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Dear Members of GDUC

We would like to take this opportunity to wish everyone and their families a happy holiday season and peace and prosperity in 2007!

 

Warmest wishes,

Joyce, Vic, Susan, Alan, Margaret, Chris, Devon, Nigel and Craig

Guide Dog Users of Canada Board of Directors 

Hi everybody!

It's up and running! If you would like to subscribe to our Members' list,

send a message to the following address:

gduc-members-subscribe@screenreview.org <

<mailto:duc-members-subscribe@screenreview.org>

mailto:duc-members-subscribe@screenreview.org> 

And I'll approve your requests if you are a member in good standing. See you on the list!

Alan Conway.

It’s that time again!

MEMBERSHIP DUES $5 YEAR ENDING DEC. 31 2007

Please make your cheques of $5.00 payable to Guide Dog Users of Canada,
mail it to

S. D. Kerney, Treasurer,
Guide Dog Users of Canada.

15 Pinnacle Road,

Willowdale ON  M2L 2V6

Thanks for renewing your membership.
Sue Kerney.

Treasurer.
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 Guide Dogs' Night before Christmas

 'Twas the night before Christmas and the kennels were still,

 With most dogs now asleep having eaten their fill.

 The Labradors sprawled out, quite snug in their beds,

 while visions of ANYTHING edible danced in their heads.
As the Goldens and Shepherds curled up on the floor,

 some twitched in their sleep and some even did snore.

 The dog food was stacked in the feed room with care,

 in hopes that a trainer soon would be there.

 On the window ledge, one of the kennel cats lay,

 surveying the lawn at the end of this day.

 Something was different, that little cat knew.

 Tonight something would happen, it had to be true.

 For that day as the workers had left to go home, They'd wished Merry 

Christmas! before starting to roam.

 The dogs had noticed it to during this past week's walks,

 the trainers seemed just that much happier and eager to talk.

 In the mall where they worked through the maze of people and stores,

 there were decoration and music and distractions galore!

Most dogs pranced along without worry or fear,

 but some balked at the man on the sleigh and those fake looking deer.

 The cat was almost asleep too when he first heard the sound,
 a whoosh through the air and a jingle around.

 It reminded him of a dog's collar when the animal shook,

 but this sound kept on growing. He'd better go look.

 From the ceiling there came a faint sort of thunk,

 as the kennel cat climbed to the highest pile of junk.

 Once before people had worked on the roof,

 and come down through the trap door to a chorus of "Woooof!"

 But the dogs still were quiet, all sleeping so sound,
as this man dressed in red made his way right on down.

 He patted the cat as he climbed past his spot,

 then made his way right to the trainers' coffee pot.

 A shepherd sat up, not fully awake,

 then a Golden followed her with a mighty loud shake.

 That did it! All the dogs sprang to life with loud noise.
 In spite of the din, the old man kept his poise.

 He filled the pot full and it started to brew,

 then he pulled up a chair and took in the view.

 Dogs all around him, so carefully bred,
he knew well their jobs, blind people they led.

 Some had stopped barking and looked at him now,

 while others delighted in their own deafening howl.

 Laying a finger in front of his lips,

the jolly old man silenced the excitable yips.
"You all may not know me, but I'm Santa Claus,"

 the old man smiled and took a short pause,

 While he filled up his mug with hot liquid and cream,

 "I've always wanted to stop here, it's been one of my dreams."

 The cat had climbed down and was exploring Santa's sack,

"Yes, little kitty, that's an empty pack."

 Santa smiled as he drank and looked at those eyes,

 deep brown ones and gold ones held wide in surprise.
Some of these dogs, he'd seen just last year,

 in their puppy homes, cute and full of holiday cheer.

 He'd seen the effects of a pup on the tree,

 but now they were here at the school, just waiting to be.

 "I didn't bring you presents or bones just to chew,

 I'll tell you something better, what you are going to do."

 "You all will work hard and the trainers will share,

 both praise and correction, gentle and fair."

 "You'll go lots of places and face big scary things. You'll ride buses and 

subways and hear fire sirens ring."

 "Cars will drive at you but you will stand strong,

 not moving into danger, not moving toward wrong."

