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REUNION & DANCE

Some Four Hundred members of our Association missed a
rollicking Reunion up at the Armoury this last June. On the Saturday
night, they missed an equally successful dance. Fortunately, "B'" Squadron
showed up in their usual numbers and a good time was enjoyed on both
evenings by all who attended.

While we are appreciative of the fact that there are always the
same familiar faces and the recounting of some particular action, in which
the teller played a leading role, that helped ease the Jerries out of France
and Holland, we thought you enjoyed this sort of thing. Apparently, we were
wrong. Perhaps the faces have become too familiar, the tales re-told too
long. Buti while this may be true to many of you, those of us who still
attend feel the loss is yours. For we see it happen each succeeding year
to those who attend after too long an absence. They are greeted like long
lost comrades and seem to thoroughly enjoy themselves. And while some
do return the following year, alas, too many of them just fade away again
and we are left with the unanswerable que stion of where Jack, Jim or Tom
are this year.

There is no way, we are quite aware, in which we can persuade
you to attend these Reunions. For they are not Parades, which thankfully,
we have dispensed with in our lifetime. They are simply a couple of
evenings that were created by popular demand for the enjoyment of all

- members of the Association. Oddly enough, many of you are the same
fellows that initiated them. Perhaps, it is then only fitting, that your
continued absence should lead to their demise. They won't, of course, die
out overnight. Like old soldiers, they will simply fade away. Then,
following a natural sequence of events, you will likely bemoan the good old
days that you had enjoyed up at the Armory and which are no more.

We seriously suggest you think about it. You all know that any
Association requires an Executive. And that an Executive requires the
attendance of members at certain functions. Without the co-operation of

both, you end up with nothing. To be perfectly frank, we are getting rather
thin on both counts.

MEMBERSHIP & DUES,

You seem to be better at sending than spending. Except when
you attend a Reunion. Then you really act like Hussars. If we could only
equate the number of members who send in their dues, with the number
who attend our Reunions, we'd be very happy. So next year, just don't
send it, come up and spend it. And, if it's the only buck you've got, see
the Treasurer.




SICK PARADE

Another reason for getting ip to the Armory once in every
twelve months is that this list gets lorger every issue. Happily, we are
able to report that several of our members are back on their feet again
and daily increasing their "area of manoeuvrability''. Rocky Rothwell has
recovered from his recent heart attack and is now back at work. Harry
Kennell has successfully recovered from his second heart attack although
we are not certain if he is back to work. While Doug. Sparks is still at
home, he is now able to move in bed to some degree and is beginning to
get some feeling in his toes. These are very encouraging signs and we
hope you continue along the road to complete recovery, Doug., with all
the speed that your courage and determination, so richly merit. Let us
know when it is time, and we will have Pappy Flanagan reserve a seat for
you at the park he visits each day. Our reports on Pappy indicate that
he seems to be tiring of cycling and is walking further along Sherbrooke
St., each day. Keep it up, Pappy. One day you'll make the Cafe de la
Madeleine. Then, we'll come and get you.

Heard recently of our old corporal, George Stott, having been in
Queen Mary Vet's Hospital. Hope you have fully recovered, George,
and that we will see you soon on the old parade ground. Regarding your
request that we express your thanks to Alma Routley for the fine thing
she is doing in visiting the sick on behalf of the Association, we can only
say that we have tried before, George, and it is always most inadequate.
We feel that only someone who has received such a visit can truly know
how much it means. But we are equally certain that you know, Alma,
and so on behalf of George and all the other members of the Association,
our most sincere thanks.

Our old buddy, Pouce (now known as Lucien Artur, on civvie
street) Cote, we are happy to report is back at work after suffering a
heart attack that kept him off work for four months. However, we must
admit that we are using the word work, in the loosest possible way.

Another old buddy and our Membership Secretary, the chap who
goes all out to find you ""Lost Sheep', Ernie White, has successfully
recovered from an operation he had performed recently at Queen Mary
Vetts. We can't tell you too much about the operation. But as Ernie
works in the Plumbing Department at the hospital, we feel he was lucky
in obtaining the services of a surgeon who was interested in the same field.

