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A  Son of My Father
 
 

Forward  
 

These days I awake to a different world. For the first time since I can 
remember since childhood, I awake to a totally free day. For all of  
my seventy-five plus years, I have always been responsible to 
someone or something every day in some way or form. From 
learning how to walk, talk, attend schools, get a job, get married, 
raise kids and providing for them all were real responsibilities for 
me. My thirty-five year career in civil engineering, as a government 
employee meant meeting deadlines, making decisions and making 
sacrifice. My career called me away from family for weeks and 
months on end. There were far to many hotel rooms, many with 
smelly beverage rooms below.  

There were those one horse eating establishments where the only 
food you ate food was what was served. No questions were allowed 
and no complaints accepted either. There were cold northern winter 
campsites, eating camp food each day and working outside in sub 
zero weather. There were long trips over winter roads with only a 
shovel and a heavy logging chain for emergency backup. There were 
deep northern roads across muskegs requiring extra preparation in 
order to obtain aggregate sources for summer use. Sometimes you 
would have to find the gravel pit too. There were landowners, and 
utility companies to work with over long summers, sometimes 
hundreds of  miles from home. In those first early years there were 
no communications with my family, leaving a young wife alone, 
responsible for our three children, with no extended family for 
backup. It's only now that I realize the sacrifices my wife and 
children made to compensate my being away from home so much. 

On the other hand there was the excitement of  seeing new places 
and working with a wide variety of  men who shared the same sense 
of  excitement as I did. Later on women assumed their role into the 

!5



A Son of My Father
workplace, working side by side with men. In building new roads in  
 
the 1960s and 1970s I considered my work and the lives of  those  
that worked with me, to be the last pioneers of  the prairie landscape,   
  
I remember times where I found myself  in some of  these smaller 
outlying town on a weekday evening, when construction workers of  
every trade along with travelling salesman took over the eating 
establishments and the local bars, and made them their own. Trouble 
of  all kinds were usually the order of  the day. Some marriages were 
lost and some marriages were made in these unruly, wilder times.  

I think those of  us during those years took a major role in the 
settling of  the Province, and were the last group of  pioneer 
explorers. I see my participation in those years as a great 
accomplishment, and take pride with the small role I played in its 
development. I remember  those times too, because the fine men 
and women I worked alongside. Many the fine men, once local 
legends have now passed away. Their lives will always be 
remembered by me. Today, when I drive over these roads, now 
settled and overgrown with new life, I feel such real satisfaction and 
great memories. It is reason enough to make the effort to put down 
on paper that part of  the story, so others will know before it is lost 
forever. 

Later, in 1980s and 1990s the first attempts took place to bring the 
people of  the far north into a more meaningful way with their 
southern neighbours. Northern work required different skills and 
equipment, because of  the deeply wooded forest, the many rivers 
and open muskeg. Because of  the far distance, there were very few 
regularly scheduled work weeks when working in those northern 
work zones. Days away often turned into weeks away from home 
and loved ones, and work was always unpredictable. The results of  
this hard work led to the opening of  the vast lightly populated north. 
This allowed proper access for tourism, mining and vast forest 
reserves. Today more people find themselves free to enjoy the many 
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benefits of   
 
the growth and new prosperity with our northern neighbours, while 
northerners too can do the same with the rest of  the province. 

This pioneer spirit I felt in my career also had an effect on my home 
and personal life. With a sense of  responsibility I inherited from my 
own father I naturally found myself  becoming actively involved in 
my community. The well being of  my family always meant being a 
being part of  the larger community. I feel my father's life had a 
greater influence on me than I could know. It helped me see why the 
title of  this book came so easily, right from the start. Father's 
influence in my religious upbringing as a good Catholic man, called 
me to reach out to others, as both my parents had always done. On 
reflecting back on life I probably felt the need to belong to a larger 
group too, and therefore needed to feel important and even have my 
unconscious ego stroked. My road building career and my personal 
life, fit well into my desire to be a dreamers. I love life and all it 
brings.  

I will always be a dreamer. I have been given a great life. There is 
nothing I ever care to change. Since my teen years I always dreamed 
of  putting on paper many of  the events that shaped my dreams and 
allowed me its be I am today. I  started writing a blog on Google in 
May 2012 , that I call, Rambling Erratic with You  (http://
ramblingerraticwithyou.blogspot.ca ). I always had the need to share 
with others the thoughts going through my head. There is something 
both frightening and freeing by allowing those thoughts to be shared 
openly for others to see on paper. I started this blog to prove I 
could. Writing, became a risk, knowing that no one might care, or I 
be judged as something less. I proceeded anyway because of  the 
freedom I felt inside seeing my thoughts come alive. I wanted to 
write for my own satisfaction. I am amazed that in these later years 
of  my life, how I can produce thoughts and words for anyone, 
anywhere to see, by pushing a button and seeing my own words on 
the Internet.  
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I am encouraged when people actually read my words. I receive 
some very kind reviews. I know others have read my words in silence 
and were kind enough, to not  too critical in return. Mostly my 
writing is therapy for the mind and soul. A nice feature of  Google 
blogging is how I can actually see the number of  people that at least 
went to the site. No one likes negative criticism ever. Pride is a 
difficult vice, but communication requires listening, even to those 
who do not agree. 

Since I started publishing my stories, my daughters have gently urged 
me to put down my memories of  the many events of  my life story. 
My story would then help their own sense of  history someday too. I 
have always had in my heart the need to actually do this. Their 
encouragement only strengthened that resolve for me. Therefore it 
appears my days of  doing absolutely nothing will quickly come to an 
end, as I search for words to put down on paper  a story of  a life I 
have lived.  The best thing about this will be the fact that I will be 
sitting in the warmth of  my own  home, out of  the wind and cold, 
and perhaps in my favourite warm pyjamas. Oh, well, back to work I 
go. 

This, then is my story. I hope many of  you might see as your story 
too. 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1. WHERE I COME FROM 

 Back in 1971 my parents came to visit my family. Their visits were 
always a delight. They came to us, kind, humble, and grateful for the 
hospitality shown to them. My children loved their grandparents 
very much. With little money to spend, their visits were always 
appreciated by us all. My parents were proud of  the success we had 
achieved in our life, compared to the hard lives they had been 
through. I wanted to make them proud of  us, and share our lives 
with them in whatever ways we could. 

 I remember one instance when my father accompanied me to work 
on my construction site on the outskirts of  the city. We drove 
through the project, talking with a foreman, and observing the work 
being done for an hour or two on a Saturday morning. I never got 
out of  my vehicle, opting to stay with him instead. Dad never said 
much to me, but when we arrived back home, he remarked to my 
mother, how I was getting paid to work on a construction site, while 
never even picking up a shovel. The work I was doing came naturally 
to me, but to him it was far different, than the way of  life he 
endured throughout his life, where hard work left him bent and 
broken with a sore back until he died. 

On another occasion I thought it would be a nice gesture to have 
him visit the Western Development Museum. The local branch is 
noteworthy for the early farm machinery, once used to till and 
harvest the prairie soil since it was first settled beginning at the turn 
of  the last century. I spent some time there myself  and it brought 
good memories of  my childhood on the family farm. While I was 
generous with my invitation, I was quite  surprised by his response.  
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My father told me directly, that he had no desire to revisit the old  
farm machinery that had caused him so much hard work, 
misfortune, and grief  in his life. We never had that visit that day or 
any other time. On reflecting back, his response helped me realize 
the sacrifice and back breaking work done by the first settlers of  the 
Canadian prairies, which helped my generation be where it is today. 
It also helped me realize why he never talked about the good old 
days. I understand they were never always that good for him at all. 

In the late 1800s Canada was a new and growing nation and 
purchased land from the Hudson Bay Company. This land was then 
surveyed for Agricultural use. This meant an aggressive promotion 
to immigrate the western prairies. Most of  these settlers, came from 
European countries to settle the land. My father's family were part 
of  this push for a new life in Canada. My father's family settled 
along a creek bed on Section 10; Township 34; Range 21; W (2). The 
farm was located in the Rural Municipality of  Leroy, No. 339 and 
just one half  mile east of  the small community of  Sinnett. 

 My father never talked about the hardships that caused his Polish 
family to immigrate to the vast prairie regions of  Western Canada to 
face an uncertain life. He never talked of  being just seventeen when 
his mother died, and being just twenty-two, when his father also 
died, leaving five younger siblings to care for. He never talked of  
other death of  family members and neighbours because of  the 
Spanish Influenza of  1918. I do remember the many times he would 
visit the grave sites of  those lost during those hard times, and the 
significance they must have played in his own life. 

After the First World War (1914-1918) the collapse of  the grain 
prices and the high cost of  land, caused many farms to be lost. The 
Dirty Thirties was a time of  severe drought. The drought, along with 
grasshoppers and crop disease only added to the hard times. During 
these early times western farmers felt alienated and ignored by the 
federal government. My father talked a great deal  of  what he saw as 
poor treatment of  the West by the Canadian government during that 
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time. He became an active member of  the Saskatchewan Wheat 
Pool, The Co-Operative movement, and an advocate for The 
Canadian Wheat Board. This feeling of  being forgotten by the 
federal government eventually led him to be a member of  newly 
founded  Co-Operative Commonwealth Federation, (CCF). His hero 
was Tommy Douglas, the dynamic little preacher/politician from 
Weyburn, Saskatchewan. My father was a true socialist advocate 
from its very beginning years, and right up to his death in 1981. 
Listening to the legislative debates on our old radio became an outlet 
for his dislike of  a Liberal or Conservative politician and only praise 
for the party of  Tommy Douglas.  

My father was not the oldest living sibling of  the orphan family, but 
was left with the responsibility of  raising brothers and sisters, the 
youngest being just eleven years of  age. I was never told, why my 
father took on the responsibilities for the orphaned family. Knowing 
him, I could easily see that he would naturally take the responsibility, 
because that is how I knew him to be. There never was talk about 
how troublesome it must have been to separate the responsibilities 
of  raising his own family, with those he felt for his siblings. This was 
especially hard on my oldest brother. Jack, kept out of  school from 
the young age of  nine to do the hard work of  a farmhand along side 
uncles who teased and bullied him to a great degree. My brother, 
now eighty-six years of  age, still bears a resentment to those years of  
hard labour. My other siblings and I certainly benefited from his 
sacrifice. I have the greatest admiration for my bother Jack, (John 
Leo Joseph) and am ever grateful to him for all he has sacrificed fo 
the rest of  us.  
 
He is an amazing man, who although resentful of  areas of  his life, is 
humble beyond words. Behind that crusty old man is a heart of  the 
purest gold. His sacrifice to his family will never be recognized 
enough. 

I looked up to my mother when growing up. In most ways she was 
never a typical homesteaders wife. She was afraid of  most things on  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the farm, including livestock and poultry. She was of  Irish descent 
and her family were embedded with every Irish superstition ever 
known. Being a farm wife in those early days dealt most women a 
double life. Raising twelve children along with doing farm chores, 
gardening, and even working the fields when called upon was hard. 
She never had many private moments to herself. She loved to sleep 
late each morning and often did, much to the displeasure of  her 
husband. She had a real fear of  strangers coming to the farm, 
especially when our father was away. I remember each time we were 
sent to hide in the nearby trees when a traveling salesman came into 
the yard. At the same time she would fortify the front door with 
anything and everything, from butcher knives to furniture. Those 
men must have wondered about the our sanity, when no one 
answered the door and several pairs of  eyes stared at him from the 
underbrush of  the nearby bushes.  

My mother was the fourth of  ten children. Her family were part of  a 
group of  Irish settlers, brought to the area by a priest from Quebec. 
The Jesuit priest was a Father Sinnett, thus giving his name to the 
small settlement .They formed an Irish colony around St.Patrick 
church. St. Patrick church was six miles north of  our farm. Mother 
told of  being in a school play where she played Rip Van Winkle. 
While laying there acting out her supposed long sleep, she noticed a 
tall man leaning against the back wall. At the end of  the play she 
offered him a  
 
sandwich from her box lunch, thus a relationship began. She loved 
to tell us of  riding in his winter sleigh being pulled by his set of  
buckskin mares. Romance was part of  their life, no doubt.  

I cannot remember many stories about my maternal grandfather. Joe 
Cox was a poor man who found work wherever he could. With ten 
children to feed he must have struggled for every penny earned. I 
don't think my father thought too much of  his in-laws, especially my 
uncles, who were prone to having more than a few drinks at any 
given time. They loved to drink and while drinking also liked to 
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argue with anyone that dared to argue. Any time any of  us failed to 
meet our fathers expectations we were always compared to our Irish 
uncles. To this day I still am not sure how we became or why we 
were called, "Stupid Black Irish Men." 

Towards the end of  her life we tried to get our mother to tell us 
stories of  her early life too. She would lie back in her Broda chair 
and talk for hours, much to our delight. Some conversations were 
recorded somewhere, but I have no idea where they are now. One 
story she told Linda and I during these years was related to the 
poverty of  the Cox family itself. It seemed that another relative 
family had several boys and only one daughter. It was always a great 
honour for any Catholic family when a son wanted to become a 
priest, or a daughter became a religious sister. As it turned out in this 
family, the only girl left home to enter into religious life leaving a 
home of  boys and no domestic help. The aunt easily could see a 
poor relative nearby with more than enough hungry girls to feed as a 
solution for both families. She made plans to adapt one of  the girls. 
My mother was the cousin of  choice. With papers in hand she came 
to my grandmother with an offer to adopt my mother. The offer 
came with a promise to educate my mother and give her a better life 
than she would ever now otherwise. Mother remembered her fear 
that any false promise of  a better life would instead be one of  cheap 
domestic help and nothing more than that. Mother remembered 
with so much pride in my grandfather, who came home and seeing 
the papers, ripped them into shreds and threw them away. Mother, 
now in her ninetieth year recalled the words that her father spoke 
that day to everyone involved. He told the family If  they were going 
to be poor they would be poor together and nothing would ever 
come between them. That is one shared memory of  the few I knew 
about for me to love a grandfather I had never seen or known. 

As a child I knew my maternal grandmother somewhat more. As 
grandchildren, we were always warned to show our best behaviour 
around her. Gramma Cox seemed stern and I was always in awe of   
her and a bit afraid too. I remember her lining us up and inspecting 
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our hands for dirt on most visits. I have no idea why that memory 
remains, unless it is only a portion of  that same awe I had for the 
only grandparent I ever physically knew. Today it is my intention to 
show every child, grandchild and those to come after them, who I 
am and how much I care. I definitely want my descendants to 
remember me for more than checking their hands for dirt.  

My parents were married in 1927. My mother moved in with her 
new husband and his siblings. She was just seventeen years of  age. 
My father was twenty-eight. I remember a story she told of  living in 
that old log home as a young wife, where her husband's younger 
siblings also lived. She would sit at the far end of  the dinner table in 
a place of  servant-ship, rather than as a married partner. Mother 
recalled with pride, the day my father put an end to that, by 
announcing to her and everyone else that as his wife, she was to take 
her rightful place, next to him at the head of  the table from that 
moment on. To my mother this was a wonderful public affirmation 
to her by her husband that she would carry with her through life. 

Some time in the early 1960s my parents purchased an old general 
merchandise store, now closed and moved onto the farm, where it 
became our home. Before this occurred, we lived in an old two 
storey log house heated only by wood, gathered and cut from the 
wooded bushes around our farm. In the winter months we would 
sleep beneath big feathered blankets made from duck and goose 
down. These feather ticks, as we called them kept us warm when the 
evening fire died away through the cold nights of  winter. Our father 
would prepare the kindling and wood for the next morning, before 
going to bed. He would awake early in the morning to start the fire 
before the rest of  us got dressed for the day. That old stove burned 
up a lot of  wood every winter. Twice a year, along with my brothers 
and our father would take an entire day to cut and pile this wood 
into small blocks for use in the kitchen and that large pot bellied 
stove standing in the middle of  the living room. The smaller boys 
would gather the wood from long piles of  logs previously chopped 
down and hauled into the yard from various wooded areas around 
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the farm. Others would steady the long logs as our father pushed 
and sawed them through the huge saw blade powered by our small 
farm tractor. Someone would catch the newly cut wood and stack it 
into useable piles for the house. I liked doing this part and always 
tried to fashion the finished wood pile as neatly as I could.  

My father never wasted anything taken from the earth, using only 
what was needed to live from. One example of  this were these same 
wood piles used in our home. It always took more time, but wood 
was only gathered from excess. Father would scour the woods to 
find the weakest trees there. These would be pulled out to the edge 
of  the bush by hand and stacked for hauling home. If  there was 
something weak or failing it would be used to the benefit of  the 
environment while was still usable. Only then were the stronger trees 
taken.  

I think society has lost this respect for the world we share with 
nature today. We need to regain this respect very soon. Our entire 
planet depends on us. We cannot let it down.There were many other 
examples of  my father's waste management techniques, we thought 
were once foolish. His knowledge fits nicely into the environmental 
thinking of  our modern world today.  
My father and those of  his era knew the importance of  the earth's 
resources. This is something we seem to have lost sight of  today. 
There were many practices my father insisted we follow such as, 
hauling vegetable stocks and excess weeds away for pig feed, rather 
see them rot in piles. When the fall crops were shovelled into storage 
bins, no spillage was allowed to remain on the ground. I remember 
as if  it were yesterday his old saying, "Sixty kernels makes a peck and 
sixty pecks makes a bushel". The spilled grain would be scraped up 
and put through a screen to be saved. The grain not making it 
through a certain size sieve would be  fed to the chickens, rocks and 
all.These are but a few of  the examples of  a man who knew what is 
was like to do with little. Father would be considered a hoarder  
today, as nothing was ever discarded because it could still have some 
value later on, somewhere. 
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In this aspect of  life my parents were as different as day and night. 
My father would want the potatoes we ate for meals, peeled as thin 
as was possible without leaving the skins still in place, while my 
mother generally cut them to whatever worked for her. She would 
make us take them to the pig trough so Dad would not notice her 
wasteful practice. Of  course, he always noticed and let her know too. 
Sometimes she would throw them into the trees, which never 
worked that well for her either. Dad was always the first one up and 
out of  bed, while Mother was usually the last. He never really 
criticized her directly, but the rest of  us had to listen to his second 
hand grumbling, meant for more sleepy ears than ours. There were 
many examples of  their differences I could write about too. Some of  
these are quite funny and others became a constant source of  
irritation. I wonder if  they were still alive today if  Mother would 
have taken a firmer stand and not have been so afraid to think for 
herself. Mother sure could have used a little more liberation than she 
lacked back then even though the environment was never her 
priority. 

Another story she told us late in life involved Dad's prize tom turkey. 
She always referred to him as the old gobbler, for obvious reasons. It 
seems the old gobbler was always around when she was hanging 
clothes outside on the line. I don't know if  the turkey never liked 
her, or whether she was just afraid of  it. In this particular story she 
felt the situation needed immediate action to protect herself  from an 
attack by the old tom turkey. She picked up a large pole from the 
ground and hit it over the head. The turkey went down. She assumed 
she had killed it and so sought to hide her deed (so Dad would not 
find it). She would work on a story later if  need be. Meanwhile she 
was safe to do her work without more hassle. To both, her relief  and 
horror at the same time, from out of  the bush came the turkey, now 
revived to resume his attacks on her again.There are so many other 
tales of  Mother's adventures to tell that will not be told by me. 
Turkeys were definitely not her favourite anything. 
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 For all the differences the two shared there were also the small 
things that brought them together. A few of  these I remember very 
well. There were those times while walking in a pasture, where we 
would come across a new patch of  fresh wild strawberries. Father 
would stop and pick every one. We were not allowed to join in the 
picking or eating, because they were strictly for mother to eat. He 
would cradle the delicacy into his large hands and take them to her. 
Other times, when buying the few store bought groceries we needed, 
Mother always got a special treat for her only. There were always 
fresh tomatoes or cucumbers and always fresh salted crackers for her 
soup. The kids knew better than to take any of  these for our own 
use. We always respected this, because of  we all knew she deserved 
these small pleasures.  

I don't remember the year that my mother fell and broke her leg so 
badly. Her leg never healed for the rest of  her life after that and gave 
her immense suffering. I know how much it affected the rest of  all 
our lives from then on, as well. My sister Sheila and her family were 
home for holidays. Sheila had joined the Canadian Armed Forces 
where she met her husband Greg. They were home for an infrequent 
visit to the farm, with their four girls when it happened. She was 
hanging clothes outside on the line when the floor gave way. She fell 
some five feet to the ground where her leg snapped almost off. The 
medical training of  Greg saved her from bleeding to death. He 
applied a tourniquet, until an ambulance arrived. She wound up in a 
Saskatoon hospital for several months and as stated elsewhere, 
suffered greatly from the open sore on her ankle for the remainder 
of  her life. From that day on life changed for us all. The family could 
no longer take her for granted and everyone helped share the role 
she always took upon herself. She showed all of  us how to live with 
a hardship. She suffered, never feeling sorry for herself  to the point 
of  being a burden. Her acceptance of  her injury, is a lesson I try to 
follow in my own life. She loved the company of  her kids and  
grandkids. There would always be more than a few there each 
Sunday. She would sit her in her chair with her sore leg elevated and 
become the centre of  conversation for all. It was guaranteed that 
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each visitor would have their own time with her before leaving. I 
don't think that any of  her family ever were disappointed. There is 
no grandchild of  hers that doesn't have a secret with her, and no one 
else. 

I really admired both my parents for all the ways they reached out to 
friends and neighbours. They took pride in supporting our small 
farming community. We were never rich but everything we could 
share, was freely given to anyone in need. When the community 
came looking for a plot of  land for picnic space and ball diamonds, 
my parents donated ten acres without a question. One positive to 
this good deed was that my brothers and I never paid for one event, 
as we simply crossed back and forth at will across our wheat field, a 
short distance from our house. When the school grounds needed 
cutting, or the school’s horse barn needed cleaning, our family 
always came forward. My brothers and I hauled water for the 
teachers and did the janitorial work at the school. On any particular 
warm day, extra outdoor time was available by simply closing off  a 
chimney and allowing the rooms to fill with smoke, thus causing a 
temporary evacuation for all out to the school yard. My brother 
Arthur was sometimes simply genius. 

