
     I am pleased to have 
the opportunity to ad-

dress the members of the 
Regimental family through 

this first issue of what I 
hope will become a 

frequent issue of òSemper 

Fidelisó, our Regimental newsletter. 
     Looking back over the first few months 

of our training year it is hard to believe we 
accomplished so much.  Two weekends in 

September, including a visit from the Army 
Commander, LGen Devlin and the Army 

Sergeant-Major, CWO Moretti, started the 
year and, depending on individualsõ involve-

ment with various activities such as the 
Territorial Battalion Group (Domestic 

Operations unit), it was not uncommon to 
work two or three weekends a months in 

addition to hectic work, school and family 
schedules.  There is little doubt that most 
of us are looking forward to a well de-

served break over the holidays.  Take that 
time to rest & relax and prepare for a busy 

new year. 

     òMay you live in interesting timesó is 
attributed as a Chinese curse of ancient 

origins.  As we head into 2011 and, in 
particular, with the Army seeing a major 

transition in its mission in Afghanistan, it is 
into òinteresting timesó we head at full 

speed.  At this time, no one is sure what 
impact on the unit these changes will bring 

but, whatever they are, they will be differ-
ent than what weõve been dealing with over 

the last several years.  Whatever the future 
holds, I donõt see us slowing down much in 
the future.  West Novas have always been 

known for their flexibility and doggedness 
in accomplishing their tasks.  I suspect weõll 

continue to need these attributes in the 

future! 
     As of the date we go to the presses 
with this newsletter, five of the 10 soldiers 

who have been deployed to Afghanistan 
over the last six months have returned 
safely home with the other five due in the 

next weeks.  At the same time, an addi-
tional two soldiers have deployed with an 

officer deploying in January.  Our work in 

Commanding Officerõs Message 

preparing these soldiers continues to be 

vitally important and I know you will join 
with me in wishing them Godspeed and a 

safe return.  From my family to each of 
yours, I want to wish you a very Merry 

Christmas, a Happy New Year and best 

wishes for a safe and restful holiday. 

 

GB Thomson 

Lieutenant-Colonel 

 

started out by enforcing the rules of Disci-

pline, Deportment, Dress and Develop-

ment?  
Some of the more senior soldiers may 

scoff at those four points and think that 
they are only appropriate in garrison to 

keep the RSM happy and off our backs and 
that they don't have any relevance in the 

field or "on tour."  
I beg to differ with you because those 

four points are among the foundations of 

leadership and since every rifleman is a 
leader we must enforce those points. If we 

don't enforce those points we simply be-
come an armed dangerous mob rather than 

proud Canadian soldiers. 
Although the basic role of the infantry - 

to close with and destroy the enemy- has 

not radically changed throughout history 
we need to anticipate the future and adapt 

to changes. The pace and nature of change 
dramatically influences the new environ-

ment around us. We must continuously up-
grade our skills to be prepared for the 

inevitable changes. We cannot sit back and 
rest on our hard earned laurels. Once again 

we come back to leadership and as leaders 
we must all seek out opportunities for 

professional development.  
 We are a career of choice. We 

are also very competitive. The days of 
walking into the local armoury and almost 

automatically being enrolled are gone. In 
order to be selected to be a West Nova 

you must be intelligent, fit and be willing to 
give up a lot of your personal time for 

service to your country and to your regi-
ment. You are all those things and I con-

gratulate you for them. 
 While I have said that you will 

have to give up a lot of our personal time, 
that doesn't mean that you have to give up 

your personal life or your families. On the 
contrary our families are an extension of 

our regimental family. I encourage you to 
keep your family informed about what you 

are doing and attempt to engage your 

family with any regimental social activities. 
I want to wish each and every one of 

you the best of luck in your tasks, courses 
or upcoming deployments. To the Regi-

mental Association I look forward to the 
continued cooperation and mutual support 

between the Regiment and the association. 
With that in mind I want to put in a plug to 

all members of the regiment and the asso-
ciation to make our annual Reunion here at 

our Home Station, Camp Aldershot, a truly 
memorable event. Memorable for good 

things of course! 
To close off I want to tell you how 

proud I was to have been chosen to be 

your Regimental Sergeant Major and to 
have had the privilege to serve you and 

represent your interests to the Command-
ing Officers. What a unique experience it 

has been. For the NCOs of the regiment I 
challenge each one of you to fight amongst 

yourselves to be selected as the RSM. You 

will not regret it.  

