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Myladherwas a careoldler in the Can-
adieu army. Ne joned "tue ocsin 1939 and
senid wth the Royal Canadian Mrtllery for
dme next Iilrty years.

1So 1 was raised an army brat. 1 grew up
ttinknga# fathers naturaily wore khatd-
green unlforms. 9 believed everyone llved in
PMqs, those overslad toy houses tho mmn
oeils hoimes. MilItary style was something t0
bo taken as agiven.

1 remember on Saturdays Fathor would
often take ne with him to the Armoury. 1 was
only six then and gettingin the old Bulck and
travelling to the big "castie" was terribly
oxciting and fun.,It was righî downtown, a
big heap of stone mason ry with turrets and a
big ate.

While my fther worked, 1 would play in
the drift hall, a groat cavern of a room so big
that the bright Iightsovýerboad neyer man-
aged té drive out ail thesbadows. Uined up in.
roiws on the floor were canvas draped guns.
lbey seemted heavy, indestructible machines
that were liolished dean and caoefully oied.

When I1îliink of. guns It s thoso sient,
sbrouded machines 1 rocail. 1 believe when
-nuy father thinks of guns, lie reniembers the
shanered and burruîout wreck he corufronted
on tliat mornlng in 1944.

On Novomnber 11*,, when I turn on the
=TV, Ua rn ikoly 10flnd onany chainel are

slwmarching linos of soidiers, cold grey
skys, and large monuments that dwarf the
wreathq laid before tbem.

Perhaps this yoar thoy wll again show that
shot of somoe frail old man slumped in hias
whechair. He lias'medals pinnod to his
coat. The gS fires its sattte, the bugler plays'
last post, and the old man sits there In the
wind; remenmerng.Ho mlght be the'last
man *ho rememberts thé blood and mud at
Ypres.

There le à rhetorc and a style, that sur-
round the ceremony at the. cenotapli, a
meaning implicit in every poppy handed
out. We are to romember and honour the
men who d' A fighing for aur country.

litsa way of um..ubornhinthe aftermath
of those wars that speaa... n the hearts. of
thase who experienced ther.1Ian afrald uns
cIsc becoming a wag Ouht sepatates thos
who were dw theùfrm thoso iho weoe not
As urne ps theday Isbecoming more"ai
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more meaningless. The four minutes of
silence have bocomne an awkward pause
flled wlth, If anythlng, a senue of ignorance.

Again this year there wltl b. vol=s raised
that say Renberance Day should be
,ended, or renamed, or re-dedlcated to the
cause of worid peaco. 'Lt us end theogloomy
sight of old men limping ln stop on icy
streots. Let us have instead a day for peaco,
for marches in the park, for 'Saving the
Word."f

Saving the world is a task for every day. It is
not yet time to set aside our past. Those wars
stili belong tb us.

Our tique, this century, was born in the
fertile and btoody mud of the Western Front.
It grew twisted and cynical out cf ground
churned by high explosives. Armed with
new weapons and movi ng with insplred off j-
ciency, it onteredadolescence at Watsaw,
Dieppe, and Drésden. Hiroshima marked
the end of that savage youth and demanded
from us a new maturity, a maturity we are stili
strugglinig o obtain. 1.

The fallen mon of Waterloo or Austerlitz
are no longer mourned and, inevitably, the
falletni' ;4, iieches of I)ieppe or Nor-
mnandy wilI mean as littie.- These wars of

ours will become dusty history.
But not yot. We stili have sixteken yeafs let

in our century. Perhaps in the year 2MCK) ur
chuîdren wiII find it an appropriate time to set
their eyes forward and wilI b. able to rise
above our madness. W. still have the obliga-
tion to consider the wars, ta learn their les-
sons and to honour tho men and wômen
who died in theni. The world we live in was,
in part, created by their sacrifices.

The summaion of ail this is that 1 cannoe
romember the wars aM 1 should not, ho
asked t0, but 1 do' want to imnagine. h s
important that 1 understand whatever 1 cen
cf what kf meant to ho thero. Those who stilI
do remember shouki tell us of those days so
that we cen hope to epipathize and thereby
Imm ifroni dm mpathq.

This yr, duriu4g thc#o four minutes cf
sitehc, I wiff not ho e mmberng. 1 willlbe
trylng very liard to u#xdestend what my
father must have feit theday Nis men died. 1
wiil not sucoeed, but thmt b not at ail impor-
tant. The ettempe t bWis a way of paying
homae .and thSrir* respect.