My parents, like all pioneers were interested in their community. 
They made it their goal to actively participate in furthering the 
common good. The things for which financial contributions were 
not possible, were made up for in the work of  their hands. The 
things they gave away freely, were given with a real sense of  justice 
for everyone. Every gift given, big or small were always their gift to 
someone else in need. Every action was a lesson in humility and 
service to others less fortunate. There were always life lessons being 
taught. These community gestures had an impact on me going right 
into my adult years. It was already there in my youth that I was being 
taught life’s lessons. It was then I found my future commitment to 
social justice that my parents always displayed. My parents really had 
a great influence on my life. While they have both passed on, I think 
of  them often with the greatest respect and loving fondness for the 
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life they gave me to follow. 

I remember the year my father died. My wife and I knew something 
was not right sometime before it happened. Sometimes life happens 
that way. We realized something wrong while we were saying 
goodbye on our last visit to the farm. Dad seemed to take an 
unusually long time to say goodbye that day as we prepared to leave. 
I believe he knew how sick he was already and needed us to be there 
a little longer with him. I had a sense of  sadness knowing this as I 
drove away that day.  He died a short time later of  pancreatic cancer. 
My brothers and I made the thirty mile trip to the funeral home to 
accompany his remains home to the old church yard for burial. It 
was our way to honour him for one last time. My mother received 
cards at his passing from people working at places such as the Post 
Office, grocery stores and the like. All of  them simply remembering 
a man who treated them with respect while still alive. 

The young priest was talking about Dad during the funeral mass, He 
had only been in the community for a short time and never knew 
Dad, very well. He told us how our dad would always come by, 
before and after church. He suggested to the priest that they should 
always pray for a good rain, when needed. This was no different 
from most others folks, said the priest. The priest told us that what 
stuck him deeply was that unlike most others that asked for the 
obvious prayers, Dad was the only one who would remind him to 
say a prayer of  thanks for the rain too. 

My brother Jack looked after our mother for twenty years after my 
father died. They stayed on the family farm for a while but, farming 
was changing rapidly. Farming now required bigger equipment and 
better ways to succeed. With a mother in a wheelchair, and a small 
farm, Jack sold the farm and moved the two of  them into Lanigan.  
There he lovingly kept her as best he could, which was never easy 
for him. The last years of  her life were spent with my oldest sister, 
Francis. In her final years, I am told that when other relatives and 
neighbours came by to cheer Mother up, the tables were almost 
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always reversed. She usually became the nurturer to those, who had 
come to nurture her. Every child and grandchild were special. She 
knew every name right up to the time she died, and everyone was 
treated as equals. 

We all received a copy of  a last will she had made out dating as far 
back as 1984. In this will she had listed every small item and which 
descendant would receive it. As she aged, of  course more small 
items came and many previously listed disappeared. Items on her old 
will were crossed off, deleted and added to as she saw fit. There was 
not much left to give out at the time of  her death, but her ongoing 
concern that we were all important to her.   

This is the quote from her "Last Will and Testament" which we all 
received a copy of… " I have not anything of  worldly value to me 
and I give you all I have. My family mostly I give you all my love and 
your Catholic faith, which to me is of  more value than anything gold 
or silver could buy". 

When I go back to the lives of  my parents, I think I can see the 
similarities between their marriage and my own. I find traits I admire 
about my dad in my own life. I see in my wife so many similarities I 
knew in my own mother. As husbands we both took on the role as 
providers and protectors of  the family. My mother and my wife 
gradually took over these roles in their own fashion as time went on. 
In areas where my dad and I showed our integrity and commitment, 
our wives led by compassion and  the wisdom of  knowing as only a 
woman could know. My mother saw in Linda's heart a love that she 
herself  had. The two became great friends. I had a father I could 
model easily and my wife had the mother she always wanted. These 
all made for a pretty good foundation for a good life. 
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2.    YOUTH 

I was born in 1942, the 8th of  twelve children, born there on the 
family farm. Four more brothers would still come along after me. 
Raising a large family on little land must have been difficult. Without 
livestock and poultry to eat, trade, and sell, life would have been 
even more so. As growing farm children in the 1940s and 1950s life 
was a very busy time. I have no real memories of  my sisters as I 
grew up,  as they had moved away when I was younger. Sheila was 
the last to leave home and still part of  our many games.  

Farm chores were many. We worked the fields and fed animals of  
every kind. We cleaned livestock barns and pens every Saturday and 
hauled the waste manure to the fields, to be spread across the fields 
by hand with pitchforks. Grain had to be ground down for pigs, 
cattle, horses and the hundreds of  chickens. We worked a large 
garden which was such a part of  our annual food supply. There was 
school to attend, but necessary farm chores often took precedent 
over serious studies many times. Each day we milked by hand 
between sixteen and twenty cattle. Every evening someone would go 
to the pasture to fetch the cows for milking. The cattle were always 
at least a mile from  the farmyard every night. Most often one of  the 
boys would jump on a horse and bring the cattle in.  

Other times, the task was done by one or more of  us on foot. We 
had a Shetland pony with the name of  "Dusty." Getting her to the 
far end of  the pasture was hard work, but coming back to the yard 
was always an adventure, as she would run home all the way, 
especially if  there was any lightning and thunder around. Walking 
took longer but it was also more fun. I never volunteered to ride a 
horse unless necessary to do so. I have no regrets saying that. There 
were times when pasture grass was short of  feed. These times we 
spent the whole day herding the cattle on unfenced grass. This was 
hard work as cattle knew no boundaries on their own and needed  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constant attention all the time. Cattle never were smartest animals on 
the farm, knowing the only direction was always straight ahead. I 
never loved horses, but I hated cattle more. 

The gallons of  milk gathered was taken to the house where the 
cream was separated from the milk. The cream separator was 
operated by manually turning its handle at a constant speed by one 
of  us. Another would add the milk into the feeder bowl and change 
the pails as they filled, replacing it with another. The separated milk 
would be taken back to the barn to be fed to young weanling calves 
or put into the pig trough. Fresh milk was always readily available in 
the kitchen and used for everything else imaginable. The fresh cream 
might be used on fresh berries and other delicacies.  

The majority of  the fresh cream would be stored in large containers 
for sale away from the farm. Five gallon containers were taken to the 
train station every Monday morning and tagged. A Canadian Pacific 
Railway train would deliver the cream to a dairy in Melfort for 
processing. The empty container would be returned at the end of  
the week to our local railway drop off. The same day a small cheque 
would arrive by mail to be cashed for the weekend spending. Almost 
always we were treated with ice cream, candy or some other treat. 
There were times when a good feed of  bologna came home and was 
a welcome change to our regular meal of  pork or fried eggs.  

 Each Saturday morning was the regular time to prepare the butter 
supply for the next week. That old butter church was set on a chair 
and the handle turned manually by someone, allowing the inside 
paddles to church the rich cream, until the butter hardened into a 
large yellow mass, leaving only the liquid buttermilk in the bottom. 
The buttermilk, when drained off  would be used in the making of  
pancakes or consumed as is. I never got used to buttermilk then and 
still avoid it today. The new butter would be sprinkled with just the 
proper amount of  salt and enjoyed by all. The first test would always 
be spreading the delicacy on Mother's fresh warm bread until all 
were as full as one could be. 
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On our farm, there were always the chickens, housed away from the 
other barns at the far end of  the farmyard. There were over three 
hundred chickens to feed and water every day. There was never was 
a holiday from feeding chickens. I always liked doing the work 
around the chicken house. The work was not hard to do, and best of  
all I was left alone to do my task. While others were fighting over 
which cow to milk, I worked alone. Grain and supplements were 
spread for them to eat and water was made available for the day. 
There were eggs to gather in the long rows of  nests. These had to be 
gathered carefully so as not to crack or break the eggs. I admired my 
father when coming across a broken egg, would simply swallow as is 
right there on the spot. I never knew if  he enjoyed it, was showing 
off, or just being a good steward. I never tried to follow his practice, 
I know that.  

Each spring all of  us were sent to the fields to pick the many rocks 
left from spring seeding. We had a lot of  rocks to pick on that old 
farm. Each load would be hauled to a large rock pile, out of  harm's 
way. These piles ended up along a fence line or to mark the 
neighbours boundaries. Other times, rocks were piled across the 
creek running through our property. These served as small dams and 
places for easy crossing to pastures and fields. These rock crossings 
were extra helpful during spring runoff, when the creeks flooded the 
land between pastures and the farmyard. Picking rocks was 
extremely hard work and all done with pure manual labour. 

Each spring everyone took part in planting the large garden to 
potatoes and every vegetable known for planting. Potatoes were pre 
cut into wedges and planted by hand in a ten acre plot of  land. Large 
rows of  peas, carrots, beans and other vegetables were likewise sown 
in another smaller garden  in the same way. While other kids 
attended school track meets in town, we spent the day spring 
planting. Hard work always took precedence over play in our father's  
eyes. Once planted our responsibility never ended as we spent a 
great deal of  time weeding, watering and hilling the entire garden. 
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The work only ended when the harvest of  great food was taken in 
for the winter. 

As spring turned to summer the family began the process of  
gathering wild fruit from our farm and elsewhere. Wild Saskatoon 
berries were meticulously picked from wherever they could be 
found. The best locations were always side roads with no traffic and 
from any neighbour having extra. Any bluff  or wooded area with 
wild raspberries was picked dry. There were times when a neighbour 
or relative would let us pick their excess garden supply too. Crab 
apples were always available for which we were thankful. Pin 
cherries, choke cherries and rhubarb were made into jams. When the 
canning season was finished the jars of  fruit and jams were enough 
to get us through the winter season. Along with fruit, there were 
those canned peas and green beans and cucumber pickles. 
Sometimes fruit purchased in town such as peaches and pears 
became the special Sunday treat of  choice. Chicken was also canned 
in glass jars because there were no deep freeze available. Each winter 
the men cut out large blocks of  ice from frozen creeks and dugouts. 
The ice  was hauled to an old log ice house and covered with 
sawdust. Here farm products were kept cool. The sawdust kept the 
ice until early fall. Sitting in that old log ice house was always a 
welcome treat when the summer heat was present, as long as our 
father failed to find us there. Sons being idle was never one of  his 
valued rules. 

With the passing of  each spring the haying season began. Hay 
making was hard work in the hot and lazy days of  summer. A team 
of  horses pulled an old McCormick Deering horse cutting mower 
across wild prairie wool and as close to the creek bed as possible. 
Later on a small Ford tractor took the place of  the horses.The hay 
was allowed to season, before it was cross raked into smaller hay 
piles, rounded to shed rain. These small hay stacks were then hauled 
into the farmyard for winter use. Making hay was probably the 
hardest work we did as farm boys. The summer heat combined with 
mosquitos, horse flies and the strenuous work made this very hard. 
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Everyone was happy when it was finished. The purchase of  the first 
square baler used for haying was a welcome addition to the haying 
season. 
      
Any happy feelings we had when all the hay was gathered never 
lasted very long, because the annual harvest was ready to begin. The 
hot summer sun where we worked making hay also helped ripen the 
  fields of  wheat, oats and barley. The haying machinery gave 
way to the old McCormick Deering binder, first pulled by the 
faithful horses and later by the same small Ford tractor. This was no 
modern day harvest operation in our youth. The old binder cut and 
tied the grain into sheaves which were then, dropped into long rows, 
where my brothers and I would stand them up in what we called 
stooks for drying for threshing. The whole countryside would be 
seen in row upon row of  “stooked” grain in every farm field for 
miles on end throughout the district. 
         
The threshing season was always my favourite time of  the year, 
despite the hard work involved to complete the task. My father and 
his brother Leo, ran the operation together. Leo ran the threshing 
site and my father hauled and shovelled the grain into the grain bins. 
Along with their two farms there were other neighbours who helped 
too. There could be five to six teams of  horses loading, hauling and 
feeding the threshing machine. My father certainly had the hardest 
task of  all. He hauled each load of  new grain to the bins and 
unloaded each load by hand. My younger brothers and I would work 
inside the grain bin, to move the grain around. There were no grain 
augers back then.  

The best memories of  the threshing season were the breakfast and 
dinner table. The smell of  food and the conversations among the 
men were magical to a young boy's ears. We would sit back, on the 
staircase, out of  the way, while we watched and listened to the lies  
and stories, some of  which were maybe perhaps true. Uncle Leo told 
how he was planning to dig up the grave of  his father in law, in order 
to find his gold tooth. He laughed and laughed while we kids 
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showed our disgust with the very idea. There were ghost stories of  
the "Indian Bush" that we all knew possessed the best wild 
raspberries in the whole world. Leo told us, the bush was a burial 
ground for an old Indian warrior who haunted the bush forever and 
claimed the raspberries as his own. But most of  all I remember the 
optimism of  the season and the thankfulness for the harvest. I guess 
I always had that same feeling when I finished one of  my own 
highway projects.  

Still with all these duties there still was time to play too. All the 
neighbours had large families, so my family of  twelve did not look or 
feel any different from theirs. With so many aunts and uncles close 
by and the many cousins there were plenty of  family for support. 
Families kept to their own during the work week, but Sunday was 
time kept open for church, family celebrations and community 
sharing. The local school or church were weekly gathering places for 
community.  

There were so many Sunday afternoons spent wandering along the 
creek that stretched for miles and miles throughout the area, running 
right past the yard, from the North country south to Last Mountain 
Lake north of  Regina. Along this creek were marshes and open 
water for miles. All kinds of  wildlife made their home along this 
water. Birds of  every kind, including the loon and wild ducks of  
every species lived there. Blackbirds with different coloured wings let 
all know when we came close to their territory. There were frequent 
sightings of  the Blue Heron and every once in a while the rare 
Whooping Crane would stop to rest for a short time. 

There were a lot of  Sunday afternoons my brothers and I, along 
with cousins and a few friends wandered the shores of  that creek for 
hours on end. The older boys carried a .22 calibre rifle, or a shotgun 
all the time, while anyone younger had their home made sling shot in 
the back pocket. I'm sorry to say now that the shooting targets were 
those many blackbirds and wild ducks although the favourite targets, 
were the many empty glass bottles and cans. On a dare someone 
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might even have taken aim at a telephone pole where it's glass 
insulator when hit allowed the wire to spring away from the pole 
with a loud noise. 

In the winter the creek often turned into a skating area where games 
of  hockey was played for hour upon hour. I especially remember the 
times when the entire creek would freeze over as if  it were pure 
glass. When this happened we could skate as far as we could in any 
direction, before turning back home.  

When the creek began to flow each spring our homemade rafts were 
launched into the flow imitating Tom Sawyer style adventures.  Any 
items that were floatable were tossed into the creek to watch float 
away as well. When the few sucker fish made their way back up the 
creek we would have fun spearing them using home made spears. 
The fish would be taken to the pig trough as a treat, 

Away from the creek there were games of  shiny with whatever one 
could find as a ball or puck. Soccer played with big old farm boots 
was a tough game to participate in. Hide and Seek, Kick the Can, 
Scrub and the other self  improvised games kept kids occupied and 
entertained. The self  made games usually became pretty heated, with 
rules made up as the game went along. Interpretation of  these rules 
always depended on who was winning or losing at the time. 

 Heated arguments usually resulted in a physical confrontation of  
some kind. All fighting between kids was left for us to settle, as 
parents stayed out of  it. One game I remember were our Sunday 
afternoon family football games. We had measured out an actual 
field with yard markers and goal posts and had an old football to 
use. These games required physical contact all the time. Physical 
contact always meant hard feelings. The game usually started out 
pretty well, but the first tackle thrown just a bit too hard got the 
blood boiling pretty quickly. Games probably never actually finished 
most times and bloody noses and bruises stayed a lot longer. Our 
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father always stayed away from picking sides in any scrap, leaving us 
boys to sort it all out. 

I never was very competitive in sporting games of  any kind, but I 
certainly had some brothers who were. My brother Arthur went on 
to a great Junior hockey career with the Regina Pats Hockey Club 
and had a tryout with the Montreal Canadiens. He was a little over a 
year older than me. I was certainly never in his league of  excellence. 
My younger brother Ron also had a Junior hockey career in Moose 
Jaw and was a natural athlete. I was no tough skinned boy. I liked to 
get along, not so much as any peace activist, but because I never 
liked any confrontation. I feel the same way today. I would shake my 
head silently when one of  my brothers challenged a teacher’s 
patience. I knew the obvious consequence of  this challenge would 
not turn out well. It never did. There was one time when being good 
turned out to be a negative of  sorts. The seventh and eighth grade 
boys from our school were riding in the back of  a pickup truck, 
traveling to a neighbouring school for a game. Boys decided this 
would be a great chance to smoke cigarettes in the back of  the 
pickup truck on the ride there, and back. The obvious punishment 
handed down was cancellation of  the boys ball team, for the rest of  
the year. My brother Ed and I were free of  the punishment, because 
we never participated in the smoking. It turned out therefore we 
were still free to play softball, because the girls were short of  players. 
Therefore we were designated as part of  the girls team from that 
point on. Being a shy boy, I was pretty embarrassed, but there were 
also those evident rewards on the next road games, too.    
          
The nicest part of  school were always the Christmas concerts and 
the school party that preceded them. I can't remember any of  the 
plays, except that they all followed the Christmas theme. It was the 
Christmas carols we sang each year that I remember most. My 
brothers and I always got to sing the best parts together. It was our 
chance to show our singing talents, a fact we were all very proud of. 
Our pre concert school parties were also special. The school was 
decorated with streamers. There was popcorn and treats, while 
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someone showed up as Santa. It was a time when everybody present 
were equal and the same. The Sisters of  Service that taught us back 
then were wise beyond wise. They were so much more than teachers. 
Our community, including myself, owed a great deal to them. 

I think my family resented having less than, those neighbours having 
more than we did, especially when their children used it against us at 
school and social gatherings. Our family worked extra hard to make 
ends meet, which meant doing without many things. Our second 
hand clothes were always evident to see. Walking to school, when 
others did not and eating a makeshift lunch from homemade lunch 
pails were signs of  our plight. While others drove to  church on 
Sunday in shiny cars, we arrived in a wooden grain box pulled by a 
team of  horses. Sometimes we liked to walk, especially home. Being 
poor did keep us strong as a family. We were fiercely loyal to each 
other and circled our family wagon very quickly, if  anyone from 
outside tried to pull us down. While our parents accepted the life we 
lived, I’m not sure the rest of  us felt the same way all the time. There 
was always a fierce sense of  pride in my family. Maybe, it was 
because we had less than some others and were often reminded of  
the same, or maybe we simply just stuck together. Nevertheless we 
could fight and scrap within the family circle, but be damned if  
anyone else from outside tried to do or say anything to one of  us, 
without serious repercussions. 

These were my childhood years, when the magic appeared in the 
excitement shared with siblings. We all lived that dream as one family 
on our farm. What I do remember about those early years was the 
great food and going to Midnight Mass on Christmas Eve. Once 
home, we never were sent to bed and were allowed to stuff  ourselves 
with Mothers cooking and share in the candy and nuts freely.  Board 
games of  choice were allowed as our parents and older brothers and  
 
sisters played cards. The whole family sang together and were 
allowed  to eat as much as we wanted and could. 
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There was that short period of  time between my childhood 
Christmas and the coming of  my own family when Christmas lost its 
fun somehow.This was a time for finding my own space, and 
growing into my own  reality. During this time it was home for 
Christmas, still trying to find the old magic and not wanting to find it 
at the same time. Again, home was valued for the cooking and family 
fellowship always missed during time away as I began my adult life 
on my own terms. 

I dreamed of  a better way. There is no denying it. I spent many days 
and nights, dreaming of  different places and things. I wished for 
good health for my mother and father. Watching them do with less, 
was hard to see, even when I greatly admired the ways they shared 
with such gentle acceptance of  the life they lived. Both of  them 
took only the minimum for themselves and always gave generously 
to their children and neighbours. Our home was always the gathering 
place for extended family and neighbours. Sunday evening meals 
were shared with others on a moment’s notice. No matter how many 
showed up at meal time no one ever went away hungry.  On some 
rare occasion when the food came close to not enough, it was us 
that did without, no questions asked. There were more than a times 
when Mother would call one of  us to butcher another chicken at the 
last minute to be fried up for additional food. When the food ran 
short we fell back on our normal weekday food, meaning none of  
the Sunday special baking only our mother could prepare. 
Hospitality was the normal routine at our farm. 

I was always a dreamer. I listened to the Irish folk songs my mother 
sang, especially that one old song that went something like this, 
“They call me a dreamer and maybe I am, but I know that I’m 
longing to see; those far away places, with strange sounding names 
calling, …calling ……to me”. After school I liked to stay behind 
looking through the old magazines and books on a table in the 
basement. I read the old classics over and over again, like  Moby 
Dick, Gulliver's Travels, The Last of  the Mohicans, Huckleberry 
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Finn and Tom Sawyer  by Mark Twain. These stories brought to me 
the dreams of  another world, beyond the farm where I lived.  

Then there was music. My father always had in the home, a large 
short wave radio. This radio allowed me to discovery the sounds of  
music. I heard the songs of  the hobo, traveling the rails in box cars, 
sleeping in barns and camping under the railroad trestles themselves. 
These were the songs of  the underprivileged and the ordinary 
working man. These were songs written and sung of  lost dreams and 
places seen. These songs told of  wide open spaces and campfires at 
night. These stories and songs reminded me of  my family struggles 
and of  our dreams for a better way of  living. Those old radios were 
my lifeline to the outside world, so much so that when my father 
died at the age of  81 years, my mother took me aside and gave the 
old Marconi to me. I realize now that in the end my father and I may 
have really shared the same dream of  a better life with far away 
places. I think she wanted me to build on my dreams in a way Dad 
never had a chance to with his. That old Marconi has been passed on 
to my son, and still holds a place of  honour in his home. It is safe 
there as a family treasure filled with hopes and dreams still to come. 
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3. LEAVING HOME 

I felt at home in that old two room schoolhouse down the road 
from the farm yard. It had become a real part of  me for eleven 
years. The Sisters of  Service that taught me during all those years 
were my friends as well as teachers. I trusted them in everything and 
I believe they looked out for me. Soon though, I would have to 
move on from the safety of  home. I realized this but still felt 
frightened at the very thought of  leaving my comfortable life.   

