spitfire fighter
just a machine I was shooting
at ... I was happy when the
pilot bailed out ... I think four
people managed to bail out of
the Dornier that day."
Too busy in the air, Duke

remembers little of the battle
on the ground although one in
delible memory came strongly
to him. It was the first time I
saw a destroyer burn up. God,
they are made of steel! How
can they burn?' It wasn't till
late in the day, after his last
sortie, he found out how badly
the Canadians on the ground
had suffered.
The Warrens moved onto the

fighter-bomber role later in the
war, flying sweeps across the
French and German coun
tryside where the 'flak was
fierce' and it wasn't unusual to
return with a fewholes punched
in the aircraft. 'I remember
one time a large piece of flak
came through the side of the
cockpit and ended up nestled in
my breast pocket. It was warm
but it did nothing more than
tear my shirt . . . it almost
doubled over the D-ring on the
seat harness before it hit me...
otherwise it would have killed
me.'

I I
4

Losses were unrelenting
during this type of flying. 'On
most wing sweeps we would
lose 2 or 3 aircraft ... one day
the wing flew 100 sorties and
lost 8 pilots with 15 aircraft
badly damaged... several
times our squadron lost 3 out
of 12 aircraft on one sortie.'
Warren is reluctant to talk
about his friends who didn't
survive the war. He's happier
talking about aircraft - his
love of flying is still evident
''There were 38 or 39 pilots on
my initial course. Only 7 sur
vived the war. A lot died in ac
cidents.... My roommate told
me be would never return ...
'I'm going to die,' he told me.
Sure enough he died in a flying
accident... he had a real
premonition."

Sitting in Duke Warren's den
forty-four years after the war
in Europe ended, I glance at the
walls adorned with WW II air
craft paintings and momentos
from a long career in the For
ces. Duke leans back in his
chair. He seems uncomfortable
with the conversation - as
though I have stirred up the
ghosts of lost friends and
family that he would sooner see
laid to rest. Like many
veterans probably, I think he
doesn't look forward to
Remembrance Day. It takes lit
tle as it is to send his thoughts
winging back to darker days
when a comrade who was won
derfully alive one moment
might lie broken and burned
the next. 'It's amazing how
young we all were. In the
graveyards overseas you almost
never see the grave of a person
over thirty.'

In the Legion in the town of
Westaskawin, Alberta, where
Duke grew up, there are 34 dead
listed from WW II. ''Nineteen
of them in the class ahead of
or behind mine I knew per
sonally... when I stand to at
tention [on Remembrance

Fro..' es WWI a soldier sleep. (Public Archives r++«ta»
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Cracking up: when nerves fail
Junior RanksMess

Upcoming events
The failure of nerve is in

sidious. It creeps up on you
when you are least prepared. It
dries out your mouth. It gets
into your bones and muscles.
It's like dry rot in the brain and
heart. Malaria or typhoid. You
can't eat or sleep.
For weeks I had been feeling

panic simmering in my gut. I
couldn't make it to the latrines.
I had developed a sickly odor. I
began to hear whisperings. One
night on patrol I got lost. My
corporal had to find the way
back. Then my rifle and pack
vanished.
I was serving in Europe with

the British army, a Canloan of
ficer with the King's Own Scot
tish Borderers. When action
was slack I censored letters,
made out casualty reports,
wrote letters to next-of-kin,
checked ammunition supplies.
I scrounged treats for my men:
smokes, chocolates, socks.
Scrounging was not to be con
fused with looting, which was
what Jerry did.
Twice a week, if things were

quiet, we held our current af
fairs class. The army was keen
that men keep up with what
was going onbackhome. Every
soldier must have a chance to
express his ideas on postwar
construction.
I remember gathering my

men together in the kitchen ofa
farmhouse near one of the
main roads leading out ofAr
nhem. Somebody had tossed in
a grenade the day before. The
floor was covered with
smashed dished, scrapes of
clothing, school-books. The
walls and ceilings were spat-

I

er

tered with stains. Over the kit
chen door was a portrait of a
bearded and venerable old gen
tleman, a family patriarch. The
frame and glass was gone; the
portrait was hammered to the
wall with a spike driven
through the canvas.

I ordered my corporal to
light a fire. He smashed up a
couple of chairs with his rifle
butt for kindling and got a fire
going in the kitchen stove. It
was soon warm and comfor
table, and the men flopped
down on the floor. They were
dead tired; most of them had
been on double guard duty.
The corporal announced our
topic for discussion was Job
TrainingAfter The War. In the
distance we could hear
Moaning Minnies grumbling
through the sky, and oc
casionally the sharp crack of an
.88. The kitchen filled with the
stench of damp clothing and

burning leather boots too close
to the stove.

I stared at the stained walls
and ceiling, the school-books,
the face of the old man above
the kitchen door. After a while,
I could see my men were com
fortable and announced we'd
carry on with the break and
forget the discussion until next
time. My eyes kept straying
back to the face of that old
man. The picture reminded me
of one of those paintings by
Georges Rouault - agony of
man on a cross.

Suddenly mortar shells star
ted dropping near us. We
doused the fire, and I babbled
orders. What fools we had been
to start a fire! Then the cor
poral took charge. Everything
went quiet. The shells moved
away in a big arc toward the
south.
When the crack-up finally

comes, the mind seizes up. I

remember a soldier cursing and
shoving me away from a win
dow. I babbled about the por
trait. We must take it with us!

Before dawn, two officers
from brigade and my corporal
hustled me into a jeep. I was
taken to Nijmcgcn, then flown
to Brussels. A medic slipped a
white tag around my neck and I
rend the big type
NEURASTHENIC. The tag
hung like a mark of Cain,
albatross, trademark of the
outcast. Somebody said the tag
was 'just to help sort us out'.
Later I was shipped to
Basingstoke, England. At the
hospital it took months to
toughen up my soul.
At the Remembrance Day

service at our Legion branch, I
listen to a pink-cheeked laddie
blowing the Last Post. He
shapes his notes with tender
care and I remember clear as
day fresh graves, the portrait of

an old man, cursing. I see a
clump of fresh graves marked
only with rifles and helmets, a
toppled monument with the in
scription Nos Enfants crushed
under rubble, the fire the Ger
man mortars near Arnhem
creeping slowly toward a far
mhouse.

In our little Legion, I want
now, at this moment, to be like
the old soldier who never dies. I
know I can't, but I try. I push
back my shoulders, lift up my
head. I hear the clink of
medals. (I never sent for mine.)
I go over the names of old
friends. I think of my faithful
corporal. I draw close to those
around me, as though to make
room for absent comrades now
part of history.

by Sam Roddan
courtesy Legion Magazine

INSURANCE CORPORATION OF BRITISH COLUMBIA

YourlastAutoplanPremium
mayhavesurprisedyou.

Itcouldhavebeen
$105higher.

John Hackett,
C.D.,B.Sc.

Financial Representative

Specializing in:
Severance Pay
management
Education plans
Retirementplanning

Phone:
us. (604) 338-5155
'es. (604) 339-5016________,

Autoplan premiums increased by an average of
22% in 1988. This was a direct result of the rising
number and cost of claims in B.C., which in 1987
topped all previous records.

The surprising part was that your premium
didn't go even higher. Itwould have if ICBC
operated like most auto insurers, who use the
income from investments to pay dividends or
for other purposes.

Butbecause ICBC operates on a break-even basis,
all our investment income is used to reduce the cost
of insurance for B.C. motorists. So every investment
dollar ICBC earns is a premium dollar you don't have
to pay. In 1988, this saving averaged S105 per policy.

If all B.C. drivers performed as well as ICBCs
investments, your future premiums could really
surpnse you. Pleasantly, for a change.

CKCRC
Together, vecan driv
1nsurancecsts down

Remembrance Day 11 Nov
Come to the lounge and reminisce with the veterans. Opening at noon with a light lunch.
Entertainment provided by DJ Kirby. PMQ gate (walkers only) will be open
Dress Code DEU #3 with name tags.
Ham and Turkey Dart Shoot. Cost $5.00 per person. Sign up at the mess prior to 1700 hours.

Comedy Night
18 Nov

In conjunction with the Steak Night and Dart
Tournament, Comedian Tim Bretcht will be
performing at the lounge. See him and he'll
have you in stitches all night. Begins at 2000 hrs
and goes till midnight. No cost.

Ms Gay Cup Pageant 24 Nov
Time to get those dresses pressed and that hair curled. Ms Gay Cup Pagent is only two weeks away
Applications available for contestants at Junior Ranks' Mess office. Entry is FREE.
DJ Candu will entertain, prizes for winner and runner-up. See you there!
East vs West. Sign up at the Messes. Begins at 1300 hrs. Same rules as last year.
Starting at 1100 hrs with the pre-game warm-up. Come and cheer on your team. There will be
back to back TVs, munchies available.

Mixed TGIF 1 Dec
Ham & Turkey Dart Shoot. Cost $5 per person. Sign up at the mess prior to 1700 hrs.

Jerry Watson 9 Dec
Come to see a professional billards player at the Mess. Starts at 1800 hrs - he'll dazzle you!

Reminder
Every Friday afternoon beginning at 1730 hrs, there are MIXED TGIF and Sports. Check at the
mess to see what event is taking place. Food is available. Si nu rior to 1715 hrs.

WhatA Night!!!

«. #

to you didn't have too much to drink, they did look like this

±· .:-
»

The Hallowe'en Dance was a great success.
DJ Ozzy of Much Music was a hit for all.
Thanks to everyone for coming out.

