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LES T  WE  FOR GET  

“The Legislative Library at Ontario's Parliament has copies of four of the  
Books of Remembrance - the First World War Book of Remembrance, the Second World War 

Book of Remembrance, the Merchant Navy Book of Remembrance,  
and the Newfoundland Book of Remembrance. 

A copy of the Second World War Book of Remembrance, shown here on display in the lobby 
of Ontario's Legislative Building in 2019, contains more than 44,000 names  

of Canadians who died during the war.”  
Legislative Assembly 

This issue is dedicated to  

Tom Van Le and Mai Nguyen,  

“boat people” who came to Canada as a result of the war in Vietnam 
and 

Howard Langstaff  
who served in the R.C.A.F in World War II. 

It contains many stories and photographs contributed by  
Humber Valley families as we pause each year to honour those who fell  

and those who served in armed conflicts defending our Canadian values and way of life. 
And as we reflect on the consequences of war and pray for peace. 

https://www.ola.org/en/visit-learn/exhibits-art/books-remembrance
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OF NOTE  

Fundscript deadline is  
November 30. See KIT for 
details. 

Welcome to Bridgette Jarvis 
who takes care of the lit-
tle ones in the nursery on 
Sundays. 

Contact Linda Grass if 
you have crafts or baking 
for the UCW Christmas 
Sale. The catalogue will 
be available soon. 

          L es t  We  F orge t  —  Fro m t h e  E di to r ’ s  De s k  
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On the cover of this issue of Connections is 
a photo of one of Canada’s Books of Re-
membrance. These books commemorate 
those who died in armed conflict serving 
for Canada. You can look at their names, 
beautifully written in calligraphy, in Otta-
wa, and in Canada’s provincial capitals. 

Have you ever walked by the Vietnam Me-
morial in Washington? The names of all the 
Americans who died in that war are etched 
on a low wall of granite. As you pass the 
names, you fill with emotion with each 
step, a terrible sadness overcomes. 

In many Ontario towns you will find a cen-
otaph in a place of honour near the centre 
of town. The names of all who died in WWI 
and WWII, and, perhaps, Korea, are etched  
into the stone. In Ottawa, in all our provin-
cial capitals, and in our universities memo-
rials have been erected. Each year on  
November 11 people come to the ceno-
taphs and memorials to lay wreaths and 
observe a time of silence to honour those 
who died. 

Of course, our remembrance is very Euro-
centric. Not commemorated here are the 
thousands, perhaps millions of local peo-
ple, civilians as well as fighters, who died 
as the result of conflict in their countries as 
western nations pursued their own inter-
ests for power and ascendancy. 

I was thrilled to receive so many stories 
about remembrance — and two dedica-
tions to people whose lives were deeply 
affected by war in the twentieth century. 
The stories you submitted, bring to life the 
consequences of war. The stories cover so 
many aspects:  what happened at home, 
what families endured, pride in extraordi-
nary service, stories of combat, names of 
those who died. 

As I read the stories and looked at the pic-
tures it came to me that war is like a giant 

wooden spoon that stirs a giant pot. That 
spoon — driven by ego, power lust, re-
venge and hate — kills people, destroys 
property, and pushes people out of their 
homes and around the world.  

I am in Canada because my parents were 
driven out of their homes, twice. They sur-
vived displacement and life as refugees.  
And their story is not at all unique. We 
have several families in our congregation 
who endured hardship and displacement 
caused by war, and as a result ended up in 
Canada. In the last century many refugees 
came from Europe and Vietnam. In this 
century people  are coming from Africa, 
the Middle East and Central America, all 
hoping to find peace and a good life in Can-
ada. 

Each Remembrance Day at Humber Valley 
we have invited a piper to play The Lament 
or a bugler to play The Last Post. We stand, 
we observe two minutes of silence, and we 
sing O Canada. 

We do this, lest we forget. My generation, 
born so soon after WWII has experienced 
the effects of that war.  Our children and 
grandchildren are so much further re-
moved. The veneer of peace and civiliza-
tion is very thin. We cannot let that veneer 
be pierced. We must remember. 

This issue of Connections is full of stories of 
the war but it is also full of information 
about our very active and faithful church. 
We have been worshipping in person in the 
sanctuary for almost two months. It is 
good to be together again. 

I love to hear from you. 
Please send me your com-
ments and suggestions.  
Susanne@hyneslegal.ca 

mailto:susanne@hyneslegal.ca
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It's been a great two months here at HVUC. I've enjoyed 
getting to know the culture and getting to know the names 
and faces of some of you. For those I haven't connected 
with yet, I've been immersed in church leadership since 
the late 90s. And the primary thread in all of my many 
roles has been navigating significant cultural changes. And 
if you have connected with me over the last few months, 
you would have heard two main things from me: 

1. We are entering into a season of growing pains. And 
without it, the growth that needs to take place can't 
happen. 

2. In this season: extra grace is required (or, as my kids 
say, "we all need some EGR right now") 

Now, why is this important for all of us to soak in? So many 
of us are looking for those post-COVID touchpoints of nor-
mality. The things, people, activities we cherished before 
COVID that we have missed so profoundly in our weekly 
routines. I know I have been. And my family too… as I'm 
sure yours is as well.  

But in a season of change and growing pains... it's chal-
lenging to find those touchpoints. As a result, everything 
feels uncomfortable - and those touchpoints seem to be 
floating in the ether just beyond our reach.  

It’s hard, but it's ok. As Glennon Doyle always says, “we 
can do hard things.” 

This is where EGR shows up. Questions and rumours 
around the music and the arts here at HVUC (specifically 

around our choir ministry) have been popping up quite a 
bit - so here is where we are at. 

I'm excited to announce that we will have our Handbell 
Choir join us for a few services over the season of Advent. 
Our vocal choir ensemble will be leading a fun Carol sing in 
December.  

Will everything look the same as it did pre-COVID? …. 
Probably not. Cause we are in a season of transition.  

We are creating a space that is not only welcoming and 
functional for the present congregation.. but also for our 
future one. For your kids, grandkids… and for mine as well. 
How does this look? We will see. Will it be uncomfortable? 
Yes… as growing pains naturally are. Is extra grace re-
quired in this season: YES. But for now... if singing together 
as a community and worshipping as a family gives life to 
your soul…. then please join me each Sunday morning as 
we sing hymns and spiritual songs together in worship of 
the creator and king. And as we gather and sing… we will 
all find it easier to navigate the 
growing pains as we ask for a 
deeper sense of grace and love. 
Cause we can all use some EGR 
right now. 

Peace and Love to you and 
yours. 

The church is bustling, even while still having virtual and 
hybrid programming. Hymn sings and church services are 
in full swing in-person and online. Little glitches in AV 
technology are being worked out and Trevor and Drew are 
experimenting with new ways to worship and engage.  

Trevor continues to work with the Board to discern our 
transformation, at least in the short-term, which will be 
shared and discussed with the congregation in the coming 
months.  

The Handbells and Chancel Choir will be back with us 
soon.  

Fundraisers are well underway and an outdoor tree 
lighting and community carol sing is being planned for 
Sunday, December 5th beginning at 6:30 
p.m. in the Wimbleton parking lot. 

Please do not hesitate to contact me, if 
you have anything you want to discuss, 
suggest, challenge, or compliment. 

Happy Fall, 

F ro m  the Desk of  the  Chair of  the Board  
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Ellen Doreen Berryman 

S e p t e m b e r  3 0 ,  1 9 3 4  —  O c t o b e r  2 4 ,  2 0 2 1  
 

Our prayers and heartfelt condolences go out to Doreen’s husband, Jack, and their  
family at this time of loss. A private family funeral service will be held at Humber  
Valley United Church and will be live-streamed on Thursday, October 28th  
at 11:00 a.m.  
View the obituary.  
 

In  l i f e ,  i n  d ea th ,  i n  l i f e  b eyo n d  d ea th ,  Go d  i s  w i th  u s .   
We a re  n o t  a lo n e   

Mason Hepworth  
Son of Gavin and Lacee  
October 3, 2021 

Baptisms  
Saturated with Grace,  Mason  and  Mario , you belong to the people  of Christ. 

 

Our best wishes  

and congratulations  

to all the people celebrating  

birthdays and anniversaries  

in October 

Mario Ciniello 

Son of Sophia and Matthew  
October 17, 2021 

https://turnerporter.permavita.com/site/EllenDoreenBerryman.html?s=40&fbclid=IwAR0qQZf5zqaB7ZtxRRL2HXnDK6mBq5bdcSw1nePbzTI6byNJ51qzKam7J8g
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After 9 months, we are running an operating deficit of just 
over $50,000, a level roughly 10% higher than at the same 
period a year ago.  While PAR givings remain at budget, 
envelope givings are more than $20,000 less than antici-
pated. The lack of in-person church services until recently 
is clearly a key contributor to that.  If you are an envelope 
user, please review your givings to date and make every 
effort to bring them up to date if required.  For those who 
have maintained their envelope givings, please accept our 
sincere thanks.    
 
There is a sense that more congregants are making use of 
the significant income tax benefits of donating securities 
instead of cash.  We encourage the increased use of this 
method since it can be a win-win situation for both the 
church and the donor. If you are planning a 2021 stock 
donation and have not yet done so, we urge you to act 
sooner rather than later.  Last year, a couple of donations 
arrived late in December and it was close to the wire to 
have them counted as 2020 givings.  Remember, it is the 
date that the shares are deposited in HVUC’s account that 
dictates the donation date.   
 
A key contributor to our operating revenue this year has 
been the COVID-19 related grants received from both the 
federal and the provincial governments.   To date, we have 
received more than $100,000 in COVID grants. Without 
them, our operating deficit would be substantially bigger.  
We have also relied almost exclusively on grants from the 
United Church and the Federal government to fund the 
highly successful 55+ Senior’s programs that Anne and 
Beverley produce so expertly.  The budget development 
process for 2022 is now underway and it is highly likely 
that many of the grants we received this year will not be 
repeated next year. This means that if we want to retain 
the levels of programming that we currently enjoy, alter-
native methods of funding will need to be found.  

 

We are starting to return toward something closer to “normal” operations and hopefully that will be a boost to our 
financial structure health.  
 
As always, sincere thanks to all of you for your support of HVUC and we trust that you will find it in your hearts to 
continue doing so going forward.  It promises to be an exciting year. 
Blessings 

Chair, Stewardship & Finance Committee 
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YOUTH WITHOUT SHELTER  
SUNDAY DINNERS 

It is likely that all of us have fond memories of  

Sunday dinner when we were growing up. Roast 

beef, chicken, mother’s specialties?  

What do you remember? 

 

The youth who live at YWS in Rexdale also enjoy spe-

cial meals. Following on a tradition started at St. 

Luke’s, Humber Valley has committed to providing 

Sunday dinner once a month at a cost of about $250. 

The young people assist the chef in preparation of 

this special meal. Good nutrition and cooking skills 

are bonuses. 

 

You are invited to donate to a YWS fund  

held at the church for this project.  

Please designate your donation accordingly.  

Individual tax receipts will be issued in February as 

part of regular givings. 

 

HO, HO, HO 
Guess what’s Coming?   

CHRISTMAS!  
Holiday decorations need to appear  

for Advent 1 on November 28th.  

Can you help Carolyn Whiteside with this? 

 

Do you have evergreen trees and shrubs that 
could do with a bit of pruning?   

Cedar, pine, spruce, holly, euonymus and also red 
dogwood stems would be wonderful additions to 

the outdoor planters. 