 In the 1950s getting a full high school diploma was a great 
accomplishment. Times were changing yet, many students were 
content with having the minimum education, before going out into 
the workplace, to earn money to support the family farm, or start a 
life beyond school. None of  my older brothers had obtained a 
complete high school diploma before me. I always assumed I would 
succeed, for my own sake and not to prove anything else. School was 
actually fun for me. I attended rural Loyola School, just a half  mile 
from the family farm. The two room school had classes from 
Grades 1 through Grade 11. All students studying in the eleventh 
grade were required to write final exams that were submitted to the 
Department of  Education in Regina to obtain a final grade. The 
Sisters teaching, were not authorized to supervise these Department 
exams. This meant traveling to a bigger centre at the end of  June 
where each school subject was written and submitted. The results of  
theses exams were never received until later in the summer, meaning 
some uncertainty was always on your mind into the summer months.  

Our little country school did not cover the 12th or final year of  High 
School. This meant driving the fourteen miles into town or attending 
another school. I chose to leave home and move thirty miles away 
with my sister and her family. Elaine lived in Humboldt, working as a 
registered nurse, Urban and Elaine had just started their own young 
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family. The plan was that I attend the high school close to her home 
and in return help her out where possible while she worked night 
shifts at the hospital. It may not seem so today but in 1959 leaving 
the farm to live in a larger town was life changing. There was 
nothing to compare ahead of  time and no one to offer advice either. 
I was left on my own to figure out the path to take. 

I went into a large high school with a class of  over forty students 
and over three hundred students in total. This was much different 
from the country school I shared with only three others, I had 
known since the first grade. Instead of  one trusted teacher who 
knew everything about me, I was taught by a different teacher for 
every class. There were girls there, more pretty girls than I had ever 
seen before and I was shy. I got through the year and made a few 
friends. Because if  my love of  sports I was drawn to the local ice 
arena. It was known as the Wigwam and home to the Humboldt 
Indians. Imagine just how both names like "Indians" and "wigwam" 
would accepted in today's culture.  

Under the monitorship of  the well known Scottie Monroe the 
Humbolt Indians were a force in Provincial Junior Hockey for many 
years. Hanging out around the rink helped me get involved with the 
Rink Rats, a group of  boys that manually scraped and flooded the 
ice  during and after different sporting events. This allowed us to 
skate  for free when the ice was not in use. We also had our own 
small clubroom to hang out in as a group. I felt at home enough 
there, to join the local Juvenile hockey team. Being around the rink 
gave me an opportunity to meet more young people. This eased my 
shyness and helped me form an identity. Throughout my life I still 
cross the path of  some of  these kids today.  

I needed additional classes to properly acquire my high school 
diploma, so the following year I moved home again. I rode the 
school bus each morning from home to the nearest high school in 
Lanigan. Here I  knew most of  the students and in that way felt 
more at ease. My most endearing memory of  that year was how the  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teachers and students stood around the school yard smoking 
cigarettes together. This will ever happen today, which makes the 
thought even more humorous now. 

I had no idea of  a career choice at the completion of  high school. I 
guess I was just happy enough to finish successfully. Sister Mills, my 
country high school teacher suggested I consider the priesthood. I 
thank God every day I never considered that. It was the furthest 
thing from my mind and would have been a terrible mistake for me 
and the church too. She suggested I become a teacher instead. I 
think she saw some of  my social justice thinking and maybe that I 
cared for people. I looked up to Sister Mills a great deal and with not 
many other options I applied for Teachers College in Saskatoon. 

I enrolled in a two year teaching course at the Saskatchewan 
Teachers College in Saskatoon. This was known then as "Normal 
School." The term Normal Schools simply referred to a basic forms 
of  instructions only and was thus not on par with regular university 
training. In fact these campuses closed their doors shortly after my 
being there. With a small loan and no other money in the bank, I 
was off  to Saskatoon. My parents, sent me to live with my Uncle and 
his family while attending classes. The problem was their home was 
over thirty blocks away from campus. I was handicapped with no 
transportation and a very minimum budget. The greater distance 
made it difficult to be as involved as required for most school 
projects, and campus life activities. While I loved the idea of  
becoming a teacher, I found the isolation to be a concern. I was not 
fitting in to college life very well at all. 

With my small student loan depleted, unable to pay my rent and the 
inability of  my parents to help, I was left with no choice but to leave 
school. The fact that I was unable to be as involved as I should have 
been and less than good grades were enough reasons to leave. I felt I 
had let myself  and my family down by leaving school. It took me a 
while to reconcile the feeling that I had failed. Today I know it was 
the right decision and I am glad I moved on. It's funny how all these 
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years later decisions made long ago turn out to be the right ones 
after all.  

Throughout the times after leaving the security of  the family unit 
and striking out on my own, I was never alone. I knew I had the 
support of  my parents. I knew they were proud of  me for having my 
high school diploma. I felt the rest of  the family felt the same way 
too. Yet, deep inside there was that feeling of  not really measuring 
up. I was basically very insecure. 

They tell me that in school it's not what is being taught you that you 
remember for life, but rather the kindness of  the person who taught 
it instead. It was there in my very short time at the Saskatchewan 
Teachers College where I found one person, who influenced me for 
a lifetime. I give credit for changing life's perspective to one person 
in particular. Her name was Wynona Mulcaster. While I struggled 
with relationships throughout high school and Teachers College, 
there was this kind lady I got to know in an Art class. She seemed to 
know and have a heart for people. Her undivided attention and kind 
heart to others immediately touched me inside. She saw who I could 
be as soon as I entered her class. Her acceptance of  me became the 
birth of  new confidence in myself. I don't know how, or why this 
lady changed my life. She accepted me, not teacher to student, but 
person to person. I actually carried the work I had done with her for 
several years before letting it go. I wish I had told her of  how she 
touched me, before she passed away. Thank You Miss Mulcaster for 
how you taught life. 

After leaving school I lived in the city for a short time. My brother 
Ed and I enrolled in the militia for  a six week course. Here we 
learned the discipline of  army life. This was a great learning 
experience where we were taught discipline and real life experiences. 
When Ed started working as a mechanic back home, I too, moved 
home for a short time. While at home I found some quiet individual 
time to be with my father on a mature level, away from the rest of   
the family. We talked about life and about my role in it. We both 
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agreed there would be no life for me there, in the place I grew up, 
and that my life must be lived in a new place. He was gently telling 
me to step out and find my place in the world. 

Deep down I had always had the great desire to work outdoors. This 
desire came from being a boy raised on the family farm. One day in 
mid August of  1962, while we sat in his large garden pulling weeds  
and talking, my mother called me from the kitchen. There finally had 
been a response to one of  the many job applications I had filled out 
with many government agencies. The caller on the line had just 
offered me a government position with the Saskatchewan 
Department of  Highways and Transportation. The government was 
upgrading a Provincial highway close to home. The next morning I 
drove the old Ford family car down the road and headed for 
Highway No. 6. It was a temporary job that turned into a 35 year 
career. I was never out of  work again. 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4. ON MY OWN 

I left home that August day in 1962 at 6:30 A.M. I felt excited, 
because my hope of  finding productive employment had taken a 
positive turn. Roadwork meant being outdoors which would be 
really satisfying. I loved being outdoors. I was eager to find out what 
was to be expected of  me. My application for this employment was 
very intentional and something I really wanted to pursue. As I drove 
away I was thinking about my life and where all this would lead. I 
was thankful that my father allowed me to use his old Ford sedan for 
a while at the inconvenience of  the family at home. I regret not 
having told him so. To tell the truth, the concerns of  my family 
never crossed my mind that day. Maybe that was how it should have 
been, because it was my time to finally leave home, and we all knew 
it was time to go. 

Saskatchewan was enjoying a post World War II baby boom, like the 
rest of  Canada. Saskatchewan contributed much to the social life of  
Canada after the war. Many Canadian social programs were copied  
from the actions of  the Canadian Commonwealth Federation party, 
better known as the CCF in Saskatchewan, who had governed the 
Province since 1944. I remember my mother receiving a family 
allowance cheque each month at $8.00 a child. She looked forward 
to that supplement and the money was used wisely by her. With her 
Simpson and Eaton catalogues and her family allowance her life was 
made a little easier.  

As part of  this growing economy the population was growing 
rapidly and it's citizens demanded more economic growth. In the 
1950s many important programs in the Province of  Saskatchewan 
had already started, but not yet completed by the time I joined the 
Provincial workforce. These included, rural electrification, the 
discovery of  oil in western Saskatchewan, uranium and potash.  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Wheat was still the main crop of  choice for farming. In 1957 the 
first television stations started broadcasting from Regina and 
Saskatoon.  

The most memorable legislation was bringing in free medicare. After 
a bitter legislative debate, Saskatchewan brought in public funded 
medicare for everyone. Medicare began in July 1962, one month 
before I began working for the government. Nearly all the province's 
doctors went on strike in protest of  the Medicare legislation even 
though the government had a large majority of  support. When the 
doctors closed their offices, the government opened community 
clinics with the support of  doctors from the England and the United 
States. After the Saskatchewan doctors found little support for their 
cause, they too returned to work.This event was just one of  the 
many important changes to a growing province. Progress was on a 
new path of  change. 

Because of  the layout of  the provincial grid system, Saskatchewan 
also had the largest rural road system in all of  Canada to maintain. 
Adding to this grid system in 1957 was the signing of  a partnership 
for a new Trans Canada Highway route being built from coast to 
coast. Without realizing it then, I was to take an active part in the 
greatest mobilization in the history of  Saskatchewan. To further 
illustrate this point is the fact that in the days soon after I began 
working with the Highway Department, I was offered employment 
by two other government agencies. I have no regrets with the career 
I chose. It was an exciting time to be part of  new and rapid growth. 

I drove down Highway 14, and turned on to Highway 6, near the 
village of  Dafoe. I had no problem finding the construction site. 
The evident placement of  construction signs showed anyone driving 
down that section of  highway that men and equipment were present. 
I learned as my career continued on, the value of  construction signs 
on highway projects as necessary for safety. Death in a construction 
zone was never pleasant and I remember when more than one 
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occurred. When I took up supervision of  my own projects, proper 
signings were always my first priority. 

Gravel trucks and other large construction equipment moved back 
and forth along the roadway in organized and constructive action. I 
found the campsite easily, and was surprised by how large it actually 
was. Long white bunkhouses, trimmed in green, formed neat rows 
on one side of  the yard. Across the yard was the kitchen consisting 
of  two adjoining cook cars and sleeping quarters for the female 
cooks. The cook cars making up the kitchen could feed up to thirty 
men at a time. Next to the kitchen was the foreman's trailer and 
room for company parking and the construction office. The yard 
was full of  trucks, spare tires, various parts and gas pumps. Private 
vehicles were parked in orderly fashion apart from the site itself. The 
camp reminded me of  a small army camp. 

Across the yard and set apart from the Contractor's camp, but close 
enough to engage with the contractor were the now familiar yellow 
and black trailers of  the Department of  Highways and 
Transportation. Considerably smaller than the contractor's camp, 
government trailers were impressive as well. Vehicles of  the work 
crew were made up from pick up trucks and older cars. Government 
vehicles were owned by the government and driven by employees. 
Each government vehicle could be identified because the letter "G," 
always preceded the remainder of  licence plate numbers. These 
vehicles clearly distinguished the engineering crew from the 
contractor personal doing the heavier work. Sleeping quarters and a 
field office for the government workers were deliberately set aside 
from the contractors operation, to distinguish the bounds between 
those being supervised and those doing the supervising. Throughout 
my thirty-five years as a public servant this fact continuously 
reminded me that this was a fine line I had to tread every day I 
worked.  

This new experience was much different  from my attempts to fit 
into the urban world where I lived for the past year or so. Some  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employees on this construction site were boys from my school days, 
that never finished high school and entered the workforce early. 
There were other local farm boys, living close by and wanting to 
earn extra money while the opportunity arose. There were long time 
hard working employees too, making an honest full time living on 
the road. 

 These were men like my father and my older brothers, 
unpretentious and honest. I felt at home around them. They 
operated graders, heavy duty equipment, and farm tractors pulling 
heavily loaded equipment to pack down the new surface into a new 
roadway. Water trucks drove along the work areas to keep the 
material wet so the equipment would succeed in the work. These 
were the people I grew up with and felt at home around. The first 
two weeks I was there I rode along in one of  the water trucks. The 
driver was a man they all called "Yogi". Every time he hauled a load 
of  water, I would simply write out a volume ticket at the location it 
was used and hand the results in at the end of  the day. For these two 
weeks work I received a check for $9:00 per day. 

My fellow government workers seemed to fit into the same general 
mold. The average age of  our crew would be in the mid twenties. 
Some drove government cars filled with survey equipment and 
others had shovels and other equipment used to test for soil 
compaction. Older men worked in the gravel pits weighing each 
truckload of  material and supplying a ticket to the trucker. Once at 
the dumping area road checkers accepted the ticket, then measured 
each truckload of  material dumped on the roadway. At the end of  
each shift the tickets would be turned in to our office to be recorded 
and the quantities tabulated. 

Survey crews applied stakes and elevation levels to ensure the proper 
width and depth were applied to each new section being built. I 
marvelled at the speed at which the surveyors worked as they took 
each elevation in five measured and staked locations across the road, 
and at twenty-five foot intervals, and marked them manually all in 
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less than an hour. When ready another crew would manually dig a 
hole in each layer every five hundred feet across the roadway to 
check compaction requirements. There was always a danger from 
traffic but I quickly became comfortable when called on to take part 
in this work. I remember a time on that first contract when a vehicle 
failed to slow down while the crew were pounding in grade stakes. 
His speed startled one of  the surveyors, who instinctively reacted by 
putting his hatchet through the driver's windshield.  

This was real work and there was much to learn. It was outside and 
exciting. The men who worked here (still no women in 1962) were 
honest and unpretentious. It was sometimes too hot, and other times 
too cold. Work was long by day and after hours were spent resting 
and relaxing. After hours, became a time for stories and card games 
and more than a few drinks too. There was an order for everyone to 
follow and new employees fell into this order very quickly, 
sometimes the hard way. New men always slept on a top bunk. A 
simple mistake when surveying would cost a man a dozen beer for 
the crew. You rode in the car in the order of  you're standing in the 
crew. Rookies never sat in the front seat of  the vehicle unless asked 
to, and you did as you were told, no questions asked. You looked 
down from your top bunk and kept quiet when any high stakes 
poker game was in progress. You stayed awake no matter how late 
into the night the game went on.  

There were a few side benefits for this straight laced Catholic boy 
that I had never been privy to before, like an abundance of  many 
Playboy type magazines lying around everywhere. There was new 
colourful renditions of  man talk, that I had not learned at home 
either, and to which my poor mother would find appalling to say the 
least. This was no ordinary church crowd, and I had to learn quickly 
what was good and what was not. This new world view I was being 
drawn into certainly called me to make good or bad decisions every 
day. I'm sorry to say I may have failed on more than a few occasions. 
That first year's employment only lasted until the fall shutdown in 
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November, but I was ready for more. By the end of  1962 I was 
earning $1.16 per hour.  

 In the spring of  1963 I reported in to the main Saskatoon District 
office for  work. This was my first time being there in Headquarters. 
It would be a year where I would experience a whole new work 
experience and begin to see the vastness of  Saskatchewan and 
experience first hand her people. My initial visit to Head Office was 
much different from checking into the small field office. I wrote of  
an informal atmosphere and good hearts of  the ordinary 
construction personal on the road. Head Office was the home of  
Graduate Engineers and experienced professional personal. Here is 
where the decisions were made. 

 When reporting for work young employees like myself  were 
ushered to the back stairs, sometimes for hours, before our 
Supervisor picked us up to take us to our work projects. There was 
no consideration given for lunch breaks or even a bathroom break 
while we waited. We considered ourselves fortunate that the 
construction office itself  was on the second floor of  the 
maintenance shop. Here we found a bathroom we could use. We 
never had any drink or food to eat, and dared not wander away to 
attempt to do find any. I'm not sure if  we were even paid to sit on 
those stairs, but I sure was not going to ask anyone.Your assigned 
supervisor would come out, call your name and take you with him. 
Most of  these men were of  good hearts and treated you kindly, but 
there were others that did not. I remember one supervisor who left 
me waiting in the hot car while he played a round of  golf  for four 
hours. Another took me to his home, where his wife fed me home 
cooked meals. It is not too hard to remember the one I respected 
more than the other. 

The government in 1963 had committed to treating their gravel 
surfaced highways with a soft oil treated surface. The name given to 
this by the Department was "Operation Open Roads". The large 
highway system could not be hard surfaced because of  the high 
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costs, so this alternative was deemed cost wise. The government 
work crew I was assigned to work with in 1963 resurfaced over one 
hundred and thirty miles of  gravel highways that particular year. My 
task was to accompany the workers and lab test the percentage of  
asphalt added to the gravel hauled to the highway, before it was laid 
down for traffic.  

That year I worked on my own, under the direction of  a Project 
Supervisor. I lived and ate meals in their work camp. I had no 
transportation of  my own, but was driven from place to place by my 
Supervisor. Sometimes he came to pick me up, but other times he 
never came around for long periods of  time. I learned quickly to 
find my own transportation, as there was always a worker there to 
get me where I needed to go. I saw a lot of  Saskatchewan in 1963 
and had a lot of  fun too. Later that year I was assigned my first 
government vehicle for a short while, and sent out on my own. The 
car was a 1960 Pontiac with a  broken down drivers seat, pushed 
back so far that the seat had to be supported by a plank from the 
back seat in order to reach the gas pedal and brakes. That old 
Pontiac for the first while at least for me was like my own Cadillac 
and meant I could be trusted and on my way to success. I was now 
allowed into the District Office for longer periods of  time. While 
there I was still expected to keep a low profile and certainly behave.  

The end of  that construction season would be the final time I would 
be sent home for the winter season. I remember that fall well 
because while home on the farm having a cup of  coffee with my 
parents, we heard the news over the radio that John F. Kennedy had 
been assassinated in Dallas Texas. I remember  his death shook me 
to the core of  my being. I compared the election of  Kennedy as 
President as a symbol of  my own enthusiasm for finding a new 
world order. I took his death personally and my reaction shaped my 
thoughts for a long time afterwards. The deaths of  his brother 
Bobby and Martin Luther King shortly after kindled in me a fire for 
change and a longing for peace. I believe this helped me later 
become involved in many new causes and activities in the world. 
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In the spring of  1964 I received my first promotion, but still no 
government vehicle of  my own. I had purchased a 1954 Ford that 
gave me the freedom to get around and explore life on my own 
terms. It wasn't much but it got me around. The engine compression 
was so bad that I needed an extra battery to start  the motor. I 
simply allowed it to stay running most of  the time, when I drove 
anywhere. My brother Ed and I were dating girls at the time, so I 
spent a lot of  weekends at home. There were dances and drive-in 
movies for fun. These were good times for being alive. The Beatles 
and the Rolling Stones were leading the hit parade charts. After a 
drive-in movie, there were frequent visits to the Esso service station 
with its restaurant that stayed open all night long. This was one place 
where young people used to hang out at. There was a great Jukebox 
where you could put in your quarter and listen to the music of  your 
choice. There were a lot of  late night return trips to the construction 
camp, with little sleep before work started. Monday mornings always 
came too early. When my girlfriend broke up with me I was hurting 
for a short time. I guess I was pretty sure of  myself  and needed a 
good reality check. In the long term It was a good ending, and a real 
part of  growing up. I recall working in the lab shortly after we broke 
up. There was a hit parade song playing on the radio. The singer was 
Gale Garnett, and the song was called "We'll Sing In the Sunshine". 
The song was about a short term romance that had to end. That 
song has stuck with me after all these years for some reason. Today I 
smile whenever I hear it played. 

My hourly wage had spiralled to $2.28 per hour in 1963. I was 
assigned to a major paving contract on Provincial Highway #2. A 
different contractor had the task of  completing the grading and 
surfacing. I was part of  another large  government crew working on 
a major highway contract. On this contract I had been given more 
responsibilities. I was in charge of  testing and stockpiling the 
crushed raw base aggregate, and paving on the road. When time 
came for laying the final hot mix pavement I was charged with 
inspecting the operation at the mixing plant as well as the laying of  
the asphalt mix on the road. We were a two man surfacing team. My 
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assistant ran the tests in the lab, while I watched and inspected the 
work at asphalt plant. I also went to supervise the road work several 
times a day. My frequent trips to the road work meant jumping into a 
contractor's truck as he hauled his load to the paver. Returning to 
the plant site was handled the same way. Today the safety standards 
would never allow this to happen. We continued to sleep at the 
gravel pit, in a government trailer, despite the heavy dust and all. We 
were usually very isolated when making asphalt. This was hot and 
dirty work working long hours from dawn to dusk. 

The project was completed by late summer. I followed the same 
paving contractor to Lloydminster and Highway #17. Highway #17  
followed along the border of  Saskatchewan and Alberta. 
Construction included excavating the main street of  the City of  
Lloydminster. Once again we were a young crew and enjoyed each 
others company. The Prince Charles Hotel sold Alberta beer at $0.10 
a glass and we enjoyed a lot of  their beer. Lloydminster was a fun 
place to work and play.  

