
On April 29, a group of film buffs gathered to enjoy four gems 
from the past, in the presence of their creators. The morning 
presentation of Le dernier glacier presented a real human fresco, 
both social and territorial, in a successful blend of documen-
tary and fiction. The film was edited in a multi-screen format, 
including little anthropological pearls, such as the moment we 
see the Montagnais babysitter playing bingo on the radio, with 
the announcements in French, English and Montagnais, all of 
this set against the unique background of Northern Quebec! 
Jacques Leduc was there to explain how he and co-director, 
Roger Frappier, shared the documentary and fiction segments 
of the film.

After a delightful 
break for the buf-
fet in the cafete-
ria, where many 
old friendships 
were renewed, the 
happy group of 
filmgoers headed 
back to the com-
fort of the Pierre-
Perrault theatre to 

be mesmerized by Colin Low’s beautiful first film, 
Corral, shot in 1954 on the ranch in Southern Alberta, where 
his father was the Manager. Having been brought up on horse-

back, Colin was able to explain in detail how the young horse 
was broken in, with the rider allowing him an unbridled run, 
constrained only by a halter.
Next, we relived life on the road 
in 1962 with a handsome young 
Paul Anka, in Lonely Boy, as he 
performs at different venues 
in the States, surrounded by 
crowds of swooning young wo-
men. Roman Kroitor was there 
to tell us about the making of the film and Marcel Carrière 
recounted the problems of shooting in the midst of a delirious 
crowd of screaming fans.
Tom Daly joined us to present Helicopter Canada, completed 
in 1966. This was probably the most widely seen NFB pro-
duction worldwide, as every Canadian embassy and consulate 
received prints to promote Canada. We enjoyed again the ama-
zing footage, such as the pursuit of a group of Rocky Mountain 
sheep over hill and valley and mountainside, by a daredevil 
helicopter pilot – and a brave Jeep Boyko on camera. 
Gilles Blais came forward after the screening, with a touching 
account of his teenage years, borrowing films from Olivier 
Fougères at the old NFB office in Rimouski, watching pro-
ductions by Colin Low, Roman Kroitor and Tom Daly, among 
others. He explained how he had learned to work with a ca-
mera almost anywhere – including a camel’s back! This was 
a true Nostalgia Day, full of delightful anecdotes with these 
veteran filmmakers.

Roger Frappier and Jacques Leducr

A REAL ‘NOSTALGIA’ FILM DAY!  
By Anthony Kent

 June 25 :  Cruise and Imax film

  August 13 :  Golf tournament at Golf Atlantide

  September :  Film Day

  November :  Fifteen Anniversary of NFB Club

  December :  Christmas Lunch at Le Bordelais
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YES… A STRIkE?
The mood at our first bowls tournament, held on May 13 at Le Spot club in Cartierville, was nothing if not cheerful. A jolly 
group of lads and lasses had a ball, sharing their excitement at wins and losses and celebrating the pleasure of getting together 
again. Two hours of utter satisfaction (and of unaccustomed exercise for most of the players!). At the conclusion of the contest, 
one question was asked: When can we do this again?
A tournament must have a winning team; this time it was Sam Bisante, Dora Bisante, Pierrette Birkett and Lucille Métayer, who 
achieved a total of 2,274 points, an individual average of 180. Congratulations to these “young” things!

Till the next time 
Jean Glinn

We had chosen a marvellous spring 
day, March 25, 2009, to visit the su-
gar shack. The snow between the ma-
ples glittered in the brilliant sunshi-
ne. It was a charming place, just the 
right size, with a good fire burning in 
the hearth, a piano in a corner, and 
a typical and tasty bill of fare: vege-
table or pea soup, baked omelette, 
maple-smoked ham, potatoes, pork 
cracklings, home-made bread, eggs 
in syrup, home-made pickles, maple 
dumplings and crispy pancakes, as 
much as one could eat, plentifully 
sprinkled with maple syrup, followed 
by tea or coffee. Our host Mr. Luc 
Locat greeted us with a little song of 
welcome. He gave a draw for a bottle 
of this year’s syrup, which was won by 
Ron Jones. The snow-pulled taffy was served after we had taken 
a short walk in the maple grove. We were in the beautiful re-
gion of Lanaudière at the Domaine de la Tournée sugar shack, 
50 Chemin de la Carrière in St-Jacques-de-Montcalm. Forty-
three of us took part in this delightful day in the country. 
Many Amerindian legends – Micmac, Algonquin and Iroquois 
– recount how their people learned about the maple sap, often 
regarded as a blessing from the Great Spirit. Today, there are 