 "And then just when you think that this trainer's the best, the kindest, 

and funniest person, toss away all the rest,"

 "That trainer will begin to ignore you and give you away,

 handing your leash over despite your dismay."

 "Now the person who pets you and feeds you will be a blind person.
That's a person who can't see."

 “This man or this woman may see just a tad,

 but their view's missing parts or the focus is bad."

 "So you, well trained dogs, will act as their eyes.
You will work as a team and discover the size"

 "Of this great world we live in, because you will go

 a million new places with this person, you know."

 Santa sipped at his coffee and looked over the brood, knowing what he had 

to say next might sound kind of rude.

 "Not all of you will make it and become canine guides.

 Your time here isn't wasted though. You won't be cast aside."

 "Some of you will be drug dogs and some will find bombs. Some will become 

pets in a home with a dad and a mom."

 "All these things are important. People wait on long lists,

 to receive such good dogs as you, the school folks insist."

 The last drop of coffee had gone into his cup

 as Santa turned, smiling at each wide eyed pup.

 "The best gift of all is to give something back.

 That's why there's nothing for you all inside of my pack."

 Draining his mug, Santa went to each pen,

 and petted and scratched each dog again and again.

 "Now next year and many more years after that,

 you all will give gifts wherever you're at."

 "You might lick a hand that's had a bad day,

 Or notice a car and step out of the way."

 "You might help catch a crook

 or discover some loot,

 Or just bring some joy to a tired old man in a funny red suit."

 "Your master will love you and treat you with care.

 In return, your training and trust will always be there."

 After the last dog had been petted and soothed,
 Santa put away the coffee pot and made ready to move.

 Up the ladder he rose to the door high above,

 with a smile and a wave as he slipped on his gloves.

 And all the dog ears were pricked as he disappeared out of sight. "Merry 

Christmas to all, and to all a Good Night!"

 (Author Unknown)

 Holiday Poem 2001 By Jenine Stanley

 What do dogs want for Christmas?

 We think that we know.

 So full of ideas to the pet store we go!

 Last year your dog got a great toy,  Or was it a ball?

 Nope, it was that thing he won't play with at all!

 You see, we really don't know

 Just what dogs really need.

 We don't know their desires; their minds we can't read!
So let's just imagine That we can hear today

 Our dogs' very thoughts and just what they'd say.

 "I am a guide dog, Or is that dog guide?

 I work with a blind person at the left side.

 We ride on big buses, Go to work and to bars!

 We walk cross the streets, just dodging the cars.

 What do I want for Christmas? Funny you should ask.

 I really want everyone to respect my task.

 It's my job to lead us Around things large and small,

 I stop at the drop-offs so my person won't fall.

 What you can do for us This Holiday season

 Is just let me work, no matter what reason.

 Don't grab my harness, And show us where to go!

 We appreciate your help but we already know.

 And when driving your car Please be careful each day

 And remember, we pedestrians always have right of way.

 Don't feed me or tease me Or threaten us harm.

 Don't bark, call or whistle or cause us alarm.

 My handler loves me But when my mind strays,

 It's his job to correct me in all kinds of ways.

 My person is blind, So please don't stare or shout.

 With my help he is able to figure things out.

 So if you want to give me a present this year

 Just tell us “What a well trained dog you have here."

 "I am a service dog, I can do many things.

 I can open a door and fetch the phone when it rings.

 My human can walk But it's often quite hard.

 So I walk by her side, always on guard.

 If she falls, I am there To steady her as she stands.

 When things fall to the floor, I can act as her hands.

 What do I want for Christmas? Hmm, let me think now,

 Could you please understand what work I do and how?

 My person needs me to help So she can live by herself.

 So she does not just get put up on some shelf.

 I'm not just a pet-  I've been trained very well.

 I am allowed with her in public, the law it does tell.

 My person is not blind But I help her just the same

 So don't pet me or feed me or call out my name.

 Let my person command me To help her and when

 We are both settled in, she'll answer you then.

 Like my brother the guide dog, I do love my work

 But I need a correction if I'm being a jerk.

 It's my training and behavior That win my person the right

 To have me with her in public all day and all night.

 Yes, I'm pretty amazing And you can say so.

 My person loves to brag about all my good points, you know.

 All she asks in return Is to let us come into the store,

 Let us onto the bus, the plane and much more.

