
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
EDITOR’S MESSAGE 
 
This edition highlights activities and events over the 
past couple of months.  Many thanks to those who 
have provided articles for this edition of the 
newsletter.  I am always looking for interesting 
articles for publishing.  Keep it up folks and let’s 
see if we can get a couple more for the next edition. 
 
FRED GOLDRING PRESENTED WITH 
SOVEREIGN’S MEDAL FOR VOLUNTEERS 
 
This honour recognizes Canadians who have made 
a significant, sustained and unpaid contribution to 
their community, in Canada or abroad.  Fred is one 
who has met this criterion. 

Fred, an active 
and valued 
member of the 
Club recently 
was presented 
with this honour 
by BGen (Ret’d) 
Ray Romses, 
Colonel of the 
Regiment 
(PPCLI). 
 
A particular 
quote from the 
announcement 
reads: 
 
Quote - “Fred 
Goldring has an 
extensive 
background in 
the Canadian 
Forces.  He has 
devoted a 
significant 

amount of time to validating the service of 'Patricia' 
soldiers in the PPCLI, tracing back to the year 
1914.  In addition, he has played a pivotal role as a 
secretary and treasurer, overseeing the financial  

 

records of the local chapter and offering valuable 
recommendations for military-related donations, 
underscoring the importance of his financial 
contributions.”  Unquote 
 
As a valued member of the Airborne Social Club 
(Edmonton), Fred over the years has provided 
exceptional service to the club and as a historian of 
members, appointments and units. 
 

LAST POST 
 
This edition may have missed notices of departed 
comrades, wives, or partners who may have 
passed since last edition.  We endeavour to 
acknowledge all who have passed, regretfully 
notices are not always known at time of printing. 

 
They shall grow not old, 

as we that are left grow old 
Age shall not weary them, 
nor the years condemn. 

At the going down of the sun, 
and in the morning 

We will remember them. 
Laurence Binyon, 1914 

 
WO (Ret’d) Donald (Don) Bruce Gatward, CD 

August 11, 1958 – October 31, 2024 
Don on October 31st, 
2024 passed away 
comfortably in his home 
after a long battle with 
cancer. Don is survived 
by his wife Eun Young, 
daughters Bianca and 
Aletha, brothers Bill and 
Dave and sister Susanne.  
Don was dearly loved by 
his family and friends.  
Don was deployed to the 

Middle East on tour. After retiring as a WO in 1999, 
Don worked in many occupations including 
armoured car, logistics coordination in Fort 
McMurray, long haul truck driving, and security 
contracting in Afghanistan.  Celebration of Life was 
held for Don, at the RCL BR 191, Chemainus BC, 
March 22nd, 2025. 
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Capt (Ret’d) Philip Berifkoff, MMM CD 
September 17, 1948 - February 10, 2025 

Philip passed away 
suddenly in his home 
on February 10, 2025, 
at the age of 76.  Philip 
was a loving husband 
to Suzanne Bryant-
Berikoff.  He was a 
devoted father to his 
children grandchildren 
and sister, Twyla 
Somagyi (Berikoff). He 
most loved being a 
grandfather to Gabriel 

and Maximus Berikoff and would happily spend 
whatever time he could with them.  

As the age of 17-he became a member of the 
PPCLI.  He served in Cyprus during the 1974 
Turkish invasion; he also did tours in the former 
Yugoslavia, Kosovo, the Golan Heights, Germany, 
the Sinai, Jamaica, NORAD HQ and the Artic. 

Phil was an outstanding soldier, paratrooper, 
pathfinder, sniper, and a military bodyguard. 
Following his infantry days, he remustered as an 
intelligence operator and was commissioned from 
the ranks as an Intelligence Officer. 

Following his military career, Phil went to work in an 
intelligence role for the International War Crimes 
Tribunal (ICTY) in Den Haag. In yet another turn of 
events, Phil also worked for the Pima Country 
Sheriff's Department in Arizona. 
 
A memorial service for Phil was held April 16th, 
2025, at Beechwood Military Cemetery, Ottawa. 

 
Lt(N) (Ret’d)) Ronald Alexander MacKinnon, CD 

November 22nd 1932 – January 25th, 2025 
Ron passed away January 
25, 2025 at the age of 92. 
Leaving to mourn with 
cherished memories is his 
wife of 71 years: Dorothy , 
children: Tami (Brad) 
Boychuk, Gary MacKinnon 
(Nancy Chamberlain), 
grandchildren: Meghan 
(Keith) Baran, Kyle 
(Brittany) McGauley, 
Shannon MacKinnon, 

Katie MacKinnon, Bryan (Rachel) Boychuk, 
Alexander Boychuk, Katherine (Wade) Heidler, Ivan 

Boychuk; treasured great-grandchildren: Anna, 
Caleb, Ben, Carolyn, Rozlyn, Melody, Lily, Noah, 
Tobias, Arwen; as well as many friends and 
extended family members.  Ron was predeceased 
by his parents: Donald & Janet MacKinnon; 
brothers: Donald MacKinnon, Bill MacKinnon. 

Although Ron retired as a Lt(N) as noted by his hat 
badge, he remained a Royal at heart and love of 
his service as a paratrooper. 

Sgt (Ret’d) Joseph Hillier, CD 
January 20, 1956 - March 5th 2025 

Joseph peacefully 
passed away at home 
surrounded by family 
on March 5, 2025 at 
the age of 68 years. 
Beloved husband of 
Anne Hillier. Loving 
father to Melissa 
"Missi" (Lynton), Joey, 
Margurette, Theresa 
(Chris). Cherished 
grandfather to Mason, 
Caden, Brogan, Nick, 
Riley, Matthew. Joseph 

will also be greatly missed by the “Brotherhood” he 
served with in the military as well as his cherished 
work family at Smileys Independent groicer after his 
military service. 

 A Celebration Of Life will be held at a later date as 
per the families wishes. Details will be shared once 
times and dates are confirmed. 

Cpl (Ret’d) Charles (Chuck) Robert Frail JR, CD 
December 21st 1958 - March 5th 2025 

Chuck passed 
away peacefully 
while in hospice 
care as a result of 
pancreatic cancer.  
Chuck was a 
Patricia and 
Airborne Soldier at 
heart, even after he 
later transferred 
into the Air Force 
as an Airframe 

Technician. 

Chuck is survived by his father, CWO (Ret’d) 
Charles Frail, his mother, LAC (Ret’d) June Frail; 
his wife Helene, their three children Mariua, 
Charles, and Charlene; his brother and sister-in-law 



Sgt (Ret’d) Michael Frail and Cpl (Ret’d) Sylvia 
Frail; his sister and brother-in-law Sandra and Dan 
Demille and their children Jason and Dena; and 
brother Richard and nephew Sean. 

Keeping with Chuck’s wishes portions of his ashes 
will be find a resting place in the Philippines and be 
taken to Siffleur Falls to be reunited with other 
Guardians of the Mountain. 

No memorial services are being held; Chuck’s 
wishes were for those to remember him as he was. 
Rest in Peace Chuck,  Airborne! 

 
WO (Ret’d) Colin David Bokovay CD 

March 7th 1958-April 9th 2025 
Colin passed away in 
Yellowknife, NT, on April 
9, 2025 after battling 
cancer with incredible 
strength, dignity, and 
grace. He was 
surrounded by the love of 
his family in his final 
hours.  He leaves behind 
his three children, David, 

Sandra, and Michelle, his brother, Kelly as well as 
his beloved dog Tilly. He was predeceased by his 
wife, Anne; his sister Susan; his father Willard; and 
his mother Kathleen. 