five stages in the production of the sy-
rup: tapping, when a hole is made in the 
tree to collect the sap; collecting, which 
must be done every day; filtering to re-
move the impurities; evaporation, when 
the sap is boiled down (it takes 45 litres 
of sap to make one litre of syrup); and 
storage in a dry temperate atmosphere 
in glass bottles or cans. 
The sugar maple is a native North Ame-
rican tree that grows only in the northern 
regions of the continent. It can live for 
250 years. The wood is very hard, and 
the bark grey and rough. Heralded by a 
crack of thunder, spring awakes the sap 
in the maples. The Native women of the 
forest made buckets out of birch bark 
and the men did all the work of collec-
ting the sap; together they thanked the 

spirit of the sugar maple for its wholesome sap.
As a bonus, let me offer you a great recipe for French toast. 
Beat 3 eggs till fluffy, add plain yoghurt, season with nutmeg 
and a little crumbled maple sugar. Dip 4 slices of bread in the 
mixture, fry on both sides in a little olive oil and serve topped 
with maple syrup. A scrumptious breakfast treat! 

Nicole Lamothe

OuTING TO A SuGAR ShAck
by Nicole Fréchette

2



I’m writing to you from Oaxaca, where I work at the Centro 
de Esperanza Infantil (Oaxaca Street Children Grassroots), a 
centre founded to care for street children and offer them 
access to an education. Several of the families are people 
of the Trique nation, who have come to the city fleeing 
political violence and extreme poverty. For these families 
the cost of putting their children through school is out of 
the question.
The cultural diversity of the State of Oaxaca is most unu-
sual. It is home to sixteen ethnic groups, making it the 
largest and richest concentration of cultures in Mexico. 
The Zapotec people are the most numerous. Like all the 
other groups, they speak their own language or dialect, 
wear their traditional dress and have their own music, 
dances and crafts. The Guelaguetza festival, held every 
summer, is a manifestation of Zapotec culture and draws 
many visitors.
Every day I spend in the Centre is unforgettable. A few 
days ago I acted as interpreter for a local family and a 
couple from New York who are sponsoring a seven-year-
old girl, Marisol, who is now going to school thanks to 
their support. It was an encounter that could have been 
the subject of an NFB documentary. Marisol’s mother works as 
a cleaner in a hotel for 100 pesos a day (less than ten dollars). 
Her father has been out of work for some time. The annual 

cost of sponsoring a child 
varies between $150 and 
$225.
Last Friday a retired doctor 
from Illinois accompanied 
by his wife offered two 
days of medical consulta-
tion for the children in the 
daycare centre and their 
mothers, and I interpreted 
for them. I also help the 
teacher in charge of the 
twelve four-year-old chil-
dren who currently attend 
the Centre. A breakfast is 
served at about 9 am. You 
should see them all lining 
up to wash their hands 
before breakfast and then 
to clean their teeth afte-
rwards. Yesterday, as I was 
walking through a park 
where most of the parents 
of these children sell their 
handicrafts, a little girl ran 
out from among the array 
of articles and clothing 
and came to give me a hug 

w i t h 
the kind of smile that lifts your heart. This 
morning at the Centre she gave me the same heart-warming 
smile and said, “I saw you yesterday.”
So as you see, the Centre offers meals, covers the costs of schoo-
ling for the poorest families and also provides medical consul-
tation. Counselling on nutrition, hygiene and preventive me-
dicine is also part of the program. 
At present the Centre is helping some 400 children. The staff 
consists of the director (from the United States), un adminis-
trator who speaks Spanish, English and French, an accountant, 
a social services counsellor, the young daycare and kindergarten 
teacher, a cook, a cleaner and the volunteers, most of whom 
come from Europe and the United States. 
A volunteer from England, a retired teacher and freelance pho-
tographer, gives painting workshops for the children with the 
help of an artist from Denmark. As for me, I help wherever 
I’m needed, mainly by interpreting, writing translations and 
lending a hand with the daycare centre. 
Of the young people who have had the benefit of the program, 
some have even been able to go to university. The other day 
a young doctor who had just completed his medical studies 
was having lunch with the director. This young man who had 
been helped by the Centre was now offering his services free of 
charge in gratitude for the help he had been given.
My work here finishes at the end of the month, but as you can 
guess, once again I have good reason to return to Oaxaca next 
winter. My best regards to each and every one of you. To learn 
more, log on to 
www.oaxacastreetchildrengrassroots.org 