A small crew of helpers to assist (masked and 
vaccinated) with setting up indoor décor are 

needed for the week prior to Nov. 28.  

 

Contact Carolyn  
at 416-231-1771 or 

cwhiteside35@rogers.com  

  

U p d a te  f ro m J A M  
 
We’ve been having a blast in outdoor Sunday School!   

Rain or shine we are outside having fun!   

One highlight we’ve had is making prayer dice!  Children created 
dice to give them ideas on what to pray for!   

This way if they are ever stuck on what to pray for a roll of the 
dice can give them a starting point! 

 

 

mailto:cwhiteside35@rogers.com
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Room to Grow  
is a vital community outreach program geared to help 
struggling families with food insecurities in our communi-
ty.  

The Food Bank has been serving our community for well 
over 30 years and was originally created by Humbervale 
United Church.  We are situated and serve from the base-
ment of Westway United Church.   

We serve a large catchment: — 401 to Dundas and Martin 
Grove to Royal York.  
 
Room to Grow partners with North York Harvest and  
Second Harvest for food donations.  Our needs are often 
times much larger than canned/dry food and requires fi-
nancial support to get us through increasing needs, those 
with specific and staple diets, our elderly and many with 
health challenges. 
  
Volunteer assistance is currently needed to receive deliv-
eries on Mondays and Tuesdays.  Lifting is involved.  If you 
are unable to lift, there are other positions to receive calls, 
make appointments, unpack boxes, stock shelves and 
making of hampers. 

  
We receive our deliveries twice weekly:  
Monday 8:30 – 10 a.m.  and Tuesday 12 – 3 p.m.   
Wednesdays 9:00 a.m. - 12 noon. – making hampers/
serving   
  

Due to COVID, we have temporarily changed our way of 
serving.  We serve by appointments only. 

   

If you are interested in volunteering, 
please email Jennifer @ info@westwayunitedchurch.ca or 
call 416-249-7135 and leave a message on ext. 221 or 0 
 

If you  would like to assist financially  
you may do so to:  
‘Room To Grow’   
Westway United Church,  
8 Templar Drive, Etobicoke M9R 3C1.   
 A tax receipt will be issued on annual basis. 
  

Jennifer Manorath 

Administrator, Westway United Church 

 

mailto:info@westwayunitedchurch.ca
mailto:lgrass@rogers.com
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Outreach  
at Humber Valley in 2021 

Years ago HVUC held a capital campaign to raise funds for 
a number of purposes. Twenty-five percent was designat-
ed for Outreach projects under the direction of the Out-
reach and Action Committee. 

That fund has decreased in total value as money was used 
each year so that for 2021 the O&A Committee had $8,000 
to disburse. The following is an account of how the funds 
were shared this year: 

Women’s charities - Sistering, Women’s Habitat and Ern-
estine’s  ($1,500) - $500 each 

St James Food Bank - assisting those with food insecurity 
in Etobicoke - $500 

United Church Camps - regular programs were limited 
because of COVID but still in need of support - Sparrow 
Lake Camp and Camp Scugog - ($1,000) - $500 each 

In response to the discovery of unmarked graves in Kam-
loops and the ongoing needs of Indigenous communities - 
Toronto Council Fire Spirit Centre - $500 

Dorothy Ley Hospice - $500 - The congregation raised an 
additional $10,000 from individual donations. 

Advent Water projects. $3,000-  For many years Humber 
Valley has raised funds to build wells in Africa through an 
international organization (GAIN) and more recently to 
support training of indigenous youth in water treatment 
plant maintenance in Ontario - (Water First). $3000 will be 
split 50:50 between these two charities. 

The remaining $1,000 will be shared with deserving chari-
ties as determined by the committee. 

 

Pastoral Care  

The Pastoral team is making plans for a December Com-

fort & Joy evening for our congregants  and others in the 

community who would like to come to the church and light 

a candle in memory of a loved one.   

The in house services at the seniors’ residences are on 

hold for now. 

We have assigned a Pastoral Care team member to keep 

in regular touch with each of our congregants living in the 

surrounding senior residences. 

The Pastoral Care team is arranging for a treat for the 

youth as part of our effort to care for all ages. 

55+ updates  

This Fall we are reminded of all that we have to be thank-
ful for at HVUC. Our 55+ programs are in full swing, and 
we are so thankful for the caring community that supports 
and embraces all the activities going on! It is heartwarm-
ing to see new friends, family and neighbours being wel-
comed and made to feel at home.  

In the past few weeks, we have been grateful to have had 
opportunity to host Mary Gordon from Roots of Empathy 
at our September Daytimers virtual lunch. We were so 
pleased to see so many familiar friends joining us for the 
meal and presentation and to have many new people join, 
bringing generations together to learn about Children’s 
mental health and resiliency. The Daytimers Team always 
does a fantastic job of putting together delicious and 
healthy lunches and then delivering them with a smile to 
our guests at home!  

On Monday, October 25 guest speaker, Alison Wearing, 
author of memoir “Moments of Glad Grace” gave a 
presentation. We love that Daytimers can be an oppor-
tunity to invite others to join us, and this presentation was 
a great one for book clubs and fans of memoir writing. 

We’ve also been enjoying the milder days of Fall with 
some outdoor activities including weekly Walking Medita-
tion and outdoor Chair Yoga once a month. The meditative 
walkers took a special walk around the labyrinth in High 
Park but usually meet at West Deane Park. 
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We had a chance to get crafty and creative making Fall 
wreathes with grapevines at an outdoor “crafternoon” on 
the lawn at HVUC. Thanks Beverley Conner and Fran Rick-
etts for putting together the amazing array of found natu-
ral items, grapevines, and decorations for us to express our 
creativity! 

At Mabelle Arts our care kits for growing micro-greens 
were a big hit and we hope that the seniors will enjoy 
growing and eating these healthy sprouts! Through your 
generous donations we were able to provide 50 micro-
greens kits and also our United Church grant helped with 
an extra special contribution of 
chickens to the harvest food 
bags given out. Our friends at 
Mabelle really appreciate the 
care and collaboration and 
we’re excited to find out about 
new projects that are happen-
ing. The Food pantry will be 
part of a growing Food market 
project that will  
also support residents as they 
sell local produce, prepared 
foods and even beautiful locally 
grown flowers.   

We are grateful to have such amazing partners who are 
doing great work in our community!  

There are lots of new opportunities to join us in November 
and December so check out our new Program Guide which 
will be available Oct 28th.  

Coming up: 

• Holocaust remembrance speaker Michelle Glied-
Goldstein Nov 4, 2 pm 

• Art Walk outing to Nielsen Park Creative Centre Nov 
11, 1 pm 

• City Walkers outing to the Distillery District Christmas 
Market Dec 9, 1 pm  

Preparing harvest bags at Mabelle pantry – chicken,  
squash, kale and more fresh seasonal foods! 

Holocaust  Education Week  

November 1-8 

Holocaust Education Week (HEW) will be running  
virtually again this year from November 1-8.  The 
theme for HEW 2021 is to dispel the myths and  
misinformation that fuel antisemitism and hatred.   
All programs are free of charge.   

The 1-page HEW program calendar can be found at 
HEW2021_calendar_FINAL_NPonly.pdf (fedweb.org) 

For information and to register, please go to: HEW 
2021 | The Neuberger Holocaust Education Centre 
(holocaustcentre.com) 

https://cdn.fedweb.org/fed-35/2/HEW2021_calendar_FINAL_NPonly.pdf
https://www.holocaustcentre.com/hew-2021
https://www.holocaustcentre.com/hew-2021
https://www.holocaustcentre.com/hew-2021
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Car Rally 
On Saturday, October 23,  the 2nd Men’s Group Car Rally 
sent 13 cars and 29 people buzzing to and fro in the hills of 
Caledon. From brilliant fall colours to bagpipe lessons to 
the ”landscape of Mars”- which Roger Wallis so aptly ex-
plained – each car sought out clues and devised answers.  

After a rousing Zoom call in the evening, to discuss the 
answers, The Whiteside Family took first place – an 
etching donated by Westmount Gallery. 

My thanks to Murray Smith, Bob Kinnear, Gail Cook-
Bennett, Roger and Marg Wallis and Mike Watt for their 
efforts in making this a FUN day while raising $430 for our 
church. 

Thank you to all of you who participated in Shredding Day 
2021 on October 16, whether as volunteer workers or as 
customers. I have good news. Though we were not as busy 
as last year, we still made a profit of $3,123. 25.  

We served 84 customers and shredded 255 boxes. Thanks 
to two major donors and a number of small ones, we also 
received donations totaling $592.75.  Of our 84 customers, 
35 found it worthwhile to come even though they had just 
one box. Only 11 people had more than 5 boxes.  

The organizing team this year tried very hard to ensure 
that we had enough volunteers to ensure nobody would 
get too exhausted, but we may have overdone it. We had 
not known that Wasteco would send two employees, who 
would do much of the lifting. We also had fewer boxes to 
process (last year we did about 400), which led to a slower 
pace.  

Special thanks to my co-chair Gail Cook-Bennett, who not 
only helped organize this event, but has done all of the 
negotiations with Wasteco both years.  If you ever need a 
negotiator, Gail is the person to call. And Carolyn White-
side put in an enormous amount of time on the publicity. I 
know she was frustrated that we did not get as much cov-
erage as last year, but she was still effective, as Kelly had 
people phoning the office saying they had seen the event 
in the media. Thank you also to Kelly Wells, who created 
our poster and made all the directional signs for the event. 
Laminating the signs was the perfect way to deal with the 
weather.  

Detouring around traffic accidents, Lynn and Dale picked 
up the coffee and put out all the signs. Lynn also (tactfully, 
of course) kept guard at the Wimbleton entrance.  Dragan 
came in early to make sure we had all the equipment we 
needed by  8 AM. Sharon lent us a tent, Peter got both her 
tent and our tent erected. Ruth and Joan did the calcula-
tions and counted the boxes, and Gail put on many miles 
processing customer payments.    

Wilma, Barbara and Jim kept track of the money, the  
boxes, and the customers. (Thank you, Jim, for putting all 
the bills facing the same way; it appears you and I have 
the same obsession.) Murray and Brian Goodman 
schmoozed with the customers and got splashed by the 
Filipok cars. Sylvia glowed directing traffic, Andrea met an 
old high school chum, and Sally Jo and Judy beckoned the 
cars in with the aplomb of Vanna White. Our lifters: Allan, 
Dale, Pippa, Mike Watt, Brian Thomson, Henry Cohen,  
Anders and Magnus did not have to toil with as many  
boxes as expected, but got the discarded ones broken 
down and tied up for recycling most adroitly.   Kathy and 
David Kitchen were extremely flexible and dabbled 
in almost every job sometime during the day. In addition, 
Judy Smith worked her magic on the weather, Carolyn sus-
tained us with her famous banana muffins, and Allan Orr 
made our day with his 30 boxes of financial records.  
 
Thank you to all of you. Job well done! 

Shredding Day—Hooray 
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Fall Hike 

We were able to resume our annual fall hike again this 
year, after missing it last year due to COVID.   Traditionally, 
the hike takes place on the Sunday after Thanksgiving, 
somewhere in Caledon on the Bruce Trail or on one of the 
many trail systems we are fortunate to have north of To-
ronto.    