The Sheik of CFB Comox

The Junior Ranks' Luncheon on Friday 27 Oct was well attended. The Base Commander's
speech was very informative in regards to future plans for the Base. He also presented a
framed Lithograph to the Jr Ranks with the offical words to the CAF Marching Song. Everyone
enjoyed the meal. Thanks to all those who made It possible.
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Remembe

Dad I hardly knew you
If I want to hear firsthand

what it was like landing on the
beaches of Normandy 40 years
ago, I am going to have to watch
one of the many documentaries
that will surface June 6 or
frequent one of the Royal
Canadian Legion branches con
ducting special memorial ser
vices.
The D-Day ceremonies will be

a little more earnest this time.
Normandy survivors will wonder
if they will be around to mark
the 45th and 50h anniversaries.
My dad never made it to the

35th. He died during bypass
surgery in 1976. N. Leslie Clark
served with London's 1st
Hussars, landing at Normandy
en route to the Lowlands.

Dad was a sergeant. He was
not the type to interest
historians. Somewhat typical of
his generation matured by
global depression and aged by
global war he would later try
to instill virtues of "truth, duty,
honour" in a boy who happened
to be in his teens when it was
fashionable to turn on, tune off
and drop out. When the son fell
from those lofty ideals, the

explained to an enthralled child
that the Canadian Army selec
ted sergeants from among
those stupid enough to stick
their head outside a tank to lure
snipers .
Dad had a knack for

humanizing his enemies. His
major war story was of the time
he ordered a round of ex
plosives fired over a haystack,
behind which squatted a Ger
man soldier, pants at ease. He
couldn't kill a man answering
nature's call. His usual referen
ce to the Germans was Jerry. It

'·To
Schel
the
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ran recalls WW II

and

Soldiers on the advance north ot Arnhem, Holland, April 1945.
father was standing by, ready to
help him up, dust him off and
start him on his way back to the
pinnacle.
He knew his sons. He en

couraged one through RMC, but
dissuaded the other from joining
the U S military, correctly ad
vising him he would rebel
against "chicken-shit'' aspects
ofmilitary life.
Dad didn't talk much about

the war. When he did, he
usually selected the more
humorous episodes. With mar
vellous <e' deprecating wit he

1-
with

McCracken
feed the army

tradt men labouring
put the base on a war

footing
"Ifyou had a hammer and a

aw you were carpenter and
got paid a dollar an hour. If
you were a labourer I think it
was $0 cents and hour.'
Hours of work for kitchen

help were from 5 am to 9 pm.
'It paid $40 a week and all the
water you could drink. I
remember seeing loads of green
lumber coming in through what

¢d

took a job in
ollowing year,
tow cables at
ire Company.

was only 16, he was
for the regular army,
the militia. But on

8th birthday, he was off to
ic training in Cornwall,

followed by eight weeks at A-
11 Advance Infantry Training
Centre ... and his drill hall was
what is now the Terra Theatre.
'The biggest drillhall in the

British Empire was at Borden
then. It was called Lee Hall,
and I watched it burn down af

thewar, in 951.'' The Bor
Oun Club now
nt to a large
which was the

Hall.
Borden, there came

, and the walt for in
vasion. The Royal Hamilton
Light Infantry entered Europe
on D-Day plus 28, and Private
Doug Shaughnessy found him
self atwar.
'The stark reality of war

faced us as we came up the
beach, and saw the line of
wounded men, bandaged, dirty
and bloody ... I recall the
wrecked vehicles and piles of
barbed wire on the beach.''
The Royal Hamilton Light

Infantry was part of the 2nd
Canadian Infantry division,
which by the end of July was
near Verrieres. The regiment's
commanding officer, Colonel
John Rockingham, summoned
po.la

sounded almost formal. He
loved Lili Marlene.

Only when he talked of the
German snipers who
slaughtered his friends (then,
eyes defiant, surrendered to
troops they correctly surmised
would not kill them) did I hear
anger bordering on hatred.

Dad was brief in his descrip
tions. Normandy was vomit.
France was wine that soon
soured. Holland was starving
children, and decades before
the term became fashionable,
liberated women.
He had a soft spot for the

Poles, but never lost a chance
to jibe my Polish father-in-law
that "the damn Polacks'' were
so intent on killing Germans
they would outstrip their flanks
and have to be extricated by the
Canadians at day's end. The
Poles had no time for thanks as
they rushed to the rear in the
race for female companion
ship. It was a race the Poles
traditionally won.
Ludwick, too, talked little of

the war. He, too, is dead. It
was not until they pinned his
Monte Cassino Cross on his

Driver Doug Shaughnessy-today

member of the Scout Platoon
named Harry Green, and told
them he needed a prisoner for
interrogation. Armed only with
rifles and grenades, they set out
through the lines.
'Suddenly we broke into a

clearing ... and we were in the
midst of a maze of German
trenches. Harry cocked his rifle
and jumped in front of one
trench. I pulled the pin on one
of my grenades and jumped in
front of another. I heard Harry
yell, 'Come out you so-and-so.'
And I heard a German voice:
'Nicht schiessen, Kamerad!
Nicht Schiessen!' "
The man they had captured

was a member of the 272nd In
fantry Division, and he was the
first prisoner the Scout Platoon
had taken in the war. He wold

burial jacket that I even knew
where he served. He was
among those labelled ''D-Day
Dodgers'' by an arrogant
English ass.

I have grown too old to be
too sentimental. After my
dad's death, I embarked on a
journalistic career, inter
viewing many Canadian
veterans of the Vietnam and
Korean wars and finding it un
settling to realize I know more
about their experiences than of
my father's.

Shortly after dad's death, a
family friend leaned over his
beer and began telling me how
rough it had been in Europe.
"Les really saw some bad
things over there," I was told.
"I don't know how he did it
without going crazy.''
"Yeah," I bluffed.
But sad to tell, I really don't

know what Les and Ludwick
did. All I have are some
carefully preserved medals.

I wish I had more.

by Doug Clark
courtesy Goose Bay Times

(1986)

Private Harold Green was
killed on 12 August at Barberry
Crossroads, France. He was
buried by his friend Doug
Shaughnessy, on a hilltop
above the town of Bretteville
sur-Laize.
The RHLI went on to piny a

signal role in the liberation of
Holland, pushing the Germans
back across the Scheldt Estuary
and clearing Walcheren island.
When the Germans surren
dered to Field Marshall Ber
nard Montgomery on May 4,
the regiment was deep inside
Germany. It had suffered 1,464
men killed in ten months ...
about twice the war establish
ment of the battalion.

Shaughnessy and his
comrades were demobbed in a
cermony in Victoria Park in
Hamilton in November, 1945.
But by 190, with the Korean
War in full flood, good soldiers
were again needed, and he was
asked to rejoin. He ended up in
the Royal Canadian Army Ser
vice Corps, once again at CFB
Borden, instructing at the corps
school.

He retired from theCanadian
Armed Forces in 1969, and
later returned to Borden in his
current job as a civvy driver. In
September, Joe Shaughnessy
joined other veterans of the
RHLI at a dedication ceremony
in Antwerp, as guests of the
Dutch government. A
monument to the liberation of
that country was unveiled on 10
wt

,--------------------
'The truck was sitting on the side
of a cliff, witl me hanging over
the edge...'

In the fall of 1943, when rain
was the daily curse and mud
stuck to everything, we'd spent
the better part of two weeks
moving from place to place.
The exact location, whose ap
pearance changed with every
new shelling, was a number on
a map near Ortona, in northern
Italy.
All we could see were dark

clouds, destroyed buildings,
lines of soldiers, mud and more
mud. We were Canadian
volunteers, but 'what were we
doing in the mud in Italy?

I signed up for basic training
at Niagara-on-the-Lake, Ont.
Since I was in fairly good shape
from doing farm work as a kid,
and played a lot of soccer,
basic training was hardly a
major challenge. Later, a
group of us volunteered to go
overseas, but at the last minute
the Canadian Army cancelled
the draft and sent some of us to
Delbert, N.S. After some more
training, I volunteered to join
the Sherbrooke Fusiliers, 27h
Armored Regt., and we were
shipped to Headly Downs for
training on the Canadian Ram
tank the early prototype of
the American Sherman tank.

I was sick of all the training
and had volunteered for the fir
st opportunity that meant less
of it. Little did I know putting
my name on a sign-up sheet as
a replacement would take me
from England through North
Africa, across the
Mediterranean in an LC! boat
to Sicily, and at last to the mud
of northern Italy with the.
Canadian Service Corps.
My job was simple. I was to

drive truckloads of weapons,
explosives, fuel, shells,
equipment and supplies to the
army units along the front
lines, in all but total darkness.
On occasion, I drove with a
partner or a non-commissioned
officer. To make large
deliveries, we travelled in con
voy with a jeep leading the
way, the driver and an officer
in the jeep trying to figure the

MEL FERRAY«»
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way in the darkness. t only
defence wan darkness an no
losing our wit on thc i4c of a
dark mountain. Driving a sup
ply truck without headlight¢
took a lot of nerve.

Ortona, somewhere west of
our supply line, was being
taken one building at a time,
using a new tactic of infantry
action. A squad of men placed
explosives on the inside of the
wall of a neighbouring house,
then ran like hell while the oc
cupation troops met their
maker in the next apartment.
AI! the supplies, explosives,

weapons, fuel, and food for
that campaign had to be tran
sported to the front by the Ser
vice Corps.
Once we drove our trucks all

night over a god-forsaken,
muddy mountain road to
deliver supplies. My truck wus
right in the middle of the con
voy, with two trucks ahead and
the same number behind. We
all carried personal weapons,
but driving trucks loaded with
gas, explosives, and am
munition, darkness was really
our only defence.