LAST POST.

Again our shadows have lengthened and we are less than we were
before.

Since our last issue, Bill Murphy of Signals and R. Q.M. S.
Middlemiss, have died. We feel grateful for the fact that we saw the
R.Q.M. atour last Stag and had the pleasure of a long chat with him.

To the wives and families of both these men go our deepest
sympathy.

To Eddie Green of Signals, our sincere condolences, on the recent
loss of his mother.

_BOUQUETS

To Brigadier A. James Tedlie on his recent promotion to Chief
of Staff at Canadian Forces Training Command in Winnipeg. Congratulations,
Sir, and all good wishes for the future in your new command.

To Alan Davidson of Kaleden, B.C. for his much appreciated letter
describing his last visit to Montreal and New York. As it was Alans first
visit to Montreal since 1953 he certainly saw a lot of changes and had the
additional thrill of driving in our traffic. Glad you had such a nice time,
Alan, and hope you make it next year for Expo and the Reunion.



To Al Levy who writes and keeps us informed of the activities of
our New York Chapter and of his own plans to move to Florida in the Fall
of '67. Incidentally, these fellows ha¥e several reunions a year and always
enjoy a hundred per-cent turnout.

To Roger Casselman for his writing us and letting us know how
well the 17th was represented in the Honor Guard of the Legion at the
presentation of the Colors to the S.D.G. Highlanders by the Lieutenant
Governor, the Honorable Earl Rowe, this past June. Sorry you, Hickey
and McAteer couldn't make the Reunion, Take care of yourself, Roger,
and we hope that next year you will be strong enough to make it.

To J.T. Brewer for his letter and good wishes. We are sorry that
we cannot report the success at our Reunion that you wished us, J.T. but
maybe next year if you and fellows like Roger, along with a hundred or so
more can make it, we can have a real "Smashing' time.

To John S. Anderson, European Sales Director of Eastern Airlines.
John tells us that he has been transferred to London and wants to get in
touch with any of the lads who are presently in England or anywhere in the
British Isles. Congratulations, John, and the greatest success in your
new position. A call or letter to Peter Whiteside, our Overseas Chairman,
will put you in touch with several of our overseas members. His address
is "Westerton" 6 Lynwood Ave., Epsom, Surrey, England.

ANNUAL CHRISTMAS PARTY

We have received word that all members who attended last years
Christmas Party with their young childrenw ill be receiving notices from the
Armoury for this years Party. It will be held at 3,00 P. M. on Sunday,
December llth. We hope that vou will all be able to attend and that it will
usher in the very best and happiest Christmas and New Year that we wish
to extend to all our members for the Holiday Season and the coming year.
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May 1966,

The Annual Meeting of the Association was held on Friday evening,
March 4th, with forty-six members attending. This represented an increase of about
twenty members over the previous year and gave your Executive quite a lift. In addi-
tion, everyone enjoyed the distinct pleasure of being able to greet our Overseas
Chairman, Peter Whiteside, to thank him for all the services he has rendered the
Association over the years and to present him with a small token of our appreciation
in the form of a pewter mug bearing a suitable inscription. Thank you again, Peter,
and may you enjoy many a happy pint with your little gift.

Due to a violent attack from some vague virus, I, as retiring President,
was unhappily unable to attend this meeting but various informants have told me that it
was the best meeting they had enjoyed for years. As is our custom, a pewter mug was
presented to me on my retirement and I should like to take this opportunity of extending
my thanks to all of you, both for the privilege of having had the opportunity of serving
you and also for the fact that there is now, and always will be, at least one handsome
mug in my home.

Last year apparently saw a contrast in Reunions. While we, who were
fortunate enough to travel overseas, had an absolute ball those who remained in Montreal
enjoyed a rather meagre turnout. This may have been the result of many who thought
that as there was to be a Reunion overseas, that there would not be one in Montreal,

It is unfortunate if this were the case and we will do everything we can to make up for

it this year. So start thinking about it, Everyone really has a smashing time and it
does one's ego the world of good to hear from everyone that the years have not withered
you, nor added more than a few pounds to your soldierly frame.