This year, Lynn Manning had heard about a guided walk 
taking place in Neilson Park in Markland Woods.    A 
knowledgeable gentleman, John Wilson, was going to be 
telling the story of the indigenous people that had lived 

right here in Etobicoke.    As we have been acknowledging, 
each Sunday, the indigenous land that we now inhabit, the 
talk sounded fascinating and we asked John Wilson to do a 
walk & talk just for us at HV.     

John was very interesting and even more thorough than 
we had anticipated.    Although it was a lovely fall after-
noon on October 17th, with 34 participants, I think that 
next year we will resume our tradition of just a lovely fall 
hike/walk in the beautiful, expansive fall colour area north 
of Toronto!  

mailto:jbelford@pathcom.com
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When we hiked around the 
church last month to support 
The Dorothy Ley Hospice, our 
contributions helped provide 
meaningful moments to individu-
als in their last stages of life. Dr. 
Ron Crago, who has volunteered 
at Dorothy Ley for the last seven 

years, took the time to explain how the Hospice volunteer 
program works, and why he chose to support this particu-
lar charity. 

Ron’s three reasons for volunteering are these: the fact 
that he actually knew Dr. Dorothy Ley; the contrast in end-
of-life experiences for his father in a nursing home and his 
mother in a Hospice; and the community connection with 
HVUC. 

“One of my professors in second- or third-year med school 
was Dr. Dorothy Ley,” said Ron. “She was a haematologist 
and also a businesswoman who was involved in the prede-
cessor to Lifelabs. She somehow stuck in my head as a 
wonderful doctor — compassionate, dedicated and driv-
en. At the Hospice, I have some degree of notoriety, possi-
bly being the only person there who actually met her. 

“She was one of the original movers and shakers in the 
palliative care movement in Canada. She became an advo-
cate for her patients, because in those days, the prognosis 
for haematology patients with malignant disease was very 
poor. She felt end-of-life care could be done better. 

Ron’s father died in a nursing home, while his mother died 
in a Hospice, similar to Dorothy Ley, in Hamilton. His 
mother’s experience showed him what end-of-life care 
should be like. 

The story of The Dorothy Ley Hospice is part of our local 
church community. Thirty years ago, St. George’s on the 
Hill Anglican Church, where Dorothy was a member, initi-
ated the gradual process of establishing the Hospice. 
Fifteen years ago, Humber 
Valley United Church made 
a significant contribution to 
the St. George’s campaign 
to raise $12 million to build 
the current residence, 
which was completed 11 
years ago. 

“There was a huge fundrais-

er held in Judy Smith’s gallery,” Ron said. “This initiative is 
in line with what Rev. Trevor is talking about, the way we 
want HVUC to grow via partnerships in the community.” 

Deciding which charity to support during his retirement 
was a no brainer for Ron. “All Hospices depend on a large 
volunteer pool — Dorothy Ley Hospice has almost 300 
volunteers who put in a total of 23,000 hours per year. 
The Hospice depends on its volunteers, and faced a huge 
strain on resources during COVID when volunteers could 
not be present. You read about burnout among emergen-
cy room, ward and ICU nurses, but Hospice nurses faced 
burnout too.” 

Ron is quick to point out that volunteering at an end-of-
life facility is not for everybody. But there are many differ-
ent opportunities, and great training, for those who are 
interested. 

Volunteers can work at the front desk, welcoming visitors 
and making them feel at home; in the kitchen preparing 
meals with a focus on nutrition; or, like Ron, they can have 
direct contact with individuals on their end-of-life journeys 
in the 10 onsite care suites. Other volunteers visit the 
large number of community-based individuals who opt to 
have end-of-life care in their own homes.  There are gar-
dening volunteers, those who drive people to appoint-
ments, fundraising volunteers and positions on the Board 
of Directors. There’s even a children’s room for little ones 
who come to visit a loved one. 

Volunteers work alongside doctors and nurses — and 
that’s part of the appeal of the work for Ron. “Anesthesia 
[his medical specialty] is the ultimate team sport — for me 
it is clear why I volunteer within the residence — I’m part 
of that team. The ratio of nurses to patients is remarkable 
— and quality end-of-life-care requires a huge amount of 
nursing care. The PSWs are especially important: for ex-
ample, they can take an individual for a shower in a room 
like a spa in a wheelchair. The patients are always 
wrapped in warm blankets afterward, which brings a smile 

to their faces. Vol-
unteers help the 
PSWs a lot. 

“It’s not a huge 
time commitment 
— just four hours a 
week. Normally, we 
are paired with an-



other volunteer for each shift — this has changed during 
COVID. During the four hours, we might be required to do 
many different things.  If the kitchen person is unavailable, 
we’ll scramble eggs and make pancakes. Recently, I was 
able to help a delightful 104-year-old woman who needed 
almost an hour to eat her scrambled eggs, a little toast 
and her double-double coffee.” 

Training consists of a 30-hour course, 10 sessions of three-
hours each with a remarkable teacher, said Ron. “Kathy 
brings five wannabe volunteers in, and during the first 
hour all five of us have put our feet in our mouths. She 
sets up scenarios where we are sure to say the wrong 
thing. It’s all about boundaries, about being present. 
There’s some physical stuff — never put a hand on top of 
an individual’s hand as they may feel trapped.” There are 
two paid staff members at the Hospice who look after the 
volunteers. 

Volunteering in Hospice can be busy physically, but the 
most challenging and rewarding part is “being present” 
with individuals and their loved ones — listening, chatting 
or just sitting in silence. Dr. Dorothy Ley said it best: “We 
will not leave you. We will watch with you. We will be 
there.” It’s all about meaningful moments with individuals 
at the end of their lives. While Hospice might not seem 
like a joyous place, there’s still a lot of joy. 

 

HVUC MARGO MARCHERS SHOW 
STRONG SUPPORT FOR 

HIKE FOR HOSPICE 2021 

This year’s Hike for Hospice, in support of The Dorothy Ley 
Hospice, took place in a very challenging climate for fund-
raising.  Despite those challenges, the DLH Virtual Hike 
2021 has reached 90% of the $130,000 goal. 

We, the Humber Valley United Church Margo Marchers, 
showed incredible support for our community partner, the 
DLH, by donating just over $10,000.  And those individual 
donations were generously supplemented with $500. from 
our Outreach Committee’s capital fund.  We not only 
raised much needed and appreciated funds for the Hos-
pice; we also engaged in our famous, real, live, satellite 
“Hike” around the church on Sunday September 26th, pub-
licly showing support for exemplary palliative care in our 
community. 

Our support of The Dorothy Ley Hospice is one way we are 
demonstrating that we are engaged and relevant in our 
community, a central goal of HVUC’s new transformation-
al ministry.  We are actively connected, caring and crea-
tive. 

Thank you HVUC MARGO MARCHERS 
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 What if nobody remembers the Holocaust a generation 
from now?  

My friend Jerry Amernic wrote a 
book with that premise, titled The 
Last Witness. Set in the year 2039, 
the book’s hero is a 100-year-old 
man, the last living survivor of the 
Holocaust in a world where the hor-
ror of Hitler’s Final Solution has been 
forgotten. 

People told Jerry that 
the premise of the book 
was wrong — that 
there’s no way people 
would forget such an 
important piece of histo-
ry. To prove his point, 
Jerry produced a video 
asking university stu-
dents what they knew 
about World War II. How 
many people died in the 
Holocaust? Did they 
know who Winston 
Churchill was? How 
about FDR?  Who were 
the Allies in World War 
II? What was D-Day? He 

found that the interviewees knew very little about WWII. 
The video was used to kick off a Holocaust Education Con-
ference in Poland, has been included as part of the film 
library at Yad Vashem World Holocaust Memorial in Jeru-
salem, and has been viewed 100,000 times. 

The students interviewed were all bright and articulate. “I 
blame the school system,” said Jerry. 

“Our son saw ‘Schindler’s List’, and it affected him more 
than any movie he ever saw. His generation doesn’t know 
history. Even in the last election, there were candidates 
jokingly mentioning Auschwitz.  That’s a sticking point 
with me.” 

Jerry also talked about the War of 1812. During the Battle 
of York in 1814, the Americans burned down the Governor 
General’s Residence and the Upper Canada Parliament 
Building on Parliament Street. The Colonial forces retaliat-
ed by burning down The White House. Washington rebuilt 
The White House on the same site, and 200 years later, 

the Americans still celebrate the building, but the remains 
of Canada’s historic building ended up on the site of a car 
wash. It was only when the site was being redeveloped 
that archaeologists were allowed in and found the floor-
boards and charred remains of the first monument to de-
mocracy in Ontario. 

“That’s how Canadians preserve history,” Jerry said. 

Jerry has a new novel, The Paratrooper’s Girl, that follows 
the exploits of the first Canadian Paratrooper Battalion, 
which bombed roads and bridges in Normandy to thwart 
the German armies the night before D-Day. Unsung he-
roes? Amazingly, very few people know about them, said 
Jerry. One of those paratroopers was Winnipeg Blue 
Bomber football star Jeff Nicklin. As a tribute to the man 
and their commander, the 1st Canadian Parachute Battal-
ion donated the Jeff Nicklin Memorial Trophy to the West-
ern Interprovincial Football Union in 1946. It goes to the 
Most Outstanding Player in the Western Conference of 
the CFL. 

Residential schools have been in the news ever since the 
remains of 215 children were found in Kamloops. “This 
was Canada’s own genocide,” said Jerry. “Canada has to 
come to grips with it. The discovery of the graves opened 
a new page in the chapter — it was a profound moment.” 

But Jerry doesn’t think that tearing down statues and re-
naming streets is the answer.  

“I once read a book by Winston Churchill called My African 
Journey and I couldn’t believe the things he said about 
Blacks. Should we change all references and monuments 
to Winston Churchill?” 

Jesse Owens won four gold medals in the 1936 Munich 
Olympics, completing the 100-meter-dash in 10.3 seconds, 
and Hitler wouldn’t shake his hand because he was Black. 
“Owens’ time of 10.3 seconds wouldn’t even get him into 
the starting lineup at the Olympics today,” said Jerry, but 
he was still a great runner. In other words, you can’t hold 
a person from the past to the standards of 2021. 

Winston Churchill once said,  

“Those that fail to learn from history  
are doomed to repeat it.” 

Let’s not make that mistake. 



Tom’s journey of faith began as a teenager when his  
father sent him to a Saigon school run by Catholic priests – 
so he would not be distracted from his studies. Daily so-
cializing with Deacons and weekly attendance at chapel 
sowed the seeds of his Christianity and excellent teaching 
and study habits led to his eventual graduation in architec-
ture at the University of Saigon.  

Vietnam had been for decades subject to armed conflict as 
France, China, Japan, and the United States vied for politi-
cal and economic influence in the region. 
Daily life in the cities, such as Danang where 
both Tom and Mai grew up, was “normal” 
enough as the active war was fought mainly 
in the countryside. Tom enjoyed being in the 
Boy Scouts and was in the reserves as a 
young man. He excelled at his studies. Both 
Tom and Mai left Vietnam as young adults – 
as Boat People – and both ultimately found 
their way to Toronto. Tom’s family were smuggled onto a 
boat and endured a two-day trip to the Philippines. Mai 
posed as Chinese and escaped to Hong Kong with a Chi-
nese family. 

Nine months after arriving, Tom was accepted into the 
Master of Architecture program at the University of  
Toronto. His sister, a U of Windsor graduate in chemical 
engineering, preceded him and was a great support. After 
graduation Tom found work with a local architectural firm. 
One of his early projects was the Faculty of Medicine 
building at Lakehead University in Thunder Bay. Some 
years later he started his own firm, Van Le Architect Inc. 
which does both commercial and residential work. 