Beneath each truck, directly
behind the rear axle, was a little
light with a small bulb the size
of a fingernail. It was the only
light showing the following
driver where to direct his
vehicle. The rear housing on
the trucks was painted white to
help illuminate the little light
ahead. This helped a little un
der ideal conditions, but the
mud made the job pure hell for
the drivers. When the light got
splashed or the bulb burned
out, the truck ahead would
seem to disappear into the
darkness.
As I followed the third truck,

suddenly, without notice, its
light disappeared. I stared into
the dark. The sergeant who was
riding with me sat up. I stopped
the truck, opened my door and
for some unknown reason
looked down. There was no
ground below. The truck was
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sitting on the side of a cliff,
with me hanging over the edge.
I hung onto the door, gasping
for air, until I swung back into
the truck.
The sergeant got out on his

side of the muddy road and
waved me to the right. The
truck ahead had turned a sharp
corner that way and its light
was hidden by the rock face of
the side of the mountain. The
trucks behind, meanwhile, had
stopped just in time to avoid
pushing yours truly down the
side of the mountain along with
my load of ammunition. It
could have been quite a
fireworks display, at the expen
se of the Canadian taxpayer
and two human sucrifi:es,
namely me and the sergeant.

Somehow, we managed to
get down the mountain to a
clearing where some of the
trucks had started to unload.
The officer who led the con
voy waved our vehicles to
location near some trees.

I backed into a spot beside
the truck we'd been following..
Without a word, we passed the
ammunition into the eager ar
ms of infantry men who had
their hands and faces
blackened for camouflage. We
didn't stop to chat. We wante
to get off that mountain the
fastest way possible, while the
eager soldiers wanted us out of
there to avoid their detection
by the Germans.
It was about 2:30 a.m. by the

time the trucks were turned
around and headed back. I was
directly behind the officer's
jeep. The sun started to come
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up two hours after dropping
off the supplies, and as the
trucks pulled around a low hill
beside the road, I spotted a
German soldier leaning against
a boulder with his rifle pointed
at the convoy.

Simultaneously, I hit the
brake pedal, popped the motor
out of gear, turned tie s1ea
whee! into tie hillside,
up the eme, «ency bra
s:reamed, "Jerry on tte
as I opened the door, pul
Thompson with me

ped to the mad beto .
The German

his rifle cros hie k

a breath Ind a

would hgoer

behind me
knee-deep

By 1

sweating hands zipped to ;
Thompson. As I got lo:. I

could see the death rile nth
man's face. Fo: ±z::ea.l
don't know, I kicked t.. z
he fell over. Talk au: er
stupid, I could have ee
blown up had he bee:. boy
rapped; but you never think c

et:hat:until afterward
le had been.
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Remember .

Dad I hardly knew you
If I want to hear firsthand

what it was like landing on the
beaches of Normandy 40 years
ago, I am going to have to watch
one of the many documentaries
that will surface June 6 or
frequent one of the Royal
Canadian Legion branches con
ducting special memorial ser
vices.
The D-Day ceremonies will be

a little more earnest this time.
Normandy survivors will wonder
if they will be around to mark
the 45th and 50th anniversaries.
My dad never made it to the

35th. He died during bypass
surgery in 1976. N. Leslie Clark
served with London's 1st
Hussars, landing at Normandy
en route to the Lowlands.
Dad was a sergeant. He was

not the type to interest
historians. Somewhat typical of
his generation matured by
global depression and aged by
global war he would later try
to instill virtues of "truth, duty,
honour" in a boy who happened
to be in his teens when it was
fashionable to turn on, tune off
and drop out. When the son fell
from those lofty ideals, the

Borden veteran recalls WW II

«

• •

'To many people at Borden,
Scheldt and Walcheren are just
the names of streets. But they
were important buttles of the
Second World War ... they led
to the capture of Antwerp and
helped shorten the war. I know
...Iwsthere.''

Do1 Shaughnessy is now
working as a civilian driver

ith Bae Transport at CFB
Borde. But in 1939 he ws a

-year-oid boy attending
School No. 6 t MIdhurst, just
north of Barrie, Ont. On 1O
Sept of the year, King Gorge
the Sixth, as sovereign of
Canada, declared the
Dominion to be at war with
Nazi Germany.
''If the war hadn't hap

pend, I suppose I would have
gone on and got more
education," he says now. 'But
at that time I knew the war was
coming. I read the newspapers,
and I aw it coming from the
time I was ten year old.''

Within weeks of the
declaration of war, CFB Bor
den had once againbecome the
hub ofmilitary training, almost
exactly 20 years from the time
it had stood down from
training tens of thousands of
men for the trenches of
Europe.
"I neverhad any doubts that

there would be a war, or that I
would be in it,'' Shaughnessy
say0.

He had a while to wait, and
in the meantime he watched
convoys of troopsrollingby on
the roads. andi rwfHlaht o

Soldiers on the advance north of Arnhem, Holland, April 1945.
father was standing by, ready to explained to an enthralled child
help him up, dust him off and that the Canadian Army selec
start him on his way back to the ted sergeants from among
pinnacle. those stupid enough to stick
He knew his sons. He en- their head outside a tank to lure

couraged one through RMC, but snipers.
dissuaded the other from joining Dad had a knack for
the U S military, correctly ad- humanizing his enemies. His
vising him he would rebel major war story was of the time
against "chicken-shit" aspects he ordered a round of ex
of military life. plosives fired over a haystack,

Dad didn't talk much about behind which squatted a Ger
the war. When he did, he man soldier, pants at ease. He
usually selected the more couldn't kill a man answering
humorous episodes. With mar- nature's call. His usual referen
vellous self-deprecating wit he ce to the Germans was Jerry. It

Pte Doug Shaughnessy-Sept., 1944.

Anson bombers and Harvard
trainers winging overhead. His
formal education came to an
end, in the summer of 1940.
While his father worked
building H-hutu, the now 15-
year-old Doug got a job with
McCrawley and McCracken
caterer, helping feed the army
of civilian tradesmen labouring
to put the base on a war
footing.
'If you had a hammer and a

saw you were a carpenter and
got paid a dollar an hour. If
you were a labourer I think it
was S0 cents and hour.''
Hours of work for kitchen

help were from S am to 9 pm.
''It pald $40 a week and all the
water you could drink. I
remember seeingloads of green
lumber coming in throughwhat

called Hoo tnad '+a+to

sounded almost formal. He
loved Lili Marlene.
Only when he talked of the

German snipers who
slaughtered his friends (then,
eyes defiant, surrendered to
troops they correctly surmised
would not kill them) did I hear
anger bordering on hatred.

Dad was brief in his descrip
tions. Normandy was vomit.
France was wine that soon
soured. Holland was starving
children, and decades before
the term became fashionable,
liberated women.
He had a soft spot for the

Poles, but never lost a chance
to jibe my Polish father-in-law
that "the damn Polacks'' were
so intent on killing Germans
they would outstrip their flanks
and have to be extricated by the
Canadians at day's end. The
Poles had no time for thanks as
they rushed to the rear in the
race for female companion
ship. It was a race the Poles
traditionally won.
Ludwick, too, talked little of

the war. He, too, is dead. It
was not until they pinned his
Monte Cassino Cross on his

burial jacket that I even knew
where he served. He was
among those labelled 'D-Day
Dodgers'' by an arrogant
English ass.

I have grown too old to be
too sentimental. After my
dad's death, I embarked on a
journalistic career, inter
viewing many Canadian
veterans of the Vietnam and
Korean wars and finding it un
settling to realize I know more
about their experiences than of
my father's.

Shortly after dad's death, a
family friend leaned over his
beer and began telling me how
rough it had been in Europe.
"Les really saw some bad
things over there,'' I was told.
"I don't know how he did it
without going crazy.''
"Yeah," I bluffed.
But sad to tell, I really don't

know what Les and Ludwick
did. All I have are some
carefully preserved medals.

I wish I had more.

byDoug Clark
courtesy Goose Bay Times

(1986)

near where the Terra Theatre is
now.'' .

Shaughnessy took a job in
Hamilton the following year,
making tank tow cables at
Greening Wire Company.
Because he was only 16, he was
too young for the regular army,
so he joined the militia. But on
his 18th birthday, he was off to
basic training in Cornwall,
followed by eight weeks at A-
11 Advance Infantry Training
Centre ... and his drill hall was
what is now the Terra Theatre.
"The biggest drillhall in the

British Empire was at Borden
then. It was called Lee Hall,
and I watched it burn down af
ter the war, in 1951.'' The Bor
den Rod and Gun Club now
stands adjacent to a large Driver Doug Shaughnessy-today
parking lot, which was the member of the Scout Platoon
floor ofLeeHall. named Harry Green, and told
After Borden, there came them he needed a prisoner for

England, and the wait for in- interrogation. Armed only with
vasion. The Royal Hamilton rifles and grenades, they set out
Light Infantry entered Europe through the lines.
on D-Day plus 28, and Private "Suddenly we broke into a
Doug Shaughnessy found him- ·tan,Clean ••• and we were in the
selfat war. midst of a maze of German
''The stark reality of war trenches. Harry cocked his rifle

faced us as we came up the and jumped In front of one
beach, and saw the line of trench. I pulled the pin on one
wounded men, bandaged, dirty of my grenades and jumped in
and bloody ... I recall the front ofnother. I heard Harry
wrecked vehicles and piles of yell, 'Come out you so-and-so.'
barbed wire on the beach.'' And I heard a German voice:
The Royal Hamilton Light ''Nicht schiessen, Kameradl

Infantry was part of the 2nd Nicht Schiessen!' "
Canadian Infantry division, The man they had captured
which by the end of July was was a member of the 272nd In
near Verrieres. The regiment's fantry Division, and he was the
commanding officer, Colonel first prisoner the Scout Platoon
John Rockingham, summoned had taken in the war. He wold
ala .asat

Private Harold Green was
killed on 12 August at Barberry
Crossroads, France. He was
buried by his friend Doug
Shaughnessy, on a hilltop
above the town of Bretteville
sur-Laize.
The RHLI went on to play a

signal role in the liberation of
Holland, pushing the Germans
back across the Scheldt Estuary
and clearing Walcheren island.
When the Germans surren
dered to Field Marshall Ber
nard Montgomery on May 4,
the regiment was deep inside
Germany. It had suffered 1,464
men killed in ten months ...
about twice the war establish
ment of the battalion.