The main construction camp was six miles south of  Lloydminster, 
but the city was certainly the place to hang out instead. The crew 
spent a lot of  evening time in the Prince Charles Hotel. 
Unfortunately drinking and driving was not uncommon back then. It 
was really a miracle no one was killed or injured, even though there 
were more than a few accidents.  No one was really upset when an 
accident happened and accidents were laughed away as being 
negligent, rather than under the influence. The fact that in 1964 the 
number of  vehicles using the highways was much less than today. 
This alone may have been the main factor in more accidents. There 
was a greater use of  rail transportation. Farmers hauled to local 
markets to make use of  the railways. Most families had one car 
among them, while today most families have multi use of  vehicles. 
Nevertheless, our generation showed a real lack of  discipline and 
were very lucky too. To drink alcohol where I worked, made you into 
a jock of  sorts. Any man that resisted could be mocked as a sissy 
and looked on as a lesser man. Nobody wanted to be different, 
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especially me. Today  the opposite is thankfully true and there 
actually are programs for someone that is a drinker by nature or 
otherwise. I never encountered any real drug problems in the 1960s 
although, drugs were certainly present. Perhaps, I was too naive then 
to realize their existence. 

The main camps were always adjacent to the highway, in a setting 
with sufficient shelter and easy accessibility. These were big 
campsites with lots of  activity. The Asphalt crew where I was 
assigned were very different from that. Asphalt aggregate was 
crushed and prepared for the road right in the gravel pit. These pits 
were further off  the main road gravel and located in some farmers 
field. Our little crew of  four men worked, ate and slept there in the 
pit along with the construction crew. Living and working in this dry 
and dusty environment was not much fun. The dust from the large 
rock crusher stayed in the air during the day, and much drier and 
heavier dust from the asphalt plant, made working conditions tough. 
Temperatures required to produce proper asphalt were constantly 
held to over three hundred degrees F. The dry heated dust that came 
from smokestack of  the plant was thick and sticky. This dust clung 
to everything it landed on. Most of  the time the dust settled right 
over our sleeping quarters, and often right in to our beds. We would 
have to cover our bunks with plastic, when the wind blew the wrong 
direction. 

 The heavy truck traffic coming and going back and forth from the 
road also contributed to the dusty conditions. With no 
transportation, any road inspection was done by jumping into a 
loaded truck going to the paver. I went back to the pit again in 
another truck heading back. We ate with the contractor and washed 
and showered in their facilities. We did have our own private 
transportation, which allowed us to travel when work was done for 
the day. We still managed our regular trips to the city, to be with the 
other men quite regularly. The nature of  our work and the longer 
working hours meant getting up early and working late. 

�46



A  Son of My Father
I want to relate two particular incidents that happened in the Lone 
Rock gravel pit in the autumn of  1964. The first involved one of  
those late evening trips into Lloydminster. One member of  the 
asphalt crew was an older gentleman. His assignment was to weigh 
the asphalt loads going to the road. At the end of  the day he would 
add up the daily totals and submit them to the field office for 
payment. I also needed to know the amounts for my own records, as 
a cross check to our lab test results. Our concern was that the adding 
usually began very early in the morning. It may have been around 
4:30 when he started each morning. 14.5 clic ,clic, … adding each 
ticket with a hand operated adding machine. This happened for each 
weight ticket issued that day, or the previous day until the task was 
finished. One particular night we came home later than usual. It 
seemed as if  we had just began to sleep when at his favourite time 
of  the morning he started his routine. After many mornings of  not 
complaining, and unable to sleep, my co worker, John, who was 
eighteen, hot headed and impulsive had enough. The clicking sound 
that morning was suddenly too much for his sleepy eyes to take. He 
jumped out of  his bed, picked up his work boot and smashed every 
light there was in the bunkhouse. Still not done, John then pulled the 
handle off  the old adding machine and threw it out the door. At 
once there was silence and the rest of  us went back to sleep. When 
we awoke the old scaler was gone from camp, never to return again. 

The other incident also came from my buddy John once again. The 
meals one eats in a construction camp can be good, or they can be 
bad. Meals can vary depending on the day, or even the disposition of  
the camp cook. In that hot, dry and dusty gravel pit, the meals were 
not good at all. My impetuous friend John, again took the liberty to 
relate this fact to the cook. Making matters worse, he asked her if  
she by any chance feeding the crew saltpetre in our meals. 
Apparently someone told John that saltpetre, which is a common 
name for potassium nitrate, was supposed to cause impotence. We 
never had the chance to find out whether it did or did not, because 
she banned us from eating her meals for the rest of  the contract. 
Someone  had to come out to the pit three times a day and drive us 
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the ten miles into town and back for meals. We were not looked on 
favourably by more than a few of  our co workers for quite a while 
after that. It did teach me something about camp life that I never 
forgot. There are two important people to work with in any camp 
setting. The first is the foreman of  course, but the cook is just as 
important and with far more value in the long haul. 

North Battleford was expanding the District office that year and we 
were to be assigned there permanently that fall. Just weeks before we 
were to move to our new home for the winter, the old airport hanger 
we were to call home burned to the ground. We stayed longer in 
Lloydminster until a new one was found to work out of. It had 
moved from the old airport hanger downtown to the site of  the old 
Post Office. The staff, myself  included were mostly single young 
men. We instantly bonded as friends both at work and after. We liked 
each other and formed a cohesive working unit. I felt part of  
something good. I never lived again on my family farm. I had found 
my new place and was content. I received another promotion and 
this time a vehicle was assigned to me. 

 I spent my first Christmas away from home in Great Falls Montana 
with a friend. I very much regretted later that I never even called my 
parents. I was now on my own and moving forward. My life was 
about to continue to change. There was no turning back. 
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5.  WORK  ADVENTURES 

During my 35 year career I worked for five different Provincial 
Premiers, beginning with Woodrow Lloyd and ending with Roy 
Romanow. There were three very different political parties in power, 
including the old Co-operative Commonwealth Federation (CCF), 
later to become the New Democratic Party (NDP), the Liberal party 
of  Ross Thatcher and the Conservative party led by Grant Divine. 
Employees were always more concerned with their own Minister of  
Highways and Transportation rather than who was the Premier. I 
could give you names of  every Highway Minister I worked for and 
their Deputy Minister's names even more. The Minister I remember 
the most was Eiling Kramer from North Battleford. Kramer was a 
local auctioneer that knew everyone and was instrumental locally in 
the development of  the Battlefords Provincial Park and a local 
campground named after him. 

Working with these three governing parties was generally a positive 
experience. The exception to positive working conditions 
unfortunately came within the nine years from 1982 to 1991 under 
the Conservative party of  Premier Grant Devine. No fewer than 12 
Conservative politicians were charged with fraud and at least half  of  
them were convicted. Six went to jail, and one former MLA 
committed suicide. These were sorry days for everyone working in 
the civil service. We never knew what was normal or which way to 
turn. Local district engineers and other supervisors who insisted on 
fair and normal practice and stood up for them, were moved out 
without notice and replaced at will. Too many good civil service 
managers had their careers ruined for trying to maintain their 
professional integrity. Massive layoffs of  government employees and 
job cuts took place and government equipment was sold off  far too 
cheaply. It was a time when no civil servant felt safe and government 
waste was evident. Private groups were brought in to compete for 
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government engineering contracts, at the expense of  long term civil 
servants. 

But that was a later time. 

By January 1965, I knew I my permanent home of  employment as a 
full time government employee was to be North Battleford, 
Saskatchewan. I felt secure and the people I worked with were great 
to be around. With North Battleford my permanent home I needed 
to find a place to live in the city. I moved into Mrs. Becker's boarding 
house on the corner of  15th Avenue and 97th Street, where others 
from the office boarded for the winter. We paid her room and board 
for the short times we not on the road. Her house was like another 
two story bunkhouse without wheels and with better bathroom 
facilities. I lived there for two months, before being sent away with 
others for six weeks of  intense job training in Regina.  

The expanding rural highway program across Saskatchewan required 
the hiring a number of  newly trained workers. With so much training 
needed, the government of  the day made this a priority for all new 
employees. In the winter of  1965 all new employees were sent to 
have on the job training to fill this need. This training was given in 
house, by senior staff  and Department experts. There was no one 
on one training in order to cut costs, so some 30 to 40 employees 
gathered together from every region in Saskatchewan. Training 
sessions were held on the second floor of  the old Trianon Ballroom 
in downtown Regina. Training was basic, and simple in nature. 

Beside being an excellent training opportunity for everyone, It also 
was a great opportunity to grow together as Provincial employees 
from the different work areas across the Province. We bonded 
together quickly in our new environment and put faces to the names 
to others working around the province. Everyone from the six 
provincial districts were put up in nearby hotels. 
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The old Kings Hotel was the choice for our North Battleford 
employees. The  old hotel was later torn down in the 1970s and the 
property incorporated into the new Cornwall Centre. Employees 
were paired together to cut costs. At the end of  every day the local 
pubs became a gathering place to visit and pass the evenings 
together. Time spent after hours was relaxing and good friends were 
made along the way. These friendships lasted throughout entire 
careers, and some still today. Sadly many of  these men have passed 
on, always remembered as good friends. There were a lot of  nights 
spent getting to know each other while enjoying a beer or two.There 
were some nights where I liked to get away on my own, but learning 
and being with others was always helpful. The evening bar sessions 
were a good chance to talk informally. We all liked to talk after a beer 
or two. I learned too, that some of  the talk might even have been 
true occasionally. Sometimes I simply liked to get away to a small off  
the street coffee house, where Espresso coffee was served and where 
a guitar playing folk singer would be singing a protest song. I was 
still hung up on the war in Vietnam and the whole protest 
movement as a result of  it. The protest movement never seemed to 
come up much in a beer joint, unless in negative terms. I needed to 
keep it on my mind for some reason. 

My roommate was Ron Hastings. Ron would later become my 
brother in law, although we never knew that at the time. I never 
knew he  was married either, or the father of  two small boys. One 
particular evening as we sat in the bar down stairs, Ron talked about 
his previous year's experience west of  Regina. The first province 
wide highway twinning program happened on the twenty mile 
section of  Highway #11 from Lumsden into the city of  Regina. Ron 
talked of  the friendliness of  people in the Lumsden community. He 
liked the idea of  having a beer or two there with some of  their local 
boys. I had no problem with the idea myself, so we made the drive 
out to the Lumsden hotel without any hesitation whatsoever. 

After a too many friendly beers and the evening over, we got into his 
Volkswagen beetle and headed back to our Regina hotel. As we  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approached the city limits, Ron remembered a different way back to 
the hotel and so proceeded to turn off  the main highway and onto  a 
side road, known as the Pasqua Street access road. Today this has 
become a major alternate route into the city, but then it was just a 
small access road. 

There was one problem Ron had not counted on as he turned off  
the highway that night. It turned out to be a big problem. Parked for 
the night on that turnoff, was a brand new 1964 Ford sedan. The 
Volkswagen side swiped the Ford as we turned. Despite the 
crunching noise we heard, Ron continued down the country trail 
without stopping. We soon found the road was blocked with winter 
snow. We were trapped and realized that the people in that 
farmhouse knew we were trapped too. An older lady was waiting for 
us when we got back to the highway. When Ron stopped the car, she 
opened the drivers door, pulled him out and took him into the 
house. His ear may still be sore today. My first reaction was reaching 
into the back seat to grab the half  empty beer case and throw it in 
the ditch. I then entered the house too, while we waited for the 
police to arrive. This suddenly became a very long night, and one 
embarrassing incident that we never talked about again.  

The accident cost Ron his licence for a short period of  time. 
Without that drivers licence, Ron needed a ride home to North 
Battleford for himself  and family. So, when our training was 
complete, I arrived in Moose Jaw, to 925 2nd NE.  The time was  
9:00 AM on a Sunday morning. I was tired and hungover from the 
night before. I had not met his wife before, nor seen his two small 
baby boys. They were packed and ready to travel when I arrived at 
the door but, there was another pretty young women waiting for a 
ride too.  Within a matter of  a few months this pretty young lady 
was my wife. 

Life has a way of  changing when you least expect it. Within my short 
time being independent, my life changed again. Life is always 
changing. No day, week, month or year will ever be the same. By the 

�52



A  Son of My Father
winter of  1965 I was no longer free and able to be one of  the boys 
again. I was happy with our new life and willing to be a responsible 
husband. We took up the challenge and continued to take part in the 
life of  our working community, in a different way. I had accepted a 
new role and was proud to live it out to the full. North Battleford 
and my new life was now the norm. 

I was responsible not only to myself, but to a wife and our marriage, 
and my work continued to evolve. There was much to learn about 
my new career. Everything had a distinct protocol to follow. 
Reporting was handed in to a supervisor when complete. There was 
a form for everything, with unfamiliar headings and numbers to 
match each assignment. There was a special room, just to store all 
the many forms. Each form needed to be submitted in triplicate, so 
your own stack of  carbon paper was always on hand. Pens and 
pencils were given out sparingly, so you kept an eye on yours, as they 
would disappear pretty quickly if  you didn't. 

Building new roads was always a priority in the Provincial budget. 
Summer assignments were made up and placed on a billboard in 
early April of  each new year. The annual provincial budget 
determined the amount of  work for the year. The Highways 
portfolio was a ministry held in high esteem around the Province 
back then. Your assignment showed the highway location, your 
supervisor and the names of  each crew member assigned to the 
project. In the early years there were often over twenty different 
engineering crews assigned for the summer. Many were made up of  
University students enrolled in Civil Engineering courses. On that 
opening day, when all the summer crews came in for work, the office 
became sheer bedlam. Vehicles and equipment needed to be signed 
out. Personal information had to be obtained and assignments and 
instructions explained. You were given your assigned vehicle based 
on years of  seniority. Senior staff  were assigned the new vehicles, 
and their old ones passed down to various crews. I was always 
fortunate that my assignment required a truck or a station wagon so  
was always treated better than most. That yearly assignment was big 
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news. Some went away happy and others certainly did not. The 
choice was made by others and there was no chance to change it. 
When that list came out, your summer assignment was set and you 
simply went there to work. 
  
The excitement of  working in the 1960s slowly gave way to progress. 
By 1980 the initial work of  rebuilding the provincial highway system 
was almost complete. In the earlier years, new roads needed to be 
upgraded quickly. The majority of  old highways were really not 
highways, only a series of  trails, with low grade lines .Some were 
better than others, but generally all were substandard. Older 
highways always wound their way around hills and water. Upgrading 
new roads followed a new design criteria. Roads now followed 
straighter routes that cut through hills, creeks and rivers. The old 
surveyed grid system gave way to crossing farm land at will. 
Landowners rights often came second to progress. In most cases 
landowners welcomed the progress that came from new and better 
highways. Modern roads failed to account whether or not a section 
of  property was severed in the name of  progress. New roads 
therefore became faster and straight. This all required new design 
and construction techniques.There was a lot of  work to be done and 
my generation provided the man power willingly. We were the new 
pioneers, breaking open the new west. For fifteen years and more I 
had the honour to travel and work on the highways of  Saskatchewan 
freely and enjoyed every moment of  tat time. 

By the early 1980s most of  the southern highway grid had achieved 
sufficient new routes. Landowners and others were pushing back at 
the severing of  good farmland. The design and construction boom 
had accomplished most of  its goals, anyway. A new era was about to 
take its place. The highway grid was now shifting from one of  major 
reconstruction projects to that of  maintenance and upgrading. 
Heavy trucks had taken the place of  rail cars, causing more strain on 
the road systems. Less rail traffic became a factor in the closing of  
small grain elevators and replaced by large grain terminals in more 
central locations. The population of  small villages lessened as people 
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moved to bigger centres. Saskatchewan was changing rapidly, as a 
result of  moderation including the new highway system. Money, 
once spent on major construction was now needed to surface the 
roads and accommodate increased traffic flows. Change was affected 
by newer and modern engineering methods used also. Old laborious 
manual testing, once done by hand, was replaced with powerful 
drilling rigs. Nuclear powered testing devices and the beginning of  
computer technology came into use. Initial surveys were now firmly 
established and easily accessible. There now was less opportunity for 
new employees in the heavy construction field. Times were changing 
in the southern part of  Saskatchewan but Northern Saskatchewan 
was now calling. 

The North was the new frontier to conquer and my highway friends 
were ready to accept the challenge head on. In 1972 the New 
Democrat government began looking for ways to develop the vast 
northern frontier. A new Department of  Northern Saskatchewan 
was legislated into existence. Better roads were to be mandated for 
northern communities and better access to those in the South. Many 
highways employees left the Department of  Highways to work for 
the Department of  Northern Saskatchewan (DNR). The new 
mandate was taken away in 1984 by the Conservative government, 
but there was no turning back. The new frontier was Northern 
Saskatchewan, and Highways men and women again took on the 
role and made it a priority. Those employees that had left, returned 
to our workplace. Our employees left the comforts of  home and 
headed north.  

By 1980 I had taken on a supervisory role.  A good part of  this 
supervision became the challenges of  northern work. The initial 
drive north from Meadow Lake to Beauval took about four hours in 
1983. Today at normal driving speeds the time is easily less than two 
hours. In 1983, we took enough food to eat for the days we were 
there. There were no fancy service stations and no restaurant if  you  
found one. You would find a soft drink and a chocolate bar to eat at 
best. A heavy chain and a shovel were standard equipment if  you 
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became stuck anywhere, and you never left your vehicle for very 
long. A vehicle left too long could be stripped or destroyed pretty 
quickly. Becoming stuck in the North was not only confined to 
winter time, but all year round. 

The old highway trails heading north were no more than that. They 
twisted and turned, along the banks of  the Beaver River using the 
same trails carved out by the old Hudson Bay travellers long ago. For 
one to call these roads a highway was being very kind. Fortunately 
the northern forest was undeveloped and uninhabited. Routes were 
easily established using a helicopter and transit. New straighter roads 
were carved through the forest at will. While constructing new roads 
we regularly battled wide rivers, deep streams and muskeg. Building 
northern roads took on a greater environmental awareness. Efforts 
were always made to preserve the beauty of  the surrounding area, by 
protecting the beauty of  the surrounding landscape. Great efforts 
were made to protect fish and other species in rivers and streams. 
Clearing of  trees for new construction was controlled to eliminate 
waste. Greater efforts were now taking place to protect the 
landscape than from the earlier years of  construction.  

Employee safety was also taking on greater importance as years past. 
Surveying the many northern river crossing was done in winter when 
the rivers froze enough to be walked on safely. I remember one 
incident that happened where my crew and I were punching holes 
across the frozen ice of  the Waterhen River. Using an ice auger, 
several holes had to be drilled across the width of  the river bed. 
Elevations were then taken down each hole to determine the profile 
of  the river bed. This profile was used by engineers to properly 
design the bridge for that particular river crossing. Walking on frozen 
river ice was a dangerous undertaking. The unpredictable 
undercurrents required proper safety measures be taken at all times. 
One of  the crew would work his way across the ice surface, drilling 
and measuring the depth below to the river bed floor. Attached to 
him was a long safety rope, controlled by a second crew member 
firmly grounded on shore. If  the lead man fell through the ice, the 
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safety rope was used to pull him free to shore safely. The third man 
recorded the distances and elevations and kept watch over the whole 
operation. 

On this occasion I took my turn working across the river. A recently 
hired employee was assigned to manage the safety rope on shore. As 
I worked the auger into the ice, I looked up to find him standing 
next to me there in the middle of  the river. He was holding the other 
end of  the rope in his hand. Curiosity had replaced his notion of  
safety. There is no need to relate the events as they happened next. 
Needless to say this never happened again. 

Building northern roads included heavy winter snows and the heat 
of  summer with flies and mosquitos to deal with. Government 
camps were set up for sleeping and eating. There were no regular 
five day work weeks when working in the North, and being away 
became the new norm. Winter roads were built across frozen lakes 
to allow local people shorter access to the outside. A winter road was 
built for several years across Lake Athabaska to Uranium City. The 
forty-five mile crossing of  the eighth largest Lake in Canada was a 
major accomplishment considering the maximum depth of  the lake 
varied from 20 metres to 213 metres  (698 feet) deep. This forty-five 
mile long ice road allowed access to the remote community 
previously available only by air or barge. Uranium City closed in 
1983 after mining was no longer economical.  

In 1981 a bridge was built across Kisis Channel to connecting 
Churchill Lake and Peter Pond Lake . The bridge replaced an older 
ferry service used to cross the deep channel. The Department also 
built a new modern airport at Buffalo Narrows to assist air traffic, 
especially the large water bombers used to fight forest fires. Highway 
No.155 became a valuable route connecting the people of  
Saskatchewan and stretches for three hundred kilometres from  
Green Lake to La Loche. I am proud to say I worked on almost 
every kilometre of  it. 
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Times were changing by the spring of  1983. I would find this out 
very quickly. I arrived at work as usual on a Monday in early April. 
The office seemed particularly quiet for some reason. It would turn 
out to be a hard day for many of  us arriving there to work that day. 
There was a man waiting there for me. 

 He took me to down the street to another building and sat me 
down. There was no small talk between us. I was handed a written 
notice telling me that my government position had been  eliminated. 
He coldly informed me, that my only options were to accept the 
decision, or use my seniority to bump another employee in another 
city. I was stunned as others colleagues who were also given a similar 
notice.  In my case they had made an obvious mistake. Another 
employee in our office had less seniority than I had. I was forced to 
bump into his position instead and not have to relocate. There was 
no apology for their mistake, and in fact they knew this was the case 
beforehand. This became obvious, because  rather than his position 
being taken away, he was simply placed in a lower position based on 
an hourly wage and sufficient overtime to make up the difference in 
pay. Several months later they placed him back to his former 
position and immediately promoted him one classification step 
higher than mine. I took a lot of  time for this incident to heal. I felt 
my work was not appreciated by my superiors and the messiness of  
politics took the place of  common decency.  