Tom received two very significant commissions in his  
career as an architect. He was approached by a group of 
older doctors and engineers who wished to build a temple 
for their local Hindu community. This was a great honour 
for Tom, a Canadian Christian man. But it was not some-
thing he undertook without a lot of thought. Tom consult-
ed Rev. Mark Winger, the HVUC minister at the time. They 
decided together that Tom 
should take on the commis-
sion. It took ten years to 
complete. Tom considered 
it not just a huge challenge, 
but a call. Later Tom was 
commissioned as architect 
for another Hindu temple in 
Toronto.  

Mai has a background in Information Technol-
ogy and has for 25 years worked as an IT spe-
cialist for the Salvation Army. She has many 
friends through her work and attends Salva-
tion Army services on Thursdays. We talked 
about their brass band, which she says, 
attracts many young people who love making 
great music together.  

Tom and Mai met in Toronto through a friend. 
They shared their common heritage in Danang 
even though they had never met in Vietnam. 
They have two daugh-
ters, Kim, a pharmacist 
at Credit Valley Hospital 
and Vivienne a pharma-
cy student at U of T. 
The family is rounded 
out by their twelve-year 
old dog, Woolly. 

Tom found his way into the United Church 
through a friend. Early on he and Mai attend-
ed St. Paul’s in Long Branch and when they 
moved to their home off Rathburn Road they 
joined St. Luke’s United Church. They came to 
Humber Valley with the other St. Luke’s folk. 
Jim Koziak, who was running the AV booth at 
that time, recruited Tom. Until the COVID time 
you could usually find Tom in the AV booth on 
a Sunday.  

Tom’s journey of faith brought him to Humber Valley Unit-

ed. As he said to me, we have so much -- homes, work, 

family, neighbours, etc. – but it is all empty without faith. 

Attending the church service and socializing with people 

there, always gives him a sense of rejuvenation after the 

strains of the business week. Most rewarding of all is that 

he can find answers to many of life’s challenges in sermon 

messages which make him feel at peace again. 

 

This edition of Connections  
has been dedicated to  

Tom Van Le and Mai Nguyen  
by Murray and Judy Smith 
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P a g e  1 6  

For Remembrance Day, a military chaplain 
and United Church minister reflects on the 

cost of war and peace.  

I remember when I first heard the biblical account of the 
healing of the centurion’s slave. It was at a church parade 
while on training in the naval reserve many years ago. I 
don’t recall which gospel version I heard, Matthew or 
Luke, but in both accounts Jesus responds the same, 
“Truly I tell you, I have not found anyone in Israel with 
such great faith” (Luke 7:9). 

Really? No one in all of Israel has as greater a faith as a 
Roman centurion? Why? 

Those words came to me in the early years of my call to 
serve in the military and they brought me much comfort. 
Little did I know then how my understanding of the centu-
rion would continue to deepen and grow as I grew in 
Christian faith and service. 

In my early to mid-20s I struggled with “what I wanted to 
be when I grew up.” Because of a life changing conversa-
tion I had with my economics professor, who also just  
happened to be in the naval reserve, I entered university 
before I finished my first semester in a college business 
program. I had shared with him my desire to go to univer-
sity after college, but I didn’t know how I could finance it. 
He introduced me to the idea of joining the naval reserve 
where I could have a part-time income while going to 
school in the fall and winter, and a full-time income serv-
ing and training with the naval reserve in the summer 
months. Shortly thereafter, by his invitation and God’s 
grace, I enrolled in HMCS Queen as a Logistics Officer Ca-

det on November 2, 1982. That day changed the course of 
my life. 

Since then I have served the military at various times and 
places in both the reserve and regular force and in three 
different military occupations: logistics, public affairs, and 
now chaplaincy. I have worn all three uniforms - navy, air 
force and now army. God called me to the military first, 
and then to ministry in The United Church of Canada, and 
in between those two callings God also called me to full-
time motherhood. 

Currently, I am in full-time ordered congregational minis-
try at Minto United Church in Moose Jaw, Saskatchewan. I 
also serve as a reserve military chaplain with the Saskatch-
ewan Dragoons, an armoured reconnaissance unit. Alt-
hough at times I am stretched keeping up with the de-
mands of this tri-vocational calling, I also know there is no 
life like it and I wouldn’t want to give up any of it — espe-
cially when I am called to bring light to dark places. 

Last year, in what surely has been the greatest moment I 
have ever experienced when the light poured in. It hap-
pened at the Consecration of the Guidon ceremony for the 
Saskatchewan Dragoons on November 3, 2018, almost 36 
years to the day I enrolled in the naval reserve. 

A unit’s colours (called “guidon”) are battle honours. The 
colours are a flag of honour used in commemorative cere-
monies today and historically to lead soldiers into battle 
during war. A unit’s colours are intended to wear out with 
time. The Saskatchewan Dragoons had received a replace-
ment guidon for the previous one that had been used 
since the 1970s. As part of the ritual in receiving a new 
guidon, the old one is taken away and the new one is con-
secrated by the Chaplain General of the Canadian Armed 
Forces in a special ceremony. The retired guidon is then 
“laid up” — hung, until it finally wastes away to dust. This 
is a visual sign of our desire that, in time, there will no 
longer be any such colours to be newly displayed, and war 
will be at last remembered no more. 

As I stood beside the Chaplain General of the Canadian 
Armed Forces, feeling both humbled and honoured, I was 
beholden to the guidon which lay (literally) on top of the 
drums waiting to be consecrated (or blessed). 

I thought about the thousands of young Canadians who 
signed up to go to battle without any clue of the price they 
were about to pay. I thought of the young women who left 
their families to go work in factories for the war effort and 
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now go off to serve in missions around the globe. I 
thought of my own sons and how I would feel if they were 
to go off to war and not come home again. I thought of 
war veterans whose lives changed forever because 
of physical, emotional, or moral wounds. I thought of the 
many great people I have served with in the military and 
how grateful I was. I thought of those who came back 
from war with wounds only their children would see as 
they suffered in silence. 

After the guidon was blessed it was lifted up and paraded. 

In that moment, as I contemplated the cost of war and the 
cost of peace, the soldiers paraded the new guidon, lifted 
high and proud above them. I understood why 
the values of a society must always be held higher than 
the people. I saw and felt the presence of those who 
passed on. I felt the pain of those who lived through war 
and suffered silently. Each and every time the guidon is 

lifted up and paraded it symbolizes the sacrifice they 
made for a better world. 

And, in the midst of all this I heard the centurion plead for 
healing. And in that moment, I too pleaded for healing – 
for the living and the dead. Jesus, heal us…lest we ever 
forget. 

— Capt. (Rev.) Linda Tomlinson-Seebach serves full time in 
congregational minister at Minto United Church in Moose 
Jaw, SK while also serving as a part-time reserve military 
chaplain with the Saskatchewan Dragoons. 

Source:  What I am Remembering, United Church of Canada 

These Nursing Sisters cycled to and from work — note the helmets in their baskets. They were part of a medical 
team from Toronto General Hospital that was led by Dr. C. A. Rae. They were a WWII M.A.S.H. team that took 
care of wounded servicemen — in Bramshott, England. This photograph was published in the Star Weekly on Sep-
tember 7, 1940, and is part or Ruth Rae’s collection.  See page 19 for more. 

https://united-church.ca/blogs/round-table/what-i-am-remembering
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Howard Langstaff was born March 8th, 1925 in Passaic, 
New Jersey.  Shortly after, his parents Percy and Margaret, 
moved the family back to Montreal where he spent his 
school years. 

Howard joined the RCAF at the tender 
age of seventeen and a half -- with his 
father’s consent -- in October 1942. 
After a time on general duties, he was 
posted to #9 Bombing and Gunnery 
School in Macdonald Manitoba and 
then to coastal command Eastern Air 
Command. Macdonald is about 50 miles 
West of Winnipeg, with an average tem-
perature of 30 degrees below zero in 
winter. Flying over the North Atlantic in 
mid-winter was never as cold as Mac-
donald in January.  

Early in 1944, the Battle of the Atlantic had turned in our 
favour, but the war in the Atlantic and the St. Lawrence 
was still very active. Submarines were entering the St. 
Lawrence, reaching as far as Quebec City undetected.  A 
year earlier, one such sub sailed 1,200 miles up the St. 
Lawrence River to Quebec City, sank the HMS Valleyfield, 
and escaped undetected.  

The job of coastal command was to fly air cover for con-
voys destined for 
Europe. Howard 
crewed on the CAN-
SO Flying Boat. 
Searching the ocean 
for submarines or 
providing air cover 
for convoys was 
long, monotonous 
work, but effective.  

German U boats 
started to surrender in April and May 1945. One of the 
latest-design German U boats surrendered between 
Greenland and Labrador and Howard’s crew was one of 
the several Coastal Command aircraft that escorted her to 
Goose Bay, Labrador. Later, they were given a tour of the 
captured sub, the most advanced sub in the world. It was 
hard to believe how this small piece of naval hardware 
might have produced a very different ending to World War 
II.    

After several overnights, Howard left for 
Debert, Nova Scotia where he was to end his 
active service in the Atlantic Theatre.  He 
planned to spend VE day (May 8th) in Halifax 
but his visit was cut short when it became clear 
celebrations were becoming “over-exuberant” 
and all personnel below the rank of squadron 
leader were ordered back to base.   

As Howard had volunteered for the Pacific, he 
remained in Debert which was to be the stag-
ing and training base for Tiger Force. He was in 
Boston on leave when the first A bomb 
dropped on Hiroshima. Days after on Aug 9th, 
the second bomb dropped on Nagasaki, and 
Japan surrendered unconditionally. Howard 
celebrated VJ day with the Americans in Boston 
and then returned to Debert for discharge.  

Howard was discharged after 3 years of active 
service, 6 months short of his 21st birthday. The 
problems and opportunities for returning vet-
erans to civilian life were well thought through 
by the Canadian Government and many op-
tions were available. Howard chose University 
and within a week was in the priority discharge 
stream. In January 1946, he enrolled at McGill, 
something he never would have been able to 
do without the veterans’ university program. 

Howard met Shirley at a McGill dance on October 4th, 
1947. They were married on December 19, 1949. Shirley 
graduated  with a BA (1950) in Honours Economics; How-
ard in 1951 with a Physics major.  He completed the 
McGill 4 year evening program in Management and Busi-
ness Administration in 1956.  

Howard joined the COTC – Canadian 
Army Officer Training Corps while at 
McGill. On completion of the training 
program, he was commissioned Lieu-
tenant in the Black Watch RHR of Cana-
da.  He rose to the rank of Major be-
fore transferring to Headquarters, Que-
bec Command in 1958. During his ten-
ure at Quebec Command, he was se-
lected, and with the support of Mon-
santo, was able to attend the Canadian 
Army Militia Staff College course in Kingston. On gradua-
tion, he was confirmed Lt Col.  He retired three years later 
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Howard,  newly in 
the Air Force,1942.   

CANSO Catalina plane that Howard and 
the crew used to fly air cover for  
convoys and search out U-boats. 



with 21 years combined war and peace time military ser-
vice. The family then moved to the US and then Brussels 
with Monsanto. He was primarily responsible for mar-
keting Monsanto’s general chemicals (pharmaceuticals) in 
Western and Eastern Europe. 