Colin proudly served for 21 years as a member of 
the PPCLI and the CDN AB Regt. His career 
included three peacekeeping tours in Cyprus. 
Following retirement as a WO, he remained active 
in his community through the PPCLI Yellowknife 
group, the RC Legion in Yellowknife, and as a 
member of the PPCLI Association. After retiring 
from the military, Colin continued working in the 
North, including that as a blaster at the Ekati 
Diamond Mine. 

LCol (Ret’d) Alain Saint-Yves, CD 
March 3rd 1944 To March 25th 2025 

 
Alain passed away 
on March 25, 2025. 
after a courageous 
battle with 
leukemia. Alain 
was born in 
Normandy, France 
in March 1944, and 
he often joked that 
he was deep inland 

on D-Day, well ahead of the Allied forces. His sharp 

wit, keen intellect, and unwavering dedication to 
service defined both his military and civilian 
careers. 
 
Alain proudly served for 33 years, including time as 
the Commanding Officer of the Canadian Airborne 
Headquarters and Signals Squadron and 71 
Communications Group. His commitment to the 
airborne community continued after his military 
career as President of the Canadian Airborne 
Forces Association, as well as through his 
leadership with the Ottawa branch of the Armed 
Forces Communications and Electronics 
Association. Following his military retirement, Alain 
continued his service to Canada for another decade 
as Director of Information Technology Security for 
Public Works and Government Services Canada. 
 
Above all, Alain was a devoted husband, father, 
and grandfather. He is survived by his beloved wife 
of 59 years Jeanne, sons Marc and Paul, 
daughters-in-law Sheila and Brenda, his adored 
grandchildren Abbey, Molly, and Ryan. He 
maintained a close relationship with his Aunt 
Jeannine who is mourning his loss in France. He 
was very fond of his extended family and enjoyed 
being a part of their lives in time spent together at 
the farm in Rockport and on the water in the 
Thousand Islands. Alain was pre-deceased by his 
parents Fernand and Armande. 
"Sic utere tuo ut alienum non laedas" 

 
WO (Ret’d) William (Bill) John Miller, CD 

August 9th 1937 ~ May 8th 2025 
Bill passed at the 
age of 87 years. He 
will be missed 
immensely by his 
family and friends.  
Born in Eriksdale, 
MB to John Miller 
and Mary Desjarlais. 
He married the love 
of his life, Vanessa 
Tanton, in 1959.. He 

was predeceased by his soulmate, Vanessa; son, 
William and sisters, Bertha and Pansy; in addition 
to other extended family members.  He is survived 
by children: Heather (Paul) Fitt, Edwina Miller, 
Carmen Miller, and Christopher Miller; five 
grandchildren: Ashley (James) Roberts, Jeremy 
Fitt, Alyssa Miller, Andrew Miller, and Jared Miller; 
one great-grandchild: Tallulah Miller; half-sister 



Lorna (Bill) Murka; and numerous nieces and 
nephews. 
 
Bill enrolled in the army in 1956. He was a member 
of PPCLI and CDN AB Regt serving until 1979. 
Following the military, he worked in health and 
safety at Cardinal River Coals. He was a highly 
respected member and volunteer with the Royal 
Canadian Legion, serving as Branch President for 
many years. Bill was an avid reader and loved 
watching movies. He was known for his sense of 
humour, quips and witticism, and he enjoyed telling 
jokes. Bill was a beloved member of the 
communities of Hinton, Wainwright, and Pierceland.  
Keeping with Bill’s wishes, be no memorial services 
were conducted. 

“Always a Patricia” 
 

MCpl (Ret’d) David (Dave) Harry Latta, CD 
July 24th 1943 – April 14th 2025 

Dave passed away 
peacefully of 
natural causes, 
April 14th, 2025 at 
the age of 81. He 
will be fondly 
remembered for his 
sarcastic sense of 
humor, boisterous 
laugh, love of music 
(nicknamed DJ 
Dave at his last 
place of residence), 
dedication to the 

Canadian Airborne Brotherhood and Veteran’s 
community and of course, his deepest love and 
devotion to his “Mrs. World”, Ann. 

Cherishing Dave’s memories are his loving and 
devoted wife of 62 years, Ann; son, Terry; daughter 
Tracey (Chuck); sister Vieva (Bert); three nephews, 
Tony, Dee and Chris; four grandchildren, Coral 
(Nick), Carlee (Spencer), Jesse and Teyana; and 
three great-grandchildren, Adley, Harrison, and 
Weston. Dave was predeceased by his sister, Dee 
and parents, Pat and Florence. 

Dave has left an enormous impact on those who 
came in contact with him, he will be deeply missed 
by a treasured group of friends whom he 
considered family, as well as his many, Legion and 
Airborne brothers. 

As per Dave’s wishes a portion of his ashes were 
carried up Ex Coelis Mountain as a final Airborne 

Salute and scattered, where he will join other 
“Guardians of the Mountain” who previously went 
on before him.  Portion of his ashes was held by 
the family for a Celebration of Dave’s life which was 
carried out at Veteran’s Park, Bon Accord and the 
RCL BR 226 Gibbons on July 24th, 2025. 

MCpl (Ret’d) John McGee, CD 
1965 – 2025 

John passed away 
at the age of 59 
April 14, 2025. 
John’s life was 
known for his 
strength of 
character, 
unwavering 
determination, 
charity, dignity and 
fortitude. 
 
Born in Germany, 
John came to 
Canada at a young 

age and settled in B.C. with his family. Cherishing 
John’s memory are his loving wife, Theresa; his 
sisters, Susan (Ross), Debbie (James); brothers, 
Sam (Eryenne) and Peter; many nieces, nephews 
and extended family. John also leaves behind a 
treasured group of friends whom he considered 
family. He was predeceased by his parents. 
 
John’s professional accomplishments were many, 
however he was most proud of service with the 
PPCLI and CDN AB Regt. John’s deployments 
included Cyprus, Somalia, Afghanistan, as well as 
exercises and training abroad.  Upon retirement 
from the army, he entered the Oil and Gas Industry 
where he ended his working career. 
 
As per John’s wishes, his ashes were carried up Ex 
Coelis Mountain as a final Airborne Salute and 
scattered, where he will join other “Guardians of the 
Mountain” who previously went on before him. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



WO (Ret’d) John Gordon Burke CD 
 

John passed away, 
April 15, 2025, at age 
of 80.  John  is 
survived by his loving 
family; his wife of 55 
years, Sharron; sons, 
Vince (Tara) Burke, 
Harvey (Karen 
Patterson) Burke, 
daughter, Lorrie (Jim 
Slade) Auger; 
grandchildren Kaden, 
Jenna, Corwin, 
Tarren, Tessa, 
Makenna, Dorian, 

Jordan; great grandchildren, Quill & Serenity; 
sisters, Carol-Ann Clarke, Sharon Feener, Donna 
Maclean, Darlene (Hardge Youden) Tucker, Kelly 
(Kenneth) Macleod; brothers, Kenny (Darlene) 
Tucker, Peter Tucker; as well as many nieces, 
nephews, extended family, and dear friends.  He is 
predeceased by his parents, Robert & Eileen 
Tucker; brother, Robert Tucker; sister, Lillian 
Tucker; brothers-in-law, Lionel Clarke, Mitch Ferris, 
Les Feener; grandchildren, Joey & Jessie. 
  