MEMBERSHIP AND DUES

Both of these phases of your Association continue to provide a source of deep
satisfaction to the Executive with the annual dues rolling in on time and an ever increasing
number of ''lost sheep" returning to the ranks. The latest to be heard from are:
Freddie Milne of Headquarters Squadron who is now living in Galt, Ontario and Harry
(Big Stevie) Stevenson, of Regimental Stores, Headquarters Squadron, who now lives in
Roxboro, Quebec. Welcome back, you chaps.

A feature of our Saturday night Dance has been the giving away of a large
number and variety of Dood Prizes. The gathering of these prizes has always been
left to the efforts of one or two people and this task they have done gladly and without
stint over the years. And they have been most successful. It was apparently the
custom in many places of business to use such means as a form of advertising, but
with the advent of T.V. and other forms of advertising, plus certain restrictions

imposed by the government, the gathering of these prizes grows more difficult
each year. It has been suggested that many of our members may, by reason of the po-
sition they hold or the company for which they work, be in a position to assist us in this
matter. If any of you can possibly do anything to assist us in this matter we would be
more than grateful. Arrangements to receive such gifts may be facilitated by calling
any evening, any of the following numbers: Duncan Munro - 932-8276, Dennis Bardell -
259-2710 or Derwydd Jones - 937-8775. We'll be glad to pick up any gift you may have
obtained and to acknowledge it in our next issue. It may help to persuade the bogs if
you tell him that our little paper goes out to over five hundred members in may parts of
the world. And, please, don't make it any larger than someone can comfortably carry
home.
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SICK PARADE

Doug. Sparks is now at home, recovering from his accident of
several months ago. We understand that fie is having a rather difficult time and hope
that his recovery takes a decided turn for the better in the months ahead. Gordie
"Pappy" Flanagan is still pedalling and we hbpe to see more of him this summer.
Tommy Breen is at present in Queen Mary Hospital having broken a leg a few weeks
ago. It seems Tommy had joined the Y in the hopes of giving his bad leg a little
extra exercise. Unfortunately, he tripped over a club-bag that stood unnoticed
behind him, and broke his bad leg. Talk about the luck of the Irish! One of those
bloody English leather bags, we'll wager! We also received a report that we trust
was erroneous that '""Rocky'" Rothwell had had a heart attack and was in Royal Victoria
Hospital. We sincerely hope this is not true. But should it be so, we wish Rocky
and all of these fellows a most speedy and complete recovery. One other bit of
information that we received and wish we hadn't was from Roger Casselman to
say that he had been taken to hospital with a heart attack on December 13th. He
left hospital, January 12th and is now on the mend. He asks that any members who
may be in Cornwall take the time to look him up at his home, 1l - 8th Street, West.
Take care of yourself, Roger, we want to see you at next year's Reunion.

LAST POST

"A funeral service was held yesterday at the Temple Beth Sholom for
Phillip Rosenbaum, a member and trustee of the congregation, who died here
Saturday.'" This was the notice in a recent edition of the Star that told us of the
death of Phil Rosenbaum (Signals) Headquarters Squadron. There was more, of
course. It told of his war service with the 17th, the many offices that he held in
the various organizations to which he belonged and of the family that he had left
behind. But it did not tell of the warm, friendly man that we had known. The quiet,
dedicated way he had of doing everything that was asked of him. Nor the simple,
little acts of kindness by which he expressed his philosophy toward others. Perhaps
it is enough if only we who knew him remember. We think he would have wanted it
so. To his wife and family go our deepest sympathies.

It is a particularly distressing task to write this portion of the
Trumpeter. These old comrades who go off to join that other Regiment always
leave us with a deep sense of personal loss. And yet, we realise that our loss is
as nothing in comparison to the loneliness that the immediate members of his
family must experience at such a time. Only Time, as it moves them along, can
bring some measure of acceptance that such things must be. On these occasions,
when we have performed our unpleasant task, we advise the printer and the
member's name is removed from our mailing list. But there have been too many
occasions when we have not known that some member has died and consequently
the Trumpeter continues to be sent out, much to the distress of the family concerned.
We would wish, therefore, that each member consider this fact for himself and
devise, each in his own way, that some means be adopted whereby we may be 80
advised and thus never be the instrument of causing any unnecessary distress to one's
own immediate family. Do, please, think about it.