On his return to Canada, Howard joined Polysar in Sarnia. 
Polysar, was founded in 1939 by C.D. Howe, to produce 
synthetic rubber for the war effort.  It continued opera-
tions after the war and developed into Canada’s only glob-
al Crown corporation consistently profitable.  Howard 
joined Polysar as Director of Financial Planning.  After sev-
eral years in the staff position he moved back to opera-
tions to head up one of the company’s main rubber divi-
sions.  In 1972, before being appointed Senior Vice Presi-
dent, Polysar sent Howard to the Harvard Business School 
to attend the four month AMP Advanced Management 
Program.   

After ten years with Polysar, Howard transferred to AECL 
Atomic Energy of Canada.  He served initially as Executive 
Vice President before being appointed President of Atomic 
Energy of Canada’s marketing company before retiring in 
1985.   

After retiring from AECL, Howard spent ten years as a Pro-
bono executive with CESO (Canadian Executive Over-
Seas), as a consultant to executives in Russia, Poland and 
the Ukraine.  

Howard and Shirley have two children, both with MBA’s: 
Karen from University of Toronto and Jim from Western 
University. This year Karen’s daughter, Kaitlyn, graduated 
Magna Cum Laude from TUFTS University in Boston with a 
BA (Economics Major).  

Two years ago, Howard and Shirley were at a Valentine’s 
dinner at their church in Florida. The minister asked the 
couples who had been married the longest. Howard and 
Shirley topped the list at 70 years. When the minister 
brought the prize, 
Howard said, “I 
won the prize 70 
years ago when I 
married Shirley”.  

This year 2021, 
they will celebrate 
their 72nd wedding 
anniversary just 
prior to Christmas.  

If you weathered the depression, and survived the war 
without serious injury, there was no better place to live 
and work than in Canada.  Both Howard and Shirley had 
successful business careers – Shirley in real estate and 
Howard in international business. Howard and Shirley feel 
blessed for all the opportunities Canada afforded them 
during their lifetimes.  

We thank Howard for his wartime service to our country 
and invite folks to attend the Remembrance Day Service 
on November 14 to observe the day with him.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This edition of Connections  has been  
dedicated to Howard Langstaff  

by Nancy Roper 

The “Getting to Know Our Church Friends” series of articles are 
coordinated by Nancy Roper in memory of her Dad, Norm Roper, 
who died in June 2020.  Norm loved visiting with people and 
hearing their stories. He never forgot the things that people told 
him, always remembering to ask how a special event had gone 
or checking in on people’s hobbies, children and grandchildren, 
etc. 
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The room I particularly remember from my early child-
hood days was not a happy place.  This was a room about 
six feet long, six feet six inches wide and about six feet 
high. It was constructed of sheets of curved non-corroding 
corrugated steel which were clapped together and bolted 
to stout rails.   It was located in our back yard and it sat in 
a hole four feet deep with a sheet of sacking hung over the 
doorway.  Sand bags were piled on the roof and there 
were simple straw filled seat cushions to sit or lay on.  
There was enough room for about six people to sit togeth-
er.   

I am referring to an Anderson Shelter in which, as a tod-
dler, I spent many nights.  This was war- time Britain and 
Anderson shelters were very popular as somewhere to 
hide from the relentless bombing to which Britain was 
subject. It was considered safer to escape to the air raid 
shelter when the air raid sirens sounded warning us of im-
minent aerial attack.  

My parents and I lived in Portsmouth in southern England.  
Portsmouth was the major Royal Navy port and dockyard 
and as such was a prime bombing target.  Fortunately, we 
lived in the suburbs of Portsmouth away from the port 
and dockyard area. 

When we were forced to use our shelter we were always 
in a rush to get there quickly and safely and I remember 
my mother scooping me up from my nice warm bed, carry-
ing me downstairs to the back yard and into the air raid 
shelter.  Often the sky would light up with  searchlights 
trying to find enemy aircraft so the artillery guns on the 
hill not far from our house could try to shoot them down.  
It was a cacophony of noise and very scary.  

“Anderson shelters were named after Sir John Anderson, the 
lord privy seal in charge of air raid precautions in 1938, and 
were made from corrugated steel or iron panels that formed a 
semi-circular shape. They were designed to be dug into people’s 
gardens to protect families from air raids. More than 2m shel-
ters were issued to families during the second world war. All 
these years later, some houses still have them in their gardens, 
while many more could still be submerged, awaiting discovery. “ 
The Guardian 

 

Londoners in a sandbag-protected Anderson shelter 
during the second world war. Photograph: Getty  

Anderson Air-raid Shelter. 
Source: World War II Database 

Palmerston Road, Portsmouth, following an air raid. 
Source:  BBC News 

https://www.theguardian.com/world/2018/aug/21/how-britains-abandoned-anderson-shelters-are-being-brought-back-to-life
https://ww2db.com/weapon.php?q=368
https://www.bbc.com/news/uk-england-hampshire-55602028


P a g e  2 1                          B r igad ier  C .  A .  R ae  

Ruth Rae is sharing the story of her fa-
ther-in-law, Dr. Cecil Alexander Rae, 
1889-1966. In the first World War, C. A. 
Rae left the University of Toronto  
medical school to serve in France as a 
rear gunner. He was brought back to 
Toronto in 1917 to graduate and then 

returned overseas as a medical officer. Between wars he 
worked in private practice but maintained his army con-
nection as officer commanding No. 7 Cavalry Field  
Ambulance in the militia.  

In the second World War he achieved the rank of Briga-
dier and  served as Deputy Director Medical Services Ca-
nadian Military Headquarters (England),  and Inspector of 
Hospitals. He was only able to come home to Canada 
once — for a weekend — during WWII. In this photo Brig-

adier Rae is 
with his sons 
Alan and John 
on the occa-
sion of his 
leave.  

After the end 
of the second 
World War Dr. 
Rae returned 

to private practice, served at Toronto General Hospital 
and was Chief of Otolaryngology at Sunnybrook Hospital. He, 
with a group of other doctors, founded the postgraduate 
course in otolaryngology at the University of Toronto.  

Cecil Rae was the son of a United Church Minister and 
was born in Acton, Ontario. None of his three sisters mar-
ried; one was a missionary in India, one was head of the 
Ontario Motor League, and the third stayed home and 
took care of her parents. Dr. Rae was a charter member of 
the Military Institute and a life member of the Defense 
Medical Association, Central Ontario Branch. 

Ruth remembers Dr. Rae as a kindly and unassuming man 
who was highly respected in his profession.  He didn’t talk 
much about his experiences in the wars but he did tell  a 
story about an air raid in London. His hotel was hit by a 
bomb and 2/3 of his room, including all of his clothes, was 
destroyed. He was personally unharmed but it took more 
than a day for him to get new clothes; he spent that time 
in his house coat. 

Dr. Rae died at the age of 76 leaving to mourn his wife 
Marion, his two sons John Alexander and Alan Richardson 
(Ruth’s husband) and four grand-children. 

Above: An excerpt from a declaration 
of best wishes and gratitude  to Dr. 
Rae issued by the Board of Trustees of 
Toronto General Hospital in January 
1940. 

“As you have honoured the Toronto 
General Hospital, so the Trustees 
honour you in their hearts. They 
wish you God-speed and an early 
return to the ranks of your es-
teemed profession” 

Brigadier Rae is standing next to the Queen Mum as she was inspecting  
the 15th General Canadian Hospital, Royal Canadian Army Medical Corps 

in Bramshott, England.  
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I. The Twenty- Nine 

There are twenty-nine 
names on the Elora ceno-
taph,  

Twenty- nine men from the 
village who died for King 
and Country;  

Nineteen fell in The Great 
War, and ten, in World War 
II,  

James Moynihan was the 
first, and James Fisher, the 
second.  

 

Once upon a time, The Twenty-Nine were villagers like I 
once was,  Walking the same streets as I walked,  

And participating in the life of the village in much the 
same way I did;  

There was a time when The Twenty-Nine were more than 
just names on a cenotaph.  

 
They were among the best Elora ever had,  

Youthful, energetic, and idealistic, their bright futures 
were sadly snuffed out by the horrors of war;  

Most had attended Elora High School before enlisting and 
going overseas,  

Where they now sleep in quiet, well-manicured cemeteries.  

 

II. Elora High School Days **  

 

Robert Carter was one of the School’s best athletes in 1898,  

An excellent lacrosse player, his reputation for good 
sportsmanship was widespread;  

Robert Carter’s name is on the Elora cenotaph,  

Res non verba.  

 

Harry Card was a conscientious student in the Third Form 
in 1912,  

Who, with his brothers, Charles and Daniel, enlisted in the 
army;  

Charles and Daniel Card’s names are on the Elora cenotaph,  
Res non verba. 
 

Keith Clark was a talented player on the school’s lacrosse 
team,  

When, in 1914, they won the Elora Lacrosse League Chal-

lenge Cup;  

Keith Clark’s name is on the Elora cenotaph,  
Res non verba.  

 

Gordon Duncan was also on the School’s 1914 Champion-
ship lacrosse team,  

After serving in the Great War, he married and became 
the Post Office Custodian;  

The name of his only child, Billie Duncan, is on the Elora 
cenotaph,  
Res non verba.  

 

An unseasonably warm April in 1912 caused  
William Cuthbert and his pals to skinny-dip in the Irvine 
River during lunch breaks,  

The daily dips ended after they were caught by the village 
constable;  

William Cuthbert’s name is on the Elora cenotaph,  
Res non verba. 

 

Booth Johnston was the Senior Boys Champion at the 
School’s 1932 Track and Field Meet,  

After his scholastic days, he married and had two children;  

Booth Johnston’s name is on the Nichol Township ceno-
taph in Salem,  
Res non verba.  

 

Grant Aitchison placed third in the Junior Pole Vault event 
in the School’s 1932 Track and Field Meet,  

The only son of a hardware store owner, he was in a band 
that played at teacher- chaperoned dances;  

Grant Aitchison’s name is on the Elora cenotaph,  
Res non verba.  

 

Harry Prest received a medal for proficiency in sports at 
the School’s 1935 Track and Field Meet,  

After his scholastic days, he pursued a banking career;  

Harry Prest’s name is on the Fergus cenotaph,  
Res non verba.  

 

Thompson Rennie and Lorne Marr enjoyed performing in 
plays,  

They were in “Fun in a Photograph Gallery” at the School’s 
1935 December concert;  

Thompson Rennie’s name is on the Elora cenotaph, and 
Lorne Marr’s, on the Nichol Township cenotaph in Salem;  

Res non verba.  
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John Runnells was a star hockey player, and a member of 
Elora’s 1938 Intermediate “B” Championship team,  

Defeating teams from Fergus, Bolton, Dunnville, Chatham, 
and Powassan;  

John Runnells’ name is on the Elora cenotaph,  

Res non verba.  

 

George Reynolds was a strong lad who was on the 
School’s 1939-1940 football team,  

Competing against St. Jerome’s, Preston, Fergus, Milver-
ton, and Listowel high schools;  

George Reynolds’ name is on the Nichol Township ceno-
taph in Salem,  

Res non verba.  
 

Gordon Bricker was a gifted student who participated in 
all aspects of the School’s life,  

He was on the 1939-1940 football team, and starred in a 
1942 play, ‘Buddy Buys an Orchard’,  

The eldest son of the Postmaster, Gordon Bricker’s name 
is on the Elora cenotaph,  
Res non verba.  