I always thought of  myself  as a person who looked out for the 
common man and women. I was never much good at being political. 
I tried to make others feel like they were important, often at my own 
peril. Playing the political game may have  given me better 
assignments and maybe a few brownie points too, but I deliberately 
chose not to play their game. I left knowing that employees and co 
workers respected me for how I treated them as persons. I feel the 
same is true of  every contractor I worked with throughout the years. 
The people I worked with every day respected the way I treated 
them. I hope they would all tell you this is true. 
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My thirty-five years as a civil servant began as a worker in the last 
frontier. By the end of  that career, Saskatchewan was a better place 
to be. Like the taming of  the old west before us, progress always 
leaves change in its path. With any change, there are casualties left 
behind. Smaller towns and villages die so others can grow. The same 
was true of  those early days when the office buzzed with excitement 
for the year ahead. In my final years, remaining employees 
remembered 1983 and each year after, feared the unknown 
upcoming Provincial budget. They wondered if  there would still be 
room for them as the work changed and the system evolved. Fewer 
new employees joined our workplace. Our office consisted of  the 
same employees year after year. There were years when no pay raises 
were given out. Without change and with fear of  the unknown, 
morale became a real issue. Gone now, was the excitement we all 
shared when work was exciting and new. 

My personal work became more stressful as the hours of  a normal 
workday lengthened year after year. I suffered from stressful 
bleeding ulcers more than one time from worry and stress. The last 
occurrence kept me away from work for weeks. My 1994 heart attack 
was the result of  work stress. My doctor kept me home for six 
months. I could have retired on long term disability, but I wanted to 
finish work on my own terms and in a positive way. I went back for 
my final six months of  work but, I was ready to retire. It was time to 
leave. I had been part of  a great work experience. It was fun and 
worth every minute, despite the politics and stress encountered every 
day.  

I officially retired in August of  1997, almost thirty-five years to the 
day that I drove my father's old Ford down the road to Highway # 6. 
Two years later the entire North Battleford office was officially 
closed, and the remaining employees moved to Saskatoon. The last  
push to build the last Saskatchewan grid system was now complete. 
It lasted for a very short time, but changed the face of  Saskatchewan 
forever. I will always be thankful for being part of  this time, 
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My work gave me enough memories to last a lifetime. Every road I 
travel today, triggers a special memory of  my working life. I know 
where I worked when every child of  mine was born, and when my 
father died. I can remember the exact location, where I became ill 
and had to be driven home. There was the seasonal work camp when 
our crew decided to fill a pumpkin with vodka and seal it. One rainy 
afternoon when the pumpkin was  clear and white it was time to use. 
I remember the location, but don't remember much of  the 
afternoon itself. 

Life is short and there are no regrets. My time on the road were 
wonderful and I would not change a moment of  anything. The 
people I met and worked alongside helped make me the man I am 
today. It is always people who make life special. Everything else is 
icing on the cake. Every good and every bad time helped me take life 
for what is was. Life on the road was good, but I still had a lot more 
living to still do. 
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6.  MARRIAGE - A NEW BEGINNING 

I arrived early Sunday morning in Moose Jaw in March of  1964 to 
pick up the Hastings family for our return home from Regina. When 
the front door opened and I entered the front porch, she was 
standing halfway up the stairs leading to the second floor bedrooms. 
My first thought was that Ron sure had a pretty wife. She was 
wearing a short black skirt, grey coat, and high heeled boots. I was 
encouraged when I heard her call upstairs to her sister, that their ride 
had arrived. Then we loaded my 1960 Monarch Lucerne with four 
adults and two small boys and left for North Battleford. Linda was 
coming home with her sister for a short visit. Neither of  us knew 
that she never return home again alone. 
           
Ron and I needed to finish an assignment from our Regina course. 
We worked on it at his house. I offered to show Linda around town 
and she accepted the invitation. Linda was 18 years old and I was 22 
on our first date. I was proud of  my new life and pretty sure of  
myself. I was living free and easy. I wore nice clothes with shiny 
shoes. Life was good. She was leaving home to be away from her life 
of  hurt and painful memories. As we drove around the city, Linda 
opened her heart to me. I guess she saw something in me that was 
different for some reason. To this day, I cannot explain why she 
poured her whole life story out to me. In my upbringing, girls were 
to be treated with great respect. I failed to see this respect for her as 
she poured her heart out. In my ideal and pure world I felt I could 
save her somehow. I thought I could be her knight in shining 
armour. Nine months later we were married. 

The short months we were together was a giant roller coaster ride 
for both of  us. Linda had a her own way of  coping with life. Her 
come hell or high water attitude often got her into trouble. I was 
amazed with how she got things done. She always stood up for me. I  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kept her out of  trouble as best as I could. She knew how to live. She 
often acted first and dealt with consequences later. The best example 
of  her acting before thinking occurred shortly after we met. I was 
driving us around one lazy Sunday afternoon, when she asked if  she 
could drive. I agreed when she  assured me she had a qualified 
licence. As we turned a corner in front of  my boarding house, she 
put her foot on the gas pedal rather than the brake. The result was 
an accident involving my car, a truck and a tree. She did not have a 
legal drivers licence. This was a devastating accident from which we 
never financially recovered and set us back right to this day. Linda 
stepped up to her responsibility and stayed in the city to try and 
make a difference.  

I believe we were meant for each other, even though we were and 
still are complete opposites. She stands for the weak and helpless in 
the world. She had been to the bottom and knew how it felt. 
Coming from that environment allowed her to feel apathy for others 
like her. Her whole life has always been one of  great compassion. 
She sides with the sick and underprivileged in her world. She is a gift 
to our family and the entire community that way. 

With my neat Roman Catholic background everything for me was 
cut and dried. My family and community were all Catholic. This 
made it very easy to  share the same value system. In that system, 
any deviance from these values were seen as wrong. Life was simple 
and all lived in that way. In this system women were to be treated 
with respect. Women were to be models of  goodness and treated 
with honour. Yet here was this beautiful young woman that now 
poured out her soul to me, saying this was a not always true.  

She told me how her home life was dysfunctional at best. She was 
often picked on at home and bullied badly in school. Her life was 
messy and not at all idealistic as how I was taught it to be. She was 
searching for truth. I thought I knew the truth. Seeing and feeling 
her hurt made me want to be there. I wanted to fix everything. She 
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reacted to my gentleness and began to trust a little more. I have no 
idea even today, how we ever survived. We are as different as dark 
and light, but I have come to realize that you can't see in the dark, 
nor can you look at the sun. There has to be a little of  both to see. 
That speaks of  us in every way. Somehow we worked our way 
through our differences with a lot of  hard work.  

Sometimes, I think back to my youth, where women were respected 
and looked up to. I felt Linda deserved a better life and in my ideal 
view, wanted to help. I looked past her mistrust and some bad 
judgement and saw a young woman, wise beyond her years even 
though she had been picked on and bullied. Victims of  bullying can 
give you permission to bully or a chance to grow from absorbing the 
pain. Linda chose the better way. 

Most of  our friends and family told us we were not ready for 
marriage. We were told that it would never last. We have shown 
everyone how wrong they were. Two years ago we celebrated our 
50th wedding anniversary together with some special friends and a 
wonderful loving family. We worked hard at our marriage and still 
do. It was never easy and we often found that out the hard way. My 
daughter Lisa calls us the Archie and Edith Bunker's of  today 
because of  our interactions with other. We are not yet perfect but we 
get by just fine. Somehow we have been able to show by our 
example that by the process of  "give and take" our marriage has 
survived over time.  

My catholic upbringing was in sharp contrast to the reality of  
Linda's world. This was a struggle we had to overcome. I found out 
that the way I was raised and taught about life was not the way many 
other families lived their lives. I found out that life for many others 
had values very much different from mine. Life was not as cut and 
dried as I had thought mine was. I found out in 1965 that life would  
be always full of  surprises. There were lessons I would need to learn, 
that would change my life, and seeing the world itself. My 
involvement with a young woman named Linda Lane would force  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me to see in new ways. Those short and precious months of  
discovery of  our early adult years had a major effect on how we still 
live our lives today, as a married couple of  more than fifty years. 

As I wrote earlier, I came from a Roman Catholic farming 
community. Everyone belongs with the same Catholic beliefs. All 
shared the same value system, and any deviance from those values 
were seen as wrong. Life was straight forward and we all lived in that 
way. In this belief  system all women were to be treated with the 
utmost respect. Women were to be modest and respectful. In my 
family, Mary the mother of  Jesus was the model to look up to. Girls 
were to model Mary's example, even when some young lady would 
suddenly and quietly leave the community for a time. All Protestant 
religions were seen as inferior. We prayed for their conversion so 
they would see the error of  their ways. My parents believed firmly 
that Catholicism was the one true church founded by Christ and we 
alone had a direct line to heaven. We were told to pray that all those 
who strayed would come back to the Catholic church and see the 
light.  

Sadly, this was all I knew and thought everybody should feel the 
same way. I naively felt that anyone not thinking as I did were simply 
on the wrong side of  destiny and needed changing. Using my 
father's example of  kindness I believed when others saw the way I 
believed they would surely want to live as I lived. I never felt I 
should change, and no one was going to change me either. I was to 
discover a new dose of  reality beginning in the summer of  1965. It 
was certainly was not on my radar screen to compromise anything. I 
was on top of  my new world, living right and nothing was going to 
stop me. 

Linda never lived my idealistic life. Her life was not at all neat and 
tidy. She had been hurt much in her life. Her mother was a member 
of  the Presbyterian Church, with close ties to the United Church of  
Canada. Her church was formed from Scottish roots, with a 
Victorian view of  God. Like Catholics they thought their religion 
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was the right and true way of  worship. Unlike my closed catholic 
community though, her family were never on the same page. Her 
father did not appreciate any religion at all. He often told us that 
religion was all just for show. Linda had grown up receiving mixed 
feelings about all religion but tended to lean closer to her fathers 
views more often than those of  her mother. This was a far different 
worldview than my own.  

Linda's family background was so much different from mine. Her 
home life was not easy. She had a rebellious spirit that too often 
clashed with her mother. The two never saw eye to eye on many 
things. A teen pregnancy did little to enhance this relationship. Linda 
had been hurt and in attempting to put order back into her life, came 
to North Battleford to re-focus. She instead found me. In our 
differences we fell in love. It was probably too soon, and we were 
unprepared but we never let this stop us. In my idealistic way I 
would be her knight in shining armour. She found safety with me 
and for the first time in a long while began to trust another. Being a 
good young Catholic man I was sure I had all the answers to 
everything. We would have catholic marriage and all would be well. I 
was sure in my ability to succeed. Linda agreed without any 
hesitation. Religion never caused her worry, because it wasn't all that 
important to her.  

Like all marriages in the Catholic Church of  1965 there was a 
requirement to visit the parish priest to make the arrangements prior 
to the wedding day. This was to be especially important if  the 
marriage was a "mixed marriage," meaning  one or the other partner 
were non-catholic. Remembering my upbringing and my assuredness 
of  religious statue, I had no problem at all with this. Linda on the 
other hand only wanted to get married. 

So, with the arrogance of  my own worthiness we went to Notre 
Dame Parish for an after supper meeting together. The parish priest 
was Father Fournier an Oblate of  Mary Immaculate (OMI). His  
assistant pastor was a young American priest, also an Oblate. It 
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would be the beginning of  a life long friendship between the Oblates 
and ourselves. The young priest was a recent convert from the 
Jewish faith. His name was Vincent Goldstein. On the second 
meeting I dropped Linda off  at the rectory and went for a beer. As 
embarrassing as it now to admit this, back then it was very easy. 
Linda was the one entering into my perfect world where all would be 
well. She needed to change to become like me. Unfortunately, I 
thought I was already there. This would be the last  marriage 
preparation meeting I would ever miss. Goldstein told me this 
quickly. It became evident from Goldstein that if  I was to be a real 
partner in our marriage I also had work to do. From him, I found 
the old ways of  being Catholic were in the process of  great change. 
With his Jewish background, young Vincent Goldstein was more 
than ready to share his new vision of  church. He invited both Linda 
and I into the new catholicity as equal partners. The new process 
became as known around the world as the Second Vatican Council. 

The Catholic Church had not changed much over the previous five 
hundred years, prior to 1960. It was a real surprise when Pope John 
XXIII called the Second Vatican Council, as a means to renew the 
church and bring it into the modern world. The Council opened in 
late 1962. The Council was just ending in 1965, while we began our 
visits with Father Vincent at Notre Dame parish. Together, Father 
Goldstein took on a new vision of  church.  This became a special 
time where I found a new love for my Catholic faith. Vatican ll. 
changed everything for me. It was here I discovered a more loving 
and less judgemental God. It was here I found that by following 
Jesus I had to become a follower in a different way. It was the rebirth 
of  my desire for social justice, as taught to me early on by my own 
parents. In this new church there was room for all.   

 It was my encounter with a young Jewish convert to Catholicism 
that changed my life from one of  privilege to a life of  service to 
others. Father Vincent Goldstein went back to the United States a 
year or so after our wedding. We missed him at our dinner table for a 
while and eventually lost track of  him, but his influence on our lives 
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and the kindness and care he showed to us is one of  our greatest 
blessings. We remember him always with much love and affection  
when we look back to that holy and tumultuous time in our life.  

I believe God sends us angels when we most need them. Vincent 
Goldstein was ours. I fully embraced the work of  Vatican ll. and 
allowed it to guide my everyday life too. There is one more angel to 
have credit for our marriage success, too. She is my own mother, 
who saw in her new daughter in law a heart made for love. Their 
special love for each other was a true blessing. The affirmation that 
my mother gave to us allowed the great peace of  mind that our 
marriage would be just fine. 

Life is never easy for any of  us. It sure never was for Linda and I. 
We worked hard. We compromised and we did without many things. 
No one in 1965 gave the two of  us any chance to succeed in 
marriage. Many told us outright we were wrong for each other and 
showed little confidence in our ability to share a life together. 
Perhaps we were naive, but we persevered. In October 2017 we 
celebrated our fifty-second year together. We are parents to three 
wonderful children of  our own and eight grandchildren. Linda 
survived multiple miscarriages, alone while I was away from home 
and on the road. Hardship never once broke our spirit and became 
the thread that held us together. 

I write these words as 2017 draws to a close. We are great 
grandparents to five new members of  the family. They bless our 
lives every day and shower us with even more love. Two years ago 
Linda was reunited with the son she was forced to give up for 
adoption back in 1963. Ian and his wife Heather are parents to three 
children and two grandchildren. They have become a part of  our 
family, as if  they were always with us. The reunion of  mother and 
son has only increased the blessings of  our lives.  

I've made many mistakes and failed too many times. I'm sure she 
would agree with me. Working for a common goal takes work. 
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Nothing is ever guaranteed in life. I really believe our marriage, 
despite all the hardships has not just been a blessing for ourselves, 
but an example for others too. There are no sure ways to live, except 
by facing each new day head on and decide how it is to be lived. Life 
is never boring and each new day, no matter what comes along is 
always worth living. 

I go back to the story my mother told when she noticed my father 
standing at the back of  the room, while she was in the school play. It 
led them to marriage and eventually her place as an equal marriage 
partner at the head of  the table alongside her husband. I see a 
similar occurrence with my own marriage. An accidental meeting, 
became a marriage. A young woman trusted a man enough to marry 
him, who in turn took her from a life of  hardship as an equal for 
life.   
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7 . CHURCH 

As a boy, God was a scary old man in the sky. I imagined him to be 
white skinned like me, with a long white beard. I thought the only 
way to stay on his good side was to pray hard and do without. God 
had to be appeased at all costs. I was told that God loved me, but 
deep down I felt he had a funny way of  loving. I was told to love 
him with all my heart and soul. Sunday morning Mass was the only 
salvation. Missing Sunday Mass was regarded as the greatest sin, 
ever. We fasted from midnight from food, in order to receive the 
communion bread, but we could only receive if  we were without any 
sin. Therefore, a good confession of  sins was always needed before 
hand. I remember trying my best to thinking up new sins to confess.  

I was pretty sure God was not really happy with the way I hit one of  
my brothers, or the way I secretly swore at the dog under my breath.  
At nine years old I felt in my heart that I was a pretty good kid, even 
if  God knew better. I listened nightly to my parents talking about 
how bad the state of  the world was. My mother would question out 
loud, about just how much longer God was going to let this world 
exist in such a terrible state and with all the sin. According to my 
mother, unless the world changed its ways, God might shower down 
on the world enough vengeance to teach all a good lesson. I was 
taught that the world could end at a time, and  when least expected 
too. I was always sure it might be while I slept that night. I always 
prayed a little harder and made the good act of  contrition that every 
good kid memorized for just such an occurrence. Then while I tried 
to sleep, the thought of  everything subject to the wrath of  God 
haunted me all night long.  

Religion and being Catholic was hard work. I was sure the heavenly 
reward would probably be worth the effort, but I wondered why  
such a wrathful God could still create a spring flower or bring a 
warm summer rain. I trusted my parents wisdom in all things, and 
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they must have known what they were saying. One time the old 
parish priest talked to my brother and I of  the perils of  evil sexual 
thoughts and especially sexual actions. Fr. Felix told us that when we 
started having evil thoughts and ideas, we should simply run to a rain 
barrel and stick our hands in until the thoughts passed. Every supper 
our mother praised us for having the cleanest hands in the family. 
She laughed because they were almost wrinkled from being so clean. 
We never told her about his words to us, for fear she would know 
the answer. 

The family rosary was recited together every evening, always with 
additional prayers added. If  a big storm appeared on the western 
horizon, or if  someone was sick, an additional rosary could always 
be added on the spur of  the moment. These sudden dilemmas 
always needed the sprinkling of  special holy water, blessed at the 
church for such occasions. Holy water was a hot commodity in our 
house. Mom had special devotions to the Blessed Virgin and St. 
Anne and others. My dad had his own special devotions to saints, 
including St Joseph and the Blessed Virgin Mary. He liked Brother 
Andre who had miraculous happenings in Montreal Quebec. Both 
had a great prayer life and I admired them for their faith. They 
prayed to saints of  lost souls, lost causes and lost stuff.  My father 
always wore a brown Scapular Medal around his neck right until he 
died, This identified him as a child of  God and showed his 
willingness to be holy for others to see. Dad would sit in his chair in 
the kitchen, at the living room entrance and pray silently for long 
periods of  time. More than a few times his silence would be broken 
during a televised hockey game, when his hero, Gordie Howe would 
score a goal against the dreaded Toronto Maple Leaf  team.  

Both, backed their prayer life with social action that fit these prayers. 
I favoured our family prayer time. I found the quiet of  family prayer 
very comforting, and I felt a kinship with the family when we prayed 
together. I remember the day we took Dad to the hospital for the 
last time. Before he was taken away, for that final time, we all 
gathered around the bed and recited the rosary with him. The rosary 
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was a prayer every body, young and old, could pray together. This 
was a prayer where the world could stop for a few minutes, as we all 
focused on a common prayer. The world could sure use some quiet 
time today, to calm the storms of  our lives. 

We attended St. Ignatius Roman Catholic Church, located one mile 
north of  the farm. The parish was started by a Jesuit priest, named 
Fr. Sinnett. The small hamlet also called Sinnett, was located down 
the road, adjacent to our farm. The Canadian Pacific Railroad train 
stopped there every day during the work week. There were two 
general stores, two or three houses, two grain elevators and a two 
room school with a small house for the teachers to reside.  

Sunday Mass was attended by the entire farming community every 
weekend.There were very few exceptions. When someone was 
missing the entire community certainly knew about it. Missing Mass 
was seen as major news for the next week. Every parishioner had 
their own pew and paid for it with their Sunday collection. My family 
prayed in the third pew from the front on the right side of  the aisle. 
Dad paid $52.00 a year for that pew. This amounted to $1.00 a week. 
The teeth marks of  the Koberinski kids are still embedded on that 
pew today. Kneeling through that old Latin mass was hard on the 
knees, especially during Easter week. Sunday Mass was also a chance 
for visiting with neighbours. Our father was always among the last to 
leave for home while our mother and the kids waited patiently.  

A real part of  those Sunday gatherings were visits to the adjoining 
cemetery, where the graves of  the community members who had 
passed away were buried. The graves of  my paternal grandparents 
and extended family were always well maintained and marked by 
Dad. We were always curious to see the names on the gravestones 
and the year they died. The visits were always welcomed by Dad. I 
think it gave him a sense of  inner strength, somehow. He had been  
the survivor of  all of  these deaths. I am sure each of  them brought 
back some memories to him personally. He always seemed more 
quiet when we left there. The cemetery visits were always part of  any 
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visits to St. Patrick Church too, where my mother's relatives were 
laid to rest. St. Patrick's church was five miles north on the same 
road, and home of  the Irish Colony in the district. We With left 
there with the same kinds of  feeling inside, every time. 

There were small graves just outside the cemetery fence. These small 
graves were outside the fence for a reason. These dead babies did 
not meet the Catholic standard for burial and were treated 
differently. One of  these small graves was the resting place of  my 
youngest baby brother. Neil was born dead  without being baptized. 
At that time, a Catholic baptism was the only way to Heaven. 
Catholics believed that without being rightfully baptized, heaven was 
not attainable. This meant the soul had to wait in a state of  limbo 
for a period of  time, before going to heaven. There was no time 
limit given for how long the waiting was going to be, but it was 
reduced the more you prayed for that tiny soul. I remember being 
around eight years old when our father quietly prepared a small 
home built coffin at home for the baby. I believe the baby was 
buried outside the cemetery without any blessing or fuss. I know I 
was not present for sure. This was one particular time I felt really 
badly for my parents. It must have been a low point in their lives. I 
never understood how  God would ever reject an innocent baby but 
instead embrace him in his arms and love him. This has stayed with 
me throughout the years and caused me to question and reject these 
old beliefs. I believe in a more loving and inclusive God than the one 
I knew as a child.  