BOUQUETS

To all those chaps who have written in recently and help us to
keep up with the news and also bring us a real sense of association even though
we be scattered over the globe. To Rollie Martin for writing and also sending
us the Aututnn and Winter Edition of the Canadian Veterans' Association Quarterly
News Magazine for 1965. It contains quite a detailed account of our visit, Reunion
and Commemorative Service which we held in Hastings last year. Thank's Rollie.
To Colohel D.W. (Danny) Miller, United States Army, Europe who asks if we have
a crest that might be suitably framed and hung on a wall. Sorry, Colonel, the only
crests we have knowledge of are the type that are sewn to the pocket of a blazer.
Occasionally, we have seen these hung over, rather than up. But we do hope that
you can make it for the Reunion in 1968. To George Voss who wrote to say hé will
miss this year's Reunion as he will be in England for six weeks just prior to the 3rd
and 4th 6f June. He also sent two dollars for his dues of this and last year and adds
that if he i8 still in arrears he will '"square up' when he gets back. It's nice to know
that we still have some hopeful Hussars. Bon voyage, George, and have a wonderful
time. To Bruce McKibbin for dropping us a line to say that he had bumped into
John Therh in Toronto recently. To Bob Cottrell, Hartley Morrison, Alf. Ablett,
Jeffrey Wilkes and others for their good wishes. Thanks, fellows and let us hear
more from you. To J. Renaud for expressing his appreciation of the Trumpeter to
the tune of Five Dollars. That's very gratifying, M'sieu Renaud, but you better
make it to the Reunion thig year. There'll be Four Dollars worth of Beer waiting
for you. To Major General C.B. Price, who believing himself to be in arrears,
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sent us Two Dollars and then found that he wis indeed paid up and told us to keep the
extra Dollar. The General blames his oversight on his poor memory. Well, Sir,
would that we had a few more members with buch poor memorys! Thank you, and
please, accept our very best wishes for the year ahead. To Al Levy who writes from
Trenton, New Jersey to say that the New York Chapter are having a Stag at a Playboy
Club. Whoever heard of a Stag in a place like a Playboy Club ? And does this bring

to mind the item we had in our last Trumpetér, about the possibility of a Reunion in
New York sometime in the Fall? Al also télls us that the New York Chapter will be up
for the Reunion, en masse, this year. Thahk you again, all of you. And to those of you,
who until now have been reluctant to write or couldn't think of anything to relate, we are
giving you another chance.

ALL OUR YESTERDAYS,

Every soldier has a favorite story. Everyone has, at some time in his years
of service, enjoyed an experience that he will never forget. He remembers because he
laughs everytime he relates it to someone. We who are fortunate enough to live near the
Armoury, enjoy listening to stories and often wish that some of you could be there to
hear them for yourselves. Sometimes, you are even the fellow that the story is about.
But they are always told in such a way that you would enjoy them as much as anyone and
as soon as it was finished, come up with one of your own. So send us your favorite.

We promise to edit it and if we think it suitable we will print it. We only ask that it be
humorous and one that would offend no one. And that gives you quite a bit of leeway.
So let's hear from you. As a beginning, here is one we often enjoy.

"To the men who served under him, Sergeant-Major Ryan was

a soldier's soldier. He was never completely satisfied and, as

his position required, insisted over and over that all ranks under

his command attain the highest possible proficiency in arms and
maintain at all times a distinctly soldierly bearing both off and on

the parade square. As we who served under him can atte st, he

was not always successful in his efforts in achieving these high
standards. But as the years passed some semblance of order

and discipline was achieved and life took on a rosier hue for our
Sergeant-Major. Until he arrived at Petworth. It was here, that

as a result of the complex and wonderful machinery the Army em-
ployed in posting men to various units, Rocky found himself with

a new cross to bear. It was in the form of a family relation.