 

At the School’s 1943 Commencement Exercises in the  
Armoury Hall, the Honour Roll was read,  

Then, the audience stood for a minute of silence in 
memory of Gordon Bricker, Harry Prest, and John 
Stafford;  

John Stafford’s name, like Gordon Bricker’s, is on the Elora 
cenotaph,  

Res non verba.  

 

III. Aftermath  

There is a depressing inevitability that war and death go 
hand-in-hand,  

Causing excessive heartache, sadness, and even bitter-
ness;  

Whenever news about one of The Twenty-Nine reached 
the village,  

An outpouring of love and support for the grieving families 
and sweethearts occurred.  

 

After the guns had stopped booming and the wars were 
finally won,  

Most of the village’s men and women serving in the 
Armed Forces returned safely;  

They proudly marched each year to the cenotaph wearing 

their medals and ribbons,  

Honouring The Twenty-Nine who would never see beauti-
ful Elora again.  

 

Since 1929, the cenotaph has stood in the Square not only 
as a memorial,  

But, also, as a reminder to all that the price of freedom is 
high; 

Words alone are not always enough to preserve and pro-
tect our Canadian way-of-life,  
Res non verba.  

 

* Res non verba (Deeds, not words) was the motto of 
Elora High School. Opened in 1849, the School provided a 
secondary school education for Elora’s youth until it was 
closed in 1970. I attended Elora High School from 1950 to 
1954.  

** Information about The Twenty-Nine, and others, is 
mostly found in “School Days: 1849-1970î” by Pierre 
LePage.  

 

Editor’s Note:  This poem, written by Jack Berryman in 
2013 was submitted at his request by his daughter, Dianne 
Maddeaux  

Unveiling the Elora Cenotaph, November 11, 1929 
Source: Wellington County Remembers 

https://storymaps.arcgis.com/stories/cfb90021bbce476ab7a33ce92f72ee5b
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My parents were separated for most of 
the four years of World War II. Dad 
served as a cavalry officer and Russian-
German translator in the siege on Lenin-
grad and later in the Kaukasus. Mom 
managed their building supply business in 
Hohensalza in occupied Poland 
(Wartegau). She and my sister who was 
born in February 1940 lived in the same 
house as the Dohnbergs — John, Dad’s 
best friend who had his legs blown off in 
combat, and his wife and two daughters.   

Mom and Dad saw each other on rare 
furloughs. No letters from this period 
have been saved so we know almost 
nothing. 

My Mom told me this story a few times.  

She and Dad met in Berlin in January 1944. By this time 
the German capital had been bombed repeatedly and 
much of it lay in ruin. Dad and Mom knew that the war 
had to end with Germany’s defeat and that it would be 
quite soon. Their priority was staying alive and planning 
for after the defeat.  

Dad planned to maneuver as best he could to be taken 
prisoner of war by the British, who he heard treated pris-
oners justly. Mom was to abandon the business and make 
sure the family were out of the way of the Russian forces 
when they approached on their move into Germany from 
the East. They knew of an island, Föhr, in the North Sea 
near the Danish border that was agricultural, lightly popu-
lated and was not likely to be involved in combat.  My  
parents’ friends who owned a summer home on Föhr 
offered it to them as accommodation. They decided to 
meet there. 

Mom and entourage left Hohensalza on January 20, 1945.  
Mom stayed as long as she could (denial?) to keep the 
business going and didn’t get the family out till the last 
train. She grabbed my sister and a couple of bags. John’s 
wife rolled him to the train in a wheelbarrow and dragged 
the girls with her. They all managed to get aboard the 
train at 12, noon — the city was occupied by the Russians 
by 2 pm. It took a whole week to travel by train, from Ho-
hensalza to Berlin -- normally an overnight trip.  Mom and 
entourage made it into Germany just ahead of the eastern 
enemy. 

Somehow, they managed to get to the summer house in 
the town of Wyk on Föhr. Now they had to find a way to 
survive. The local people were obviously very stressed by 
the war and resented these refugees who were so needy 
and different. My family was Baltic German from Riga,  
Latvia. They were almost considered foreigners by the  
local population. 

There was food-rationing. While some food was available 
for all, it was a time of great hunger, even in the country-
side. Mom got hold of as much wool as she could (from 
old garments and scraps) and knit scarves and hats and 
baby clothes. She traded these for food.  She also went 
door to door along the farm roads begging for an egg, 
some bread or some milk for her little girl who was only 5 
at this time. 

A ferry from mainland Germany came to the island every 
afternoon.  And every afternoon my Mom went to the 
dock to wait for Dad. Every day, from late spring to early 
fall, she was at the dock. People started to pity her and 
encouraged her to look forward instead of waiting for my 
Dad. But she never lost hope. 

Dad was indeed taken prisoner by the British and spent a 
few months in a prisoner of war camp where he was safe 
and he was fed.  He knew they would be letting farmers go 
earlier than other men because there was a huge need to 
re-establish agriculture in the defeated and starving coun-
try. So he told them he was a farmer. And he was one of 
the first to be let go. 

In early October 1945, Dad stepped off the ferry to Föhr 
and into Mom’s arms. They were never separated again 
for the rest of their lives. 

By a circuitous route and because of Premier Joey Small-
wood’s New Industries Program, my parents immigrated 
to Corner Brook, Newfoundland with a group of their Bal-
tic friends and relatives. (Read more: Wikipedia) 

I was nine months old when we crossed the North Atlantic 
on a converted troop ship, the Beaverbrae, in December 
1950. We landed in Saint John, New Brunswick, and took 
the train to North Sydney, the ferry across the Gulf of St. 
Lawrence, and finally emerged from the train in Corner 
Brook on January 3, 1951 — in the dead of winter. The 
weather was cold and the snow was deep but we received 
a very warm welcome — and the rest is history. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Latvians_and_Baltic_Germans_in_Corner_Brook,_Newfoundland
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As I prepared some letters for the 
mail last week, I came across a set 
of postage stamps that I treasure. 
They have a famous WWII image 
on them, of a little boy running to 
hold his Dad’s hand as the soldiers 
March by, presumably on their 
way to join the war.  You can see 
the boy’s Mom, likely torn about 
whether to pull the boy back or let 
him touch his Dad’s hand one last 

time.  I only use those stamps on letters for people who 
will notice the stamp and appreciate it.  

I said to my Mom, “I wonder if anyone knows who the 
little boy was and how the story unfolded?” Neither of us 
knew the answer. Uncanny. Two days later, I was googling 
on various terms trying to find clipart for my article on 
Victory Bonds. To my delight, I discovered an article that 
answered the question. 

The photo is called “Wait for me, Daddy”.  The little boy is 
named Warren “Whitey” Bernard and the Dad was Private 
Jack Bernard.   

The photo was taken in Vancouver on October 1, 1940 by 
a newspaper photographer named Claude Dettloff. Inter-
estingly, October 1 is my birthday, although I didn’t roll 

around till much later!  Seventy five years later, on Octo-
ber 1, 2014, a bronze statue based on the classic photo 
was unveiled in Hyack Square in New Westminster, the 
place where the photo was taken.  I’ll have to go see it the 
next time I’m there!  

The Canadian Mint has also commemorated the event 
with a series of 3 coins featuring the scene. 

Although they didn’t experience anything so dramatic as 
the fighting seen and heard by kids all over Europe, Cana-
dian children did suffer from the absence of their fathers. 
And here’s the happy ending: Warren Bernard was reunit-
ed with his father, Jack, when he returned from the war 
several years later.  

Warren was one of the lucky ones: his 
father came home. For thousands of 
other Canadian kids, their lives were 
altered forever when their fathers, 
grandfathers and older brothers failed 
to return from the bloody battle over-
seas. 

Source: How Canadian Kids Helped the War Effort  

On October 4, 2014 in a public unveiling ceremony, Hyack Square became home for the Wait For Me Daddy monument that 
was immortalized in bronze, a Canadian Mint Coin and Canada Post stamp. Whitey Bernard himself unveiled the sculpture 
near the exact spot where Dettloff captured this timeless moment on film. Source: City of New Westminster, B.C. 

https://www.e-know.ca/regions/east-kootenay/canadian-kids-helped-war-effort/
http://www.mint.ca/store/coins/wait-for-me-daddy-coin-pack-2014-prod2210026
https://www.canadapost.ca/shop/stamps-by-theme/history/p-413969111.jsf?execution=e1s1
https://www.newwestcity.ca/parks-and-recreation/parks/neighbourhood-parks/articles/5396.php
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Archibald Gray 

I was recently going through some old family files and discovered a letter 
from my grandfather, Archibald Gray. 

Michael’s and my grandfather was 19 in 1914 when he joined the British 
army. He was in the 1st Cameronians Scottish Rifles. He was wounded on 
the 14 April 1917. 

The letter that he writes (dated 20th May 1917) to his Uncle Willie, is from 
the hospital where he is recovering and tells the story of how he was 
wounded.  

From the letter “We went over about 5:30 in the morning. Just after day 
light had come in and I must say it is a peculiar sensation waiting for the 
order to get over the parapet. The last minute is the worst, it seemed like an 
hour, but it is really marvelous how coolly everyone takes it.  

We seem to forget ourselves and go over mechanically immediately the or-
der is given. I was wounded so quickly, going over the top to attack the Ger-
man lines, having the Lewis machine gun on my shoulder made it worse. 
That is the first thing they try for.  

It wasn’t the wound that worried me as I knew it was not serious , but it was 
the torture of lying all day in the shell hole with shells bursting heavily 
around me, always wondering where the next one was 
going to land. I lay there for 16 hours and I thought I was 
never going to manage back safely.” 

My grandfather came to Canada in 1920 and my mother 
(Isabel Orr nee Gray) was born in 1921, on July 1. 

He never spoke of the war to Michael or me, it was like 
he buried it. He was the kindest and most softspoken 
person you would ever meet.  

He worked his entire career at Sunlife Insurance  
company, in Montreal, retiring at age 65. He lived until 
he was 81 and is buried in Montreal.  

The letter was written 104 years ago on  
stationary provided by the Salvation Army. 
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Chris Uleryk’s (Chris Orr’s) father, Wladyslaw Uleryk, was a 20 year old  
Private in the Polish army when Poland was attacked by both the Germans 
and the Russians (Soviets) on September 1, 1939. 

As history tells us the Polish nation quickly fell to the two invaders. Initially 
he was sent to Wolynska, in the Ukraine. Then he was shipped to a Rus-
sian workcamp near Arkhangelsk, that sits on the Arctic coast of Russia. 
When the Germans attacked Russia, he was released and made his way (a 
very difficult journey) to the Middle East where he joined up with the 
British army.  

After getting his health back and some training, he joined the British and 
Canadian forces in the Italian campaign. This campaign started at the 
southern tip of Italy and the allies slowly fought their way  up  the  
peninsula. He fought in the decisive battle at Monte Cassino. His Uncle 
also fought at Monte Cassino but was killed there and is buried at the 
Polish Cemetery in Monte Cassino. 

After the war Wladyslaw Uleryk worked in the UK until 1949 when he 
came to Canada. He married in 1950 and had four children, the third being 
Chris. He worked at Stelco his entire career until he was 62 and retired. He 
passed away at the age of 84 and is buried in Lachine, Quebec.  

The first medal shown in the picture is the Cross of Merit Swords (Poland).  
The second medal is the Monte Cassino Commemorative Cross. 

The other picture is his Military driver’s license. 
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My dad was too young to go to war but he did serve as the 
head of the cadets at Walkerville Collegiate in Windsor, 
Ontario. Two of my dad’s brothers, Charles and Russell, 
did serve and left for war when my dad was 12, in 1939. 
Each of their wartime stories is unique. 