 

SEMPER FIDELIS 

 

B.M. Fitzgerald 

Chief Warrant Officer 
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     Welcome to the first 
edition of our regimental 

newsletter. It is another 
tool in our communica-

tions tool box. I encour-
age all of you to read it 

and to put forth ideas for 
improvement and more importantly to 

provide ideas for future articles or better 

yet to write articles for the newsletter. 
This first edition is both my hello to 

the newer members of the regiment and 

good bye to all members. 
We have a strong and proud regiment 

that has deployed soldiers under the sun-
burst of the West Nova hat badge from 

Sicily to Afghanistan and too many places in 

between to name. 
The West Novas have always been 

known as among the best infantry soldiers 
in the Canadian Army and thus among the 

best in the world. To maintain that world 
class standard we must focus on the defeat 

of the enemy by unrelenting emphasis on 
the mastery of fighting skills, battle fitness 

and weapons handling. Every infanteer is 
foremost a rifleman and every rifleman is a 

leader.  
Some of you may think that since I'm 

"only" a recruit or "only" a private how can 

I be a leader? How about if each one of us 
started out by enforcing the rules of Disci-

pline, Deportment, Dress and Develop-

ment?  
Some of you may think that since I'm 

"only" a recruit or "only" a private how can 
I be a leader? How about if each one of us 

Regimental Sergeant Majorõs Message 



STILLY NIGHT  

 
Seven of my seventy Christmases have 

been spent strangely and afar. 
 

From them I am able to prove that Christ-

mas catches you, wherever you are. 
And the strangest of them was spent in the 

mid- winter mid- Atlantic. Ahead of us, a half- 

submerged monster, the grey sea breaking 
over its sea- grey, surging deadliness, 

ploughed the British battleship revenge. 
 

To the south of us, ghostly in its lighter 
blue- grey, the French battleship Dunkerque 

vanished are appeared in the broken rhythm 
of the ocean. Astern, the French battle 

cruiser LaGlorie seemed to be keeping us in 

her sights. 
 

And far and wide around us, like por-
poises, the eye catching them mostly when 

they burst the sea on their knife- edgerõs, 
were the little destroyers, plunging, gliding, 

and seething. 
 

What a setting for Christmas! 
 

What a setting for five P.M. of a Christmas 

Eve. 
 

Watching the duck coming down, we 
huddled in sheltered angles of the deck of the 

Polish liner Chrobry, and no doubt thought of 

home. 
 

Most of the 1.208 of us in khaki would not 

see home again for five years. Many of us 

would never see it again. 
 

Of the 340 of us in the nondescript work-
ing clothes of the Polish merchant marine, the 

shipõs company, all would be in the sea in less 
then four months, off Narvik, Norway, and 

the great white ship, her whiteness snarled 
and smeared in the grotesqueness of camou-

flage, would be on the bottom. 
 

And that stately, spectral Dunkerque, 
fading to the south, what new and fateful 

meaning her name would have for us in less 
then five months! But she herself in humbles 

hiding in a little slimy North African port. 
 

We were the second convoy of the First 

Canadian Division, and it was Christmas Eve, 

1939. 
 

The darkness deepened. One by one the 

farther vessels vanished, no light showing 
anywhere. One by one the six other troop- 

laden liners melted into the night around us. 
 

Well? Said Andy OõBrian, the sports writer 

turned war correspondent for the duration. 
 

Letõs go below, said Sammy Robertson of 
the Canadian Press, who three years later 

was o be lost at sea in another ship, torpe-

doed. 
 

Itõs the Polish custom, I reminded. 
 

To me, Sammy Robertson, in the darkness, 

itõs rather wonderful. These Poles, this shipõs 
company, inviting us all for Christmas dinner! 

They havenõt had a word from their homes, 
their wives, children, for four months. Since 
September, they have been wandering the sea 

like pilgrims, like the Flying Dutchman, home-
less wherever they go. And by golly, they 

invite us to be their guests for Christmas 
dinner! The troops are to be the guests of the 

crew. And the officers the guests of the shipõs 

officersé 
 

I wonder, I said what it will be like. 
 

We went below to our cabin, to fresh up. 

We would respond, in out best bib and 
tucker, to this Christmas hospitality in so 

improbable a situation. 
 