News from Oaxaca, Mexico
by Janine Edoin
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“The first course was an olive. Well… it looked like an olive, it 
was the colour and shape of an olive. You put it in your mouth 
and it burst on your tongue, revealing an extremely light olive 
oil, wrapped in a membrane so thin it was invisible. Wow!”… 
Guy’s eyes still sparkle at the memory of the sumptuous meal 
he enjoyed on May 2, 2007, his sixtieth birthday, at the world’s 
best restaurant, celebrated chef Ferran Adrià’s El Bulli, near Ro-
ses on the Costa Brava.

After the “olive” came dishes such as “a truffle glazed with tar-
ragon-flavoured carrots served with grapes marinated in pas-
sion-fruit juice”, “snail eggs”, “polenta gnocchi with coffee and 
saffron yuba and margarita flowers”… 
and so on through thirty-five courses, 
accompanied by sparkling Cava to start 
with, then a Chablis and concluding 
with a dessert wine.* At El Bulli you 
choose the wine but not the menu, and 
the meal takes almost six hours.
You can’t just drop by. Reservations 
are made in October for the following 
year and 8,000 diners are selected from 
the two million requests received every 
year. “I sent an e-mail, though I had no 
great hopes, and I was chosen. It’s not 
cheap… but I don’t regret a penny of it. 
This was an experience, a “trip” of a life-
time. Would we go back? Perhaps, but 
it’s also rather fun to be able to say there 
are things we’ve done only once in our 
lives!”
It’s because he loves to cook − and eat − 
that Guy is so interested in the experi-
mental cookery now influencing chefs all 
over the world. This experience has even 
made him eager to try using seaweed as 
a gelling agent and other unusual ingre-
dients in the near future.

A cook? Yes! Not just a weekend cook but an enthusiast who 
can be found day after day in the kitchen making the regular 
meals, treating his family and friends to delicious food, and on 
occasion feeding gangs of ravenous thirty-year-olds.

32 PLAISIRS GOURMANDS
In 2004, when he retired, he dedicated to his staff 32 plaisirs 
gourmands, a book of thirty-two recipes symbolizing his years 
with the NFB. Several of the recipes must have reminded them 
of happy times, because over the years Guy had created dishes 
just for them. The recipes are his mostly own or family ones, 
some the creations of chefs; all of them are accompanied by 
witty, appetizing commentary, charming photos and drawings 
by his daughter Isabelle.** They include an onion tart and a 
roast leg of lamb that make you long to taste them.
His reputation has even gone abroad! “Ever since my daughter 
completed her MBA at Simon Fraser, she has invited her old 
classmates to the family chalet every winter. They come for a 
long weekend from all over the place: Germany, England, On-
tario, New York, Quebec, British Columbia. Some even bring 
their kids. And it’s me who cooks for the whole gang. Recently 
they decided to celebrate the tenth anniversary of their gra-
duation by renting a big house at the top of a cliff on Pender 
Island, in the Strait of Georgia off Vancouver Island. Who to 
invite to take charge of the commissariat? Why, Geneviève’s 
daddy, of course.” So our Guy was conscripted. “Everything

In the series lIFe AFter tHe nFB

A MEETING WITh GuY GAuThIER, 
cook, administrator, traveller, gourmet, sportsman and proud grandfather

By MArie-Pierre treMBlAy

The first of the thirty-five courses

Françoise et Guy, le 2 mai 2007.
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had to be brought in, since the island has few shops. Twenty 
people, three meals a day, seven days… It was hard work, but 
a lot of fun. I even had the time to go off hiking and kayaking. 
They were a great bunch of people!” 
His hobby has led him to cook for his buddies. “You know, 
when it’s a dark or rainy day, and you don’t feel like watching a 
film or reading, for me I need a manual, creative activity and I 
find it in my kitchen. As there are only two of us, I make extra 
servings that I freeze, and later I write to my gourmet friends 
and offer them my little dishes. I think I enjoy the writing 
as much as I do the cooking! First come, first served; usually 
everything’s gone in one day. At Christmas time I make ragout 
and meat pies. Françoise, who is not at all keen on cooking, 
has become an expert pastry and meatball roller. In 2007 we 
got carried away by the Christmas spirit. Making fifteen pies 
and rolling 500 meatballs – that’s a lot of pastry and a lot of 
meat! This year she opted out… But that kind of cooking is 
not typical of my style. I prefer to make them dishes like fillet 
of salmon with vanilla sauce or pork tenderloin with a mustard 
sauce. Of course, since everything is home-made, they want 
second helpings.”