 Realize just how important To her life I can be.

 Respect us both. That's the best gift that you could give me."

 "I am a hearing dog, Listening for sounds soft and sharp.

 I come to my person with a touch or a bark.

 My human is deaf Or doesn't hear very well.

 He uses me as his ears for the sounds he must tell.

 I work mostly at home Listening out for the phone,

 The doorbell or smoke alarm when we're alone.

 But I do go to his office Where I wait most of the day

 Listneing for his name that someone might say.

 It's my job to signal To get my person's attention

 So he can safely interact with people at a convention

 Or a mall or an office Or even right here

 I give him a dimension of life that comes through quite clear.

 So when it comes to Christmas, And just what I want

 I'd have to ask that my work you don't taunt.

 My job is important, Like my brother's the guide.

 My person is able with me at his side.

 I'm not a pet either But many people think so.

 My person has the right to have me wherever we go.

 It may not look to you Like I do much at all

 But when my person needs me, I answer the call.

 I alert him to sounds, Some quite dangerous indeed,

 A fire alarm or a shout he can't read.

 Before me by his side My man was shy and unsure,

 He once hid from the world but now he's secure.

 And even though he is deaf There is no need to shout.

 With me at his side we can figure things out.

 This is beginning to sound Like a common refrane,

 But for Christmas, respect me, my work don't disdain.

 Don't think you can fake Being deaf disabled or blind.

 Don't claim to have some rare disease wrong with your mind.

 It's not fair to us Or to people who do

 Have those things in their lives that do not challenge you.

 They have worked very hard Some for many long years,

 To live independently, free of most fears.

 We dogs have been trained with thought and much care

 To mitigate conditions that might already be there.

 It's not funny or cool To disguise your pet or pretend

 That you are disabled to get something free in the end.

 It's up to this hearing dog to make you listen good.

 Leave the work to us pros and behave like you should.

 That's what we all what for Christmas

 But there's one more dog to go.

 This year we'll allow him to finish this show."

 "I am a rescue dog,I search, rescue and find

 People in trouble, all hope left behind.

 I walk over rubble Through piles of debris

 To sniff out the places where those people might be.

 My handler works for FEMA And we've trained for several years

 To handle disaster wherever it appears.

 On September 11 Of 2001

 My handler and I hit the scene at a run.

 Something terrible had happened I could see it quite well.

 With policemen and firemen we went into that Hell.

 When I heard a man scream Or a woman's weak cry,

 I would bark where I stood though my throat was so dry.

 The air was so thick And the rubble so hot,

 But I kept going back to reach those who were caught.

 When that long day was over The vets took great care

 To remove dirt, metal and jet fuel from my feet, eyes and hair.

 I slept by my handler And heard through the night

 Rescue workers crying in anger and fright.

 Sometimes I would get up And walk over to where

 One of them sat, half asleep in a chair.

 My head in his lap Or my tongue on her face

 Would comfort somehow in the midst of that horrible place.

 Each day the smoke rolled And we went in again,

 Until few noises were heard, we were nearing the end.

 No more live people came out

 Only bodies and parts

 The workers still tried though with all of their hearts.

 I saw people die I lost good canine friends too

 And for Christmas there's only one thing you can do.

 Please be kind to each other.

 Respect those who serve.

 Protect those who lost, it's your help they deserve.

 And I hope that one Christmas

 We can truthfully say

 This will never happen again, not here, not today.

 My working days As a SAR dog are done.

 My lungs are too weak to brave smoke or to run.

 But my handler cares for me As a good family pet

 And I ask you to remember, don't ever forget

 That when darkness or silence

 Injury or fear

 Leave you out there uncertain, a dog will be near.

 A dog with a job And a large heart to give

 Will be there to work with you so that you will live."

 Safe and Happy Holidays to All.