The corridors of the din- lit ship were bust 
with the West Novas. The unit the Chrobry 

was carrying was the West Nova Scotia 
Battalion, a rugged Maritime brotherhood of 

fishermen, miners, farmers, apple growers, 
not to mention drug clerks, store keepers, 

truck drivers, school teachers, schoolboys. 
They were thronging the corridors, heading 

for below decks on the big main dining saloon 
of the liner, all its mirrors stowed all its 
pretty fixtures left in some strange port. A 

troop transport! 
 

Andy OõBrien and I shared a cabin. 
 

Our door burst open. Holy doodle! Cried 
Sammy Robertson, com on below! You 

should see this place! 
 

Down the corridors, down the stairways, 

we followed Sammy, among the crowd of 
soldiers. Ahead we could hear the din of men 

in meeting. When we craned our way into the 

great saloon, there it was. Christmas. 
 

The poles has gone ashore, in Halifax, and 

laid in an enormous stack of fir and spruce, 
three times life- size Christmas trees that 

lines the walls of the war- bared dining saloon 
of the ship, hiding its iron bones. The trees 

were decorated with lights, tinsel, bright 
coloured objects of every conceivable shape 

that would shine: tin, brass, clipped metal 
from the shipõs stores. The long tables of a 

troop transport, unlovelier then a political 
picnicõs, were bright with white cloths, 

starred with a cluster of candles. 
 

Flowers, yes, sir, flowers in vases. 
 

As the West Novas, incredulous and noisy, 

sought their places at the tables, the Polish 
waiters and stewards, the crewman not on 

duty above decks, the men from the purserõs 
office and the sick bay, came from the kitch-

ens with the Christmas feast. 
 

It was a Polish feast. The dishes were the 

traditional things there lonely men would 
have had, if they were home. There was 

music and singing from them, retaliatory 
music and singing from the West Novas, 

pounding their tables. There came huge gin-
gerbread girls, iced in colours, and the West 

Novas were introduced to the Polish custom 
of breaking these cookies among oneõs 

friends: you take a bite of mine; Iõll take a bite 

of yours. 
 

We four war correspondents, watching to 

see seven oõclock creeping up on us, when we 
were expected in the captainõs big dining 

room above, left the rising tumult, down 
there in the bowels of the ship, with very 

strange feelings in our heads and hearts. 
 

Come on, you fellows! Called one of the 

West Novas officers, this way! 

 
Capt. Deschaikowski was in his formal 

uniform, as were all his officers. They greeted 

the thirty, thirty- five of us from the West 

Novas and a few supernumeraries, like our-
selves, in an anteroom. We moved into the 

dining cabin. It glowed with a Christmas 
nimbus like theirs, like ours, the evergreens, 

the candles, the bright colours of flowers and 
silver. The best china, the shining crystal, the 

fine wines, the feast of food, strange, Polish, 
gourmet, proud. We had the traditional 

cookies, which we broke with our hosts. We 

made speeches. We sang a couple of songs. 
 

The Revenge, Dunkerque, LaGlorie, the 
Destroyers the six sister transports.  Outside 

that very door, that shrouded, curtained 
door, where no chink of this lovely light dare 

peepé 
 

So far, so good. 
 

Itõs a trifle before seven oõclock. 
 

Christmas is an hour away. 
 

Up rises the lieutenant- colonel command-

ing the West Nova Scotia Battalion, from his 

place on Capt. Deschaikowskiõs right. 
 

Lt. Col. Rev. G.W. Bullock. 
 

Reverend, did I say? Yes, sir, yes madam, 
Reverend! Rector of the Anglican parish of 

Bridgewater, Nova Scotia who raised and 
recruited this battalion, and who now com-

mands it. 
 

Gentlemen, says he, may I invite you now 
to below to the men of my battalion and the 

usual Christmas Eve service in the celebration 
of the Nativity of our Lord. Following this, the 

chaplain of my regiment, Captain the Rev. T.F. 
Cashen, will conduct the Roman Catholic 

midnight Christmas Mass. 
 

This is the truth. The truth of Christmas 

Eve aboard the Polish ship Chrobry in the 

year 1939. 
 

We went below. And in the big dining 

saloon where the troops had finished their 

dinner, the altar had been set up. 
 

And the Lieutenant- Colonel commanding 
the West Nova Scotia Battalion put on his 

surplice and vestments over his soldiers 
uniform and conducted the office of the 

Anglican prayer book that marks the Nativity 
of our Lord. And no man in the jammed shipõs 

great belly moved. 
 