FREEDOM, FREEDOM!
 “Yes, I do get out of the kitchen. I enjoy outdoor sports: golf, 
tennis, cycling, cross-country skiing, skating, a brisk walk. I’m 
also a board member of the ACTRA Fraternal Benefit Society, 
an organization that manages fringe benefits, pension plans 
and other benefits for members of ACTRA (Alliance of Ca-
nadian Cinema and Television Artists) and the WGC (Writers 
Guild of Canada). I am vice-president of the Caisse Desjardins 
de la Culture, which provides complete financial services to 
individuals and companies in the arts community (members 
of Union des artistes, SARTEC, Union des écrivains, Guilde 

des musiciens, staff of the NFB and UQAM, etc.). So I stay in 
touch with loads of people in the arts, but I’ve always refused 

to work as a consultant for any organi-
zation other than the NFB Club. With 
Claude Parent and Lyle Cruickshank, I 
wrote a report on the interests of Club 
members. I retired to be able to do as I 
please, not to work.”
“We also like to get away. Every other 
year or so we take a trip abroad. Tus-
cany in 2004, Languedoc-Roussillon in 
2007. We spent time in Louisiana befo-
re Katrina, and have made other trips to 
the States… And Françoise and I spend 
a lot of time with our granddaughter 
Camille. We’re the back-up team, in a 
way, as I think many former employees 
of the NFB are for their children and 
grandchildren.”

Guy Gauthier joined the NFB in 1973 
as staffing adviser. He was head of staff 
relations and later director of Human 
Resources. He retired in 2004.

32 PLAISIRS
GOURMANDS

GUY

What more need we say?
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My partner and I had long been fascinated by the idea of South 
Africa, and for once in our lives we had enough time off to take 
a long trip. So it was “South Africa here we come!” We were 
primarily interested in the wildlife aspect of the land – safaris, 
savannah and so on. And since we’d have to travel so far to 
reach the parks, we thought we might as well see something of 
the rest of the country. 

With the help of guidebooks and information we found in 
magazines and on the Web, we worked out our itinerary for 
ourselves. The main stages were as follows:
•  The Cape
•  The Cape Peninsula
•  The vineyard region (Stellenbosch, Franschhoek)
•  Addo Elephant National Park
•  The Wild Coast (from Grahamstown to Pietermaritzburg)
•  Hluhluwe Umfolozi Park
•  St. Lucia: a seaside holiday
•  The landlocked Kingdom of  

Swaziland
•  Kruger National Park
•  Blyde River Canyon, the third largest in the world
•  Pretoria
•  The Drakensberg Mountains
•  The Karoo (yet another park)
•  Swellendam (more vineyards)
Before leaving the Cape we rented a car, the cheapest we could 
find. It was a Tata, and we called it Auntie. A little vehicle made 
in India, it was a cross between a tin can and a lawnmower 
with a trunk the size of my handbag. We didn’t know before-
hand that some regions are truly mountainous: Auntie really 
had to struggle to get to the top of the peaks! All the same, we 
managed to cover some 9,000 km of roads, generally in good 

condition (the roads, not us!) and well signposted.
Climate-wise, it was fall in those latitudes, an ideal time to 
visit; the weather was mild, and we had only three or four days 
of rain during the entire trip. And knowing that lodging inside 
the parks is relatively limited, we had taken the precaution of 
booking well in advance on the Internet. We hit no snags, and 
everything went like clockwork!

I used to think that wherever one went, 
seaside or mountains, lakes or forests, na-
ture was much the same in any country. 
How wrong I was! South Africa is really 
a land apart, utterly spectacular in the 
beauty of its landscapes and their amazing 
variety. The word ‘small’ is not applicable 
to anything here. The geography seems to 
have been moulded by some playful giant 
making colossal sandcastles and dropping 
huge boulders here and there as if they 
were pebbles. From time to time along 
the way I felt as if we were on the roof 
of the world, looking down from some 
mountain top over the veldt stretching 
away as far as the eye could see.
The main goal of the trip was to go on 
safari. It was hard to choose among the 
many parks, both state-run and private, 
scattered across this immense territory. I’ll 
just tell you about Kruger National Park, 

