From the Editor

emembrance Day services are echoing in my

ears. September 11 is gnawing at my heart,

and Canadian armed forces personmnel are
sailing to active combat in the Gulf, (Admittedly,
being in the centre of the U.S. fleet is probably
the safest place on earth.) And bombs are falling
on Afghanistan.

Your ink-stained editor has long since given
up hope of ever making sense of this world of ours, but he can still dream. I find myself singing old
friend Ed McCurdy’s song a lot, lately. You might want to join in ...

“Last night I had the strangest dream, I never dreamed before. I dreamed the world had all
agreed to put an end to war.”