And when the lieutenant- colonel com-
manding removed his vestments and surplice 

and took his place among his men, the battal-
ionõs chaplain, the priest, Father Cashen, 

stepped up to the same altar, laid out on it his 
linen and his missal and his little golden chal-

ice, and while no man moved of us all, began 

the midnight Christmas Mass. 
 

And that, my friends in the midnight Atlan-
tic, and that winter gale, and those unseen 

ships plunging with us on a long, far errand, 

was my ecumenical Christmas. 
 

Rev. Bullock, due to his age was unable to 

command the West Nova Scotia Regiment in the 
field. He reverted to the rank of Captain in order 

to follow then to Italy in 1943, in a graves regis-
tration unit. He had the sad duty of burying his 

own son, Reg. mortally wounded on Christmas 
Day, near Ortona ð 1943. Reg had commanded 

the mortar platoon of the WNSR 

STILLY NIGHT by war correspondent Gregory Clark 

òCome on, 

you fellows! 

Called one of 

the West Novas 

officers, this 

way!ó 
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Author of Stilly Night  
Gregory Clark  

First West Nova   Scotia 
Regimentõs Command-

ing Officer  
Col G.W. Bullock  
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ing concern for our fallen comrades. 
- The tablecloth is white ð symbolizing the 

purity of their motives when answering the 

call to duty. 
- The single red rose, displayed in a vase, 

reminds us of the life of each of our fallen 

comrades, and the loved ones and friends 

of these comrades who keep the faith. 
- The vase is tied with a red ribbon, symbol 

of our continued determination to remem-

ber our fallen comrades. 
- A slice of lemon on the bread plate is to 

remind us of the bitter fate of those who 

will never return. 
- A pinch of salt symbolizes the tears en-

dured by the families of those who have 

sacrificed all. 
- The Bible represents the strength gained 

through faith to sustain those lost from 

our country under God. 
- The glass is inverted, they cannot toast 

with us at this time. 
- The chair is empty ð they are no longer 

with us. 
- Let us remember ð and never forget their 

sacrifice. 
May God forever watch over them and pro-

tect them and their families.  
 

A Toast to Fallen Comrades  
 

- Let us give thanks for the many blessings 
we have received.  Let us thank God for 

watching over Canada and us and allowing 
us to enjoy the freedoms we experience 
every day.  However let us also remember 
the great price that was paid for that free-
dom too many times.  

 

- We knew them.  They lived, they felt, they 
were as vibrant, as energetic, as immortal 
as you and I.  They were brave.  They fell 
for peace and for freedom in the service of 
their country. Many may argue about the 
futility of death and of war, but one should 
never forget that they died, not in vain, but 
in honour. 

 

- Many times down through the years our 
country has called, and many men and 
women have answered the call.  Let us not 
forget our fallen comrades, but remember 
them always, for they have earned our 
respect and admiration with their lives. 

 

- We knew them, we'll remember them, and 
they will not be forgotten. 

 

- To our fallen comrades!  

Origins Of The Christmas Dinner  
appreciation for junior ranks, officers took it 

upon themselves to organize celebrations for 
the enlisted ranks. One tradition that has 

been preserved over the ages has been 
Christmas dinner. Officers and senior non-

commissioned officers not only organize the 
dinner, but they also prepare and serve it to 

the junior ranks of their unit. When the 
dinner is over their task is not complete until 

they clean up the cafeteria. 
 

On this special occasion, one tradition can 
be found throughout the Forces during the 

Christmas season. During these festive times, 
rules are bent in a playful way. Commanding 

Officers frequently switch roles and tunics 
with the youngest member of the unit. This 

soldier then becomes the honorary com-
mander for the day.  The remainder of the 

officers and the warrant officers and sergeants 
exchange their jackets and tunics for chefõs 

hats and aprons. The practice of exchanging 
jackets between the senior private and the 

RSM is a fairly recent innovation, and is indica-
tive of the RSMs important position as an 

advisor to the CO and as a conduit between 
the members of the unit and the senior com-

mand structure. 
 