 Jenine Stanley

ALL ABOUT DOGS:

If there are no dogs in Heaven, then when I die I want to go where

   they went." - Will Roger

   "We give dogs time we can spare, space we can spare and love we can

   spare. and in return, dogs give us their all. It's the best deal man has

   ever made"- M. Facklam

   "Dogs love their friends and bite their enemies, quite unlike people, who

   are incapable of pure love and always have to mix love and hate." -

   Sigmund Freud

   "The reason a dog has so many friends is that he wags his tail instead of

   his tongue." - Anonymous

   "Dogs need to sniff the ground; it's how they keep abreast of current

   events. The ground is a giant dog newspaper, containing all kinds of

   late-breaking dog news items, which, if they are especially urgent, are

   often continued in the next yard." - Dave Barry

   "Anybody who doesn't know what soap tastes like never washed a dog." -

   Franklin P. Jones

   "If your dog is fat, you aren't getting enough exercise." - Unknown

   "I wonder what goes through his mind when he sees us peeing in his water

   bowl." - Penny Ward Moser

   "A dog teaches a boy fidelity, perseverance, and to turn around three

   times before lying down." - Robert Benchley

   "No animal should ever jump up on the dining-room furniture unless

   absolutely certain that he can hold his own in the conversation." - Fran

   Lebowitz

   "I wonder if other dogs think poodles are members of a weird religious

   cult." - Rita Rudner

   "My dog is worried about the economy because Alpo is up to $3.00 a can.

   That's almost $21.00 in dog money." - Joe Weinstein

   "Don't accept your dog's admiration as conclusive evidence that you are

   wonderful." - Ann Landers

   "There is no psychiatrist in the world like a puppy licking your face." -

   Ben Williams

   "A dog is the only thing on earth that loves you more than he loves

   himself." - Josh Billings

   "The average dog is a nicer person than the average person." - Andrew

   A.Rooney

   "Outside of a dog, a book is probably man's best friend; inside of a dog,

   it's too dark to read." - Groucho Marx

   "Ever consider what they must think of us? I mean, here we come back from

   a grocery store with the most amazing haul -- chicken, pork, half a cow.

   They must think we're the greatest hunters on earth!" -Anne Tyler

   "If I have any beliefs about immortality, it is that certain dogs I have

   known will go to heaven, and very, very few persons." - James Thurber

   "Women and cats will do as they please, and men and dogs should relax and

   get used to the idea." - Robert A. Heinlein

   Money will buy a pretty good dog, but it won't buy you the wag of his

   tail.

How many dogs does it take to change a light bulb?

1. Golden Retriever: The sun is shining, the day is young, we've got our whole lives ahead of us, and you're inside worrying about a stupid burned out bulb?

2. Border Collie: Just one. And then I'll replace any wiring that's not up to code.

3. Dachshund: You know I can't reach that stupid lamp!

4. Rottweiler: Make me.

5. Boxer: Who cares? I can still play with my squeaky toys in the dark.

6. Lab: Oh, me, me!!!!! Pleeeeeeeeeze let me change the light bulb! Can I? Can I?  Huh? Huh? Huh? Can I? Pleeeeeeeeeze, please, please, please!

7. German Shepherd: I'll change it as soon as I've led these people from the dark, check to make sure I haven't missed any, and make just one more perimeter patrol to see that no one has tried to take advantage of the situation.

8. Jack Russell Terrier: I'll just pop it in while I'm bouncing off the walls and furniture.

9. Old English Sheep Dog: Light bulb? I'm sorry, but I don't see a light bulb!

10. Cocker Spaniel: Why change it? I can still pee on the carpet in the dark.

11. Chihuahua: Yo quiero Taco Bulb. Or "We don't need no stinking light bulb."

12. Greyhound: It isn't moving. Who cares?

13. Australian Cattle Dog: First, I'll put all the light bulbs in a little circle...

14. Poodle: I'll just blow in the Border Collie's ear and he'll do it. By the time he finishes rewiring the house, my nails will be dry.

now: How many cats does it take to change a light bulb?

Cats do not change light bulbs. People change light bulbs. So, the real question is: "How long will it be before I can expect some light, some dinner, and a massage?"

ALL OF WHICH PROVES, ONCE AGAIN, THAT WHILE DOGS HAVE MASTERS, CATS HAVE STAFF!

WHY GOD MADE PETS:

They help out around the house...

They protect our children...

They look out for the smaller ones...

They show us how to relax...

They "converse" with each other.

Author unknown; Submitted by Vic Pereira.

A Christmas Story

Pa never had much compassion for the lazy or those who squandered

their means and then never had enough for the necessities. But for

those who were genuinely in need, his heart was as big as all

outdoors. It was from him that I learned the greatest joy in life

comes from giving, not from receiving.