A funeral service for John was held April 22, 2025, 
at the RCL BR 29, Wainwright. Interment followed 
in the Wainwright Cemetery. 
 

WO (Ret’d) Lawrence (Larry) Lukaniuk, CD 

July 20, 1936 - June 30, 2025 

Larry was born to Harry 
and Sophie Lukaniuk on 
July 20, 1936, in 
Musidora, AB. He was 
the second-oldest of 
four children in his 
family.  At the age of 17, 
he enrolled with the 
Canadian Army and 
during he was posted to 
Shilo, Edmonton, 
Europe, and the Middle 
East as a Peacekeeper. 
Among his airborne 

brothers, he was known as “Luke.” 
 
On October 17, 1959, he married his sweetheart, 
Margaret “Beryl” Bentley, who predeceased him in 
2024. Larry and Beryl primarily lived in St. Albert 
where they built a life centered on service, 
volunteering, and community. 

They had three children: Lori (Garnet Boutette), 
Craig, and Coral (Kimble Croisdale), who proudly 
called him “Dad.” Their grandkids, Kyle Boutette, 
Rohan and Reid Croisdale, adored him and called 
him “Grandpa”. He is survived by his brother, Jerry 
Lukaniuk, and sister, Annie Jackson, and their 
families. Larry was predeceased by his 
grandchildren, Ian and Ariel; his parents; and his 
sister, Joyce. 
 
Larry embraced an active life. He loved the water 
and enjoyed playing basketball, curling, bowling, 
and cycling, and remained dedicated to staying fit 
well into his later years.  A passionate gardener, 
Larry was known for growing the best carrots, 
tomatoes, and raspberries. His garden was a 
source of pride and joy. He loved camping trips with 
his family, and as retirement neared he and Beryl 
found great joy in cruising and guided tours. 
 
After retiring from the CF in 1979, Larry continued 
working with Canada Safeway and was actively 
involved with the St. Albert Legion. 
 
A Memorial Service to remember and celebrate 
Larry’s life was held in St Albert August 12, 2025 

 
MWO (Ret’d) Renaud Hammond, CD 

April 12, 1935 – July 31, 2025 

Renaud passed 
away July 31, 2025, 
at the age of 90. 
Renaud is survived 
by his cherished wife 
of 66 years, 
Fernande, his 
daughters Diane 
(Richard), Johanne 
(Alvin), Linda 
(Ronald), Nancy 
(Travis), and son 
Steve. His legacy 
also lives on through 

his 9 precious grandchildren and 20 great-
grandchildren, 7 sisters, 3 brothers, numerous 
cousins from the East, and a wide circle of 
friends.  Renaud was predeceased by his 
parents, Alphonse and Ida, his sister Cecile, 
and many lifelong friends, including comrades 
from his army days. 



Renaud was the eldest of twelve siblings on a 
family farm in St. Quentin, NB, his life was 
marked by adventure, hard work, resilience 
and an unyielding spirit. In 1957 he met 
Fernande, his lifelong partner, and together 
they raised five children, eventually settling in 
Alberta. Renaud’s 22 years as a paratrooper 
and soldier; especially with the Royal 22nd 
Regiment, the Airborne School and Canadian 
Airborne Regiment defined a significant 
chapter of his life. He was instrumental in the 
establishing of the Airborne Social Club 
(Edmonton) and helped to work on the 
Canadian Air Force Museum. He took great 
pride in founding the Lac Ste. Anne Army 
Cadet Corps 3053, which remains active today, 
and served as an Alberta Army Cadet League 
executive for several years. 
 
Renaud worked various jobs, including as a 
constable for the Enoch Tribal Police and a 
security guard at the Bay, all while fulfilling his 
dream of building a hobby farm on their 
Onoway acreage; a legacy now carried forward 
by a third generation. His talents as a jack-of-
all-trades shone on the farm, and his 
involvement in the community was unwavering. 
He was active in his church, the Knights of 
Columbus, and his local Legion. Renaud was a 
passionate supporter of Remembrance Day 
and all causes related to veterans. He found 
joy in hunting, fishing, singing, playing guitar, 
and spending quality time with family and 
friends; especially during lively game and card 
nights, where his knack for playful cheating 
became legendary. Above all, Renaud 
cherished his marriage to Fernande and the 
family they built; a testament to their love and 
unity, now numbering 53 strong. His quick wit, 
love of fun, and generous spirit, always visible 
in those sparkling blue eyes and warm smile, 
will forever be etched on the hearts and minds 
of those who had the privilege of knowing him. 
 
A service in his honour will take place at St. 
Rose of Lima Catholic Church, Onoway, 1100 
hrs, August 23, 2025; fellowship to follow at the 
RC Legion Onoway, where Renaud was a 
lifetime member. 

In accordance with his wishes, a portion of his 
ashes will be returned to New Brunswick in the 
fall to rest with his parents.  In lieu of flowers, 
donations are welcomed in Renaud’s name to 
the Heart and Stroke Foundation or the RC 
Legion Branch #132. 
 
REMEMBERING OUR DEPARTED 
WIVES AND PARTNERS 
 
Not only do we remember our departed airborne 
brothers and sisters, we also acknowledge the 
passing of wives and partners who, over the years 
stood by us as we ventured off to parts known and 
unknown.  Most often, they were mother and father, 
nurturer, educator and disciplinarian.  Many times, 
these independent women moved themselves and 
families from one location to another during our 
absences.  Where would many of us be today if it 
were not for these stalwart women, and for that, we 
honour their memory. 
 

Isobel Allan 
February 7th, 2025 

Beloved Wife of Huck Allan, 
1st Canadian Parachute Battalion 

 
Isobel was a dedicated Honorary Member of the 
Airborne Brotherhood, she was a regular attendee 
and participant at the Annual Siffleur Falls 
Ceremony, often laying a wreath in memory of 
Huck’s former unit, 1st Canadian Parachute 
Battalion.  Isobel may no longer be with us in 
person at Siffleur, but her memory and presence 
will always be there. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Rest in Peace Isobel back in the loving arms of 
Huck, who awaited to be united once again. 
 

 
 



Margaret Jean (Higgins) Shybunka 
May 4th, 2025 

Beloved wife of William (Bill) Shybunka 
CFPMD/CABC/CDN AB REGT 

 
Affectionately known as Maggie, it is with heavy 
hearts that the family announces the passing of 
their beloved wife, mother, grandmother and great-
grandmother, at the age of 87.  Maggie was known 
for her quick wit, warm heart, and spirited sense of 
humor.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Maggie found joy in life’s simple pleasures, she 
loved the color purple, playing cards, camping, 
fishing and savoring an ice-cold beer before 
supper. Maggie followed the Oilers and kept up to 
date with how the team was doing. She was very 
social and made friends easily wherever she went. 
Maggie was happiest when surrounded by family 
and her great-grandchildren running around her 
home. 

Maggie will be deeply missed by her loving and 
devoted husband, Bill, her cherished children, her 
treasured grandchildren; as well as her adored 
great-grandchildren, in addition to the many friends 
she made within the Airborne Social Club. 