Well we all have relations, and after three years in the Regiment
would have to admit that they couldn't all make it as Hussars.

After their first meeting, Rocky realised that he had his work

cut out for him. It was not that his relative did not want to soldier.

He did. He had volunteered. But apparently he did not want to

soldier in England. And not in the 17th Hussars. And not in "B"
Squadron. And not under Sergeant-Major Ryan. The realisation

of all these things was soon made manifest and the young man made

off for greener and less turbulent fields. In the ensuing weeks, the
Sergeant-Major lost some of his aplomb and on occasion was known

to be a mite upset. Fortunately for all ranks, the young man was

soon uncovered and returned to camp. It is at this point that our

good friend, Dennis Bardell, enters the picture. We have often
wondered about the Sergeant-Major's choice in selecting our friend

as the one to guard his wayward relative. Somehow we can never
relate it to the vision of our Sergeant-Major, striding through the
early morning mists of an English forest and roaring for the guard,
only to discover our friend fast asleep with rifle, guard list and
flashlight all neatly laid out beside him. Perhaps it was retribution.
Or possibly his sudden sense of relief created a mental block that
inhibited our Sergeant-Major from realising what he was doing. But
not for long. The history of the Regiment states that the only hotable
event that took place in West Grinstead was an inspectior by Colonel
Ralston. We are certain that our historians omitted to question Rocky
Ryan about the importance of the events that took place at West Grinstead.
For it was to this place that we went; troops, vehicles, and a¥ms and
bringing up the rear, friend Dennis and one reluctant relative., Now, as
you recall, West Grinstead afforded little in the way of a maximum de-
curity prison being comprised of tents and a castle. As it wag unthink-
able to incarcerate anyone in the castle, provision was tnade to keep
the wayward one in camp by the simple process of fixing one end of a
chain to & leg and the other end to a tent-pole. It was considered 4n
eminehtly satisfactory arrangement all round and both Denhis and the
Sergeant-Major breathed their first real sighs of relief in several days
anid retired to theit respective tents fot a good night's rest, Now, as
all who have lived in one knows, a tent is a rather confined area and
offers few of the hecessities of what we consider a normal life, One




- 4 -

S

of these is a bathroom. And so it became the habit to allow anyone,
including those in custody, to g6 elsewhere, far from the tent to the
distant latrines when the need arcse. In the days that followed cus-
tom and habit developed a patterili After a certain time, the chore

of escorting a prisoner to the latrine loses some of it's novelty. So
too, does the affection one can generate for a tent-pole. No doubt

as our young soldier contemplated his tent-pole day after day, heard
the sounds of his fellow troopers moving around outside, busy with

the routine of camp life, he began to feel neglected and his mind

turned back to those glorious days when he could come and go as he
pleased. The idea became obsessive. He waited until the English
twilight had given way to darkness one night and then asked permis-
sion to tread the old familiar path to the latrines. Then while his
grumbling escort waited outside in the darkness, our prisoner took
advantage of the impermanency of the structure he was in, lifted

the cloth of the wall and disappeared into the night. The following
morning was cold and crisp. The sun glistened on the hoar frost

that covered every blade of grass. The Sergeant-Major sprang,
shivering, from his cot and quickly dressed. In another area of

the camp, Dennis slowly pulled on the trousers of his uniform and

tried to dismiss the thoughts of eternal fatigues that kept crowding

his mind. The Sergeant-Major got a basin of hot water from the

cook, dug his shaving brush, razor, and soap-mug from his kit and
prepared to shave. Carefully, he hung his little mirror on a branch

of a nearby tree and began to lather his face. He felt the rising sun
warming his back and turning the earth to mud beneath his feet., It

was thus Dennis found him. Dennis contemplated the broad back, the
heavy shoulders and arms of his Sergeant-Major, as he busied him-
self with brush and soap. He opened his mouth to speak and instead
took two paces to the rear. On the third attempt, the words that told
Rocky the awful truth finally came out. He whirled, holding the sha-
ving brush in the air as though it were a spear. He raised it above