the most famous and impressive of all. Located in the far eas-
tern part of the country, it comprises some 23,000 square km 
(375 x 60 km) and is home to huge numbers of animals that 
roam free: elephants, rhinoceros, big cats, giraffes, zebra and a 
wide variety of antelopes, to name just a few. Accommodation 
for visitors ranges from simple camp sites to luxurious lodges. 
All the camps are surrounded by electric fences to keep the 
wildlife out.
A network of packed-earth trails covers the park, and a paved 
road runs between the different camps. To see game, the trick 
is to leave camp first thing in the morning (the gates open at 6 
am) or at the end of the day, either in your own vehicle or in 
a truck with a guide. Safety regulations prohibit visitors from 
getting out of their vehicles, but the windows can be left open 
quite safely.
To be alone in the bush, in the silence and cool air of the early 
morning, surrounded by giraffes and zebras, is an indescribable 
experience. We stayed in the park for eight days, long enough 
to become rather good at tracking the animals!
There’s a whole lot more I could tell you about this wonderful 
country – the warm welcome we were given by the local peo-
ple, the legendary vineyards, the amazing gardens (and that was 
in the fall; what they must be like in springtime I can scarcely 
imagine), the endless beaches (200 unspoiled km of them). If 
you’d like to know more, let’s meet and talk at the next Club 
get-together! 

SEVEN WEEkS ON ThE ROAD IN SOuTh AFRIcA
By colette gendron
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Hello! My name is Andrée Delagrave, and many of you will 
remember me: I worked at the NFB for thirty-one years as a 
clerk and technical coordinator in the French Program. Let 
me tell you how I came by the job. 
At the age of seventeen I left my home town of Sorel-Tracy 
to go to secretarial school and learn English in the United 
States for two years. Before joining the NFB I worked for an 
advertising agency. My British bosses liked my work, but al-
though it was a formative experience it was also nerve-wrac-
king. I had trouble with the cultural differences, the short 
deadlines and speedy turnover required in the field of adver-
tising. After a year and a half I left the agency and became a 
freelance copy editor.
One morning I happened to see in La Presse that the NFB was 
looking for part-time employees. I didn’t hesitate for a second, 
thinking that at least this work would help me make ends 
meet. I was immediately taken on as a temp and never left! My 
brief career as a freelancer stopped short there and then. 
At the start I spent a year working for the Technical Depart-
ment in the laboratory coordination office with Jim Bell and 
Edouard Davidovici. It was the hub of the department, as it 
was where the working priorities of the lab were laid down. On 
the other side of the corridor, a French Program production 
unit had been launched to coincide with International Wo-
men’s Year. Obviously, change was in the air, and as an inquisi-
tive twenty-three-year-old newcomer I was fascinated.
The year of the Montreal Olympics I became a permanent em-
ployee in the Camera Department, the pool of cameramen and 
assistant cameramen. I was very aware of the synergy permea-
ting the NFB in those days. For several years I was happy to 
work with assertive bosses who were quite capable of making 
a stand when necessary, people who were natural outlaws, and 
here I take the opportunity to salute men such as Jean Roy, 
Pierre Letarte and Laval Fortier.
Meanwhile I got married and in 1985 gave birth to an adora-
ble little girl. After maternity leave and occasional absences, I 
returned to the NFB as technical coordinator in the Regional 
Studio under Guy Maguire as executive producer and Thérèse 
Descary as producer. We had producers and marketing officers 
in Toronto, Winnipeg and Moncton. Those were exiting and

 

creative 
years. I recall an impromptu supper at my house for the whole 
studio and a team from the Moncton office, three tables full of 
guests. We cooked lobsters in a pot of boiling water in the yard 
and celebrated the several films that had been submitted to the 
programming committee.
Thereafter I survived a number of restructuring schemes, wor-
king in various documentary production studios which were 
forever redefining themselves in terms of their names! Finally, 
moving from documentaries to animation, I ended my NFB 
career at the Animation Studio under the aegis of Pierre Hébert 
and Marcel Jean.
It was a wonderful merry-go-round, and I’m proud of it, ha-
ving had the opportunity to work with both film technology 
and digital technology. And above all, what a privilege it was 
to spend most of my professional life in an environment dedi-
cated to creativity, with colleagues all equally passionate about 
their work. The friendships I made at the NFB have been deep 
and enduring. 
I have been in retirement since 2005 and live with my dau-
ghter, who is currently completing her Master’s degree in psy-
choeducation. I do volunteer work for cultural organizations 
such as the Blue Metropolis literature festival, and especially 
for the Société d’étude et de conferences (Study and Confe-
rence Society). I attend crea-
tive writing workshops, keep a 
diary and am very interested in 
story-telling and poetry. Wat-
ching movies is still an abiding 
passion. Since retiring I have 
travelled, spending time in 
Paris, Italy and Tunisia. There 
are still a lot of things I want to 
discover: that’s the advantage 
of having time.