It was Christmas Eve 1881. I was fifteen years old and feeling like

the world had caved in on me because there just hadn't been enough

money to buy me the rifle that I'd wanted so bad that year for Christmas.

We did the chores early that night for some reason. I just figured Pa

wanted a little extra time so we could read in the Bible. So after

supper was over I took my boots off and stretched out in front of the

fireplace and waited for Pa to get down the old Bible. I was still

feeling sorry for myself and, to be honest, I wasn't in much of a mood

to read Scriptures. But Pa didn't get the Bible, instead he bundled up

and went outside. I couldn't figure it out because we had already done

all the chores. I didn't worry about it long though, I was too busy

wallowing in self-pity.

Soon Pa came back in. It was a cold clear night out and there was ice

in his beard. "Come on, Matt," he said. "Bundle up good, it's cold out

tonight."

I was really upset then. Not only wasn't I getting the rifle for

Christmas, now Pa was dragging me out in the cold, and for no earthly

reason that I could see. We'd already done all the chores, and I

couldn't think of anything else that needed doing, especially not on a

night like this. But I knew Pa was not very patient at one dragging

one's feet when he'd told them to do something, so I got up and put my

boots back on and got my cap, coat, and mittens. Ma gave me a

mysterious smile as I opened the door to leave the house. Something

was up, but I didn't know what.

Outside, I became even more dismayed. There in front of the house was

the work team, already hitched to the big sled. Whatever it was we

were going to do wasn't going to be a short, quick, little job. I

could tell. We never hitched up the big sled unless we were going to

haul a big load. Pa was already up on the seat, reins in hand. I

reluctantly climbed up beside him. The cold was already biting at me.

I wasn't happy.

When I was on, Pa pulled the sled around the house and stopped in

front of the woodshed. He got off and I followed. "I think we'll put

on the high sideboards," he said. "Here, help me."

The high sideboards! It had been a bigger job than I wanted to do with

just the low sideboards on, but whatever it was we were going to do

would be a lot bigger with the high sideboards on.

When we had exchanged the sideboards Pa went into the woodshed and

came out with an armload of wood---the wood I'd spent all summer

hauling down from the mountain, and then all fall sawing into blocks

and splitting. What was he doing? Finally I said something. "Pa," I

asked, "what are you doing?" "

You been by the Widow Jensen's lately?" he asked.

The Widow Jensen lived about two miles down the road. Her husband had

died a year or so before and left her with three children, the oldest

being eight. Sure, I'd been by, but so what? "Yeah," I said, "why?"

"I rode by just today," Pa said. "Little Jakey was out digging around

in the woodpile trying to find a few chips. They're out of wood,

Matt." That was all he said and then he turned and went back into the

woodshed for another armload of wood. I followed him.

We loaded the sled so high that I began to wonder if the horses would

be able to pull it. Finally, Pa called a halt to our loading, then we

went to the smoke house and Pa took down a big ham and a side of

bacon. He handed them to me and told me to put them in the sled and

wait. When he returned he was carrying a sack of flour over his right

shoulder and a smaller sack of something in his left hand. "What's in

the little sack?" I asked.

"Shoes. They're out of shoes. Little Jakey just had gunny sacks

wrapped around his feet when he was out in the woodpile this morning.

I got the children a little candy too. It just wouldn't be Christmas

without a little candy."

We rode the two miles to Widow Jensen's pretty much in silence. I

tried to think through what Pa was doing. We didn't have much by

worldly standards. Of course, we did have a big woodpile, though most

of what was left now was still in the form of logs that I would have

to saw into blocks and split before we could use it. We also had meat

and flour, so we could spare that, but I knew we didn't have any

money, so why was Pa buying them shoes and candy? Really, why was he

doing any of this? Widow Jensen had closer neighbors than us. It

shouldn't have been our concern.

We came in from the blind side of the Jensen house and unloaded the

wood as quietly as possible, then we took the meat and flour and shoes

to the door. We knocked. The door opened a crack and a timid voice

said, "Who is it?"

"Lucas Miles, Ma'am, and my son, Matt. Could we come in for a bit?"