At our publicly funded school, named St. Ignatius of  Loyola, we 
were taught by the Sisters of  Service. The Sisters were a small 
religious community whose mission was to bring the church into the 
outlying rural districts of  Canada. Unlike other nuns, they dressed in 
simple grey uniforms and a hat. They worked in small communities. 
At old Loyola School there were always three sisters present. Two 
were teachers and one was the housekeeper. They were more than 
teachers to the community, and loved by everyone. They were 
friends of  our family and I admired them immensely. The Sisters of  
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Service made my learning years, among the highlights of  my life. We 
were given religion classes in the last one half  hour each day, because 
Loyola was a public school. For this period the lone non-catholic 
family could go home early. We were taught from the old "Baltimore 
Catechism" until we knew it by heart. The sisters outlook on God 
was less fear based and more on love and service. They were more 
open to a loving creator, than to the angry father image I had 
imagined. They showed this in how they lived. The Sisters took me 
beyond many of  the simple ways I was taught at home and in the 
Catechism. They encouraged us to think outside the box .They made 
religion less scary, and encouraged us to think as God as loving than 
angry. They encouraged discussion and no answer was ever 
considered wrong.  

One example of  their farsightedness was the term Euthanasia. In 
1950 the thought of  someone helping to end another's life was out 
of  the realm of  my imagination. I never considered this could ever 
happen. A Sister approached this possibility to us and we openly 
talked about in the classroom. She cautioned of  the possibility that a 
day would come when society would be confronted with assisted 
dying. That was close to seventy years ago. "Assisted Suicide" today 
is not only a possibility, but is an accepted and completely legal 
practice in our society today. I think back to that time and 
respectfully remember her speaking so far ahead. That is an example 
of  thinking outside the box. 

The Sisters were more open to new ways, but I still held to the 
beliefs given to me at home. I left home with this clear vision of  
God in my life. I was rigid in my thinking and pretty sure I had the 
answers of  what would get me to "Heaven." Heaven was the goal to 
achieve, and my life on earth required sacrifice and penance to get 
there. I thought the harder I was on myself  here in this world,  
became my ticket to a higher place in the next. My parents often 
alluded to Heaven, when they said things like, " She has suffered so 
much and has earned her special place in Heaven." They often said 
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the opposite too, when they would say things like, "He killed his 
brother. May God have mercy on his miserable soul."   

Everything I was taught left me with this very rigid view of  my 
catholic faith. The doubts and questions I had, were not enough to 
change my views at all. I was told what to believe and never had to 
do much thinking on my own. My views would be easy for Linda to 
see. I had a path to follow that had always worked for me. I thought 
that Linda  would have no problem getting on board, after all it was 
the only right thing to do. 

My marriage to Linda was going to be good for her. She would 
know how to live as I thought we should. Then came Fr. Goldstein 
and Vatican ll. I was blown away by the Second Vatican Council. 
Every doubt I had about choosing an angry versus a loving God 
jumped out at me in a rush of  newness. I realized I needed to find 
out more for myself, and not just be a follower of  the doctrine of  
others. I still regard my childhood religious upbringing as a good 
start. I did not reject it, but instead used it as a starting point in my 
journey to find God for myself. I realize today that heaven is not 
some far away, but heaven begins here and now.  

Shortly after our son Scott was baptized in Notre Dame de Lourdes 
church, Fr. Goldstein left the community for good. We then moved 
across the city to the newly formed parish of  St. Joseph 
Calasanctius, on 98th Street. This church was different from other 
church buildings I had ever been to before. The building was a big 
rectangular structure made with cement blocks and a flat roof. There 
were no extra frills on the inside. The only objects on the walls were 
basketball hoops, used by the neighbouring St. Joseph Catholic 
school, which was also new. The steel chairs were piled up and 
stacked during the week to accommodate meetings and other parish 
events. The new parish was established by the bishop of  the Diocese 
of  Prince Albert to fill the growing needs of  the North west section 
of  the city. The simple church building was a perfect example of  the 
my new church vision of  Vatican ll. The parishioners were all new 
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just as we were. There was a sense of  excitement among the people. 
There was a lot of  work to do in the making of  this new parish. I 
would soon be part of  this work. 

From our first visit to St. Joseph's we felt right at home. We were 
welcomed by other young and growing families similar to ours. With 
the eagerness of  new Vatican II experience, I had no trouble getting 
involved. This was an opportunity to work with other young people 
and a priest named Fr. St Pierre, whom I admired very much. I loved 
our new parish and really wanted to be part of  it. From the time we 
arrived there in 1967 I worked tirelessly to improve the lives of  all 
who worshipped there with me. I spent seventeen years on the 
pastoral council, and was the Parish Chair three different times. I 
spent five more years on the Diocesan Pastoral Council and six on 
the Diocesan Liturgical Commission. I was actively involved in the 
building of  the new church addition and organized countless large 
Deanery celebrations. Linda and I were leaders in the community in 
the area of  marriage preparation, serving in this capacity for seven 
years. My intentions through all these years were always good. I 
wanted our parish church to be inclusive for all, not just the 
privileged few. I wanted us to be a home of  hospitality. I wanted 
others to feel the warmth and welcome my family felt when we first 
arrived there. I wanted to find out why the last pews were always 
filled first, followed by each outside seat of  each other row. I 
wondered why when we professed to love Jesus so much no one 
wanted to get too close to the altar. I always thought of  it as going to 
a birthday party, while eating your cake in a doorway away from the 
party, itself. I had no wish to become a part of  a Sunday Social Club 
with the privileges the club gave me. This club assured one of  that 
privileged Sunday last row seating and a guaranteed funeral among 
other things. 

Linda and I discovered when working with young couples the 
difference between a faith of  theory and a faith in real life. Living in 
the modern world demanded new ways, never even thought about 
before. Young people were no longer content to be told what they 
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should think and live. As young given rules set by someone else. I 
were told what to believe, and was naive enough to be led that way. 

In the new reality of  modern technology I discovered for myself  the 
wonders of  life and my place in that life. I discovered these 
expressions of  faith in my years within the Marriage Encounter 
community. I was fortunate to become good friends with the priests 
of  the Oblate community, too. These men were not tied to parish 
life, and so able to express their faith with a more open concepts of  
God. It made no sense to tell a young couple how they were 
supposed to be married, when their reality was somewhere else. 
Young couples reacted positively to this new invitation to life. I also 
reaffirmed for myself  the need to search where my own life would 
lead me. 

I was a founding member of  the Knights of  Columbus in the parish 
and active  for many years. The organization is still very much a part 
of  the parish, but I have stopped taking an active role. The local 
men of  our parish do great work within the community. I support 
their activities and enjoy their fellowship. I have some unanswered 
questions regarding the larger Knights structure, especially in the 
United States. The Knights started out as an organization to help 
support widows and orphans of  Catholic immigrants in America. 
From these simple beginnings they have become a multi billion 
dollar insurance company today. Their policies tend to back a rigid 
conservative view of  the Catholic church in the world. They have 
moved away from the original dream of  their founder and represent 
the rich and powerful. I have trouble with an organization that caters 
to and encourages clerical power within the church structure. I see 
their vision of  church, no longer in line with my own anymore. I 
find myself  questioning a catholic organization who need to 
brandish their sword to defend God, even if  symbolic.  Despite 
these objections I know the amount of  work the Knights do is still 
very commendable. 
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A church of  the rich and powerful is directly opposite to the 
teaching of  Jesus. Jesus came to establish a new world order for us 
to follow. This new order is based on simplicity and reaching out to 
the most helpless in our world. Today this vision has become the 
vision of  our newest Pope. Francis, is once again calling for a new 
and poorer church structure. I am thrilled with the leadership of  
Francis. I felt I would never in my lifetime see the completion of  the 
reforms of  Vatican ll. come to fruition in my lifetime. The leadership 
of  Pope Francis gives me hope that at least a start is now possible. 
In a world where lying and cheating has become normal, this little 
Argentinian shows us a better way to live. 

St. Joseph's parish began as a very comfortable and informal 
worshipping community in 1960. We started worshipping there in 
1967. Three pastors in the first thirty years meant a stable and well 
rounded worship space. Still, over that period of  time it was clear 
that not everyone shared my vision of  the Second Vatican Council. 
There was a vocal minority who longed for the older Pre Vatican 
church. This organized minority emulated the views of  the new 
Pope.  John Paul II, who took a different view of  the Council than 
did Pope Paul Vl and Pope John XIII. The Church backed away 
from the some of  its reforms. The Catholic terms, "Liberal" and 
"Conservative" began to surface. Loyalties to both began to emerge 
and division in my parish grew. New proposals for parish programs 
never came into practice. Vocal opposition to change became the 
norm. The parish priest, caught in the middle of  the division, would 
hold back programs, until each simply died a slow death. Priests 
always sided with this minority. The parish was cautioned go slow, 
because people were resistant to change. I began to hear the word 
"clericalism" come alive. It became plain to those of  us wanting a 
more open parish, that change would not happen, unless the parish 
priest, himself  initiated it. The parish reflected the will of  the priest  
and no one else. It took me seventeen years to see that my vision for 
a more compassionate church was not ever going to come from the 
laity. 
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There was now a shortage of  priests so, new priests were brought 
over from foreign countries. Each one brought with them their own 
particular style and customs. Each also brought their own style of  
clericalism with them to the parish. The common factor with them 
was that the parish was theirs alone, to run. The needs of  our 
community became lost. Attendance at Sunday Mass dropped to a 
trickle from the beginning years of  the parish.  

Today's church leaders keep hoping the lost will return. My humble 
opinion is people will not return unless there is a change of  attitude 
by the church itself. Parish life must begin to reach out in new ways. 
We can no longer wait for the lost to come to us. Instead we must 
begin the process of  going out of  our safe place and find where the 
lost really are. Just as I needed to move away from the rigid ways of  
my youth, the church will need the courage to see differently.  My 
family prayed for the conversion of  the lost others in my youth, but 
I found I needed to move beyond that comfortable way of  believing, 
and see different ways of  living in the real world. The universe is 
always moving forward and the church while embracing tradition 
must become ever new in a world of  rapid change in the same way. 

There is nothing in life that can compare to the scorn of  holy 
religious people. In the name of  holy righteousness they can eat you 
up and spit you out before you realize it. I have felt such wrath more 
than once. Pope Francis recently commented, that some Catholic 
tongues are so long that they can receive communion from the back 
pew. There was one short length of  time I had to leave the parish I 
had loved for so long. The amount of  hurt shown to me and others 
like me was devastating. Of  course, it was all done in the name of  
Jesus. I came back when a daughter of  one of  my old parish friends 
told me how I was missed by her father. I came back with my mind 
made up to stay, in spite of  the attitude and will of  others. I came 
back with a different attitude and I dropped out of  the hassle. 

I walked away from any further involvement, realizing it was better 
to let go. Walking away allowed me the freedom to look for other 
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ways to discover my faith. I began to study, read, and listen more to 
my heart. Eventually, I began to discover a far greater depth of  faith 
than I ever could have imagined. The more I discover, the more 
there is I want to know. I am now fascinated by a God who loves me 
unconditionally, no matter what. My years in pastoral service were 
valuable tools in my journey, but they were never enough. 

I will always call St. Joseph's my home. My children received their 
sacramental programs there. My daughters were married there. Some 
of  the old families we knew since the early years still remain, 
although I attend many more funerals than weddings these days. I no 
longer worry over failing attendance and the bad homilies. I have 
little patience for the clerical hierarchy prevalent in the Catholic 
church. In a world where women have taken their rightful place of  
leadership, the church sadly, continues to exclude their contribution. 
I lament the treatment by church leaders of  our gay, lesbian and 
transgender brothers and sisters. Church may still be a comfortable 
place for those that regularly come to their church building each 
Sunday. They are good and holy people, but unless we start reaching 
out to those who are not there the lost and broken, we are really 
missing the point. We need listen to the hearts of  those not present 
without our judgement and welcome them back. 

Once again, I am encouraged by the leadership of  Pope Francis. His 
appointment was a blessing I never dreamed I would see in my 
lifetime. Fr. Ron Rolheiser, OMI said that the world needed a new 
Francis of  Assisi in today's world. I think God has made this happen 
in Francis. I watched the announcement of  his leadership on 
television and cried openly when this ordinary little man from the 
South stepped forward, shunning the garments of  splendour worn 
by those before him and asking the world to bless him. His example  
 
of  servant leadership calls us out into the messy world of  today. I 
hope the world will listen and  follow his leadership.  
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One person who has helped me seeing my faith in a positive way has 
been a Franciscan priest from Albuquerque New Mexico. I don't 
remember when or how I discovered Fr. Richard Rohr OMF, but 
I'm glad I did. Rohr is the founder of  the Centre for Action and 
Contemplation in Albuquerque that teaches and empowers 
individuals to live out their sacred tasks in service to the world 
through contemplative programs and resources. I have purchased 
nearly every book he has written to date. His audio tapes and special 
videos form a part of  my audio/video library that I willingly share 
with whoever wishes to do so. A small group of  friends and I get 
together to study and listen to the words of  Fr. Rohr on a regular 
basis. Based on Franciscan spirituality, Rohr and others like him 
allow us to explore a new way of  thinking and believing. I would be 
remiss if  I do not give him the credit he deserves for my faith 
journey. Our group discussions using our Catholic background leads 
us beyond present thinking to search for the love of  God in all 
things. We call our group "Emmaus," to remind ourselves we are on 
the road looking for new meaning. The word is taken from the 
Gospel of  Luke Chapter 24. 

I still sing each Saturday evening Mass with a small group of  like 
minded  Catholic rebels who allow me to be part of  their ministry. 
We pray, we sing and celebrate together. These are real friends who 
help make liturgy come alive every time. They are my real support 
and I can always count on them through thick and thin. 

My life is no longer just about me and Jesus anymore. My journey 
includes all of  humanity moving forward together as one. My 
salvation is not just about me making it to a better place later on, but 
living for heaven starting right now, at this very moment. Everything 
and everybody belongs to God, because God is in everything. For 
God, everything belongs. There is just one God for all humanity, 
including Christians, Muslims and Buddhists. I was told by my 
parents that being Catholic gave me special status in God's eyes. I 
see that this kind of  thinking was a great disservice to the God of  
everything. We are all on the same journey home to God, who waits 
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patiently for us to find our way home. My journey includes all of  
God's creation, the earth, plants, animals and of  course ourselves. I 
am convinced that creation is forever being created by a God who 
loves all creation. We just need to make room in our hearts to love in 
the same way. 

My faith has been renewed into this new way of  believing. The Spirit 
works in ways far beyond my knowing. The universe will continue to 
unfold as it should, no matter how much anyone including me tries 
to make it slow down. 

For too long I made God fit into the image I wanted God to be. Any 
God that fits my image can still condone the mistreatment of  those 
who are not like me. With my image of  God I can then justify being 
against abortion and still condone war, racism and bigotry. A God in 
my image of  that God can justify turning my back on refugees in 
need and the poor in my own community too. 

The God I love today has room for all creation, including Jews, 
Muslims, Christians. I have changed my thoughts of  God being an 
angry old white man, waiting for me to do something wrong. I 
believe today in a God of  wonder always making things new. I see a 
God who waits patiently for me to come home to his love. 

 I am not afraid now of  becoming old. I am no longer afraid that my 
world will be destroyed while I sleep at night, as I was as a child. 
Despite the aches and pains of  life getting me down, I welcome 
them. They are there to remind me that each day is more precious 
than the last one. Yesterday is gone and tomorrow may not ever 
come. This allows me just the present moment to live, and that is 
enough. 

I found the story of  the Life Saving Station in one of  Fr, Rohr talks. 
The story relates on a way as to why there are now over 30,000 
Christian denominations in the world today. 
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 The Story of  t he Lifesaving Station  -     Author Unknown 

On a dangerous sea coast where shipwrecks often occur, there 
was once a crude little life-saving station. The building was 
just a hut, and there was only one boat, but the few devoted 
members kept a constant watch over the sea and with no 
thought for themselves went out day and night tirelessly 
searching for the lost. Some of  those who were saved, and 
various others in the surrounding area, wanted to become 
associated with the station and give of  their time and money 
and effort for the support of  its work. New boats were bought 
and new crews trained. The little lifesaving station grew. 

Some members of  the lifesaving station were unhappy that the 
building was so crude and poorly equipped. They felt that a 
more comfortable place should be provided as the first refuge 
of  those saved from the sea. They replaced the emergency cots 
with beds and put better furniture in the enlarged building. 
Now the lifesaving station became a popular gathering place 
for its members, and they decorated it beautifully and 
furnished it exquisitely, because they used it as sort of  a club. 

Fewer members were now interested in going to sea on 
lifesaving missions, so they hired lifeboat crews to do this 
work. The lifesaving motif  still prevailed in this club’s 
decorations, and there was a miniature lifeboat in the room 
where the club initiations were held. 

About this time a large ship was wrecked off  the coast, and the 
hired crews brought in boatloads of  cold, wet, and half-
drowned people. They were dirty and sick, and some of  them 
had black skin and some had yellow skin. The beautiful new 
club was in chaos. So the property committee immediately had 
a shower house built outside the club where victims of  
shipwreck could be cleaned up before coming inside. 
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At the next meeting, there was a split in the club membership. 
Most of  the members wanted to stop the club’s lifesaving 
activities, since they were unpleasant and a hindrance to the 
normal social life of  the club. Some members insisted upon 
lifesaving as their primary purpose and pointed out that they 
were still called a lifesaving station. But they were finally voted 
down and told that if  they wanted to save the lives of  all the 
various kinds of  people who were shipwrecked in those waters, 
they could begin their own lifesaving station down the coast. 
They did. 

As the years went by, the new station experienced the same 
changes that had occurred in the old. It evolved into a club, 
and yet another lifesaving station was founded. History 
continued to repeat itself, and if  you visit that sea coast today 
you will find a number of  exclusive clubs along the shore. 
Shipwrecks are frequent in those waters, but most of  the 
people drown. 
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8. POLITICS 

I served on the Executive of  the Saskatchewan School Boards 
Association for the years, 2005 until 2009. On one occasion, I was 
talking to a staff  member at the School Board office before a 
particular meeting held in Regina. Our Executive were to have a 
breakfast meeting with the government Members of  the Legislative 
Assembly the next morning. I was to chair a table with our concerns 
and lead a discussion with several MLA's of  the government caucus. 
I mentioned to the staff  member that working with politicians was 
not something I particularly enjoyed very much. She laughed and 
reminded that I was a politician, and a pretty good one at that. I had 
never thought of  myself  that way, but she was right in reminding me 
of  it. I was a real part of  the political process for over fifty years of  
my life. I worked in the system for thirty-five years and was an 
elected school trustee for another nineteen. 

I always kept in mind the political activities of  my father. His work 
in the Co-Op movement, the Saskatchewan Wheat Pool and 
Canadian Wheat Board were passions of  his, out of  a necessity to 
survive in the development of  this country and this Province. We 
listened to spring broadcasts of  the Legislative Assembly with him. I 
saw in him, a passion for social justice. My parents never missed one 
opportunity to vote in elections. They used their right and saw 
voting as a privilege. Dad was especially proud to have one of  my 
cousins as a long time MLA. I think there was a bit of  smugness 
there for my dad, too. I had also spent my working career working 
with and for politicians of  every sort. Politics, certainly was not 
knew to me after so many years of  being wrapped up in it myself.  

I retired in July of  1997 from my Provincial government position. 
That same year municipal elections were being held across the 
Province. I had no intention of  entering politics. I was retired, which 
meant a life away from politicians for good. In October however, I 
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was approached by neighbours to let my name stand for nomination 
to the local Catholic school board. I was initially surprised by their 
interest in me, but I accepted the nomination without hesitation, like 
I did almost everything else. I jumped in without a thought to where 
it would lead me. I underestimated the power of  locally elected 
boards, a fact I would soon find out for myself. 

I was approached to run because concerned ratepayers wanted to see 
a new direction taken. Prior to my election to the Board of  trustees, 
there were rumours and concerns with how the local board was 
conducting their business.There were some ongoing concerns 
behind the scenes that failed to show a positive approach to catholic 
governance. The community was not all that impressed, which was 
confirmed when the vote results were counted later that year.  

I was already aware of  some problems out there. I had seen the early 
flags for myself, even before letting my name stand for the board. I 
saw the increasing indifference within the Catholic community. More 
catholics were staying away from regular church attendance. This 
indifference was filtering it's way down to the state of  catholic 
schools too. I was hearing from Catholics, as to whether Catholic 
schools were needed at all. Some were openly vocal in their desire 
for having a single public school system. More saw little relevance in 
the need for Catholic schools at all. This shocked me because I knew 
of  the hard work done by others like my father before me to 
guarantee catholic minority rights in the constitution. I felt it would 
be an injustice for us to let it go without putting up a fight to keep it 
for others who followed behind. 

I also was impressed by the dedication and pride young parents 
showed, when they dropped off  their little ones at our schools. My 
daughters had their children enrolled there too. My daughter worked 
their full time, and my other daughter worked and volunteered there 
often. Our three children were graduates of  our school system.  
Separate schools had a real part of  my family from the onset of  our 
marriage. So while I observed the same parents who were rejecting 
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the Sunday morning church were coming to our schools. Non 
Catholic parents were wanting to attend too, despite the strict rules 
that asked them to be a real part of  the school. Rules were in place 
to make sure non catholics were coming for a catholic education and 
not because our schools were close to home or as a 
convenience.There must have been a good reason and I was 
interested to know what it could be. All of  these things certainly 
helped in my desire to be a part of  the system. 

I was successful in my first election as a trustee. I spent nineteen 
years on the Light of  Christ Roman Catholic School Board, through 
six consecutive elections. These nineteen years with the exception of  
the final two, were among the most satisfying years of  my life. I was 
fortunate that starting in my first term, major efforts were brought 
forward to change direction.  

At my first meeting of  provincial trustees I was placed in a 
discussion group with other rookie trustees. Two of  them informed 
me quite bluntly, that I was too old to be a trustee, but when I asked 
why they decided to run I was instantly at ease. The first young man 
told me, he was fired as a school bus driver and wanted to have the 
supervisor fired in the same way. The other young man told me his 
school was using the copy machine too often which was wasting 
paper. He wanted this situation stopped. Neither of  my new found 
friends were elected again, compared to my nineteen years. I guess 
maybe they just were not old enough themselves. 