his head and hurled it into the mud. He demanded explanations that

he refused to believe so they had to be repeated. Each time he offered
his explanation, Dennis found it more difficult to believe himself.
Trembling, the Sergeant-Major finally got control of himself. Dennis
simply kept trembling. Finally, after seconds that seemed like hours,
the Sergeant-Major quietly dismissed him. Unable to believe his ears,
Dennis stood unmoving as though he expected something more. There
was nothing. Then his eyes moved to the shaving brush, imbedded in
the mud and as he began to move, Dennis heard what he had been waiting
for. He turned and saw the Sergeant-Major digging his brushout of the mud.
Watched the veins grow thick and heavy in his neck. Saw the hands that
trembled as they wiped the mud from the bristles. Dennis hastened away
but could not move quite fast enough. He was luckily out of reach but not
out of hearing. The words Kitchen and Fatigues followed him all the way
across the camp. Happily our story ends some weeks later when the same
young man was again apprehended and Dennis was sent to bring him back.
Only this time Dennis had help and the sixty hundred weight truck carried
enough armaments to equip a whole troop. Despite repeated requests the
young escapeedecided not to try and escape from the truck and was safely
returned to camp in Brighton from whence he once again became a digit
in the vast and complicated machinery of troop movements. As for Dennis
and the Sergeant-Major they appeared to have reached some mutual agree-
ment. The Sergeant-Major searched elsewhere for his guards and Dennis
stayed out of the kitchen."

REUNION

THE TIME: - Friday, June 3rd "THE STAG" 6.30 P. M.
Saturday, June 4th "THE DANCE'" 9,30 P. M.

THE PLACE: - THE ARMOURY, 4185 Cote des Neiges Road.
THE COST: - FRIDAY -~ REGISTRATION FEE $1.00

SATURDAY - THE DANCE $3.00 per couple.



-5 -

We expect that this year we will have a really large turnout at both the Stag
and Dance. All of the chaps from the New York Chapter will be here with their wives.
All of those who attended our Dance in Brighton, with the exception of our English hosts,
will be on hand. There will be the usual fine array of Door Prizes for the Dance and the
customary array of beautiful bottles for the Btag. A dance band has been engaged for
Saturday night and Al MacPherson for Friday night. Corsages for the ladies on Saturday
night are again being looked after by Frank Brown
and you can look after Frank by calling Radisson Garden Centre at 861-0822 where he is
now located in Central Station. Dennis Bardell has employed an astute political ploy for
nomination as the most popular President by maintaining the prices of both Beer and
Liquor at .50 cents each. He also demonstrated his political sagacity by requesting
that we pass along the information that bottles are for babies and hopes that is where
you will leave yours. At home with the kiddies. While we know that any of you who have
enjoyed attending these Stags and Dances will naturally be back this year, we would like
to renew our invitation to those members who have been missing these last few years.

Do try and make it this year. You'll have a whale of a good time. Until the 3rd and 4th.,
then, au revoir and bonne chance,
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February, 1966

To all of you, in this first issue of the year 1966, may we extend
a very sincere wish for a Happy and Healthy New Year. During 1965 your
Executive had what proved to be a very busy and most rewarding time.
Apart from the usual round of activities there was, of course, the two
Reunions that had to be arranged which kept us busy for several months.
Thinking back to that time, we all felt that this sense of doing something,
rather than just belonging to an Association, gave those days a significance
and a purpose that we had never experienced before. We feel very strong-
ly that something of this nature, undertaken each year, will go a long way
toward sustaining and strengthening our Association and perhaps allow us,
in some small way, to commemorate the memory of all those with whom
we had the privilege to serve. We have already received the suggestion
of setting up a scholarship fund and would welcome any other suggestions
that you might care to make. But we do feel that this opportunity to do
something worthwhile, as an Association, should not be wasted. Remem-
ber, it is your Association. Think of some way in which you would like
to see it's name perpetuated and send us a note. Later on, we could have
a meeting and allow everyone to air his views.

ANNUAL MEETING

The Annual General Meeting of the Association will be held at
the Armoury, 4185 Cote des Neiges Road, on Friday, March 4th, 1966,
at 8.30 P.M. in the Men's Canteen.