Shaughnessy and his
comrades were demobbed in a
cermony in Victoria Park in
Hamilton in November, 1945.
But by 1950, with the Korean
War in full flood, good soldiers
were again needed, and he was
asked to rejoin. He ended up in
the Royal Canadian Army Ser
vice Corps, once again at CFB
Borden, instructing at the corps
school.

He retired from theCanadian
Armed Forces in 1969, and
later returned to Borden in his
current job as a civvy driver. In
September, Joe Shaughnessy
joined other veterans of the
RHLI at a dedication ceremony
in Antwerp, as guests of the
Dutch government. A
monument to the liberation of
that country was unvelled on 10
¢

''The trucl was sitting on the side
of a cliff, with me hanging over
the edge...''

In the fall of 1943, when rain
was the daily curse and mud
stuck to everything, we'd spent
the better part of two weeks
moving from place to place.
The exact location, whose ap
pearance changed with every
new shelling, was a number on
a map near Ortona, in northern
Italy.
All we could see were dark

clouds, destroyed buildings,
lines of soldiers, mud and more
mud. We were Canadian
volunteers, but 'what were we
doing in the mud in Italy?

I signed up for basic training
at Niagara-on-the-Lake, Ont.
Since I was in fairly good shape
from doing farm work as a kid,
and played a lot of soccer,
basic training was hardly a
major challenge. Later, a
group of us volunteered to go
overseas, but at the last minute
the Canadian Army cancelled
the draft and sent some of us to
Delbert, N.S. After some more
training, I volunteered to join
the Sherbrooke Fusiliers, 27th
Armored Regt., and we were
shipped to Headly Downs for
training on the Canadian Ram
tank the early prototype of
the American Sherman tank.

I was sick of all the training
'and had volunteered for the fir-

st opportunity that meant less
of it. Little did I know putting
my name on a sign-up sheet as
a replacement would take me
from England through North
Africa, across the
Mediterranean in an LC! boat
to Sicily, and at last to the mud
of northern Italy with the,
Canadian Service Corps.

My job was simple. I was to
drive truckloads of weapons,
explosives, fuel, shells,
equipment and supplies to the
army units along the front
lines, in all but total darkness.
On occasion, I drove with a
partner or a non-commissioned
officer. To make large
deliveries, we travelled in con
voy with a jeep leading the
way, the driver and an officer
in the jeep trying to figure the

MEL FERRABY.a

way in the darkness. Our only
defense was darkness and not
losing our wits on the side of a
dark mountain. Driving a sup
ply truck without headlights
took a lot of nerve.

Ortona, somewhere west of
our supply line, was being
taken one building at a time,
using a new tactic of infantry
action. A squad of men placed
explosives on the inside of the
wall of a neighbouring house,
then ran like hell while the oc
cupation troops met their
maker in the next apartment.

All the supplies, explosives,
weapons, fuel, and food for
that campaign had to be tran
sported to the front by the Ser
vice Corps.

Once we drove our trucks all
night over a god-forsaken,
muddy mountain road to
deliver supplies. My truck was
right in the middle of the con
voy, with two trucks ahead and
the same number behind. We
all carried personal weapons,
but driving trucks loaded with
gas, explosives, and am
munition, darkness was really
our only defence.

Beneath each truck, directly
behind the rear axle, was a little
light with a small bulb the size
of a fingernail. It was the only
light showing the following
driver where to direct his
vehicle. The rear housing on
the trucks was painted white to
help illuminate the little light
ahead. This helped a little un
der ideal conditions, but the
mud made the job pure hell for
the drivers. When the light got
splashed or the bulb burned
out, the truck ahead would
seem to disappear into the
darkness.

As I followed the third truck,
suddenly, without notice, its
light disappeared. I stared into
the dark. The sergeant who was
riding with me sat up. I stopped
the truck, opened my door and
for some unknown reason
looked down. There was no
ground below. The truck was
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sitting on the side of a cliff,
with me hanging over the edge.
I hung onto the door, gasping
for air, until I swung back into
the truck.
The sergeant got out on his

side of the muddy road and
waved me to the right. The
truck ahead had turned a sharp
comer that way and its light
was hidden by the rock face of
the side of the mountain. The
trucks behind, meanwhile, had
stopped just in time to avoid
pushing yours truly down the
side of the mountain along with
my load of ammunition. It
could have been quite a
fireworks display, at the expen
se of the Canadian taxpayer
and two human sacrifices,
namely me and the sergeant.

Somehow, we managed to
get down the mountain to a
clearing where some of the
trucks had started to unload.
The officer who led the con
voy waved our vehicles to a
location near some trees.

I backed into a spot beside
the truck we'd been following.
Without a word, we passed the
ammunition into the cager ar
ms of infantry men who had
their hands and faces
blackened for camouflage. We
didn't stop to chat. We wanted
to get off that mountain the
fastest way possible, while the
eager soldiers wanted us out of
there to avoid their detection
by the Germans.

It was about 2:30 a.m. by the
time the trucks were turned
around and headed back. I was
directly behind the officer's
jeep. The sun started to come
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a better future.

1988
$11,641,198

Halloween -
Csrds-
Other Source» -

$3.111,854
$5,434.888
$3,094.456

For her
and for many
other children
Thank you

'nicef

up two hours after dropping
off the supplies, and as the
trucks pulled around a low hill
beside the road, I spotted a
German soldier leaning against
a boulder with his rifle pointed
at the convoy.

Simultaneously, I hit the
brake pedal, popped the motor
out of gear, turned the steering
wheel into the hillside, pulled
up the emergency brakes and
screamed, "Jerry on the hill!",
as I opened the door, pulled my
Thompson with me and jum
ped to the mud below.
The German sat motionless,

his rifle across his knees, I took
a breath and waited to see what
would happen next. The drivers
behind me were standing in
knee-deep water and mud.
By this time the officer and

sergeant were out of their jeep
and doing the same as the rest
ofus.

I ran, half crawling, covered
in mud, into a river bed that
passed the German. When I got
to the high ground, I looked
down on this man, who was
totally motionless.

On his back, I could see
blood spattered all over. He
had to be dead, and had
probably died sitting, waiting
for the Grim Reaper.

I looked around for more of
his comrades. With none in
sight, I walked down to him,

aida's Boutique._-202-307 5th Street ;
i

Courtenay 338-1550 ¢
ILingerie and

Maternity Wear

w Nighties
w Panty hose* Evening bags
wk Slippers

sweating hands gripped to my
Thompson. As I got closer, I
could see the death smile on the
man's face. For what reason I
don't know, I kicked him and
he fell over. Talk about bein
stupid, I could have been
blown up had he been booby
trapped; but you never think o.
things like that until afterward.
The soldier's wallet had been

in his clenched hand, and when
he fell over some pictures fell
out on the ground. One picture
was a woman and a kid. I
figured it was his wife and
daughter. The poor guy was
trying to find his family picture
beforehe died.

The German's hands looked
big and hardened, as if they
were the hands of a farmer. I
looked at my hands and
thought to myself, that poor
guy could have been me had the
situation been different.

But there was not time to
reflect on it. With the sun
already over the horizon, we
had to keep our convoy moving
or we were going to be sitting
ducks, I thought.

But no, I was wrong. It star
ted raining again as we got
back in the trucks, and I had to
add the constant wartime
qualifier. We would have been
sitting ducks in the mud.

by JamesA. Black
courtesy LegionMagazine

w Robes
k Bras
kScarves
wkScart Pins

OUR NEWEST LINE:
Sweetles by Schiesser of

Germany. Great cottons...
bras, panties, body suits,
T-shlrts, and nightwear.
Drop In and try one on!

7
/( •

O1,\''6
-,j

j
I

I
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Winter hours of operation are now in effect. We will
be open 10 am to 4 pm Saturdays and Sundays. We
have a special display in our feature gallery of
Canada's UN peacekeeping role. Come by and see
it. Admission is FREE and everyone is welcome.

Officers' Mess Ladies' Club
A Michel Delacroix is up for

sale. The bid starts at $150.00.
$150.00 once ... S150.00 twice
... SJ 50.00 las I chance. Sold to
No. 20.
What an exciting evening

and what an easy way to spend
your spouse's money!
The Auction was conducted

by Genesis Galleries of Atlan
tic, Georgia. The Gallery
provided an excellent variety of
lithographs, serigraphs, oils,
and watercolors with prices
ranging as low as $35 through
several thousand dollars.
The Auction was a great suc

cess as well as the Stand Up sale
on Sunday morning: between
10 am and 12 pm, you could
buy, with a reasonable offer,
the art of your choice.

Door prizes, courtesy of
Genesis Galleries, were drawn
hourly. The winners were: Mrs.
Anne Gibbon, OCdt Luc
Guillette, Mrs. Laurette Sub
chuck, and Mrs. Olive
Wadelius. Congratulations!
And thank you to the

Executive for their time and ef
fort to make the two days a
huge success.