Despite being too old by their standards, I planned on making the 
first three years a time to sit back and listen more than talk. This was 
not going to happen at all. In my second year, our Administration 
proposed bringing in a new family life education program. "Fully 
Alive" was intended to show a Catholic view of  human life, sexuality, 
marriage and family. It was to be a support for the work of  families 
at home and an encouragement to kids. "Fully Alive" was approved 
by the Catholic Bishops of  Saskatchewan, but our Administration 
were concerned the program would be seen as Sex Education. Any 
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thought of  Sex Education in Catholic schools would be looked on as 
blasphemy or the like, so our board was looking at ways to sell this 
program in an effective way. There were to be a series of  parent 
meeting and information sessions for the community. The plan was 
to take it slow and help inform teachers and parents of  the 
catholicity of  this program. 

Catholic secrets never stay secret very long. We never got the chance 
to do the required preparation to present the program properly. 
Before we knew what had happened, all Catholic hell broke loose 
and we were taken to task by groups opposing the program. I had a 
group opposing the program come to my door on a Saturday 
morning. They were looking to gain support in the city to fight the 
program and wanted me to join in the fight, with petitions and other 
information. When I told them I was actually on the school board 
they left. Another time I was invited to a special Knights of  
Columbus meeting to plan a strategy opposing the program. I was 
asked not to come when I told them I was a trustee. The point I 
make here is that none of  these people even knew that I was part of  
their problem, although they all had known me for many years. 

It was a tragic time for me as a Catholic, where being right was more 
important than dialogue. Public meeting were held in two locations 
to affirm the program content. Both meetings were chaired by a 
special conciliator, who managed to keep the meetings in line. I was 
taken back once again by the frenzy of  so many Catholics in the 
name of  Jesus. The "Fully Alive" debate took a lot of  time to heal, 
but our newly elected Board of  Trustees came out together as one 
unified group. This incident brought us to the realization that there 
was much work to be done to find our Catholic identity. 

It was evident from the Fully Alive confrontation, that we needed to 
reach out to the community. We had to get the message out that our  
schools were not just more public schools with a crucifix on the 
wall. We needed to show how our catholic faith came through in 
every subject taught and in every activity we did. We needed teachers 
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and staff  willing to be living faith models to their students. We 
needed our faith to permeate everything we did. Faith Development 
for our teachers became a priority for the board. As a board we 
worked at being good role models ourselves. During my years I 
worked constantly to enhance good relationships with staff. For me 
it was never one against another, but all of  us on a journey of  faith 
together. In 19 years I must have set a world record for the most 
hugs given and received. 

In 2016 as I approached my final year on the board. I began to feel 
my old uncomfortable feelings around the board table again. We 
began to take great satisfaction in our leadership role around the 
Province. We began to know our administration as Senior Managers. 
Administration showed off  with great satisfaction our scores and 
test results. We were leading in most categories. Sometimes it felt like 
a certain smugness when we saw our results as great achievements 
compared to others. We started to lose sight of  the fact that God 
does the best work when we are closer to the bottom. Even, our 
trustee prayers increasingly became smooth and polished, led more 
by the few,  rather than the many. I left the board with a certain 
sadness. Perhaps, I stayed too long. 

My years of  trusteeship gave me so many opportunities to see how 
so many people care about the spiritual lives of  their children. I saw 
firsthand the dedication of  teachers, support staff  and 
administrators who cared deeply about kids. My own life is but a by 
product of  the excellent work they all do. I am a better person for 
being a part of  it all. 

In Catholic schools there are neither liberal or conservative ways of  
being. Everyone is welcome, no matter the colour of  their skin or 
how  they believe. Catholic schools are not just schools for catholic 
kids, but they are Catholic schools for all kids. All are welcome to the 
table.  
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At the beginning of  my second term in 2000, I was chosen to 
represent my division on the Provincial  Catholic Section Executive. 
In 2002, I gave a talk on the importance of  catholic schools  at a 
seminar held in Saskatoon. My presentation was well received. In 
2003 I made the decision to let my name stand for the position of  
Vice President of  the Catholic Section of  the Saskatchewan School 
Trustees Association. I really felt called to this commitment. I do 
have some suspicions someone bigger than I had a hand in it. As our 
board representative on the provincial executive for the previous 
three years, I had found the deep commitment to work together and 
liked the things we were doing. I wanted to share this with others. 
Surprisingly my wife was willing to let me go, even though I had 
promised her that I would be home more when I retired. I guess 
retirement was still not over for me, yet 

These were the years of  great change within the Province. Shifting 
rural populations meant declining school enrolments. Money for 
students began to decline also.The fact that many non Catholic 
families were taking their children to our Catholic schools started to 
be a major concern for public schools. Friction was building across 
the province and a call for the elimination of  separate schools 
increasingly grew. The fact that Catholic schools were protected in 
the constitution of  both Saskatchewan and Alberta made the 
differences even more troublesome for any agreement between 
Catholic and Public school boards. 

This was the atmosphere within the Province when I joined the 
Provincial Executive in 2000. I was elected President of  the 
Provincial Catholic Section in 2005. My previous two years as Vice 
President, was a valuable training period on the executive team that 
regularly met with government officials and the Saskatchewan 
Bishops. My experience as Vice President prepared me very well for 
my new role as the Provincial spokesman for all catholic school  
divisions. It was going to be a new challenge. I remember when my 
first newspaper interview scared me greatly for fear I might say the 
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wrong thing. The interactions with the public soon became routine 
even though the two years turned into hard work and much turmoil.  

 In 2006, the government of  the day had mandated public school 
board amalgamations and tensions continued to increase among all 
school boards. As President of  the Catholic Section I became the 
Catholic representative  on the Saskatchewan School Trustees 
Association (SSTA). The York School Division had closed a small 
school in the village of  Theodore, approximately 30 minutes 
northwest of  Yorkton. When the local Theodore community then 
formed a new Catholic school there, the York Public Board backed 
by other public school divisions took the new catholic school 
division to court. The public boards claimed the new catholic school 
was not to serve the minority Catholic community, but to 
circumvent the closure of  the community school. The  court case 
challenged the right for Catholic schools to accept payment for non 
Catholic students. This case is still before the courts today with no 
real conclusion fifteen years later. The court case will unfortunately 
take millions of  dollars away from classrooms, where it should be 
spent. This was a typical case where students were being used to fit 
the needs of  school boards, rather than school boards advocating 
for students and the choice of  individual parents. 

Here are some thoughts I had written down after a long trip to 
another meeting in Regina. The year was 2004. I had my second 
heart attack shortly after writing this Journal entry " 

I awoke early this  morning of  August 20,2004 to journey to 
our Capital City (Regina) for yet another meeting. Beginning 
my trip just as I always do by asking God's blessing for the day 
ahead. In the quiet of  my car, thoughts and questions race 
through my mind. 

Why I asked myself, was I so concerned  with the state of  
Catholic Education?  It seemed to me that I was in a minority 
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position. It seemed that few people really cared, and if  they 
did, they certainly never showed it. 

Why I asked at the stage of  my retirement was I not content to 
be retired?  After all, I did more than my share for this world. I 
had a 35 - year career as a Civil Servant for the Province of  
Saskatchewan, where I helped build hundreds of  miles of  
Provincial roads. This is something I'm proud of. 

I have served my own parish well, in ways often unnoticed and 
with very little thanks, yet, it was rewarding. I have a successful 
marriage of  39 years to Linda (Mom), 3 grown children to be 
proud of, and 8 of  the greatest grand children in the world. I 
have served on Parish and Diocesan Pastoral Councils for a 
total of  17 years, and on the Catholic School Board for 7 years 
to date. I should have done more than my share, and should 
take it easy and relax some, right? 

So why,  AM I off  again in the early morning to another 
meeting, that few know about or even care about ?  I asked 
myself  if  even my own family  knew why I was going to 
Regina today. Luckily Mom, although reluctantly, because she 
worries about me, gave me her blessing. 

I wondered how my golf  buddies were doing.  Could today 
have been the day I may have broken 80?  

The Theodore court case became a real source of  tensions around 
the Province. At every SSTA meeting I was being attacked by public 
trustees for the Catholic position on school attendance for non 
catholics. It was a stressful time for me. I knew something needed to 
be done to help the situation. Tensions were so high that our 
Catholic trustees considered breaking away from the Provincial  
Association and forming our own. We had gone as far as looking at 
finances and personal. We felt that self  protection was needed for 
catholic boards. We decided to stay within the Provincial 
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organization but formed our own non profit organization for legal 
reasons. The newly formed Saskatchewan Catholic School Boards 
Association became official on November 3, 2006. We celebrated an 
opening Mass with the Bishop of  Saskatoon and a banquet at the 
Sheraton Hotel in Saskatoon. With our own new mandate Catholic 
boards decided unanimously to stay within the larger Provincial  
Association. I was so proud to be part of  it. The SCSBA quickly 
became a cohesive unit working closely together as a single 
organization, becoming a unifying force for all school boards. Our 
influence was soon evident throughout the Province with all school 
boards and other major stakeholders from that point onward. 

During my time on the Provincial School Board Executive, it was 
not only public boards against their catholic counterparts. 
Amalgamation had caused many other problems between public 
boards themselves. The major concern was the distribution of  funds 
between city and rural boards. Dwindling rural population meant 
decreased funding for their local schools and increased threats of  
closing smaller community schools. The SSTA itself  became its own 
worst enemy, controlled by an Executive Director who had distanced 
himself  from the boards and even his own staff. I chaired the annual 
bylaws portion of  the 2007 General Assembly when our proposed 
budget was defeated soundly by the membership. It was a crushing 
defeat for the status quo, but boards had sent a clear message to the 
Executive. The Directors released the Executive Director in the 
spring of  1998. An interim Executive Director was hired to 
reestablish stability to the Association. Following a new vision my 
committee redrafted a new set of  bylaws for the 2008 general 
assembly, which were overwhelmingly accepted. The SSTA was 
abolished and replaced with the new Saskatchewan School Boards 
Association (SSBA). The new bylaws transferred the Association 
from an individual trustee based organization to an association of  
school boards. I took pride in being part of  the organizational 
committee which developed the bylaws and constitution for the new 
Provincial organization. The 1997/98 Executive was the greatest 
group of  men and women I have ever worked with.  
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With two new constitutions now in place, I took it upon myself  to 
open lines of  communications between Public and Catholic School 
Divisions. I took it upon myself  to break the impasse, or at least 
make an effort to try. At the earliest opportunity, I sat with an Urban 
Public trustee and listened to her concerns all  evening and into the 
early hours of  the morning. The conversation was one sided in her 
favour, as she poured out her concerns regarding Catholic education 
and everything she saw unfair about it. I listened to her story 
without defending my position until she was finished and went to 
her room. For a time the young lady never told me if  she 
appreciated our conversation, or not. I do remember her reaction 
though, when I informed the Executive I would need to be away for 
a spell for my upcoming cancer surgery. This lady took me aside 
from the group and privately talked to me. She thanked me for 
listening to her story that night. She then informed me that she was 
a cancer survivor herself. She wanted to give me her blessing before 
I left for home. We parted with a warm embrace. I never saw her 
again after that day, but our parting was certainly a sign that we  
understood each other better. I believe that these kinds of  conscious 
efforts to listen to the concerns of  others, opened a path in better 
understanding. I take credit for furthering a better understanding of  
these concerns. My father always told me I had two ears and only 
one mouth for a good reason. My father was a wise man. 

 At this same time our own Catholic Boards voluntarily amalgamated 
also, going from twenty-two smaller boards into eight regional ones. 
In my time as SCSBA President we worked extremely hard into 
forming our new Catholic boards into a real cohesive Catholic 
organization. At general assemblies when others were discussing 
their own concerns, our boards were gathered together in prayer and 
fellowship.  
For the time and effort during these long hours of  service I was 
honoured by my colleagues with two certificates that hang proudly 
on my wall. The Saskatchewan School Boards Association presented 
me with an Honorary Life Membership at their Annual Assembly in 
2009. In 2010 I was honoured again by the Saskatchewan Catholic 
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School Boards Association with the Julian Paslawski Meritorious 
Service Award. This Meritorious Award was presented in the name 
of  Julian Paslawski. Julian is the retired Executive Director of  the 
Saskatchewan Catholic School Boards Association. Julian worked for 
eighteen years without ever signing a contract with the Association. 
He was my mentor through many long meeting over my years of  
service, making this award even more special to me. I was proud for 
having taken the initiative to rename this meritorious service award 
in his name in 1997. Julian presented this award to me, made it even 
more special. 

 With politics as in religion you are only as good as the way people 
agree or disagree with your point of  view. As long as someone is not 
affected by any policy decision nothing is ever said, but if  they are 
affected in a negative way, there always will be trouble. 
Disagreements become personal quickly and last  a long time. I have 
known Catholic Bishops and elected officials that would throw you 
under the bus at a moment's notice. I have also met mostly kind and 
caring people, including Catholic Bishops, who only want the best 
for society to prosper. These people make a difference and made my 
public life easy to remember. The majority of  people serve the 
public work for the betterment of  all. I am thankful to have worked 
with many of  them. 

Through all my attempts to make a difference I discovered that I am 
only a blink of  the eye in the lifetime of  this planet. Life will go on 
just fine without me and history will continue to repeat itself  again 
and again. The world will unfold as it should. I tried my best just as 
my own father always showed me. It not the number of  awards I 
received or the recognitions earned, but the interactions of  those I 
worked side by side with, to make the world a better place. In 
politics as in life you soon will be just yesterday's news. You may be 
important for the moment, but, once gone, you will be forgotten 
quickly. 
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These were busy years and I spent a lot of  time away from home but 
it was a special and very rewarding time in my life. I believe these 
years took something away from me physically. I believe there is a 
part of  me, that I will never get back again. It was worth the effort. I 
will always cherish the time spent. The friendships and associations I 
made then remain with me today. I am thankful for the opportunity 
I had to serve. I know my decision made while shaving that morning 
in 2003 did not come from me alone. I found that God knows what 
is best for each of  us. I'm glad I listened. I was definitely supposed 
to serve. I  am really thankful for the opportunity to serve during 
those difficult but rewarding years.   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9. FAMILY 

I am proud of  the family raised with my wife. Every one of  them is 
a gift far beyond my wildest dreams. From the day each of  them 
were born, they have brought us nothing but great joy and 
enormous pride. I remember the day  we were waiting at home to 
leave for the hospital to deliver Scott, I had the car running from 
11:00 AM until 8 :00 PM as I paced the floor. In those days mothers 
stayed at the hospital for a minimum of  five days to a week before 
coming home with the baby. His birth was well worth the wait. Scott 
was born the same week that Saskatchewan Roughriders won their 
first Grey Cup, in 1966. His birth along with the Rider victory made 
celebrating into a double header event. This little blond haired boy 
quickly took over our lives. I saw the pride his Mom had in her heart 
when she held him close. I know, I was a proud new father and 
could never speak for her, but her pride must have been immense.  
Her life was shattered at 16 years old and she must have thought 
wondered when she would have a second chance to be a mother. 
Happiness for her had arrived just three years later. 

Scott was everything we had  imagined. His mother not only had a 
son, but one who excelled at everything he did. He was polite and 
kind. He was the by far the best athlete around among his peers. He 
could run the fastest, and  jump the highest. He was liked by 
everyone and trusted by their parents. He was the best at hockey, 
baseball, school sports and more. She was most proud that any 
sporting event that her son always brought home the trophy for 
good sportsmanship. 

Contrary to waiting at home with the motor running, I was not 
around when Linda went to the hospital for either of  our two girls. 
Both times I received a call from the office to get home from 
somewhere on the road. Fathers were not allowed in the delivery 
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room for none of  the three births. A small waiting room just outside 
the delivery room was where you waited for the news. You could 
hear everything that went on and were usually in the company of  
other expectant fathers there in the room. Smoking was allowed 
right there beside the delivery room, with cigars ready to be lit when 
the time came. I think we were sent home when hospital visiting 
hours were over along with all other visitors. Times sure have 
changed for the better, today. 

We had no idea of  birth control methods during those years. Linda 
was not very physically strong and pregnancies were hard for her. 
There was one miscarriage before Pamela was born. The medical 
professionals never talked to us  about the miscarriage. There was no 
council for us about the procedure, leaving us to cope on our own. 
Her doctor finally brought up using birth control after that 
miscarriage happened. With my strict Catholic upbringing I was 
hesitant to use any birth control at all, until I looked at the long term 
benefits for my wife, this hesitation quickly disappeared. The church 
had set a commission to study the issue of  birth control. A seventy-
two member study group had recommended that couples be allowed 
to decide for themselves the methods of  birth control they would 
use. The recommendation was ignored by Pope Paul Vl.  That 
decision was the first time I broke with the Catholic Church on any 
of  her teachings. I made the health and welfare of  my young wife 
my first priority. The idea of  a male celibate man imposing his will 
on the love between a husband and wife was too much to accept. 
This would not be the only time I would question the rules of  an all 
male clerical church. I would still do it today. 

Pamela was born on January of  1969. Our first little dark haired 
beauty came quietly into the world. She was always unassuming and 
gentle just as she is today. She has always loved people and 
everything else in the world. Our friends gave her a small dog to care 
for. It was a little female dog, but Pam named her Ben. Ben was hit 
by a passing car one day. Injuries were not too serious but the dog  
had some scraping on her belly. Pam would take her into the 
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backyard, apply the required medication and hold her legs up in the 
air, to allow its warm rays to quicken the healing. She wrote poems 
and cards of  gratitude to anyone she thought needed thanks. She 
befriended an elderly lady in the neighbouring nursing home for a 
few years. We laughed hard on one particular Christmas, when Pam 
took her a toffee bar for a treat. Pam failed to realize her old friend 
had false teeth. We all know now that false teeth and sticky candy are 
not a good fit. 

It was November of  1972 when our last baby was born. It would 
not have mattered if  we had settled on a name beforehand or not, 
because from the moment she arrived we knew she would always be 
Lisa. Her thick jet black hair was all over her head. She was perfect. 
We should have known then that she would be a fighter. She is still 
as feisty today as she was back then. The first year of  her little life 
was mostly spent in a hospital bed. In that first year she spent almost 
9 months in the hospital. She would be home for a few days and 
back in the hospital for three weeks or so at a time. She was poked 
and prodded with needles and fought hard to breathe constantly. 
Her mother spent a lot of  time with her in the hospital, while I 
stayed with her brother and sister. The times when I would go up to 
visit her, she would cry her heart out, thinking I was doctor. When 
she was around a year old we found a new home to live in. The 
dusty house where we lived was the major cause of  her problem. 
With new surroundings she quickly became herself. Throughout her 
childhood she was never afraid to speak her piece, often encouraged 
by her older brother, who thought she was funny. On our various 
trips out of  town for Scott's sporting events, the parents, referred to 
her as Chubby Chicken. Later when Scott's fellow junior hockey 
players came to the house, she would clip hair from their head, and 
sell the hair at school. She has been a free spirit all her life, and the 
reason she is so special. 
   
All of  our children have done very well with their lives. All are 
married to wonderful spouses and together, have given us eight 
grandchildren. By the time this is ready to be ready for reading, we 

�98



A  Son of My Father
will also be the proud great grandparents to three little boys and two 
baby girls. There has never been an issue too big for the family to 
overcome. Each of  these family members treat us, as parents and 
grandparents with the greatest of  respect. We in return love them 
unconditionally.  

There is great satisfaction in seeing your own children have 
successful lives. We rely on them more and more as we grow older, 
and accept their advice, although at times not as willingly as they 
would like. We have seen them and their spouses become excellent 
parents. There is a lot of  pride in knowing the hard work we put into 
our own marriage has resulted in their success. Each of  them have 
done far  better than we did in financial success. We are proud of  
them for that. The successful marriages have resulted in them being 
even better parents than we were. Seeing your children become 
grandparents was the icing on the cake of  life. The life we worked at 
building starting in 1965 has borne the greatest joy there will ever be 
in my life. There are very few couples that can say they were there to 
see the lives of  three generations of  their descendants in their 
lifetime. We have not only seen them alive, but have actively been a 
real part of  their lives.There is not a week that goes by without one 
or more grand children coming to spend some valuable time with us. 
Our grandchildren, now moms and dads themselves bring their own 
babies with them to visit. It can't get any better than that. We have as 
many baby toys in our closet as do most parents  today. I can no 
longer get up off  the floor as easily as once did, but I can still get 
down. There is nothing as sweet to this senior citizen than having a 
two year old boy take me by the hand to play toys or a game, unless 
it's a hug on my leg to say goodbye until the next time I come. I tell 
my wife to always have some food on the floor in case the day does 
come when I can't get up any more. That way I will always have 
something to eat. 

In 2015 the unexpected happened that blessed our lives even more 
than it was already so. It started when a teen aged girl in Manitoba 
wanted to help her father. She saw her father missing something in 
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his life. The parents who had raised him well had both died, leaving 
him alone. Although, he had three children of  his own and a wife 
who loved him, she saw in him his longing for  more. She made it 
her mission to search for her natural grandmother. After years  her 
efforts brought her into contact with her grandmother. A short time 
later my wife and her son were reunited. It had been fifty-two years 
since a mother had seen her son. Ian and his family have only added 
more happiness to our family unit. Life goes on, as if  he had never 
have been away. This is just one more blessing we have received, that 
has made all of  our lives worth so worthwhile. 

Our family table was always open to neighbourhood kids and our 
yard was always the place for play. No one was ever turned away. 
Every day was a new experience to live and there never were many 
dull moments. Here are some I easy remember. Pamela and her 
friend Marlene would go to funerals at the Catholic church behind 
our house and pray with the mourners. They never left without 
looking into the coffin and saying a prayer. Lisa was always late 
getting home from school and could often be found sitting on the 
curb with someone's puppy. She was a frequent visitor to the local 
grocery store where the owners, Jack or Alex gave her candy for the 
trip home. Sometimes being late was the result of  enjoying her treats 
alone, oblivious to the rest of  the world. Our family loved camping 
at the lake in our old tent top trailer each July. Sitting around the 
campfire and swimming in the lake brought to us all great memories 
that will stay with us as long as we live. Many of  these vacations 
were shared with the families of  my brothers Ed and Ron. Squirrels  
found out very quickly that allowing themselves to be trapped in a 
cardboard box over and over again was one easy way to find food. 