 
SIFFLEUR FALLS 2025 - D-DAY EVENT 
 
From all reports, this year’s D-Day ceremony at 
Siffleur Falls was again a successful event. 
Attendance assessments have ranged from 125 up 
to 150, including those on parade. Considering the 
location of the 1st Canadian Parachute Bn Cairn 
(Airborne Monument), attendances like this 
continues to be a marvel.  That said, lets get back 
to the beginning of this story. 
 
Early in the planning stages for this year’s D-Day 
event, it was suggested by the membership that it 
was time for me to step down as the coordinator 
and general guy that continued to ramrod this 
event. Well, while that was fine, it still meant 

“someone” had to take over that coordination, and 
planning. It was clear there was a need to develop 
a permanent SOP so anyone could take over and 
proceed with all the necessary contact and 
planning information to organize and run the event.  
We decided to form a committee from the 
membership to collaborate with me and develop 
this SOP. A group initially consisting of Bill Fletcher, 
Mike Bludd, Paul Riopel, Ross MacGregor, and 
Dave Paris joined me in the task. Fast forward a 
few months, and three hundred hours of collating 
contact data and requirement information, we had a 
draft SOP. 
 
In the period prior the usual messaging went on 
requesting David Thompson Resort (DTR) 
accommodation and package deal information, 
confirming principal parade positions for the 
ceremony, requesting military support for the climb 
on the 5th of June, as well as for the ceremony on 
the 6th and generally informing our membership and 
others about this year’s event, urging them to 
attend. Early indications confirmed what we needed 
to hear and suggested everything was coming 
together quickly and all we needed to hope for was 
the addition of clear weather for the event.  By now, 
the number of requests to have ashes dispersed on 
Normandy Peak was also continuing to grow. 
 
With the G7 Conference taking place at the same 
period, we expected the military commitment to our 
event would be reduced this year. So, it was a relief 
when we got the 7th of April message from Major 
John Sherwood, OC Para Coy, they had received 
the “go ahead” to plan for 3 PPCLI participation in 
this year’s Ceremony. It would be a bit smaller due 
to conflicting tasks, but they would have 
representation to conduct the climb and parade. 
 
At a meeting with the Committee in May, we went 
over the SOP and confirmed Bill Fletcher would 
take over as MC for the ceremony on June 6th.  As 
we had not sent out any requests to have a high-
ranking VIP attend the ceremony and take the 
salute, I volunteered; to save them the time, (Ha!). 
It was a gift for my years of service. 
 
Continuing with major preparations, our Treasurer 
Sharon Skwarchuk staffed and forwarded our 
annual Special Event Liability Insurance 
requirements to AB Parks.  You know, it amazes 
me that we must pay for this requirement. Our 
function is held on a Parking Lot, and I always 
wonder if the dozens of visitors that park on the 



same lot, and head out into the Siffleur wilderness 
area, also must pay for the privilege? 
 
My usual pre-event recce was conducted on 15th of 
May out to Siffleur to consult with the DTR staff and 
meet at the Cairn with the 3rd Bn Climb Lead, Sgt 
Mike Garner. We discussed the plan for the climb 
on the morning of the 5th of June and went over the 
outline of the usual Blessing of Ashes done at the 
Cairn and requirement to brief any others that plan 
to join with the military personnel on the climb that 
day. Afterwards, Mike and his colleague went of on 
a recce climb on their own to mark a route.  On the 
22nd of May I received a message from Major 
Sherwood confirming a list of eight soldiers from 
the 3rd Bn to be led by Sgt Garner, for both the 
climb and parade. A week earlier we had finally 
heard from our colleagues in BATUS confirming 
they would also be sending a small contingent to 
the Siffleur D-Day Ceremony. Major Ritchie 
Jenkins, DComd British Army Training Unit Suffield, 
who had attended last years event, advised the 
group would be brought by Capt. Richard Danso, 
Royal Logistic Corps and WO2 Martin Vanden, who 
also attended last year. The news of an increased 
military presence for this year’s ceremony was 
really encouraging.  
 
But, as they say, all good things come to an end 
and the potholes began to form; Mike Mussolum 
advised me they could not get a full gun crew to 
attend and would have to cancel the attendance for 
the Rocky Mountain Horse Artillery reenactment 
canon. Veterans Affairs advised us due to budget 
restraints they would not be able to send reps to 
the ceremony. The real hole came in a June 2nd 
message from Major Sherwood advising me the 
tasked personnel for our event from Para Coy were 
being sent over to Manitoba in support of wildfire 
evacuations. The good news was the plan for Sgt 
Garner and MCpl Jordan to lead the climb up 
Normandy Peak on the 5th of June remained. 
Straps on Straps Off; kind of a familiar scenario.  
The same afternoon, I get a message from AB 
Parks saying, based on new developments 
required for approval updates for the Kootenay 
Plains Ecological Reserve, we are required to have 
a Client ID of the event organizer to complete our 
authorization for the ceremony; and if we do not 
have an ID yet, an application needed to be 
submitted ASAP. I was leaving the next day for 
DTR, and the world turns on a new last minute 
Alberta Government requirement, or we do not 
have authorization to hold our event. Long story 

short, with the help again from Sharon, the request 
gets actioned. Believe it or not, we never got the 
word we had authorization for this year’s event until 
early evening June 5th.  Bureaucracy at it ‘s finest! 
 
The Indigenous Drummer planned for the 6th 
ceremony camped out at Two O-Clock Creek, in 
preparation to join us. Unfortunately, the day prior 
he was called out of the area. Another pothole! All 
the magnificent work Dave Paris had done in 
completing the program for the event was quickly 
becoming full of blank files. On the positive side, we 
got word that Little George Carbert and the 
ANAVETS Crew, as well as the Calgary Veterans 
Food Bank Goup would be at the ceremony with 
hot dogs and hamburgers for all. 
 
Arriving at DTR on the 4th I saw a number of 
members, and family members were already there, 
as was Padre Dave Prowse. Socializing on the 4th, 
was low key, it would be an early RV at the Cairn 
site the next morning. And, so it came to be on a 
clear and light cloudy day, as everyone was 
preparing to join the climb up Normandy Peak and 
those just wanting to be at the Cairn for the 
departing Memorial Service and say “Good bye” to 
the departed, gathered at 0700 hours on the 5th for 
the pre-climb briefing and service. We had thirteen 
sets of ashes for dispersal this year and we laid 
then out at the base of the Cairn in preparation for 
the Blessing. That was the largest number of 
veterans and family members heading up to join 
the Guardians of the Mountain we had ever had.  
Fourteen was also the largest number of veterans 
and family members set to join the climb team. We 
all gathered as Padre Dave Prowse gave the 
Blessing to and for the ashes. Then climb lead Sgt 
Mike Garner and MCpl Elishah Jordan briefed the 
plan for the climb. The ashes were again taken by 
the climbers and at 0710 hours, they were off. 
 
There were three early dropouts, but eleven 
hardies made the trek up the mountain, as did 
twelve sets of ashes. Those remaining behind 
returned to the DTR busying themselves with 
various activities, greeting other arrivals and 
awaited the Meet & Greet that evening. The bar 
opened at 1600 hours at the Belledom, members 
soon arrived, the kit shop was open, small talk did 
not take long to develop. The finger food servings 
arrived, and before we knew it the Meet & Greet 
was over, the bar closed, and everyone dispersed 
into small groups to firepit parties. 
 