Specific traditions during the Christmas 

season can vary amongst environments and 
units in the Canadian Forces, For example, in 

the navy, Christmas lights and decorations 
have been used to decorate trees, streets, 

buildings and a shipõs yardarms. In many cases 
there is an active competition to see who has 

the best decorations. 
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Fallen Comrade Table 
Setting  
 

òA Toast to 

Fallen         

Comradesó 

Fallen Comrades  
 

You may have noticed the small table set 
for one that is off on its own -- it is reserved 
to honour our fallen comrades in arms. This 

symbolizes that they are with us, here in 
spirit.  We should never forget the brave men 

and women who answered our nation' call [to 
serve] and served the cause of freedom in a 

special way.  We are ever mindful that the 
sweetness of enduring peace has always been 

tainted by the bitterness of personal sacrifice. 
We are compelled to never forget that while 

we enjoy our daily pleasures, there are others 
who have endured the agonies of pain, depri-

vation and death.  
 

Table Set -up 
 

1. A small, round bistro table 

2. White tablecloth 

3. Single place setting, preferably all white 

4. Wine glass - inverted 

5. Salt shaker 
6. Slice of lemon on bread plate with a pile of 

spilled salt 

7. Small bud vase with a single stem red rose 

8. RED ribbon tied around the vase 

9. Candle - lit 

10. Empty chair  
 

The meaning of the items on this spe-

cial table.  
 

- The table is round ð to show our everlast-

 

Ortona, Italy, Christmas Dinner 1943  

A custom peculiar to the military is the 

Christmas tradition of role reversal. The 
youngest member switches places with the 

commanding officer for the day, the officers 
serve dinner to the non-commissioned mem-

bers and they in turn serve dinner to the 
stewards. All these activities stem from the 

ancient Roman custom of Saturnalia. 
 

The festival of Saturnalia honors Saturn 

and falls at the same time as Christmas, Ha-
nukkah, Solstice and/or Kwanzaa. Christmas 

decorations such as swathes, garlands, 
wreaths and tree ornaments began with the 

merriment of Saturnalia. 
 

During the time of Saturnalia slaves and 

children got to be waited on for meals, lead 
the rituals, and participated in the revelry as if 

they were their parents/masters. The parents/
masters jokingly played the part of children 

and slaves by waiting on them. The role re-
versal was symbolic as slaves were not really 

free to make decisions as free persons nor 
were children able to enter into contracts or 
make business deals. Role reversal was only 

for minor privileges. 
 

As with the ancient Romans the Canadian 

Forces today practices role reversal in terms 
of minor privileges and in the spirit of good 

cheer. Although, the origins of the custom 
cannot be traced to any specific event or even 

time period, it has however become a 
'standard' practice from at least the 18th 

Century. 
 

Before the introduction of mechanization 

and sophisticated systems of logistics in the 
20th century, enlisted personnel occupied 

much of their time in tedious routine. In an 
effort to boost morale, and to show general 

West Nova Scotia           

Regimentõs Holiday Dinner 
2009 
 

 

Fallen Comrades 



PO Box 820 Stn Main 
Kentville, Nova Scotia 

B4N 4H8 

Tel: 902 678 7930 Ext 2109 
Fax: 902 678 5173 

E-mail: infownsr@intern.ca 
 

Questions from the 

armoury floor or articles 

can be submitted to the 

Editor Maj T Harris at 

todd.harris@forces.gc.ca 

Each year, the West Nova Scotia   Regiment 

holds an Open House for High School Students 

to introduce potential Soldiers to the military 
workforce. 

 

This event was held on 19 November 2010 
and 135 students from 6 schools, 2 districts 
attended at the Aldershot Armouries. 

 
The Open House included, weapons and 

vehicles displays, small arms trainer, Urban 
Ops demonstration and a field kitchen lunch.  

West Nova Scotia Regimentõs Open House 

Field Kitchen  

�:�H�·�U�H���R�Q���W�K�H���Z�H�E�� 
wnsr.ca 
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Each year, since 2007, the West Nova Scotia Regiment partakes in  

Remembrance Day Ceremonies at different locations in Nova Scotia. 

 
This year, the West Nova  Scotia Regiment attended the Bridgewater                   

Remembrance Day Ceremonies. 

 

Remembrance Day 2010 

Above ñ West Nova Scotia Regiment 

Marching to the Cenotaph  
 
 

Below ñ Pte Misner, as one of the              

The West Nova Scotia Regimentõs                              
CO, LCol G. B. Thomson and                                       

RSM, CWO B. Fitzgerald                                           
laying of the wreath.  

Above and Below  
 

Weapons and Vehicle Displays  

Above and Below  
 

Urban Ops Demonstration  