We look forward to seeing
you same time next year for
another evening of entertain
ment and art.

Ladies, dont't forget our
next function 15 November.
Make It & Take It will present
craft demos and we will be
making the Xmas decorations
for around the fireplace.

The 1st Lazo Scout Group is in need ofhelp! We are short
ofmembers on the Group Committee, and need 2 leaders in
the Beaver section. We currently have four little boys' names
on a waiting list because we don't have enough leaders to
allow them to join.
Enthusiasm IS required; experience is not! Group Commit

tee meets on the second Sunday of each month at 7 pm in
Gilwell Hall, next to the arena. If you would like to help,
please call Bonnie Cochrane at 339-4988.

Wo's & Sgt's Mess

r

Jr Ranks' Ladies' Club
general meeting was held 26
Oct in the lounge.
The entertainment was

provide by Esther Thompson
of Create-a-Book, a collection
of personalized children's
books. A special highlight was
a personalized letter to your
child from Santa.

A draw was made for 2 per
sonalized books. The winners
were Elizabeth Merpaw and
Jeanette Frizell.
Secret Sister selection will be

done at the Nov meeting and
plans for our Christmas party
will be finalized. Come out and
make your party wishes
known. Thursday 23 Nov at
7:30 pm. New members aways
melcomed.
Our 4th Annual Fashion

Show was held on I Nov. As
usual fabulous fashions were
provided by Reitmans. New to
our line up this year were
Maida's Boutique (lingerie and
materity fashions) and
Casually Yours (great casuals
and one-of-a-kind accessories).
During the intermission

everyone was treated to sam
ples of wine from Calon

Jr Ranks
Ladies Club
Wines and coolers from Pacific
Breweries, and a wide variety
of food donated by club mem
of food provided by Club
Members, thank you.
Throughout the evening

door prize draws were made
several door prize draws were
held. Congratulations to the
winners and thank you to the
generous donors.

We would like to extend our
sincere appreciation & a very
special thank you to everyone
who helped to make this
evening a success (our ap
ologies if we miss anyone):
Vernia Mackenzie (Reitmans)
Patti Eastman (Reitmans)
Maida Samuels (Maida's

Boutique)
Linda Delany (Casually

Yours)
Laurel Bazett (commentator)
Linda Ball (Makario's)
Dorothy Brown (Comox

Flower Pot)
Robert & Darlene Haines

(Frames by Haines)
Bob Butler (Pacific Breweries)
Ted McEwen (Calona Wines)
All the models
Lin d'Entremont (photos)
GerrvFairbrother (nhotnose'

Thank you!
On behalf of the Beavers,

Cubs and their leaders, I st
Lazo Scout Group wishes to
express appreciation for the
parental and community sup
port which helped to make this
year's Apple Day and calendar
sales a success. Funds raised
through your contributions will
assist District and Ist Lazo in
carrying out various activities
throughout the year. Sincere
thanks to everyone involved.

Fortune
501

raffle
The Courtenay Museums'

innovative fundraiser, the
FORTUNE 501 RAFFLE, is
proving to be a tremendous hit
with Comox Valley residents.
Just three weeks into the cam
paign and already one-half of
the 5,000 raffle tickets are
spoken for.

Fundraiser AI Crockatt
predicts that all the $2.00 raffle
tickets will be sold by the end
of November, a full two weeks
ahead of the published draw
date of 15 December. Mr
Crockatt stated that there is no
reason why we should not
move the draw date up if ticket
sales are completed.

It is not too late to purchase
your chance to win five
hundred-and-one new scratch
'n wins. Raffle tickets are
available at leading merchants
throughout the Valley, from
most Lotto B.C. retailers, at
the museum, or delivered free
to your business or residence in
books of ten by phoning 334-
361 I.

AEROBICS

#

f •
f

.

High energy/low impact

9:30 - 10:30 am
Base Rec Centre

babysitting available
call Tracy 339-2543

LEGION
LOG

BRANCH17COURTENAY

·++ENTERTAINMENT"

. Music by SHABOOMFri10Nov.........................·. -byDUKES
Fri&Sat17&18Nov....................Music y '
Fri & Sat 25 & 25 Nov Music by EL DORADO

+·+REGULARACTIVITIES"""

BINGOS-Thu, Fri, Sun at 7:00 PM

MONDAY FUN EUCHRE
TUESDAY PUB DARTS
WEDNESDAY LEAGUE CRIB
THURSDAY..............................FUN DARTS
FRIDAY TGIF & MONEY DRAW AT 6:30PM
SATURDAY : FUN BRIDGE AT 12:30

"MOREPLAYERS WELCOME"
Phone 334-4322 (days)for more information

···EVENTS···
SATURDAY 11 NOVEMBER--REMEMBRANCE
breakfast 0900, parade fall in 1015, return parade to branch
followed by an Open House.
SUNDAY 19 NOV -- Fun Crib Tournament -- Upper Hall,
everyone welcome, registration 12to 1 pm.

NOW OPEN SUNDAYS 12-7 PM
ricercl

BRANCH 160 COMOX

·++ENTERTAINMENT++
Fri JO Nov NO BAND, MEMBERS' NIGHT
Fri 17 Nov Music byVALLYBOYS
Fri 27 Nov Music by ALLEYCA TS
Fri I Dec Music by DUKES

·+REGULAR ACTIVITIES+"+
SUNDAYS.........................Lounge II am to 6 pm
MONDAYS Men's Dart League, Navy Room, 7:30 pm
TUESDAYS Ladies Crib League, Lounge 7 pm

Mixed Dart League, Upper Hall, 7:30 pm
WEDNESDAYS Navy League Drop-In Bingo

Upper Hall, 7 pm
THURSDAYS * 1st Br. Exec. Mtg. 8 pm

L. A. Exec. Mtg. (as req.)
"2nd L.A. Gen. Mtg., Upper Hall, 8 pm
·3rd Br. Gen. Mtg., Upper Hall, 8 pm

FRIDAYS••••....................... Meat Draws, 2-6 pm
Dance, Lounge, unless advised

SATURDAYS•••.•........... Meat Draws, Lounge 2-6 pm

•·SPORTS···

SUNDAY NOV 19--Monthly Euchre Tournament, Upper Hall
lpm start, members & guests, reg $5.
CURLING (Ordinary & Seniors) Legion Provincial Com
petitions, Sports Officer All Cameron will accept Team (rink)
SP'Ties in either Ordinary or Senior categories during October

November. Age limits for seniors is now restricted to those
members over 50 years. For more info call 339-2022.

··EVENTS···

","!%",o 1o -- Members Night, oen to an members or Br.
, Io guests.

?,",,""" November--Remembrance Dy--Parade rans i at
• service at Cenotaph 1100. AR .

bu :h. :. ·. '. 'ter service Open House at
ranch, minors in Upper Hall, adults in Lounge.

Saturday, 25 November--Ladi .,,
nual Christmas Ba ttes Auxiliary--will hold their an-azaar and Lunch in rho r-- --nm tn l oos r

p8»

Down
Homers
Night

Doors open 1900 hrs
Food served 2000-- 2100 hrs

members $5 per person
Hon. members & guests $7 per person

NOVEMBER EVENTS
9 Nov RCMP MESS DINNER
15 Nov CRIB CLUB
18 Nov DOWN HOMER
25 Nov PRIVATE WEDDING
29 Nov CRIB CLUB

Base Fire Chief retires
On Saturday, 9 September

the Base Fire Hall paid tribute
to Capt Herb Livingston, CD.
The occasion for this dinner
was to honour Herb as he
retires from the RCAF/CAF
after a long and illustrious
career spanning some thirty
seven years, three hundred fif
ty-four days (but who's coun
ting?). In I 952, as an aircraf
tsman, he started his career in
Saint Jean, Quebec, and then

went to Aylmer, Ontario, for
the basic fire fighter's course.
Some, but not all of the stops
along the way included RCAF
Gimley, RCAF Winnipeg,
RCAF Resolute Bay, RCAF
Comos, CFS Masset, CFFA,
NDHQ, and finally back here
to CFB Comox.

~
-_Imittt!I Recycling: it's time! I
§:===:==_ Composting is a natural process that breaks down vegetation §======-=into a rich soil conditioner and is an excellent fertilizer for most

gardens.
Kitchen scraps and yard waste may be utilized for com-= posting. Aside from being one of the best fertilizers, using

these materials means a reduction in the amount of waste goint
z to the landfill sites. Grass clippings, leaves, fish, egg shells, f= vegetable and fruit scraps make good compost material.= Naturally, you would like you compost pile to be as productive Capt Livingston is a highly

as possible and to be pest-free. So gardeners strongly recom- respected member of the trade
mend excluding animal fats, meat, bone, poultry, dairy and the Canadian Forces and
products, beans, and vegetable oil from the compost pile. will probably be remembered
The easiest method for composting is to put the 'com- most for his days as CWO

postable' material into an open pile. Or a compost container Livingston. His career, which
can be fabricated by puncturing holes in a garbage can. En- has spanned four decades, was
closing an area with chicken wire or wooden stakes is another highlighted by his posting to
alternative or wooden bins can be built with scrap lumber. The = NDHQ as Life Cycle Manager.
compost pile should be at least 1 cubic yard in size to guarantee = This position was the most
sufficient heat generation. = challenging and rewarding of
The compost can be used as a fertilizer when it reaches a z the many postitions he was

rich, dark colour and the materials have broken down into g asked to fill.
small particles. It can be applied to your garden in a 1'' to 3" The BFC and staff of the
layer. Finally, mix the compost with the soil by working the ae Fire Hall wish Herb and
compost into the ground.