As the climbers filtered back, stories of “I made it” 
soon emerged. It was an exceedingly difficult, yet a 
most rewarding experience and achievement for all 
who made the attempt. The majority had missed 
the Meet & Greet, an issue to be reviewed in the 
SOP later; the 3rd Bn Climb Team members 
returned to their unit. Later, a few called it quits 
early, as June 5th proved to be “The Longest Day” 
for many. 
 
Mixed clouds and clear skies greeted us on the 6th 
With breakfast/brunch over it was time to leave for 
the Cairn to set-up the parade. AB Parks staff had 
done a superb job and cleared and marked off the 
area for our ceremony. They also assisted in 
parking control, an added plus for us. The DTR 
staff delivered the chairs and flag poles. Club 
members assisted in getting everything set-up; Bill 
Johnston delivered the podium; Ross McGregor got 
the sound system running. Other than a few 
scattered rain showers, we were set to go. 
 
It’s always encouraging when we get support from 
the various organizations and groups wanting to 
participate in our ceremony. This year we were 
again lucky to have members attend from the First 
Special Service Force Living History Association. 
Already in position bracketing the Cairn from the 
FSSF group, were members Matthew Holland and 
Jared Postma. All decked out in their WWII re-
enactment uniforms, they added a perfect 
complement of historical meaning to the ceremony 
in dress and in their drill. They gave an impressive 
aspect to the meaning and purpose of the Cairn we 
were honouring. 
 
For most of us this was not our first rodeo, and our 
ceremony moved into high gear with precision 
quickly. Bill Fletcher took over as MC, Ron 
Hamilton formed up the parade, Tim Penny got the 
Colour Party formed up and all the wreaths had 
designated placers! With members of the British 
Army Training Unit Suffield joining in the ranks with 
a mix of Airborne veterans and Legion members, 
Ron Hamilton marched on the parade. Tim Penny 
marched on the colours and the 81st Anniversary of 
D-Day; the 24th such ceremony held at the 1st 
Canadian Parachute Battalion Cairn at Siffleur Falls 
was on. I had the honour of taking the salute. Padre 
Dave Prowse did the Invocation and Dave Paris’ 
grandson, Bastian Paris, read the Airborne Prayer. 
 
Then, an excellent tribute on the 80th anniversary of 
the end of WWII and the disbandment of the 1st 

Canadian Parachute Battalion, was given by Jim 
Holsworth. The tribute clearly an added reason for 
our attendance at this ceremony today. 
 
Following the tribute, Bugler Todd Gow and Piper 
Colin “Spot” Norris did the honours for the Last 
Post, Lament and Reveille during the Two Minute 
silence portion of the ceremony. I had the added 
honour of reading the Roll Call of the Guardians of 
the Mountain. A list that has now grown to sixty-
seven names. Binyon’s Verse was read by visiting 
Past President of RCL Branch 271 Doug Delorme 
and MC Bill Fletcher called for the wreaths to be 
placed. Of significance was the placing of the 6th 
Airborne Division wreath by Capt. Richard Danso, 
RLC from BATUS and the 1st Canadian Parachute 
Battalion wreath by 1 Can Para veteran family 
members, Carol Clegg, Patrick Hartigan and Bob 
Spisak. On completion of the wreath placements, 
Bill Fletcher gave the closing remarks. The colours 
were retired, the parade was dismissed; after which 
Dave Paris formed the masses up for the group 
photograph. 
 
The usual end ceremony chaos ensued, with 
individual photo ops, the chatter of final personal 
discussions and the need to take down the parade 
support equipment; needless to say, it got done. 
 
In between, the usual aid from the AB Parks Staff 
continued with the take down, while the outstanding 
contribution from the Calgary ANAVETS and Food 
Bank got eager attendance at their caravan, by 
those taking part in their hamburger and hot dog 
servings. A wonderful contribution to the end of this 
year’s ceremony; and then, like that, our D-Day 
Ceremony at Siffleur Falls Staging Area was over. 
 
For those of us staying over at DTR, the follow up 
BBQ and evening gathers took on their usual form. 
A lot of reminiscence of our past events, and a lot 
of new thoughts of what the future might or should 
bring for us. We would all eventually depart, say 
our best regards and hope we see each other again 
next year. Yet, many of our local members would 
already meet in a couple of days for the Memorial 
Service for one of the new Guardians of the 
Mountain. It has become an all to often, “a never-
ending story!” 
 
There will be a post-event get together to go over 
the pros and cons of this year’s event. The newly 
developed SOP will need to be reviewed by the 
Committee and amended accordingly. From that 



will flow the requirements for the Airborne Social 
Club (Edmonton) to staff the Siffleur 2026 D-Day 
Event. Yes, that is right, it will not be long, and we 
will be doing it again; or will we? 
 
As a post-article note, I wrote this year’s story with 
no rank titles in naming our members and friends. If 
I have offended you for that, the beer’s on me! 
 
In closing then, this year we did not have a CF-18 
fly past, we did not have an Aboriginal Drum Roll, 
and we did not have a canon fire signalling a start 
to the Two Minutes Silence and we did not lose a 
dog! What we did have was an excellent Siffleur D-
Day Ceremony; again! 
 
It was a privilege to continue being a part of this 
annual event. Well done Airborne Social Club 
(Edmonton).  Honour is due. 
 
Capt. (Ret’d) Bill Dickson, CD 
Siffleur 2025 D-Day Committee 
 

HONOURING MY FATHER’S WISHES 
By:  Christine (Bedel) Brassor 
 
On June 5th, 2025 I climbed to the Normandy 
summit of Mount Coelis, to carry out my dad’s wish 
to be soaring from the top to join his fellow Airborne 
comrades and beloved friends. Through the 
scrapes, bruises and extreme muscle pain I was full 
of pride to be the one to deliver this one last wish 
for my dad. 
 
I consider myself to be in fairly decent shape, with a 
healthy diet and regular exercise.  I have also done 
mountain hikes in Kananaskis, so I thought I was 
pretty-well prepared for this "hike"’ well, I couldn't 
have been more wrong.  There were no groomed 
trails or tea houses half way! I found myself 
climbing; not hiking, but actually climbing through a 
mountain forest, a dried-up riverbed and loose 
shale. 
 
Many times, I thought I might not make it all the 
way up, but the encouragement from the 3rd Bn 
soldiers and the group was what I needed to keep 
going. When I got about 30 meters from the summit 
I was frozen in fear and decided to stay where I 
was.  That lasted about 10 minutes, and I found 
some determination to power through the fear and 
find some more strength to rock climb (something I 
have never done in my life) to reach the top to be 

with my dad.  The respect and compassion I 
experienced up there while spreading the ashes is 
something I will treasure for the rest of my life. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The eight hours up and five hours down tested 
every part of my body, mind and emotion and I 
would not have made it without the incredible group 
of people climbing with me that day. There are now 
deep connections with people who were strangers 
before that day and a bond that cannot be broken 
with a few who were already friends. 
 
I will forever value this experience; it has brought 
me an immense sense of peace and comfort that 
my dad has made it to his final resting place in the 
sky. 
 
“Rest in Peace Dad, you have surely earned it.  
Loved you yesterday, today and forever you will 
always bein in my heart.”  Your daughter Christine. 
 