Charles, 19 years older than dad, was appointed Chief 
Clerk at the British Consulate in Detroit in 1931 and, in the 
same year, was commissioned in the Essex Scottish Regi-
ment. In 1939, he became the Vice Consul at the British 
Consulate in Detroit and a Captain and Adjutant to the 
Essex Scottish Regiment when it was called into active ser-
vice.  

He was part of the honour guard for King George VI and 
Queen Elizabeth on their first trip to Canada in 1939 and 
met the King and Queen at a reception held at the British 
Embassy in Washington as part of that trip. He left for Eu-
rope and did not see his family for two years.  

In 1942, Charles returned to Canada to serve for a year 
directing the Canadian Intermediate War Staff at the Royal 
Military College (RMC) in Kingston. In 1944, he was  
appointed as the Assistant Canadian Military Attache to 
Canberra, Australia, where he served on the staff of Col. 
I.M. Cosgrave. Their job was to be the liaisons between 
the Canadian High Commissioner and the Australian Gov-
ernment and to act as observers in the Pacific theatre of 
war. He finished his war responsibilities in 1945 with a 
tour of duty in Normandy, France, with the 2nd Canadian 
Division. He received his honourary discharge in 1946. 

Russell was 14 years older than dad. His war was very 
different from Charles. During the 1930s, he was in the 
army reserve as part of the Essex Scottish Regiment, a sim-
ilar beginning to Charles.  

In September 1939, he enlisted formally (as did Charles) 
when Canada declared war. Russell was one of the 22 
officers that month who was appointed to the Canadian 
Active Service Force, where he served as adjutant. He left 
for England in 1940 and was captured at Dieppe in 1942. 
By that time, he was a captain.  

He served out the rest of the war in a prisoner of war 
camp where the Red Cross, a Toronto Legal publisher, the 
University of Toronto and the German army supported 
him completing many courses towards his Law Degree 
from Osgoode. That students could continue their studies 
in the middle of a war seems incongruous, but this type of 
arrangement was not unusual and thousands of prisoners 

were able to finish their courses in what may have been 
the first virtual universities. The law exams were sent to 
Russell through the camp’s (Oflag  7B) education officer. 
He sat for his exams in prison and his exams were sent 
back to Toronto for marking along with a signed statement 
from the German examination supervisor and education 
officer that the time limits had been observed and that he 
had been under constant supervision. He found out he 
had passed all his exams he took while in prison. He fin-
ished his studies at Osgoode after his return to Canada in 
September 1945 – after not seeing his family for five 
years. 

And what of the women and my young cousins left behind 
– that is a story for a future “Connections.”  

The photos associated with this article were provided by 
my cousin, Ann Brush, Charles’ older daughter. 

Charles Turnbull with his wife, Alice, and their 
daughters, Ann and Mary 
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King George and Queen Elizabeth visiting the Canadian troops 
on April 4, 1941. My uncle, Charles Turnbull (Dad's oldest broth-
er), is in the background. George Turnbull, left, as a senior cadet, being inspected 

by my Uncle Charles at Walkerville Collegiate in Windsor 
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I was born in March of 1945, so basically WW II was over 
by the time I was aware of my surroundings. Living in rural 
Southwestern Ontario in the beautiful country of Canada, I 
am lucky to have never lived through a war on my soil. It 
makes it hard to believe the horrors experienced by our 
friends who lived through the London Blitz, or the poign-
ancy of Anne Frank’s diary, or the depravity of Hitler’s  
Germany.  

I found a box this week (while trying to get the paint cans 
out of the basement cupboard) that included mementos 
of my trip through Europe with a girlfriend in the mid 
1960’s after graduation from University. It included a clip-
ping from the local Mitchell Advocate weekly newspaper, 
which, unbeknownst to me, was publishing the letters I 
sent to my Mother (not much to worry about as I would 
never have sent anything scandalous to my Mother!). In it 
I wrote:  

“Berlin was worst hit during the war, so all the rebuilt 

areas are very modern. But there are also many old 

sections - especially in East Berlin - with bombed out 

ruins. We saw lots of buildings splattered with bullet 

holes. It’s the closest we’ve been to feeling what the 

war must have been like, except today, when we went 

around the former concentration camp at Dachau, 

near Munich. We could go through the crematorium 

and the gas chamber rooms, and they have the old 

walls and barbed wire still up. They have built a mu-

seum there showing a lot of documents and photo-

graphs.  

It is unbelievable. I couldn’t finish going through it 

because I thought I would be ill if I saw any more pic-

tures - starving people, only skin and bone - shootings 

- scientific experiments - the rooms full of shoes from 

executed prisoners.”  

WWII passed over my family with a rather light touch.  

My mother’s younger brother, Uncle Eldon enlisted, along 
with my father’s cousin, Norman and they did spend the 
war overseas, I believe most likely in the Italian front. Alt-
hough they both came home safe and sound, they never 
so much as whispered about it despite the horrifying expe-
rience it must have been. Many of the veterans preferred 
to never mention it and of course, I would be too young to 
even think to ask about it.  

My Dad was a farmer and they usually wanted to keep 
them on the land here. But he must have signed up for 
some sort of reserve corps, and was sent, along with his 
cousin, Elmer Dow, for training. I have seen a photo of him 
in uniform and both he and my mother expected that he 
could get called up at any time. With that in mind, they 
decided to move up their wedding day and were married 
in the front parlour of the Allen homestead on New Years’ 
day, 1941. He never did get called.  

His older brother, my Uncle Roger enlisted in the Canadian 
Air Force, was shipped to Manitoba for pilot training, and 
spent the war years here in Canada, as a pilot instructor, 
teaching young recruits to fly before they were shipped off 
to the British RAF. He operated out of the RCAF Aero-
drome - Centralia, not that far from his parent’s home 
farm across the road from Mom and Dad’s. He occasional-
ly liked to fly over the farm 
and give a wave to his 
mother. One day, he came 
up over the slight rise be-
hind the front field and 
caught Grandma by sur-
prise, almost touching the 
top of her head. I think she 
flattened herself on the 
ground in panic. She gave 
him a right bawling out the 
next time she saw him…
with the admonishment: 
“Don’t you ever do any-
thing like that again!”  

I’m not sure how it came into my possession, but I ended 
up with Uncle Roger’s old dress uniform jacket - khaki col-
oured with brass buttons - which I loved. With rolled up 
sleeves, I wore it to do farm chores for several years, until 
it got too tatty around the edges. The little calves that I 
had to feed with pails of milk loved to suck on things, usu-
ally my fingers, but the edges of the jacket were tasty 
spots too, so eventually the jacket had to go.  

Those pilots Uncle Roger was training were generally just 
young lads, and three of my father’s cousins - Elmer’s 
younger sisters - enjoyed standing out on the veranda of 
their farmhouse (on the line behind my Dad’s ) and waving 
to them when they passed over on their training sessions.  

Often the fliers got to know where they lived and would 
take a little dip with their wings as they passed low over 

Uncle Roger with his son, 
David, in 1943. 
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the farm. One day, while they were waving to a passing 
plane, the pilot misjudged his distance by just a fraction, 
and one of the plane’s wings clipped the edge of the chim-
ney. It sent the plane spinning out of control and it 
crashed into the front field of the old Barr homestead next 
door. The pilot was killed instantly.  

The air force came out and retrieved the body and cleared 
up the site. Father commented that when they took the 
pilot’s body out of the wreckage, it looked like a sack of 
liquid - every bone in this body had been shattered. Many 
years later, Dad actually bought that farm and he said that 
even with all the years he plowed up that front field, nev-
er so much as a screw ever showed up.  

A sombre trio of sisters never ventured onto the verandah 
again.  

 
Vic to ry  Wa r B o n d s  
Victory war bonds were appeals by the Canadian govern-
ment to raise money to finance the war effort during WWI 
and WWII.  

Five Campaigns were done in WWI from November 1915 
till November 1917 totaling $2 billion, 10 times the 
amount of money raised abroad.  Canada’s willingness to 
loan money to their government via war bonds exceeded 
all expectations.  No bond drive in Canadian history had 

brought in more than $5M, but the first issue of victory 
bonds brought in $100 million, twice the initial estimate.   

Nine campaigns were done in WWII from June 1941 till 
November 1945 for a total of $12 billion, 52% from corpo-

rations and the rest from individuals.   

Posters were made for each campaign.  Communities that 
made significant contributions were able to fly a Victory 
Loan Flag. 

 
W W II  Memo r ie s   
f ro m S a l ly  Ro p er  

 

Hand Made Victory Bond Posters  
from the Premier School 
From the late 1930s until 1942, I lived in a gold mining 
town called Premier, British Columbia, which is on the bor-
der of the Alaskan Panhandle. My parents were the two 
teachers in a two-room school. 

As one of the projects to promote buying war bonds, the 
senior grades (my step-Dad’s class) made posters that 
were hung in the verandah outside the mess hall for all 
the men to see as they walked to and from their meals. 
One poster in particular impressed me – a big V for Victory 
with war pictures hand drawn inside the V. 

In 2001, Nancy took us to British Columbia for me to see 
where I had lived as a young child.  Premier was a ghost 
town by then, but we stayed in nearby Stewart, the near-
by town down by the sea.  The town opened the museum 
for us to look around.  In it we found some of the original 
hand drawn posters that had been made 70 years ago by 
the older students in the school house, including the “V 
for Victory” one.  What a find!  

Beer Bottle Drive for the War Effort 
The school was built on the slope of the mountain so the 
basement had a higher ceiling at one side than at the oth-
er. On the uphill side there was a crawl space that contin-
ued up that side. When the school inspector came, Pop 
took him down to see what was in the crawl space – beer 
bottles, hundreds of them. The men in the bunkhouse 
saved them for the children to take to school during the 
bottle drive for the war effort. Eventually the bottle refund 
money was sent to the Lord Mayor of London to be used 
for work with children in London. I don’t know the dollar 
value of this but I do know that my Mom, the primary 
school teacher, kept the letter of thanks that she received. 
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Knitting for the War Effort 
At recess many days in winter we stayed inside the school. 
I suspect the boys went downstairs to play in the base-
ment but the girls knitted. Mom taught those who did not 
know how.  She felt strongly that there should be no mis-
takes – Mom took the knitting with mistakes home, ripped 
out to the mistake and reknitted it up to where it had 
been – she had many late nights. We knitted sweaters etc 
for children in England. 

Children’s War Stamps 
When we moved to Toronto in 1942, our school made 

Children’s War stamps available to us.   
We could purchase a stamp for 25 cents 
and stick it onto a card that held $4 
worth, with the promise that we would 
get $5 back when we turned in the card 
later.  Children typically just asked their 
parents for the 25 cents each week vs 
earning it.   

As a side story, I had asked my Mom for 
25 cents a week to attend a craft club run by some older 

girls: I enjoyed it since I like crafts and needed something 
to do.  Then I was invited to visit a Brownie Pack and 
wanted to join, but I needed a uniform and weekly dues.  
My Mom said “I’m sorry, but we can’t afford that - we al-
ready give you 25 cents a week for crafts and 25 cents a 
week for War Stamps”.  So I prioritized the War Stamps 
over attending Brownies - that’s interesting given that I 
have now been an adult Guider for 50 years. 
 