= Rosealie the best of health,Composting allows us to play a part in nature's continual @
luck, and happiness duringrenewal: to give back to the earth that which we have taken. =

byDave Ward g their retirement in the glorious
- = Comox Valley.-,I+yttIttttttIt1Inti

A fine dinner and social
evening was held at the
Kingfisher Inn. Presentations
and speeches were the order of
the evening and, of course,
numerous retirement messages
were read. During his accep
tance speech, Herb noted that
this was the way he always
wanted to go, in the company
of fellow fire fighters. He then
told a few 'war stories' about
the old days as the gathering
settled in for the evening.

SERVICE DIRECTORY
Gp3le}
sos1

COOR CENTRE
PAINTS"WALLPAPER" DECORATING SUPPLIES

BAPCO PAINTS
CIL PAINTS
SHERWIN WILLIAMS PAINTS
INTERNATIONAL

MARINE PAINTS PHONE GENERAL PAINTS
3080 COMOX ROAD 339-3711 COURTENAY,B.C.

OLYMPIC STAINS
CABOTS STAINS
SIKKENS STAINS

COMOXMINI WAREHOUSE
"BESTLITTLEWAREHOUSEIN THEWEST"

u Store it
tock It

CLOSE TO THEBASE& TOWN
+Safety

+Security

Knight Rd & Pritchard Rd
Comox, B.C.

Supervislon

339-342¢

Courtenay
Chrysler Mitsubishi

Sales Service Parts
7days wk Mon-sat 8-5

ICBC approved collision shop
Mon-Fri 8-5

Top of Mission Hill Courtenay 338-5451

2691 DUNSMUIR AVENUE
CUBERAND, BC, VOR 1SO

Tel. 336-2700

G»o.'t.%ace.Sdo .-1ta
"PICK UP SERVICE AVAILABLE"

DAVID STEVENS
AUCTIONEER ANDO APPRAISER

PROFESSIONAL TRAVEL
ARRANGEMENTS

ors cow«,338-1474
OR B.C. TOLL FREE 1-000-232-9294

549 ENGLAND AVE., COURTENAY, B.C. VON 2N2

HARTMAN AUTO
SUPPLY 338-7261

367 Sixth St., Courtenay, B.C.

I'A BRANCHES IN
CAMPBELL RIVER
& PORT ALBERNI

Bi!I & Edie Duchak
Owners/0perators

Seafood • Ribs • Steak
"And a whole lot more"

2270 CIt! Ave

OM1OUII
IpRIt

·DRIFTWOOD MALL
338-8318

•COMOX MALL
339-7774

• DOWNTOWN COURTENAY
334-3443

HOME OWNERS & AUTO PLAN INSURANCE



22 TOTEM TIMES THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 9, 1989 THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 9, 1989 TOTEM TIMES 23

Remember. • •
Privilege continued from page 6

story to the House security
members posted there. They
listened sympathetically. then,
hesitantly, one suggested:
"Let's go inside. I have an
idea." He left us momentarily
to confer with authorities and
his subsequent smile told us in
stantly his idea had worked.

Minutes later, as the Peace
Tower clock struck the hour,
we stood in the Memorial
Chamber, in a corner out of the
way, while the Turning Of The
Page was performed. This
ceremony is the daily act of
turning the pages of the Books
of Remembrance according to
perpetual calendars for each
book. The calendars are
arranged so each page of each
book is turned once a year.
The precision of every

movement of each Book of
Remembrance clearly showed
the turner's pride in this act.
His white-gloved hands moved
with purpose as he lifted the
glass tops of the cases and tur
ned the pages. At each book,
he briefly bowed his head and
saluted it. This short, touching
ceremony brought me to the
brink of tears. I knew my
friend beside me, a veteran of
both world wars, was as moved
as I, perhaps more so.

At the conclusion the two
service staff men showed my
friend about the chamber,
pausing by the items of par
ticularinterest to him.
Meanwhile, I found the

name I'd come to see and my
thoughts went back to the sunny
Sunday of another September,
when I knelt at a grave in the
Beny-sur-Mer Canadian War
Cemetery in Normandy and
read the same name on a
memorial there. As I returned
to the present, I realized the
three persons in the chamber
with me were discreetly leaving
me alone with the memories of

name, which we'd have missed
otherwise. Gallantly, they
replied: 'The privilege was
ours. We couldn't see you
disappointed if there was any
way we could help.'' We'll long
remember that morning and
each of the men who briefly
touched our lives with kin
dness.

It's said that more than half
the soldier whose name was on a million visitors a year come to
the page before me. We the Memorial Chamber of
remained for half an hour, the Memorial Chamber of the
unhurried by these gentlemen Peace Tower to view these five
who seemed pleased and proud sacred books, put there in
to show us around. memory of the 114,710
While returning to the Canadian soldiers, sailors,

rotunda, we thanked them for airmen and servicewomen who
the privilege of accompanying gave their lives in war for the
them to the chamber for the liberties of Canada.
ceremony and the opportunity That day I wished every
it gave us to see my soldier's visitor could at some time be
...... •·• ... ••-Section Xmas Party..............•
i The Base Social Centre still :
•: hasThe Base Scial Centre still
has many open dates for sec
tion parties. It's your facility
and it requires your support.
Remember--nobody recycles

•: DND dollars better than us.•
: call 339-8592

•: Athletes Note: Dart facilities :
; now available.

•••••••
.
•.................................. •.• ...

present, as we were, for the
Turning Of The Page that
shows Canada remembers-

every day.
by Florence Cooper

courtesy Legion Magazine

.OFFICERS MESS..-
NOVEMBER '89 CALENDAR

FRIDAYS NOV. 10 & 17
REGULAR TGIF: Food as indicated 1700-1800 hrs. Free taxi.

Ask at Bar.

WEDNESDAYS NOV. 15, 22, 29
OFFICERS COFFEE HOUR: Coffee will be served in the
Lounge at 1000 hours. All officers are invited to attend. Dress
will be dress of the day.

SATURDAY NOV 18
BLACK AND WHITE NIGHT: Theme: Black & White. En
tertainment -- MESMER, ''Canada's Foremost Mentalist''.
Menu--Chinese Food. Cost PER PERSON -- Members S10,
Limited Associates & Guests $12. time 1900hrs. Reservations
15 November.

SUNDAY NOVEMBER26
MIXED DINING-IN to honour retirees: Capt P. Murphy,
Capt M. Vermette, and Capt H. J. Livingston. Cost PER
PERSON $25. Dress Mess Kit. Time 1900for 1930 hrs. Reser
vations by 22 November.

WEDNESDAY NOV 22
LADIES CLUB BRIDGE 7:30 in the Lounge

WEDNESDAY NOV 15
Officers' Mess Ladies' Club Craft Demos & Xmas Decorations

UPCOMING EVENTS FOR DECEMBER
I Dec -- Mess Decorating Party

I0 Dec -- Children's Christmas Party

RATES
ALL insertions will be $3.50 per column inch.

THE STYLISH WAY
TO MEET NEW FRIENDS

FORMAL INTRODUCTIONS
Introduction agency for

sing'e peo'e,
Personalized confidential

and discreet.
Mon Wed Fri

Non - 7.00PM
Tues Thur Sat

Noon. 4:30 PM
460 Sixth St, Courtenay

338-5535

HELP WANTED
The Individual we seek Is
probably doing well at
present job, yet somewhat
impatient with progress.
The applicant need not
have financial planning ex
perience; ambition, deter
mination & desire to serve
others as well as self are
required. This person is
probably a local resident
for a number of years and
between 25 & 50. To this
person we offer a per-
manent position, unlimited
earning potential, full pen
sion, & perferred company
mortgage. We supply full
training & provide proven •
methods to become suc
cessful in this community.
For interview send a
resume to Daryl Clegg at
Prodentfal Assurance,
suite 330, 1555 McKenzie
Avenue, Victoria, B.C. V8N
1A4, or call collect 477.
7711 8:30 10 4/30.

HELP WANTED
URGENTLY NEED DEPENDABLE
PERSON who can work without
supervision tor a Canadian oil com
pany in Comox Valley. We train.
Write A.D. Dickerson, Pres.,
Southwestern Petroleum,
87 West Drive, Brampton,
Ontario L6T 2J6

FORS
3 piece
excellent
for more
339-3525

sectional,
condition
info call

FORSALE
Double bed and single roll
away bed, both in excellent
condition PH 338-0259

FOR SALE
1983 Silverado halfton,
loaded, new motor, drive
line & transmission. 305 auto,
tanks, slider, trailor package.
One owner S7,700 call 923-
8507 or 287-7402 ask for
Denise.

IRVING H. KERR, CD.,LL..
Barrister & Solicitor

BARNES & KERR
200- 171 NEPEAN ST.
OTTAWA, ONTARIO K2P OB4

Office: (613) 232-8200
Res.: (613) 728-8467
Fax: (613) 232-8821

BUILDING MATERIALS
Lumber & Plywood
Panelling - Arborite
Doors & Windows

Builders Hardware - Tools, etc
Electrical & Plumbing Supplies

Paints & Finishes
Roofing - Siding

Cement Department
Truck Delivery

Customer Financing

CENTRAL BUILDERS
6l0Anderton Avenue

Phone ·344416

DAKOTA DC-3 SHIRTS
Available at HiTec...

830F Cliffe Avenue
334-3656

FALCON MOBILE HOME
PARK-Only mile from
the Base. Quiet, nice treed lots
available. Only $135/mth.
Phone (604) 338-6115.

POSTED TO EDMONTON?
I specialize in Military
relocation. Call me collect for
a package of area, mortgage
and real estate information.