JUMPING INTO HISTORY 
 WITH PRIDE AND A TEAR 
By Paul Cowley, Staff Writer 
Edmonton Sun - August 1, 1996 
 
When paratrooper Sgt Bill Shybunka jumped into 
retirement yesterday, it signalled more than the end 
of a career.  It was the end of an era. 
 
Shybunka leapt into military history when on his last 
jump he was given the honor of being the last 
Canadian Airborne Centre soldier to hit the silk over 
Drop Zone Buxton at Edmonton Garrison, formerly 
CFB Edmonton. 
 



The centre, which has trained thousands of 
Canada’s parachutists since 1970, is packing its 
chutes and checking into CFB Trenton in Ontario in 
September.  As part of the centre’s final salute, 
family and friends were invited to watch jumps by 
staff and the last class of cadets and troops to earn 
their parachute wings in Edmonton.  For Shybunka, 
retirement began with a bang.  “I had a hard 
landing,” said the veteran of 356 jumps.  “But I’m 
used to that.”  The parachute rigger said while he’ll 
miss his comrades the time was right to hang up 
the gear. “I’m getting over 50 and this is a young 
man’s game,” he said.  “It’s time to retire.”  It’ll be 
sad to see the centre pick up and leave after so 
many years, he said.  “It’s a political thing.  They go 
where the airplanes go,” he said.  The Hercules 
transports used by the school are no longer based 
in Edmonton. 
 
Cpl Darrell Bishop said he and many of the centre’s 
staff are looking forward to the move to Trenton. 
“It’ll be nice to have the planes again,” Bishop said.  
But it’s sad that the move marks the end of a 
tradition in Edmonton, he said.  “It’s sort of like the 
end of an era.” 
 
For one of the 43 cadets to earn their wings 
yesterday, the day featured a surprise guest 
appearance - by his dad.  It was just luck that 
brought proud pop Brig-Gen Jim Cox to town at the 
same time his son Simon was graduating.  He’d 
been sent from Ottawa to Edmonton to take part in 

yesterday’s ceremonies but didn’t tell his son he’d 
be on hand. 

 
“It surprised me,” said Simon who received wings 
from this dad in yesterday’s ceremony.  The 17-
year-old cadet warrant office with Ottawa’s 
Cameron Highlanders said the mas jump was a 
thrill after the five-week intensive training course. 
 
Articles from the CFB Edmonton Newspaper 
SEALANDAIR - August 1996 
 
THE "OLD GUY'S" LAST JUMP 
 
As the Canadian Airborne Centre closes its doors 
in Edmonton, Sgt Bill (the Old Guy) Shybunka will 

retire from 
the Forces 
after almost 
34 years in 
uniform.  And 
as he goes 
out the door 
for the last 
time, he'll do 
it in a manner 
befitting a 
soldier who 
has worn 
jump wings 
since 1962.  
 
Sgt 
Shybunka 
joined the 
Canadian 
Army on 2 

October 1961 as an infantryman posted to 2 PPCLI 
Edmonton.  He took his Basic Para course in 
Rivers shortly after and was posted to 1 PPCLI 
Calgary where he was promoted to Corporal.  Civvy 
street beckoned him, and Cpl Shybunka took his 



release in October 1967, but re-enrolled a year 
later and was posted to the newly formed Canadian 
Airborne Regiment.  He moved to the Parachute 
Maintenance Depot in 1972 where he remustered 
to Safety Systems Technician (Parachute Rigger).  
Promoted to MCpl and posted to the Canadian 
Airborne Centre in 1981, he remustered again, with 
the rest of the Rigger Specialty, to Supply Tech in 
May 84.  Promoted to his current rank in 1985, Sgt 
Shybunka was awarded the second clasp to his CD 
in 1994, and at age 53, has almost 400 static line 
parachute jumps to his credit. 
 
In recognition of his dedication and service to 
CABC and the Airborne Community, on August 1st, 
1996, at the last unit jump in Edmonton, Sgt 
Shybunka was accorded the honour of a solo jump 
on the last pass of the last aircraft.  He was the last 
CABC member to parachute onto DZ Buxton. 
 
With admiration and thanks, have a good one Bill! 
 
MEMORY 
BY PAUL RIOPEL 
 
In 1971, I went to Jamaica with the AB Bty for a 
seven-week jungle warfare course.  I was an 18-
year-old militia “Leg” Sergeant.  One of the 
activities we did while there, was to take apart an 
L5 pack howitzer, put it on rafts and float it down 
the Rio Grande River.  We built the rafts out of 
bamboo that we cut on Good Friday, assembled on 
Saturday and put on the river on Easter Sunday.  
We had been shown how to build the rafts by the 
locals.  The ones that they built for themselves 
could be seen floating by on the river with several 
hundreds of pounds of cargo.  They drew about two 
inches of water and the people riding on them had 
dry feet.  
 
As one of my raft mates; Ron Pomeroy said, “The 
locals must have thought we were gods because 
we looked like we were walking on water as we 
floated by on our rafts”.  For the three or so days it 
took us to get to the mouth of the river we stood in 
about six or seven inches of water. That is how 
much underwater our rafts were.  When we got to 
the mouth of the river the butt of my FN was 
bleached white from being immersed in the water.  
 
What was the difference? When the locals build 
their rafts, they cut the bamboo in January and left 
it to dry out until the next January before 
assembling them. During that year they weighted 

the bamboo so that it was dry as a bone and 
straight.  We let our bamboo dry for all of 12 hours 
before building our rafts.  
 
Again, in Jamaica. Another exercise we did was to 
build a fire base in the cockpit country.  The Battery 
was flown into a grass airstrip somewhere in 
Jamaica by Buffalo aircraft. The plan was that 
helicopters would shuttle us into the cockpit country 
from that airstrip. As there were not enough 
helicopters to move all of us at once we had to be 
brought in, in stages. I was with the last group to be 
picked up by the choppers. There I was (a militia 
Sergeant) and six AB  gunners. That last helicopter 
did not show up to get us. As we waited, we were 
visited by half a dozen kids from the nearby village. 
After waiting several hours, it was decided that 
someone should do something. Guess what, it was 
suddenly OK that the “leg militia Sergeant” should 
be in charge. So, I borrowed a bicycle from one of 
the kids, pedalled into the village where they had a 
telephone and called the Duty Officer at Port 
Antonio, where the Regiment was camped. When I 
told him who I was, where we were and that we had 
not been picked up by the helicopters he said, ‘No 
you’re not.”.  To which I replied, “Oh yes we are.” 
He then said that he would send a helicopter to pick 
us up.  
 
We waited the whole rest of the day without being 
picked up.  I made two or three more trips into town 
to call the camp. Finally, the Duty Officer said, “Sgt. 
Riopel, you are getting to be a pain in the ass.” 
With no pick up by night fall I had the guys build 
shelters and hunker down for the night. It was a 
good thing that we had not been dropped in “bare 
ass” or we wouldn’t have been able to make 
shelters. We waited almost all the next day with no 
pickup. After a few more trips into the village to 
harass the Duty Officer and as evening approached 
on our second day at the airstrip two 3/4-ton trucks 
from the 2 Commando Recce Platoon camped at 
Alligator Farm came to get us. We spent the night 
at Alligator Farm and got to the fire base on the 
third day after being dropped off at the airstrip. 
 