LET ME INTRODucE MYSELF...

FILMMAkERS-IN-RESIDENcE
 IN 

FRENch PROGRAM
Filmmakers Paule Baillargeon and Philippe Baylaucq 
have been chosen as filmmakers-in-residence for a two-
year period following a competition that attracted 105 
applications. They will benefit from outstanding creative 
support for their documentary film projects. Congratula-
tions to the prize winners and happy shooting! 
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Allow me to introduce myself, Lise Bélanger, born in Ville 
Saint-Laurent on July 1, 1932.
I studied classics at Collège Marie de France, piano at École 
Vincent D’Indy and history of music under the direction of 
Auguste Descarries at Université de Montréal. I also learned 
how to dance the tango between 2006 and 2008!
From 1969 to 1976 I worked for the National Film Board as 
film rental officer. It was also my job to write the one-sheets 
for the fantasy and animation films. Once I even took over the 
management of the film library while the director was away on 
vacation. Those were happy years, and I was sad when the time 
came to leave.
In 1971 I directed S’aimer toute une vie at the Vidéographe. 
The film sold in France and Belgium and was reviewed in Le 
Monde by Louis Marcorelles. I was asked by the Vanier Insti-
tute to take part in a seminar and by Châtelaine magazine to a 
round-table discussion, where a good-looking man asked me 

about my life. Like me, he had five children and was in the 
throes of a divorce. He invited me to a nearby restaurant to 
drink a Seven Up. Six months later I went to live with him, to-
gether with my children, and after four years of living together 
we got married.
From 1976 on I worked in a Canada Customs and Revenue of-
fice at the Saint-Armand Philipsburg border crossing. Since re-
tiring in 1994 I have taken to bee-keeping, and Radio-Canada 
broadcast a twenty-minute interview with me on the subject.
In 2007 I published two animal stories for children, Volume : 
Apiflora et Ratolus followed by Babette la moufette (Babette 
the Skunk) and Anecdotes d’une apicultrice (Tales of a Bee-
keeper). Volume 2: Un, deux, trois la grosse bête bleue arrive 
(One, Two, Three, the Big Blue Beast is Here). In 2008 I pu-
blished Volume 3: Poulot le coq du village (Poulot the Village 
Rooster).
More at…  http://www.contesani-
maliers.com. In 2007 I published 
two animal stories for children, Vo-
lume : Apiflora et Ratolus followed 
by Babette la moufette (Babette the 
Skunk) and Anecdotes d’une apicul-
trice (Tales of a Bee-keeper). Volume 
2: Un, deux, trois la grosse bête bleue 
arrive (One, Two, Three, the Big Blue 
Beast is Here). In 2008 I published Volume 3: Poulot le coq du 
village (Poulot the Village Rooster).
More at…  http://www.contesanimaliers.com.

LET ME INTRODucE MYSELF...

AND ThE WINNERS ARE...
On behalf of the Executive Committee, I am happy to thank 
so many of you for taking part in the draw for the two Sony 
Handycam video cameras.  More than 1,000 tickets were pur-
chased, that is in fact an exceptional participation.
 On May 6, representing Human Resources at the NFB, Nor-
mand Gagnon drew the two winning tickets, in the Club of-
fice at the Board.  Peter Vincent in Calgary, won the prize for 
members living more than 100 km. from Montreal and Bill 
Graziadei for members living within 100 km. (see the photo, 
together with Francine Simard).  
 Many thanks to you all for your much appreciated participa-
tion - and until next year...  

Jean Glinn

NEWS OF MEMbERS
During the past few months, three old friends died.  
We must sadly say goodbye to Ken McCready, Dorothy 
Greig and Ann Vautier.  Many of us knew them well, 
over many years, and we will remember them fondly.
 Nicki Merula has recently retired and joined the Club, 
while several old friends and colleagues have rejoined 
us.  We are happy to welcome back Nicole Lamothe, 
Jean-Claude Mahe and Rita Roy.»
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