Val Heuman
457-2424 456-6919

MOVING TO GREENWOOD?
For Real Estate lnfonnation Contact
GREENWOOD ns REALTY LTD
Canada Trust Representatives

P. 0. Box 1422
Greenwood, N.S.

B0P 1NO
(902) 765.4243

FAX (902) 765-.8550

FORSALE
1979 Cadillac Eldorado,
loaded, 55,000 original KM,
must be seen $9,500 call 923-
8507 or 287-7402 ask for
Denise.

CHRISTMAS TREES
Locally grown
trees. / mile
south of
Driftwood Mall.
Opening
Sat. 2 Dec.

plantation
!·i-Y2;

#.... ·-

IT'S YOUR
GAIN
LET'S GET

TOGETHER AND
SELL YOUR RV UNIT.
IF WE CAN'T SELL IT,

WE'LL BUY IT.
FREE APPRAISAL

AND PICK-UP
ANYWHERE.

Call Toll Free
1-800-663.4234

LANTZVILLE
RECREATION
fI'AI'Ir rm

PHILANTIIROPIST.
The giving begins with you.

Ifmoreofus
were one,
moreofus
would know

what
itmeant.

································~················~····• •: New Years Party :
••

: The Base Golf Club will hold a New Year's :• •• Party if enough people are interested. :
Details: Catered dinner 7:30 - 8:30 (Old House) ;
DJ 9 pm- 2 am, post midnight sandwiches :•and coffee. :
Cost: Glacier Greens members $20.00 each, :
non-members $22.50 each.

•: Interested? a $10/person deposit required before
•: 1 Dec. Go/No-go date 2 Dec. If No-go, all
{ deposits returned. Deposits/tickets at the bar.
• info: 339-8592

Make up a group and join the fun!.....................................................

AUcTONS

BUD HAYNES AUCTIONEERS.
Two day gun auction. November
13& 14,7pmn, Groat Wost Inn,
Rod Door, AB. Featuring Jim &
Vivonno Jennings collection from
Kaslo, BC. Ten as now Weather
bys. Complete woodworking
chop. List available. 1-403-347-
5855.

AUTOMOTIVE
Active Auto Brokers, disposal
agont tor Aaivo Baililt Sorvicos.
Repossessions, estate, legals,
cars, trucks, motorhomnes, boats.
Ca Mr. Prico (only), (604)434-
1819. D5476.
LEASE OR BUY -- Short-torm
loaso returns, 1989 Dodgo Cara
van, 7-passenger; 1989A0rostar
XLT, 1909 Topaz, loaded; 1908
BroncoXLT. Call co!led, 1-(604)-
9864291, DickHarold, 8.30a.m.-
8.30p.m. DL8633.
No money down OA.C. Loasel
buy any now/used car or truck.
Deal direct wth lactory broker.,
Call collect NOW. (604)290-
3659. D.6099.
SPECIAL '88 AND '89 Ford truck
boxes, now doa!er stock, $995
plus tax. Includes tailights,
tailgate. Steve Marshall Motors
Ltd., Campbell River, B.C.
(604)287-9171, local 48.
Lease for less. 25% loss. Ford
products only. Further info call
Bob Langstall 534-3277., Wm.
Clark Ford Langloy. D7204

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

START YOUR OWN IMPORT
EXPORT business, ovon spare
time, No money or experienco.
Since 1946. Free brochure:
Wado World Trade, co Cdn.
Small Business Inst. Dopt W1,
1140 Bellamy Rd. N. #1, Scarbor
ough, Ontario M1H 1H4.

ESTABLISHED 44-SEAT RES
TAUPANT in Dawson Crook. WI
coll land, building and oquipmont
or just equipment with yearly
lease on building. (604)788-377i
0r (604)782-9111. Ask(or Glen.

Business books by mail. Many
titles not available in book stores.
Froo catalogue. Leslie Printing,
231-22 Ave., Dept. D, Deux Mon
tagnes, Queboc J7R 4HG.

ESTABLISHED TONING AND
TANNING SALONS tor sale.
Ono in Vancouver area, Oka
nagan aroa and Nonthom B.C.
Wil sell as going concomn or
0quipmnontnlu trinnvoo or

•

Wetwon

A 14(F) Sqn pilot climb into his Curtiss P-40 Kit
tyhawk fighter in preparation for a mission over the
Aleutian Islands, Alaska, during World War I. The
squadron was deployed to England In January,
1944, and renumbered 442 Sqn shortly after.

USE OUR COMMUNITY NEWSPAPER NETWORK CLASSIFIEDS.
87 MEMBER PAPERS THROUGHOUT B.C. AND YUKON .
CIRCULATION TO OVER 1 MILLION HOMES.
24 MILLION READERS.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES
RENT-A-WRECK FRANCHISE.
Maximizo prolits in your current
business by adding on a Ront-a
Wreck Franchise! Rent-a-Wreck
ls Canada's largest and mot su
cosslul used car rental company.
Exorcise your maximum busl
ness potential by enhancingwhat
you already have! For further in
formation contact: Ront-a
Wreck, #420, 1414-8h St. S.W.,
Calgary, AB, T2R 1J6. Tele
phone: (403)228-0600. Fax.
(403)244-2236.

AREA DISTRIBUTOR NEEDED
to sorvico scratchand win tickets.
Unlimited earning potential
$100,000, no selling required,
pant and tul time business, invest
mont Irom $15,650.Call for bro
churo, (519)432-2302, 0xt. 106.
FAX (416)873-0755. Franchising
availablo. Quobec sold out. All
other areas available.

BUSINESS BOOKS BY MAIL.
Hundreds of titles, not available in
book stores. Free Cataloguo. S.
Hodder, Boat Harbour Wost,
PB., Newfoundland, AOE 1C0.

Stant Approximately $100,000/yr.
Home Business Window manu
acturer trains handy, enthusias
tic entreprenours for fabricare
retailers. No franchise-invonto
rios. Vehicle, $5,000 essential.
Serious inquiries only. Box
80157, Burnaby,B.C. V5H 3X5.

Stay at home and mako monoyl
Many profitable plans. Free cata
louo. Leslo Printing, 231-22
Ave., Dept. E, Deux Montagnos,
QuebecJ7R 4H6.

Cycle, sports & hobbios store
located Grand Forks. 2 yearsold.
Sales doubled in 2nd. year with
further growth potential. $58,000
plus stock. (604)442-5647.

BODY SHAPERS TONING SA
LONS. Ground floor opportunity.
Hugo dollar volume, Demo sets
from $19,500. Turkey locations
also available. (604)8734409.

FOR SALE MISC.

Lighting tixturos. Wester Can
ada's largest display. Wholesale
and retail. Free cataloguo avail
able. Norburn Lighting Centre,
4600 East Hastings Street, Burn
aby, BC, V5C 2K5. Phone
(604)2990666.
WANTED - NODWELL 110
tracked carrier or equivalent. Alo
Nodwoll parts - tracks, rearends,
cabs, etc. Also wanted Mayhow
Tait

FOR SALE MISC.
LIGHTFIXTURES, electricalmo
tors, generators, phaso convert
ers, transformers, fans, welders,
wiring materials. Phono tor froo
literature. FRIESEN ELECTRIC,
Abbotsford (604)859-7101 or 1-
800-663-6976.
SEVEN NEWTONING TABLES,
$22,000 includes treight & train
ing. 5-yeat guarantoo. Futrex
5000 fitness computer, $1,500.
Completo body wrap kit, $1250.
Tono "O Matic Canada Ltd., 1-
800-667-5825.

BATEMAN: Tho challengo - Bu
Mo0so, $485. We feature West
om art: Terpning, McCarthy,
Doolittle and many moro including
Bronders. Peninsula Gallery, Sid
ney B.C. (604)655-1722 Fax
(G04)655-1282.
Warehouse fu!l cl now and used
desks, chairs, filo cabinets, crafts
supplies, household furniture,
antiques and collectables, whole
sale and retail. Metrotown Liqui
dators, 5329 Imperial, Burnaby.
(€01)437-6612.

Arthitic pain? Aching back? Silt
joints? Sleeping hands? "Beulah
Oil helps!/ Send $2for brochure/
information: Beulah Land, Box
1086, Portago La Prairie, Man.
R1N 3C5.

Toiletronic Electronic Waterless
Toilet for cottages, basement, etc.
110 vac and vent only. Easy in
stallation. No odours. Low power,
Environmentally sale rosiduo. In
land tbre specialties Ltd. 920
Leathead Rd., Kelowna, B.C. V1X
2J8. (604)765-5II Fax (604)765-
3230. _

ORDER BY MAIL" -- Lovers'
Toys, Sexy Novelties. - S4 colour
catalogue. Love Nost, 161 East
1st. Street, North Vancouver,
.C., V7L 1B2. (604)987-1175.
Soo this ad every other week.

GARDENING

DISCOVER THE ULTIMATE
GARDENER'S STOREI Green
houses, hydroponics, lighting.
Over 2000products plus garden
ing books. Call toll-tree 1-800-
663-5619 to tree cataloguo.
WESTERN WATERFAHMS,3.
20120-64th Ave., Lang'ey, B.C.,
V3A4P7.

Gardiner's Farm. White potatoes,
50/lbs $6; onions 25/bs $4.50;
carrots 25/bs $3.50; spartan
apples 40tbs $9; bananas, yellow
European, red potatoes, beets,
cabbaoo. 1(a7K.4 Aw ..----

25 words for $159.00
($3.00 each additional word)
Phone: 339-2541

----------. ----~----
HELP WANTEDHELPWANTED

Singles'couples. Completo gov
ernment-approved Building Man
agors Correspondence Certifi
calto courso for apts/condos/
rhses/mini-storage. Guaranteed
Placement Assistanco. RMT,
901-700 W. Ponder, Vancouver,
BC, V6C 1G8;(604)681-5456.

EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR
B.C. & Yukon Community Nows
papers Association ls sooking a
dynamic director tor its provincial
ottico In Vancouver. Candidates
must havo a comprehensivo
knowledge ol tho community
newspaper field, a strong public
relations and marketing back
ground. Resumes should bo sent
prior to November 10, 1989 to:
B.C.Y.C.NA, Barbara Baniu!is,
Box 276, Surroy, B.C. V3T 4W8.

WORKWITH US! Ir's tun! Excit
ing fashions! Independence! Ex
tra money! A free sample linel
Call collect: (416)632-9090,
(416)827-2660. MA CHERIE
home fashions shows, Est. 1975.

Ear up to $300 a day. Tako
phone orders for publisher. Call
(604)792-8/67 or write to 45224
Creek Side Dr., Chiliwack, B.C.
V2P 7K6.
A chance to bo your own boss.
Earn up to $300 a day commis
sion. Tako phone orders tor pub
sher. People call you! (604) 654-
366I, Ext. BB1.
HOSPITAL ADMINISTRATOR
Tho Chotwynd General Hospital
is actively seeking tho right appli
cant to fill tho position of Adminis
trator, I you have successfully
completed a recognized courso in
Health Administration, have 5
years experienco asan adminis
trator or assistant administrator,
have a financial background and
havo an innovativo and positive
atttudo,we are interested in you.
Chetwynd is a growing, active
community with an 18bod activo
acute care hospital and a wido
variety ol recreational activities.
Pleaso submit resume in confi
denco by November 15, 1989to:
Selection Committee, Chetwynd
General Hospital, Box 507,
Chetwynd, B.C. V0C 1JO.
Needed immediately. Figure
Skating Pro tor Nakusp, BC. PI:
(604)265-3351 or (G04)2654648.
Hoquired: Registered Nurses and
Registered Nursing Assistants tor
long term care. Salary and bene
lits in accordancowith union con
tracts. Relocation assistanco
may bo considered. Submit resu
mes to: Personnel Clerk, Two

Opening tor Edita/Reporter, re
sponsble tordevelopment at edi
torial presentation ol our weekly
and month!y publications. Shcdd
havo two years reporting experi
encowith skills in feature writing,
interviewing, and photography.
Call Daryl Shel'born, Kootenay
Advertiser, Cranbrook, B.C. (604)
4893455.
Mature, responsible Individual tor
50 cow dairy farm. Duties: MIIk
lng, routino cnores, malntenano,
field work. Send ago, experience,
qualifications, Box 842, co Tho
News, 34375 Cyril Street, Ab
bots!ord, B.C. V2S 2H5.
Vinyl Siding Applicators for now
construction. Own equipment and
transportation a must. Experi
encod only need apply. (604)942-
49480r(604)525-7658.Mon-F.
8430.
CINEMAZOO Animal Agency is
looking for domestic and exotic
animals for opportunities in film
and advertising. Domesticated
North American wildlto neodod
immediately! Call Cinema2zoo,
(04) 684-8441.

RECREATION

LEARN SCUBA DIVING and
vacation in beautiful Victoria. 4-
day courses -- everything sup
plied - accomnodation arranged -
group discounts. Sale! Simple!
Exciting! Pleaso call collect,Ocean Centre, (604)386-7528.

SERVICES.
Major ICBC and injury claims.
Joel A. Wener, trial lawyer tor 21
years. Call collect, 736-5500
Vancouver, lf no recovery, no
too._NoYukon enquiries.
ICBC INJURY CLAIMS? Cal
Dalo Carr-Harris -20 years a trial
lawyer wth fivo years medical
school before law. 0-6694922
(Vancouver). Experienced in
head injury and other major
claims. Percentage tees avail
able.
POND AID - Curine tor algae tree
clear waler. Odor tree. Free con
sultation. Call, writo: Natural Aid
Products, #1-4415-61 Ave. S.E.,
Calgary, T2C 1Z6. 1-800-661-
8467, 1-403-279-8881.

TRAVEL

IIKAEGI TRAVEL...NEWSII
Fall & Winter Seat Sale!l
Grrrreat travel bargains: Lon
don trom $559; Amsterdam
trom $599; Frankfurt trom
SQ· ttnt at.-- ---

Not
recreation
but
re-creation!
What is recreation?

Recreation is re-creation of the
body. It is what you do in your
discretionary time (time which
you have after all your com
mitments and maintainance).

Many people use this time
for exercise, but most end up
on the couch watching MASH
reruns or the Golden Girls.
"It's too strenuous going to the
gym for the sake of exercise,'
they say.
If this sounds like you,

you're not alone. Very few
people can maintain a level of
enthusiasm when they are
bored. You shouldn't race
down to the gym to push
weights just because it is good
for you. You would do better
to find an activity you like (ie.
that does not bore you) and
participate on a regular basis.
Aerobics is a good example of
an alternate to jogging which
can be social and even en
joyable.

How do you know what you
enjoy? Try different things.
Diversity helps to add to your
recreation, as does novelty. Let
your mind go wild! If you've
never tried something, you' II
never know if you enjoy it or
not. One of my favourite
childhood memories was going
to the marina at night with my
parents to catch shrimp. The
fact that I hated eating shrimp
only made the event more en
joyable for my parents who
were happy to relieve me of my
burden at the end of the
evening. Once you find things

•
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This special Remembrance
Day edition reminds us of the
terrible price which
democracies must pay to earn
the privilege about all
privileges: freedom, and that
our freedom cannot be taken for
granted. In Canada we have a
proud legacy of volunteers
defending our country in war
so that our society, way of life,
and values may endure. We
have been fortunate that our
country has seldom suffered
invasions and we have been
spared during this century the
ravages of battle on our own
soil. Canadian mothers have
Jost, seen wounded or captured
too many sons and husbands,
daughters and mothers. Those
who returned deserve the peace
they earned for the rest of us.
Those who did not return
deserve to be remembered for
their supreme sacrifice. These
things we do on Remembrance
Day.
Those who have been in

combat will tell you that there
is no glory in war. War is hell.
The glory is in the restoration
and the preservation of peace.
It will be wonderful when the
peace which we all seek so ear
nestly arrives. In spite of our
prayers and hopes and the
changes which are cascading
throughout Europe and Asia,
that time has not yet appeared.
In some ways, the pursuit of
democracy in the Soviet Union
and Eastern Europe is of
greater concern than the
relatively stable East-West
period of the Cold War. That
stability has been replaced with
chaos and uncertainty as mean,
autocratic governments and
social orders attempt to cope
and survive the challenge of ac
celerating democratic reforms.
Let us all pray that those
democratic forces succeed and
that peace will come. Let us not

. forget that China experimented
with similar forms of
democracy and retreated from

it this past Spring over the
blood of those students and
farmers who dared to be free.
As the Soviet Union and
Eastern Europe test their
capacity for democratic
reform, we must remember the
raw military power at their
disposal and their history of the
abuse of that power. The
pronouncements by Secretary
General Gorbachev are en
couraging, but the substance
behind the statements is
lacking. New, more capable
tanks, nuclear submarines,
warships, and warplanes are
still rolling off the Soviet
assembly lines making their
military might all the more
potent. We cannot relax our
vigilance while this process of
change is ongoing, but we can
and must do whatever is
possible to encourage the suc
cess of that change.

Sadly, the only threat to our
society does not come from the
potential for superpower con-

PUB GRUB and Good Times
are our Specialties
r PART TIME

BIRTHDA Y-RETIREMENT-POSTING-ETC.
Having a party? Give us 48 hours notice and we will supply the

balloons, cake, etc. Call 338-7741
NO reservations after8:00 p.m.-------------

frontation. Well over 100 wars
have occurred in the world sin
ce I 945. Our peacekeeping
commitments should remind us
that while we have been blessed
by geography in Canada, we
are far from immune from the
causes of those battles which
have torn apart so many distant
lands.

Now, a new scourge has ap
peared. Illegal drugs. Accor
ding to official statistics,
Canadians spend almost as
much on illegal drugs as they
do on national defence. A
recent newsmagazine article
claims that foreign drug lords
are laundering another sum
equal to the national defence
budget in Canada. While the
narcotics destroy the very soul
of those who use and trade in
them, the heart and economic
engine our our country and
way of life are threatened by
the related crime and counter
economy. But this is not war. Is
it not? •Ask the citizens of

o ac c ee
Colombia and Panama.
Remember the drug related
crime and drug busts in Miami,
Los Angeles, and New York,
not to mention the round-up of
heavily armed drug enforcers in
New Brunswick and the
testimony from the recent trial
of a drug pusher who murdered
in the Town of Comox.
The challenge ahead will be

to cope with all of these threats
simultaneously. Will we have
the resources and the national
will needed to counter the in
creasing intensity of activity
from these threats? We must if
we truly cherish the freedom
entrusted to us by those who
knew war. Wemust be vigilant,
prepared, and successful on all
fronts if we arc to know a
lasting peace. Lest We Forget.

DANCE
TUESDAY TO SUNDAY

to the Best in Country Rock and
Hits of the 60's & 70's

NO Cover Charge

Tues Nov 7 to Sun Nov 12
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~--SUNDAY SPECIAL--
All Star Jam 7 pm to 11 pm

PRIZES
Buffet Dinner 5 to 7 pm, $5.95/person

Located in
The Westerly Hotel

1590 Cliffe Ave.
Courtenay B.C.

338-7741a-

Tues Nov 14 to Sun Nov 19
"TheBeat'' Band