The year after returning from Jamaica I went to 
Shilo for a three-month assignment with 3 RCHA. 
While I was there, we were visited by 1 AB Bty. 
There was a good deal of good-natured bantering 
between the RCHA guys and the AB guys. One day 
someone decided to do a gun run competition. The 
competition was to take apart an L5 howitzer, 
transport it on foot a distance (I think it was a 



couple of hundred feet) and then reassemble it. 
The team that did it the fastest won.  The AB Bty 
guys went first. Their team of five did their run. I 
don’t remember how long it took. When it came 
time for the RCHA team to do their run the AB guys 
fell all over themselves laughing. The RCHA team 
had fifteen people on it. Unfortunately, I don’t 
remember who won the competition.  
 
LAST CALL FOR A RIGGER 
CWO MIKE BEDEL 

July 31st 1996, 
marked yet another 
milestone in the 46-
year history of the 
Canadian Forces 
Parachute 
Maintenance Depot 
(CFPMD)  The 
remaining 20 
members of the 
depot gathered 
around the 
Canadian Forces 
Senior Parachute 
Rigger (SPR), CWO 
Mike Bedel, as he 
ceremonially and 
expertly worked on 

the last parachute to be packed by the depot in 
Edmonton. For the last time, the words “Rigger” 
would be yelled out, as the supervising Parachute 
Rigger, WO Colin Beattie, conducted the series of 
required rigger checks on the parachute and gave 
the final “OK” to the SPR. With that, the parachute 
log book of parachute serial number 2290, a 24-
foot dispatch, was signed by the packer and co-
signed by the Rigger certifying that it was packed 
and ready for use. Parachute 2290, was then 
loaded and prepared for the long haul to Trenton, 
Ontario. 
 
After 27 years in Edmonton in building D-2, and 
some 890,000 personnel and cargo parachutes 
later, the packing days of the depot in Garrison 
Edmonton were terminated. The full focus of the 
remaining depot members can now be fully focused 
on completing the tear down and the pack up of the 
remaining depot tools, stores, equipment and 
parachutes.  CFPMD would soon be operating out 
of building 348, located just east of RCAF Road at 
8 Wing Trenton. The Air Force will once again have 
to get used to the sight of the parachutist smock 
and a Logistic cap badge on a maroon beret. 

On August 1st, 1996, in conjunction with the CABC, 
CFPMD took part in the last depot parachute jump 
to be held at Garrison Edmonton. Prior to the jump 
the Commander Land Force Western Area, MGen 
Clive Addy, presented a plaque of the RAMS Head 
to the depot and it was gratefully accepted on 
behalf of the depot by the SPR, CWO Bedel. 
 
As in every line of work or endeavour, there is 
usually a work ethic or a standard to live by.  The 
Riggers of the CFPMD would like to leave you with 
the Riggers' pledge.  It personifies the Rigger, the 
importance they place in a job, and can be easily 
applied to everyday military life. 
 

THE RIGGER'S PLEDGE 
 
I will pack every parachute as though I am to jump 
it myself, and will stand ready to jump with any 
parachute, which I certified, inspected, and packed. 
 
I will never pass over any defect, nor ignore any 
repair, no matter how small, as I know that 
omissions and mistakes in the rigging of a 
parachute may cost a life. 

I will never sign my name to a parachute inspection 
or packing certificate unless I personally performed 
or directly supervised every step, and am entirely 
satisfied with all the work. 

I will keep all parachute equipment entrusted to my 
care in the best possible condition, remembering 
always that little things left undone cause major 
troubles. 
 
I will keep always a wholehearted respect for my 
vocation regarding it as a high profession rather 
than a day-to-day task, and will keep in mind 
constantly my grave responsibility. 
 

I WILL BE SURE ALWAYS. 
 
MY INTRODUCTION TO THE BATTALION 
Submitted by Dan Blunden 
 
It was in the spring of 1973; I had just graduated 
from the Scottish Infantry Depot. My platoon 
reported to our Battalion, the 1st Argyll and 
Sutherland Highlanders stationed just outside of 
Edinburgh, at Camp Ritchie. The battalion had 
been preparing all spring for Trooping the Colours 
and presentation of new Colours by Her Majesty, 
the Queen. 



Being the newbies none of us were slated to be on 
the parade. However, we were not going to be left 
out of the special occasion. There were many other 
duties that needed to be carried out. The Queen 
and Prince would be staying at Holyrood House, 
her Palace and Royal residence in Edinburgh. I 
was selected to be a member of the palace guard. 
We rehearsed double sentry drill and standing at 
attention for long periods of time “all fun stuff”! On 
the second day of rehearsals as we were being 
marched of to the guardroom, someone let out a 
loud scream and bellowed “Get that f*&*&% 
colonial of this f*&*&% parade square, he’s 
stomping around like f*&*&% Davey Crocket”. 
Turned out to be the RSM, Wee Jake Kennedy. 
Being only a week in the battalion and already 
being known by the RSM is not a good thing. 
Anyway, there was lots of other cool jobs that 
needed to be done. 
 
After getting changed and putting on my much 
more comfortable camouflage uniform I was 
dropped off at the back gate to the palace garden. 
Some of my platoon from the depot and some 
modular tentage was already set up in beautiful 
Holyrood Park. A Cpl came out of the tent and told 
me we were there to keep people from trying to get 
over the wall or through the gate into Her Majesty’s 
Garden. I stowed my kit and sat around with the 
others waiting for some instructions. 
 
Holyrood Park is a beautiful and very popular place, 
lots of tourists and locals would come by and we 
had lots of conversations with many of them. Some 
local girls came by and saw what we were eating 
and they went home and came back with trays of 
sandwiches. The day was great, good weather, 
nice people, great scenery but still no actual 
instruction from the Cpl, in fact he had not come 
back out of the tent. 
 
In the early evening an older gentleman stopped by 
and talked with us, he was a WWII veteran, he 
asked what we were doing and how long we would 
be staying there; he said he couldn’t stay long as 
he was on his way to work. He told us he was the 
night watchman at the brewery just down the road. 
Things were going pretty good, then a police car 
pulled up. The bobby got out and approached us. 
He asked how it was going and said he had a gift 
for us from the night watchman. A gallon jar of 
beer; this is basically where everything goes to shit. 
 

An hour or so later the bobby came back and asked 
if we needed more, which we did. After a few more 
deliveries the bobby was getting tired of being our 
bootlegger. He asked if we didn’t have a bigger 
container. Well, we did, a 5-gallon water can. Soon 
we were in possession of gallons of beer.  Now we 
were in full party mode and the noise attracted 
more people, we were all smart enough to realize 
we couldn’t drink all 5 gallons of beer by ourselves, 
so we agreed to share it with our new friends. Still 
no sign of the Cpl. 
 
By now we had a full swing party going on, people 
coming and going a great night. Well, all good 
things come to an end and first thing in the morning 
as I laid on the ground outside the tent trying to 
clear my head, I saw this tall, well-dressed man in a 
tweed suit approaching us. I had no idea who he 
was but, Oh-shit, I recognize the shorter man 
following him.  This was how I was introduced to 
the CO. The area around the tent was strewn with 
passed out soldiers and civilians. The RSM was 
furious to say the lest. The Cpl even came out of 
the tent; turns out he wasn’t in there alone and she 
wasn’t even in the army. 
 