Widow Jensen opened the door and let us in. She had a blanket wrapped

around her shoulders. The children were wrapped in another and were

sitting in front of the fireplace by a very small fire that hardly

gave off any heat at all. Widow Jensen fumbled with a match and

finally lit the lamp.

"We brought you a few things, Ma'am," Pa said and set down the sack of

flour. I put the meat on the table. Then Pa handed her the sack that

had the shoes in it. She opened it hesitantly and took the shoes out

one pair at a time. There was a pair for her and one for each of the

children---sturdy shoes, the best, shoes that would last. I watched

her carefully. She bit her lower lip to keep it from trembling and

then tears filled her eyes and started running down her cheeks. She

looked up at Pa like she wanted to say something, but it wouldn't come

out.

"We brought a load of wood too, Ma'am," Pa said, then he turned to me

and said, "Matt, go bring enough in to last for awhile. Let's get that

fire up to size and heat this place up."

I wasn't the same person when I went back out to bring in the wood. I

had a big lump in my throat and, much as I hate to admit it, there

were tears in my eyes too. In my mind I kept seeing those three kids

huddled around the fireplace and their mother standing there with

tears running down her cheeks and so much gratitude in her heart that

she couldn't speak. My heart swelled within me and a joy filled my

soul that I'd never known before. I had given at Christmas many times

before, but never when it had made so much difference. I could see we

were literally saving the lives of these people.

I soon had the fire blazing and everyone's spirits soared. The kids

started giggling when Pa handed them each a piece of candy and Widow

Jensen looked on with a smile that probably hadn't crossed her face

for a long time.

 She finally turned to us. "God bless you," she said.

"I know the Lord himself has sent you. The children and I have been

praying that he would send one of his angels to spare us."

In spite of myself, the lump returned to my throat and the tears

welled up in my eyes again. I'd never thought of Pa in those exact

terms before, but after Widow Jensen mentioned it I could see that it

was probably true. I was sure that a better man than Pa had never

walked the earth. I started remembering all the times he had gone out

of his way for Ma and me, and many others. The list seemed endless as

I thought on it.

Pa insisted that everyone try on the shoes before we left. I was

amazed when they all fit and I wondered how he had known what sizes to

get. Then I guessed that if he was on an errand for the Lord that the

Lord would make sure he got the right sizes.

Tears were running down Widow Jensen's face again when we stood up to

leave. Pa took each of the kids in his big arms and gave them a hug.

They clung to him and didn't want us to go. I could see that they

missed their pa, and I was glad that I still had mine.

At the door Pa turned to Widow Jensen and said, "The Mrs. wanted me to

invite you and the children over for Christmas dinner tomorrow. The

turkey will be more than the three of us can eat, and a man can get

cantankerous if he has to eat turkey for too many meals. We'll be by

to get you about eleven. It'll be nice to have some little ones around

again. Matt, here, hasn't been little for quite a spell." I was the

youngest. My two older brothers and two older sisters were all married

and had moved away.

Widow Jensen nodded and said, "Thank you, Brother Miles. I don't have

to say, "'May the Lord bless you,' I know for certain that He will."

Out on the sled I felt a warmth that came from deep within and I

didn't even notice the cold. When we had gone a ways, Pa turned to me

and said, "Matt, I want you to know something. Your ma and me have

been tucking a little money away here and there all year so we could

buy that rifle for you, but we didn't have quite enough. Then

yesterday a man who owed me a little money from years back came by to

make things square. Your ma and me were real excited, thinking that

now we could get you that rifle, and I started into town this morning

to do just that. But on the way I saw little Jakey out scratching in

the woodpile with his feet wrapped in those gunny sacks and I knew

what I had to do. So, Son, I spent the money for shoes and a little

candy for those children. I hope you understand."

I understood, and my eyes became wet with tears again. I understood

very well, and I was so glad Pa had done it. Just then the rifle

seemed very low on my list of priorities. Pa had given me a lot more.

He had given me the look on Widow Jensen's face and the radiant smiles

of her three children. For the rest of my life, whenever I saw any of

the Jensens, or split a block of wood, I remembered, and remembering

brought back that same joy I felt riding home beside Pa that night. Pa

had given me much more than a rifle that night, he had given me the

best Christmas of my life.

Happy Holidays everyone – remember to hug your dogs.
Margaret Thomson,

GDUC Secretary.