Try to make it this year. The formalities don't take too long
and you will enjoy visiting with old buddies that you have not seen for
some time. We know they will be glad to see you !

REPORT OF THE NOMINATING COMMITTEE

A Nominating Committee, under the chairmanship of Past
President, Ralph Ryan, was set up to prepare a slate of Officers for
the year 1966.

Said Nominating Committee do herewith submit, for your
approval, the following slate.

Honorary President........ Lt. Col. K.C. Booth
President....... esessssess D. Bardell

lst Vice President......... Dunc Munro

2nd Vice President ........ E. White

Secretary .coioooeieesiesns D.L. McLeod
Treasurer ......c000s4.... H. Borshy

Past President. c..eve0ese0.. D. G. JOnes
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EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE

Frank Brown A. MacPherson

George Routley L. Christie

Jack Williams Bert Webb

Peter Whiteside (Overseas Chairman, England)

Lee Montgomery (Special Overseas Assistant)

Al, Levy (Chairman, New York Chapter, U.S.A.)

The persons listed above have been duly contacted and have agreed to act,
if so elected.

The following Act from the by-laws of the Association is brought to your
attention: :

"Article IX, Section 3.

Any six members in good standing may nominate any member,
who signifies his agreement for any office, by filing said nomination with
the Secretary at least two weeks before the declared date of the Annual
Meeting. "

MEMBERSHIP & DUES

It is pleasant to report that members are returning to the ranks
in ever increasing numbers. And not only are they returning, they are
bringing their money with them ! Here are a few names that will bring
back a flood of memories: Sam Schwartz, Morris Barrons, A.J. LaBrie,
Rollie Martin and bless his old Kit-Bag, George Swinton. Unfortunately,
everyone doesn't send in a little background on himself and we would like
to have this so we could pass it along. But we can tell you that if you are
ever in Chomedy and you want to rent a car, call on Sam Schwartz. And
if you happen to be in Winnipeg, drop out to the University of Manitoba
and see Professor Swinton. George has written a book on Eskimo art
which is doing very well and if you want to help an old buddy, buy a copy.

SICK PARADE

We have received the unhappy news that Mel Poitras is back
in Queen Mary and having a rather rough time. We all hope that things
take a swing in the right direction for you, Mel and that you will soon be
on your feet again. Doug. Sparks is recovering slowly from the effects
of his accident and we wish him continued improvement over the next
few months. "Pappy" Flanagan is pedalling his way to recovery but
hasn't been doing any dancing lately. Keep it up, Pappy, and let us
know when you need a new set of tires. Any of you chaps that happen
to be near Queen Mary or Decarie Blvd., and think nothing about
walking because it is as natural to you as breathing, might stop for a
few minutes and visit these fellows. And don't just say you should
do it more often. Do it.
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LAST POST

Our shadows grow a little longer. And for we, who remain,

our numbers grow a little less. Four more of our members have
died in recent months:

Doug. McMullen - "C'" Squadron
Jack Rose - "HQ" Squadron
John McConomy - "HQ'" Squadron
Tommy Brewster

To the wives and families of these old comrades go our
deepest expression of sympathy. There is much that we might
want to say to each of you at such a time, and we can find no words.
We can share only in the silence of your loss. That and our belief,
born of our own experience, that they will find their place with those
old comrades who await them, in the quiet peace of a little English
church. And they will be content.

To Al MacPherson, in the loss of his father, go our
sincere condolences.

REUNIONS

Members of your Executive have already started discussing
the Annual Reunion and Dance for this year which will be held on the
3rd and 4th of June, 1966. So start making plans for that, right now.
Also, there have been exploratory talks with regard to having another,
possibly smaller, but no less hectic a Reunion in New York, sometime
in the Fall of 1966. But we will let you know more of this as it develops.
Oh, yes, and we already have a nucleus of another group who intend to
travel back to Brighton in 1968. But before you put too tight a string
on your purse, fill in the slip below, color it green, and send it in.
This way you'll save time for that free drink at the Reunion.
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Enclosed, please find my membership dues for 1966.