We cleaned up the site and soon we’re replaced by 
a section of well-turned-out soldiers. Turns out 
there are a lot of real dirty, crappy jobs that needed 
to be done to keep the battalion operating. The Cpl 
got busted and always had a hate on for all of us, 
as if it was our fault. Unfortunately for me, the RSM 
always remembered me. 
 
That was my first week in the Bn and the start of 
my illustrious career. 
 
F.I.G’S BUMP AND THE 
WORLD CUP DOWNHILL RACE 
Submitted by” Dan Blunden 
 
You probably never heard of F.I.G.s bump and you 
may wonder what the 1983 Molson World Downhill 
Race held at Lake Louise has to do with the 
Canadian military. I will tell you how we were 
responsible for constructing the downhill course 
and were responsible for deciding the winner of the 
event. At the time I was a Sgt in 1 PPCLI posted to 
CFB Calgary. The Pl WO told me to report to the 
Coy Office, the CSM wanted to see me right away. 
I promptly headed over to the office wondering 
what I could have possibly done wrong this time. 
The CSM greeted me with a smile and advised me 
I had been selected to take 12 soldiers from the 



Coy to Lake Louise for 4 weeks to assist in 
construction of the upcoming World Downhill Ski 
Race. 
 
After some quick planning and organizing, off we 
went; 13 of us in two 5/4-ton trucks, you could 
transport troops in the back of trucks/TCVs back 
then. We reported directly to the ski lodge and met 
up with the man running the operation. He gave us 
a briefing and introduced us to two men who would 
be working with us. They were experienced and 
would be the foremen on the hill. The main man 
took us down to the village and got us settled in to 
our accommodations, he explained what 
restaurants we could eat at and gave us chits, used 
to pay for our meals.  
 
Next morning we arrived at the bottom of the ski hill 
and meet up with the two civilians who could best 
be described as ski bums; they explained what we 
would be doing each day and how the work would 
progress and I in turn explained how our chain of 
command worked and that I was in-charge of the 
soldiers. 
 
Our mission was to construct the downhill race 
course on Mt. Whitehorn, according to Wikipedia 
the course is 3123 meters long with a vertical drop 
of 827 meters and a max decline of 53%. 
 
Work went very well and we got along very well 
with the staff, every day we would make our way to 
the top of the mountain via chair lifts and T-Bars. 
We had priority for the use of the lifts and this 
annoyed a many of the paying customers, 
especially when we were hauling large loads up. 
We took bundles of bamboo poles, rolls of snow 
fencing, snow shovels, sheets of plywood every 
thing we needed went up this way and then was 
carried into position on our backs down to where it 
was needed. We learned to ski quite well with loads 
on our back or over our shoulders. 
 
The days were long with lots of skiing and work 
moving snow, apparently snow doesn’t fall where 
the experts wanted it, so we moved it to where it 
was needed and packed it into a hard smooth icy 
surface. This is done by locking arms together, 
forming a line and stomping up and down all 827 
meters of the hill. This is called kick-packing. You 
leave it to freeze over night and next day slip slide it 
on skis to fill in all the holes. This is done until the 
experts are satisfied it is hard and smooth enough. 
Fortunately, Molson compensated us with free beer 

at the end of each day so this added to the joy of a 
satisfying day of hard work in a beautiful setting. 
 
The Canadian Downhill Team at this time was 
known world wide as the “Crazy Canuck’s”. They 
excelled at racing on hard packed icy runs and we 
were determined to give them the home field 
advantage. We had now turned a black diamond 
run into a triple plus black diamond run, basically a 
827 meter vertical ice rink. We were almost 
complete, just a few touch up jobs that the main 
boss man wanted done. He wanted more snow on 
the last turn, just before the finish line. This is 
where Pte. F.I.G. Kennedy comes in. F.I.G. was a 
hard worker, give him a job and he would go until 
told to stop. I had him head down and start moving 
snow on to the course. By the time I got back down 
to where he was working to see how he was doing, 
he had dug a trench that encroached on to the 
edge of the course. Well, it’s just snow, so we filled 
in the trench and packed it down. It looked pretty 
good. 
 
Race Day arrived and we had a new job; we were 
positioned at various control points along the 
course to ensure spectators didn’t get onto the 
course and cause a disruption. I picked a great spot 
I could see the last turn and the finish line. This was 
going to be Ken Reed’s last down hill race of his 

career, and another Canadian Steve Podborski was 
the new favourite and expected to win. The first 
runs went well and Podborski had the fastest time. 



All the racers had now done their second run and 
all Podborski needed now was a good second run 
and he would win. Like everyone there I was 
eagerly waiting. Down he came, he shot by my 
position, a flash of banana yellow, God knows why 
that colour was chosen for a ski suit, he landed in a 
crouch and headed for the last turn and the finish 
line. He goes into the last turn. Cuts it tight and flips 
violently into the air. Arms, poles, skis and legs 
flying everywhere. He lands and slides to a stop 
just short of the finish line. Well can you guess what 
had happened? A full day of racing had caused the 
looser packed snow in the trench F.I.G. had dug to 
form a small bump. Podborski’s right ski had caught 
that edge of what we 13 in the military now called 
F.I.G.’s Bump.  And that’s how we affected who 
won the 1983 Molson Downhill race at Lake Louise 
 

CANADIAN AIRBORNE MEMORIAL CAIRN 
AT GRIESBACH 

 
Registered as a National Monument, the Canadian 
Airborne Memorial Cairn is dedicated to all of 
Canada’s departed paratroopers who served their 
country during peace and war.  The Cairn was 
unveiled August 10th, 2014, and stands as a 
permanent reminder of Griesbach Village’s 
important military heritage. 
From 1957 to 1995 Griesbach was home to several 
of Canada’s airborne units; namely, the 2nd Bn 
PPCLI, CDN AB Regt, CABC and CFPMD. 
 
The Cairn is located on the west side Pegasus 
Blvd, on the former Griesbach PMQ site, now 
called “The Village at Griesbach”, Edmonton. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This past August 10th, the 11th anniversary of the 
dedication of the cairn was held.  Coordinator, Bill 
Dickson welcomed all in attendance followed with a 
brief explanation on developments and repairs to 
the Cairn after the recent damage and theft of 
memorial plaques from the cairn.  This was 
followed by the Airborne Prayer, a moment of 
silence, after which a wreath was placed at the foot 
of the Cairn by Michael Cooper, MP St Albert-
Sturgeon River and Claude Villeneuve.  This 
followed with a ceremonial libation toast and follow-
up up photo of those in attendance. 

               “To them we say, fair winds 
and soft landings”, AIRBORNE! 

 
MEMBERSHIP 
 
Airborne Social Club (Edmonton) membership dues 
are $10 per year and runs January to December 
yearly.  In accordance Club By-Laws, once a 
membership reaches end-December paid-up 
period, that membership will have until end-June 
the following year to either renew or have their 
name placed on an inactive listing.  If you are 
unsure of your expiry date, please feel free to me at 
dr.paris@shaw.ca 
 

mailto:dr.paris@shaw.ca




CEREMONY PARTICIPANTS



LAYING OF WREATHS 



SPECIAL THANKS TO THOSE WHO SUPPORTED THIS YEAR’S CEREMONY



FAMILY MEMBERS OF THE “GUARDIANS OF THE MOUNTAIN”



BROTHERHOOD / FAMILIES / GUESTS
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