The End of WWII 
When WWII ended (VJ Day), we were in Vancouver visiting 
my grandparents.  My Mom had arranged for me to go for 
tatting lessons with a lady named Madame Beausoleil who 
lived up a big hill from my grandparents’ house. While at 
my lesson, I learned that the war was over, so as soon as I 
was done, I RAN all the way home to tell my Mom and 
Dad the good news.  To my disappointment, they said 
“Yes, we know”.  It’s funny how that deflating feeling has 
stayed with me ever since.  I don’t recall doing anything 
special to celebrate the end of the war - no ticker tape 
parades, no special dinners, etc in our neighbourhood. 

Holocaust Remembrance Presentation 

Michelle Goldstein tells her Dad’s story  
of Auschwitz and Dachau and Beyond 

Thursday November 4 at 2 pm 

The Roper family has new neighbours at the cottage 
named the Goldsteins.  Michelle Glied-Goldstein’s  
parents were both young teenagers during the war and 
both are Holocaust survivors.  Her Mom was hidden in 
the ghetto and her Dad survived Auschwitz and  
Dachau.  Sadly, her Dad was the only survivor in his 
family.  He didn’t discuss the war until Michelle and her 
sisters inquired why they didn’t have grandparents.  
From that point on, her Dad became very active ensur-
ing that the Holocaust story was told, speaking when-
ever invited at schools and other events including the 
“March of the Living” at Auschwitz.  Michelle took up 
the cause and now tells her Dad’s story for him.  Her 
family are passionate supporters of Holocaust Educa-
tion Week and other projects that ensure the stories 
are told. Please join us for Michelle’s presentation on 
Thursday November 4/21 at 2 pm via Zoom.   

Register Here.  

https://966a2122-118a-4625-8b8c-1b24548678e8.usrfiles.com/ugd/966a21_c6c88f3c1245468f88683e3b5a525a3c.pdf
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World War II had an enormous effect on our family — we 
were forced to abandon our land and possessions and 
eventually led to us immigrating to Canada.  

Our family was living in a Mennonite village on the west 
bank of the Dnieper River, now in the Ukraine, during the 
war. The ancestors originally lived in the Netherlands and 
due to severe persecution of Mennonites by other de-
nominations and the state, migrated to the Vistula River 
area near Danzig (now Gdansk) during the seventeenth 
century and then moved again to Russia at the invitation 
of Catherine the Great of Russia, who offered them large 
tracks of land, religious freedom and significant autonomy 
to develop those lands. The ancestors prospered there, 
having lived in peace for numerous generations.  

However, when the Communist regime came to power, 
our family estates, including land, flour mills and buildings 
were confiscated and all religious activities, books, radio, 
etc. were forbidden. Several relatives were subjected to 
false accusations, taken away and disappeared. My older 
brother died of dysentery when he was 3 years old and I 
was 8 months old in 1942. He died because it was impos-
sible to get medical services, and particularly drugs, in 
Russia at that time. 

When the German army invaded Russia their occupied 
lands reached the west bank of the Dnieper River, includ-
ing many Mennonite villages. This enabled our family to 
escape from Russia, travelling through German occupied 
areas of Russia to Germany. In Germany, my father, being 
a pacifist, ended up working in a parachute factory in Ber-
lin, instead of serving in the armed forces, while my moth-
er, with my sister and me, wandered around searching for 
safer locations in refugee camps and sometimes staying in 
a farmer’s barn.  

Near the end of the war my father was released from his 
work, but that area of Berlin was controlled by Russian 
troops, including all bridges he would need to cross to 
escape from Russian occupied territory. He ended up 
swimming across a river and managed to escape travelling 
on foot and eventually managed to reconnect with our 
family. 

 

After the war refugees 
in Germany were gen-
erally sent back to their 
country of origin. To 
avoid this horrible fate 
for the Mennonite refu-
gees from Russia, the 
Mennonite Central 
Committee (MCC) ar-
ranged for many of us, 
including our family, to 
move to Paraguay with 
a chartered ship. Most 
of the Mennonites 
were taken to remote 
grass and jungle land to 
establish villages there. 
Our family was a rare 
exception, staying in 
Asuncion, where my 
father was able to get a 
management position 
in an electrical power generating plant, as he had a tech-
nical education and experience in power plant operation 
in Russia. My parents applied for Canadian immigration 
shortly after arriving in Paraguay and finally this happened 
in 1952, with the aid of a sponsor in Manitoba.  

The family settled in Winnipeg where my parents were 
very grateful and happy to live the rest of their lives.  

After graduating from the University of Manitoba in Me-
chanical Engineering in 1964, as there were no suitable 
opportunities in Winnipeg at that time, I moved to King-
ston, Ontario to work for DuPont and was also a part-time 
graduate student at Queen’s University.  

In Kingston, I met Patricia Crawford and we married in 
1968. I had started working, shortly before our marriage, 
for Ontario Hydro Research in Etobicoke. Suffering from 
several medical issues, Pat passed away in 2013.  We have 
three married children and five grandchildren, with three 
of them currently in universities. 

Ted, his sister and parents  

in Paraguay. 



Valerie Wood 416-937-8576   valerie@ert-cpr.com         Mike Wood 647-883-1999   mike@ert-cpr.com 

Book Your ONLINE Training Today 416-937-8576  info@ert-cpr.com 

 Online Online 
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To Remember Those Who Gave All 

In our home we always remembered my mother’s younger brother,  

Flight Lieutenant James Garfield Gohl  — June 13,1919 to June 12-1944 
Returning from France in June of 1944, his Lancaster Bomber went down  

in the English Channel 5 miles from base at Bournemouth. 
Yes, war is Hell; sometimes a bully must be stopped. 

Brian  Goodman, Senior Financial Planning Advisor 

Assante Estate and Insurance Services, 218-350 Burnhamthorpe Road West, Mississauga ON L5B 3J1 

Tel: 416.236.1087 Brian.Goodman@assante.com  

mailto:Brian.Goodman@assante.com
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JUST IN TIME FOR CHRISTMAS  

Thomas McCavour (Colleen Isherwood’s father) is pleased to an-
nounce his novel titled Just Me has been nominated as a BESTSELLER 
by the publisher.  

Just Me is a collection of memories narrated by a young boy, growing 
up during the depression years of the 1930s and the war years of the 
1940s. The novel successfully captures the spirit of the times during 
those tumultuous two decades. The novel also accurately describes 
the problems of a young boy growing up, from worrying about the 
size of his head to learning how to dance. The reader will identify the 
feelings of the boy with their own feelings growing up. This is a good 
read. Enjoy!  

The novel is available from Thomas McCavour at a price of $15.00 
including postage and handling.  

TC McCavour 89 Raglan St., Suite 301, Collingwood, ON L9Y 0B2 
tcmccavour@gmail.com 1-705-443-4133  

mailto:tcmccavour@gmail.com
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A Lifetime in 

Humber Valley, 

Part of a 

Great 

Neighbourhood! 

David L. Hynes 
B.Sc., B.Ed., J.D. 

Barrister, Solicitor & Notary 

Specializing in 
Wills, estates and real estate transactions 

 

Suite 602                                      Tel. 416 639-1905 

10 Four Seasons Place                Fax. 416 639-1470 

Etobicoke, M9B 2B1                 david@hyneslegal.ca 

 

Original Oil Paintings and Sculpture – Frames – Prints 

Limited Editions – Custom Framing – Restoration Work 

35 Chauncey Avenue Toronto Ontario M8Z 2Z2     

Tel. (416) 239-5427         

     www.westmountgallery.com                             westmountgallery@bellnet.ca  

Gallery Ltd. 
W e s t m o u n t  

 

Place your Business Card Here. 

If you would like to advertise in  
Humber Valley’s newsletter, Connections, 

contact susanne@hyneslegal.ca 

mailto:david@hyneslegal.ca
mailto:susanne@hyneslegal.ca
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Humber Valley’s REDI group is hosting  
its first movie and discussion night at the church. 

Friday November 26th at 7:30 
Tickets cost $10  

Refreshments will be available for purchase.  
All attendees must have proof of double vaccination. 

Featured at TIFF, the film Indian Horse tells the story of an 
Indigenous boy stripped of his heritage at a residential 
school. This eye-opening film gives us a glimpse into what 
life was like for Indigenous children and leaves us aware 
of, and unnerved by, the involvement of Canadian 
Churches.  The movie runs 100 minutes, followed by 
about 30 minutes of insightful discussion. 

The REDI group’s mission to address issues centred 
around Racism, Equality, Inclusivity, and Diversity, starts 
with educating ourselves on these very relevant topics. 

Proceeds will be going to Indspire to help with their  
mission of providing education and brighter futures for 
First Nations, Inuit, and Métis people. 

Look out for minute speeches in church and in KIT for 
more information in the coming weeks.  
We hope you will all join us for this insightful evening. 

The Bala Cranberry Festival in Muskoka is a much-

loved event that has, for thirty-five years, run on the 
weekend following Thanksgiving.  

The accomplishment is notable: a small town of 700  
people has hosted just over a half million people in total 
over the years.  Tourists can visit the Cranberry Marsh, 
shop at craft and vendor displays both indoors and out-
doors, enjoy buskers and music performers and a mid-
way, not to mention food trucks, church lunch events and 
evening entertainment.   

The event has supported hundreds of local community 
groups and non-profit associations and disbursed over 
$100,000 in scholarships to local students over the 
years.  The event also extends the tourist season by a 
week, which is very important for businesses in a commu-
nity where the season is only 3-4  months long and where 
poverty is significant among the local residents.  Although 
the festival was cancelled in 2020, the town of Bala magi-
cally managed to run a scaled-back version of the event 

this year, with tickets sold only online (for contact tracing 
and to control the crowd size), a scaled back midway (but 
it was FREE this year), no evening events, and the Cran-
berry Tours operating separately from the main festival.  

 

Sally and Nancy were 
thrilled to attend again, 
and had fun at the  
photo booth, hosted by 
a local business, where 
visitors could don hip 
waders and hop into a 
mini-cranberry marsh to 
get a souvenir photo. 
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76 Anglesey Blvd.,  
Etobicoke, Ontario   M9A 3C1 
Telephone:  416-231-2263   
Website: hvuc.ca 
Email: info@hvuc.ca  

Twitter: @hvunitedchurch  

Facebook:   
facebook.com/humbervalleyunitedchurch/   

Managing Editors 

Susanne Hynes and Colleen Isherwood 

Published by Humber Valley United Church  

Minister:  Rev. Dr. Trevor Brisbin 

Director of Worship Arts:  Drew Brown 

Musical Support: Jill Diane Filion 

Church Administrator:  Kelly Wells 

Church School Leader:  Claire Hatje  

Church School Leader: Michelle Madill 

Nursery: Bridgette Jarvis 

Faith Formation - Youth and Young  
    Families Coordinator:  Licia Meldrum  

Seniors’ Program Coordinator: Anne Pietropaolo 

Finance Officer:  Anita Wakeman 

Sexton: Zoran Mrkovic 

Sexton: Dragan Mrkovic 

AV Director: George Turnbull 

Room Bookings: Janet McColeman 

Hymn Sings on November 7th and 21st beginning at 9:30 a.m. in-person and on-line. 

The carillon will ring out from about 10 a.m. - 10:30 a.m. each Sunday. 

Our services begin at 10:30 a.m. on each Sunday and will be available both in-person and on-line. 

Thanksgiving Communion outdoors. 

http://www.hvuc.ca
mailto:info@hvuc.ca
https://www.facebook.com/humbervalleyunitedchurch/

