
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

June 9-18, 2006 
 

About Us 
 

OUR GOALS ARE TO HAVE FUN AND: 
 

To say thank you to the wonderful people of Ajax including our business and 
commercial community who have supported the numerous service club 
projects in Town throughout the years. Our major sponsoring service 
organizations have been Kinsmen, Legion, Lions, Optimists and Rotary.  
 

That activities be fore everyone regardless of gender, religion, race, age or 
personal means. • To promote the Town of Ajax regionally and on an 
international basis, the Town we call "Home", and to encourage former Ajax 
residents to return to Ajax for a visit. 
 

Parade 
Saturday, June 10, 2006 at 12pm 

It's Free and Fun! 
 

The Parade begins at Mill St. and Station St. proceeding up Station St., south 
on Harwood Ave disbanding at Bayly St. 
 

Join us at the Ajax Community Centre after the parade for Durham Regional 
Police Services- Fun in the Sun Community Day! 
 

Waterfront Festival 
Sunday, June 18, 2006 

Rotary Pancake Breakfast 
8am-11am 

 
Other Events  

 

Multicultural Celebration, Lions Club Pasta Night, Free Family Swim, Rock'n 
Bowl- Ajax Bowling Center, Monte Carlo Night at the Ajax Legion, Kinsmen 
Steak BBQ and Dance, Ajax Waterfront Festival and many more!  
 

Please review the Ajax Home Week Book for 
 complete schedule of events 



 
 
 
 
 
 

Flight Delayed 
 

I sat in my seat of the Boeing 767 waiting for everyone to hurry and stow their 
carry-on and grab a seat so we could start what I was sure to be a long, 
uneventful flight home.  
 

With the huge capacity and slow moving people taking their time to stuff 
luggage far too big for the overhead and never paying much attention to 
holding up the growing line behind them, I simply shook my head knowing that 
this flight was not starting out very well. I was anxious to get home to see my 
loved ones so I was focused on my issues and just felt like standing up and 
yelling for some of these clowns to get their act together.  
 

I knew I couldn't say a word so I just thumbed through the "Sky Mall" 
magazine from the seat pocket in front of me. You know it's really getting 
rough when you resort to the over priced, useless sky mall crap to break the 
monotony. With everyone finally seated, we just sat there with the cabin door 
open and no one in any hurry to get us going although we were well past the 
scheduled take off time. No wonder the airline industry is in trouble I told 
myself.  
 

Just then, the attendant came on the intercom to inform us all that we were 
being delayed. The entire plane let out a collective groan. She resumed 
speaking to say "We are holding the aircraft for some very special people who 
are on their way to the plane and the delay shouldn't be more than 5 minutes.  
 

The word came after waiting six times as long as we were promised that I was 
finally going to be on my way home. Why the hoopla over "these" folks? I was 
expecting some celebrity or sports figure to be the reason for the hold up .. Just 
get their butts in a seat and let's hit the gas I thought.  
 

The attendant came back on the speaker to announce in a loud and excited 
voice that we were being joined by several Canadian Soldiers returning home 
from Afghanistan !!!  
 

Just as they walked on board, the entire plane erupted into applause. The men 
were a bit taken by surprise by the 340 people cheering for them as they 
searched for their seats.  
 

They were having their hands shook and touched by almost everyone who was 
within an arm's distance of them as they passed down the aisle. One elderly 
woman kissed the hand of one of the Soldiers as he passed by her. The 
applause, whistles and cheering didn't stop for a long time.  
 

When we were finally airborne, I was not the only civilian checking his 
conscience as to the delays in "me" getting home, finding my easy chair, a cold 
beverage and the remote in my hand.  
 

 



 
These men had done it all for all of us, and I had been complaining silently 
about "me" and "my" issues I took for granted the everyday freedoms I enjoy 
and the conveniences of the Canadian way of life. I took for granted that others 
had paid the price for my ability to moan and complain about a few minutes 
delay to "me" while those heroes were going home to their loved ones.  
 

I attempted to get my selfish outlook back in order and minutes before we 
landed, I suggested to the attendant that she announce over the speaker a 
request for everyone to remain in their seats until our heroes were allowed to 
gather their things and be first off the plane.  
 

The cheers and applause continued until the last soldier stepped off and we all 
rose to go about our too often taken for granted everyday freedoms. I felt proud 
of them. I felt it an honour and a privilege to be among the first to welcome 
them home and say "Thank You for a job well done."  
 

I vowed that I will never forget that flight nor the lesson learned. I can't say it 
enough, THANK YOU to those Veterans and active servicemen and women 
who may read this and a prayer for those who cannot because they are no 
longer with us.  

Welcome Home  
Tanks For a Job Well Done 

God Bless Canada  
     



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

The Old Phone 
 

When I was quite young, my father had one of the first telephones in our 
neighborhood. I remember the polished, old case fastened to the wall. The 
shiny receiver hung on the side of the box. 
 

I was too little to reach the telephone, but used to listen with fascination when 
my mother talked to it. Then I discovered that somewhere inside the wonderful 
device lived an amazing person. Her name was "Information Please" and there 
was nothing she did not know. Information Please could supply anyone's 
number and the correct time. 
 

My personal experience with the genie-in-a-bottle came one day while my 
mother was visiting a neighbor. Amusing myself at the tool bench in the 
basement, I whacked my finger with a hammer, the pain was terrible, but there 
seemed no point in crying because there was no one home to give sympathy. 
 

I walked around the house sucking my throbbing finger, finally arriving at the 
stairway. The telephone! Quickly, I ran for the footstool in the parlor and 
dragged it to the landing. Climbing up, I unhooked the receiver in the parlor 
and held it to my ear. 
 

"Information, please" I said into the mouthpiece just above my head. A click or 
two and a small clear voice spoke into my ear. "Information." "I hurt my 
finger..." I wailed into the phone, the tears came readily enough now that I had 
an audience. 
 

"Isn't your mother home?" came the question. "Nobody's home but me," I 
blubbered. "Are you bleeding?" the voice asked. "No," I replied. "I hit my 
finger with the hammer and it hurts." "Can you open the icebox?" she asked. I 
said I could. "Then chip off a little bit of ice and hold it to your finger," said the 
voice. 
 

After that, I called "Information Please" for everything. I asked her for help 
with my geography, and she told me where Philadelphia was. She helped me 
with my math. She told me my pet chipmunk that I had caught in the park just 
the day before, would eat fruit and nuts. 
 

Then, there was the time Petey, our pet canary, died. I called, "Information 
Please," and told her the sad story. She listened, and then said things grown-ups 
say to soothe a child. But I was not consoled. I asked her, "Why is it that birds 
should sing so beautifully and bring joy to all families, only to end up as a heap 
of feathers on the bottom of a cage?" She must have sensed my deep concern, 
for she said quietly, "Paul always remember that there are other worlds to sing 
in." Somehow I felt better.  
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