When my parents were alive and healthy all of  my siblings and their 
kids loved going to the farm. My kids were no different and we 
spent a lot of  time there whenever we could. Kids could swim in the 
old waterhole at will. There were different farm animals there, and 
my brother Jack gave horse rides at will. There was freedom to run 
and lots of  cousins to become acquainted with. My mother gave 
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each person her undivided attention including the grandchildren. She 
treated everyone equally and we all felt her love. My father taught 
them card games and told them fishing stories as only he could tell 
them. Grandpa John would teach my son Scott to play the card game 
"Cribbage". Scott would get mad as hell when he lost, leading 
Gramma to yell at her husband to let the boy win once in a while. 
Grandpa would just laugh and reply back how, if  the boy wanted to 
win he would have to learn it for himself. Scott was eleven years old 
when Dad died, but the winning had evened out quite a bit more 
between them. I was out of  town when the family called with the 
news of  the seriousness of  my father's illness. Scott was home alone 
when the call came to the house. For reasons I will never know, 
rather than going straight home that day, I drove by the ball 
diamonds instead. Scott was sitting there alone in the stands. After 
he told me about the bad news, he sadly said to me, "Now, who will 
I play cards with." 

I believe strongly that the thread which held our family together was 
the insistence that the supper meal was first of  all family time. No 
matter what we were doing or how we felt about anything, we 
discussed it at the family meal. If  there were any hard feelings 
between the children that needed mending it was done at the 
evening meal. There were times we took turns saying something nice 
about the person sitting next to you and each meal was always 
blessed with prayer before we ate. Somewhere along the way we 
seemed to have lost the closeness of  the family meal. It is always an 
honour today I am asked to give words of  encouragement and a 
blessing before family events. My words always seem to bring tears 
to one or more eyes. I find this very comforting as I grow older 
today. 

We were also real suckers for lost animals of  every kind. When first 
married we inherited a yellow budgie bird named Petey who would 
eat off  your dinner plate and perch on a cigarette while you smoked. 
We had a strange dog that would only come out from under the 
couch after we went to bed. We had a cat that sucked on the baby's 
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pacifier and climb the curtains and our Christmas tree. That cat 
disappeared suddenly after one particular Christmas. I never asked 
where it went and frankly did not care either. We were gifted with a 
female dog named Ben who was given daily rides in the girls Holly 
Hobby carriage and routinely dressed in baby clothes. 

 Our son came home one day with five Guinea pigs and five gallons 
of  feed causing my wife to refuse to go near the washing machine 
downstairs. These unwanted pets were taken to the farm shortly 
after and put to sleep in an unceremonious way, before, being given 
a kid type burial by all the cousins there. The gun style execution 
may not have been pretty but after a few weeks the basement lost it's 
strange smell and my wife was able to wash clothes again without 
peril. There was Cody, the beautiful Golden Retriever and a few 
more small dogs. There never were any more requests for cats for 
some strange reason though. Cody was a beautiful dog that our son 
in law Wendell went to a lot of  effort to find for Linda. The thought 
was that she would have a dog around the yard in times that I was 
away at work out of  town. Wendell took Cody to obedience school 
and the dog was a good student. We had him for more than two 
years and he was an excellent companion. One night in early spring 
we took him for a long walk. As we returned and approached our 
own yard, I offered to show my wife how well trained Cody was. I 
commanded him to sit as we walked away. When we had gone a 
good distance from him we turned again and I commanded the dog 
to come. As he approached us at full speed, for some reason Linda 
stepped out as Cody approached us. The dog raced by just as she 
stepped out to catch the full force of  a one hundred pound dog 
hitting her chest high, knocking her to the ground. We never did that 
trick again, and it took quite a while before her sore knees healed 
properly. 

When we moved to our current location Linda again had a sudden 
need for another dog. I suggested that this was not a good idea. She 
said she would do all the work required in looking after it's needs. I 
said this was not going to work. She promised to look after the dog. 
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The search took us to Saskatoon and the home of  "Dubai" the small 
Maltese Terrier. She was snow white in colour and cute. Linda 
commented that she seemed a little skitzy. I should have caught this 
fact for myself. Her observation, along with a dog with the name 
Dubai should have been enough of  a warning. Instead I cautioned 
her that Dubai was just nervous and would be a great pet. We 
headed for home. I suggested we stop at a gas station at the edge of  
the city, where I could fill the car with gas, while she take Dubai for a 
walk. As I was filling the gas tank I heard a sudden gasp coming 
from the mouth of  my wife. Looking to where she was standing I 
noticed her holding two ends of  the dog's leash, but there was no 
dog attached. Then, I noticed small white fur running across the 
road and into the large Costco parking lot. Linda began running 
after her in pursuit. I quickly paid for the gas and drove to the far 
side of  Costco. For such a small dog she was very quick as she 
moved in, under and around parked cars. I cornered her against a 
steel mesh fence and grabbed for her. She got away once more and 
ran under another tall industrial fence and into a trucking yard. By 
this time people had joined in the hunt with two Costco employees 
willingly scaling that same fence with no results, We searched the 
area until nightfall before giving up and driving home, We were out 
three hundred dollars and "Dubai" suddenly became a rabbit for all I 
know. After a tearful time my wife settled in for sleep. Trying my 
best to console her, I uttered the words no husband should have 
ever said to his wife, "I guess we should have just bought a fish." For 
some strange reason she started crying all over again. 

The next week I suggested a trip to the local dog shelter where she 
met another small Shih Tzu puppy with the name of  Zoe'. Her kind  
demeanour made us instantly fall in love with her. Zoe' was with us 
for eight wonderful years. Last year we needed someone to look out 
for her when we went away for a time. The Robert family willingly 
took her into their home for two weeks. When we arrived at their 
home to pick Zoe' up the Robert family and especially Brittany 
began to cry. She had fallen in love with Zoe' instantly. Zoe' still lives 
with their family where we are able to see her at any time. Zoe' will 
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be our last pet in my lifetime. I promise you that. With each and 
every animal or pet we owned, there was always a promise that I 
would not have to look after them. Each promise would be broken 
within days and I would be walking dogs down the back alley a few 
times each day and secretly enjoying every minute as much as the 
dog itself. 

Our son was always good at every sport he tried and he excelled at 
them all. My girls were not so much inclined. We bought Lisa a new 
ball glove and signed her up for softball. On the evening of  her first 
game we arrived early to the ball diamond. We got out of  the car, 
but she remained in the backseat, locking all the doors. We tried 
every kind of  persuasion but she persisted and her new softball 
career ended before it started. Pamela did participate for a short time 
and coaching her was always a treat. Looking back I see that girls 
were never given a proper chance to participate in team sports. I am 
sorry now that I never made a better effort to change that for my 
daughters and other girls. To their own credit both were more 
interested in other things and sports were never their real interests. 

Scott was certainly into all sports and as competitive as anyone. One 
day he came home from grade school at noon and asked if  I would 
make him a Table Tennis (Ping Pong) table. I bought a net and 
attached it to an old sheet of  plywood for him. With it workable, he 
would hurry home every day for lunch and hit the ball against the 
basement wall five hundred times and then return to school. One 
day he stopped his daily practice routine. When I asked him why he 
quit practicing I was told that he could easily defeat his friend Kevin 
now and was satisfied with that. 

The boys at school loved to play the game of  Scrub every day. He 
would get up every morning, and before breakfast run to the school 
yard down the street and place his name on home base to be the first 
to bat. He would then return to eat breakfast while looking out the 
front window making sure no one  arrived before him. Breakfast 
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always ended quickly at the sighting of  any of  his friends coming 
down the street. 

When he was eleven or twelve years old, he wandered over to the 
local shopping mall where a skateboard competition was being held. 
One Saturday afternoon as we came home from grocery shopping 
Scott walked in the house with five trophies that he had just won at 
the competition. He had jumped from one skateboard across eight 
plastic barrels and landed on another small skateboard. His action 
shots were featured the next week in the local papers. 

One area of  my life has been my volunteer work in areas outside the 
family environment. My involvement in the wider community always 
affected my own family life somehow. Some of  these influences 
were not always as positive as I would have liked, but others did 
influence other people in ways that were. I believe my best quality 
through my community involvement was my sense of  honesty and 
fair play for all. I believe that every person deserves respect and the 
right to participate to the best of  their ability. I remember coaching 
Pamela's softball team in a windup tournament. They were just little 
girls out to have fun. One mother came over to me and in no polite 
way to inform me that her daughter was the best player on the team 
and should not be sitting out. I politely let her know that all the girls 
had every right to be out there and take part. I asked her to look at 
the determination on the faces of  each little girl playing and to see 
the pride on the faces of  their parents and tell me otherwise. This 
incident ended very nicely in my favour. Shortly afterwards a player 
on the opposition team hit a high infield blooper right to one of  the  
girls I had put in to play. Panic had set in and as she shielded her 
head so as not to get injured, the ball landed in the middle of  her 
glove. I admit with great satisfaction I was more than pleased as her 
teammates, including the daughter of  the complaining mother 
mobbed her with glee. Moments like those will stay with you for a 
long time. 
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I hope my children were allowed the freedom to think for 
themselves as children. This has allowed them that same freedom 
today in their adult lives. I'm proud of  all they have accomplished 
and the ways they interact with others each day. I have been taught 
very well by the actions of  my own family and saw with my own 
eyes the ways of  this world. I have tried to make a difference. In 
some instances I have succeeded and in others have failed. Through 
it all I have tried to show kindness and caring. I am proud of  my 
family and proud to feel respected in this community and beyond. 
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10. SPORTS 

It could have been my involvement at St. Joseph Parish that fed my 
interest in other activities in the community. I even suspect it may 
have also been my own ego, needing to feel important in other 
people's eyes. I'm not sure anymore. It had much to do with my love 
of  sports and being the father of  a boy who loved sports more than 
I did. I became involved and am glad I did. I think in the end it was 
my love of  people and community calling me to serve before 
anything else. It was probably my yearning to make the world a 
better place to live as I envisioned from the days of  the Peace 
Movement of  the 1960s. From these years, I was determined to 
leave the world a better place for my being here. I kept going back to 
the example of  my father also, and the ways he gave to others. 

Whether it was coaching hockey, baseball, football or the girl's 
softball, I wanted to be there. I refereed hockey games, umpired 
baseball and played Santa Claus at school. I sat at executive tables 
and managed team activities through the years. I've developed 
schedules and collected money. I've tied skates at school and driven 
kids back and forth to their games. One time I had to actually 
coached my son's baseball team and umpired at the same time, while 
a father sat in his car and watched. I've been yelled and cussed at in 
front of  kids I was coaching by angry parents. There were times 
when parents from opposing teams were screaming at each other in 
the stands and waiting rooms, where their coaches and I would get 
away together to a quiet corner, sit down together as friends over a 
cup of  coffee and visit. 

The year before I retired my daughter purchased a membership for 
me at the local North Battleford Golf  and Country Club. I can tell  
you this group was the most difficult for me to become involved 
with in my life. Golf  is a game played among small groups of  
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friends. These were all good people who belonged to their own 
closed knit groups. It took some time to fit in, but once friends were 
made, the Club became my home away from home for twenty 
wonderful years. I stopped playing the game in 2017. I miss the 
people but grew tired of  golf  becoming a commitment rather than 
fun. I had reached my peak, leaving my best games behind me. 
Playing began to become work rather than fun. My friends were 
beginning to sound more like the complaints department at a 
Walmart store. Everybody used the daily outing as the daily 
complaint centre for the problems of  the world, and singling out the 
golf  course itself  as their main target. I wanted my world to stay 
more positive. I miss my old friends and the staff, but I knew it was 
time to leave.  

For eleven of  those twenty years I volunteered as a club "Marshall". 
Club Marshalls were used to help manage the golf  course during 
play, and keep members and guests informed of  policies and rules 
of  play. Our Club changed this term of  Marshall to "Players 
Assistant," a few years ago. The new term was meant to create a 
more welcoming presence for new members and visitors to the 
course. The club wanted visitor and new members to feel welcome 
and want to come back often. I remembered my first attempt to feel 
welcome there, so was more than happy to use my Player Assistant 
position to do help others.  I enjoyed being a Player's Assistant just 
as much as playing the game itself. I found it satisfying to mingle 
with players and talk to visitors from near and far. I always thanked 
them for coming and passed on their positive comments to our club 
management. In the years I volunteered at the North Battleford 
Golf  and Country Club, I found that our regular club members were 
always the most critical of  the club, while guests were most thankful. 
Despite the short time it took to find  my place there, I can say that 
my time at the North Battleford Golf  and Country Club will always 
remain among the best years of  my life. 
I wanted people to feel welcome at our beautiful golf  course. I 
worked hard to encourage young players to play there too. Junior 
golf  was a passion of  mine, and I volunteered as much as I could on 
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their behalf. My own grandchildren came through the Thursday 
afternoon program and I took every opportunity to be there on 
Thursday afternoons there with them. I was fortunate in having the 
time to participate with them there. Junior golf  was a great 
opportunity for kids to receive free golf  tips from professional 
golfers and to play there freely without being judged by adults. It was 
fun watching small girls and boys walking down the shortened golf  
course carrying all kinds of  golf  clubs, with parents who had never 
played themselves patiently following behind. Among great 
moments of  my life were those spent playing golf  with my three 
grandsons together. The fact that they greatly outscored, or drove 
the ball further than me never mattered. It was the simple joy of  a 
grandfather watching three grandsons trying their best to out score 
each other in a friendly way. I speak of  the grandsons here, but two 
of  my granddaughters play the game just as well.  

The North Battleford Minor Hockey scene was a mixed bag of  
enjoyment and frustration. I never understood what happens to 
parents when their kids participate in competitive games. Some seem 
to go temporary insane and undergo a complete change in 
personality. Unfortunately, this change is seldom all that positive. 
Everyone wants their child to be the best player who ever played. It 
seems that some parents want to live their own secret dream of  
greatness through the actions of  their child.   

I worked a lot of  years in the minor hockey system. The first years 
were shared with Julian Sadlowski, a Principal at St. Mary's Catholic 
School. We decided early on to take away individual team statistics 
for kids below ten years old. We would gather with coaches in a 
classroom at St. Mary's School where he was the Principal. We would 
try our best to balance teams to the best of  our ability. All the while, 
we knew some little guys would skate better than others and that 
having fun was the first priority over winning. There were going to  
always be some like my little boy that simply loved to play hockey, 
and others were putting skates on for the first time ever. This meant 
a gentle balance in picking each team from all skill levels.  
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Scott was born at the end of  the eligibility year, so was always among 
the younger boys, but age never mattered to him. Before he was five 
years old he was already skating circles around his friends and 
scoring at will. His little friends never got upset, but some adults did. 
He was called a showoff, and branded as a puck hog, when all he 
wanted to do was enjoy the game he loved. Unlike many of  the 
other boys, he would skate all day and all night if  possible. When 
Scott was six years old, we were asked to move him up an older age 
group. No one wanted him showing up their sons, so the best 
solution was to move him out of  the way. When he was eight the 
same thing happened again. My little boy always smaller than most 
of  even his own friends was now skating with much bigger boys on 
a weekly basis. This change never affected his scoring ability, where 
he excelled even playing with the bigger boys. Today I regret not 
standing up for Scott more. A little boy should not have been moved 
around to appease a silly group of  selfish and jealous parents. When 
he was eight years old and playing with ten year olds, something 
happened that finally did make us stand up and say enough. I 
noticed that he began holding back, without his usual enthusiasm for 
the game he loved. When I asked him about it, he said his coach told 
him he was keeping the puck too much for himself  and had to let 
others have a chance. I had to reassure him how it was just fine to 
have fun doing what he loved. The coach received a verbal lesson 
from me, on what it meant to play fair. I finally said enough was 
enough. 

 When our boys reached their Pee Wee years, hockey was changing 
from being fun to something more serious. There were now 
different viewpoints for the need to have special teams, called all star 
traveling teams, versus all boys remaining within the local house 
league. (still no girls). Scott, with his ability to excel was always 
caught in middle of  these arguments. It seemed that no matter 
where we chose for him to play was never the right one, and seen as 
a betrayal. Our family always opted for the development teams, for 
obvious reasons. Pee Wee and Bantam teams that traveled were 
tolerated, but also excluded from the system. This meant we had to 
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manage games and  finance the season on our own without minor 
hockey assistance. There was no additional ice time given and 
parents paid for ice time where we could find it available. Most 
practices were held on outdoor community rinks in the city. St. 
Thomas College, operated by my Oblate friends became a favourite 
rink for us. We played our games there a lot. Traveling teams found 
sponsorships to supply uniforms and the like. This resulted in a 
degree of  backlash around the city every year. Across the river the 
Battleford Hockey Association (BCYC) remained a separate entity 
which divided the quality of  play between both communities. In the 
North Battleford, the traveling team and house league teams were 
disadvantaged greatly. The travelling team could not fill out a full 
roster, and under achieved when playing in the Centre Four Hockey 
League. Despite the many struggles traveling teams endured, we saw 
several boys go forward with great hockey careers, elsewhere. 

By the time boys reached the Midget division, more kids had found 
other interests and boys dropped out of  organized hockey. The boys 
that remained wanted a better quality of  hockey to play. There were 
fewer boys to form quality house teams, and less qualified coaches 
were interested. This was the situation Scott found himself  in when 
graduating to the Midget age level. The traveling Midget team had 
been divorced from Minor for a longer period of  time, and were 
stocking the team with better players in the AAA category, from 
outside the city limits, thus making the team stronger. Scott had a 
sense of  loyalty to his friends and enjoyed being with them where 
possible. This was the dilemma our family again faced that year. 
After giving it consideration Scott with our support opted for the 
Midget AAA hockey team. This was the best decision our family 
ever made. It ended my time with the minor hockey system for 
good, and Scott was on his way to a new and better hockey career.  
He has used skills learned from the game of  hockey into a lifelong 
career right up to the present day. 

During my years in the minor hockey system the concession at the 
North Battleford Civic Centre was leased out to a private citizen. 
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The lessee was a man named Sandy Backus. Backus was retiring in 
1982. Mike Carlson was a local realtor with vision. Mike and his wife 
Carol had one son playing on the AAA Midget team and another 
wanting to play there too. The Carlson's seized the opportunity to 
take over running the concession for the good of  the community. 
The concession became community operated, for the first time in 
January 1982, when Mike, Carol and a small group of  friends began 
operating there as a booster club for the  AAA Midget North Stars 
and their Junior counterparts with the same name. That non profit 
group is known today as the Northwest Hockey Development 
Association. Today, this Association continues to provide a valuable 
service to the Battlefords sporting community. 

Our son became an instant beneficiary of  the booster club. Linda 
and I eagerly  joined the group of  volunteers to help make it work. 
The concession was initially looked at with the usual suspicions of  
the split hockey community. Our small group of  volunteers worked 
hard at the fledgling organization, when working there was not easy. 
We continued to work for the booster club, long after Scott left for 
college. We worked in the original smaller concession under the 
stands, taking our turn in coordinating and supervising the parents 
of  minor hockey teams. The busiest nights were always the Junior 
hockey games, the annual Kinsman Rodeo and the First Nations 
Hockey tournaments. There were nights we were still counting 
money and refilling supplies well after midnight. Each night we left 
the earnings of  the day hidden away under the stands in boxes, 
rather than depositing them, or taking them home. No one wanted 
taking the chance of  being alone and robbed, at night there by one 
self. Working in that concession was a lot of  work, but there some 
obvious benefits too. I never did get tired of  the popcorn. The 
Northwest Hockey Development Association came about because 
of   foresight of  Mike and Carol Carlson, who now live in Meota. 
This whole community owes a real debt of  gratitude to the Carlson's 
for their courage in taking over the concession.Their vision and hard 
work was the making of  a valuable contribution to hockey in this 
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area. It really is a shame their hard work has gone unnoticed in our 
community. 

 As well as making the concession into a valuable community asset, 
Mike worked just as hard in building stability into the Junior and 
Midget AAA organizations. I was fortunate to accompany Mike to a 
meeting in Saskatoon, where an agreement was signed to form the 
present Saskatchewan AAA Midget Hockey League into a truly 
provincial organization. I believe the year was 1983, but I could not 
find any reference to the meeting on the Saskatchewan Midget AAA 
Hockey League website. The meeting was held at the business 
address of  "Early Seed and Feed Ltd," in Saskatoon. The name is 
better known today as Early's Farm and Garden Centre. Ironically 
this was the business from where my father purchased his baby 
chicks each year. At this meeting the southern league, represented by 
the communities of  Regina, Moose Jaw, Swift Current, and Notre 
Dame College met with the northern teams from  Prince Albert, 
North Battleford and the two Saskatoon teams to form the new 
Saskatchewan AAA Midget Hockey League. The meeting was hosted 
by Joe Bloski, of  the Saskatoon Blazers. The league was an instant 
success and was the beginning of  the real growth of  Major Midget 
hockey in Saskatchewan.The league is still strong today and grown in 
size. 

We worked very hard for the benefit of  every sport Scott was 
interested in. Unfortunately our girls always came along for the ride. 
I sometimes feel bad for them upon looking back. Every hockey 
tournament and every baseball  game the girls tagged along, staying 
in hotel rooms and eating at concessions booths around western 
Canada. I hope they don't resent those years. They did have access to 
many new swimming pools and were not subjected to home cooking 
meals anyway.  

I  first started coaching minor hockey by answering a request when 
three Catholic school Principals asked me to help the Notre Dame 
Grade 8 outdoor hockey team after school. We were newly married 
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and living in a basement suite across from Notre Dame school. The 
Principal of  Notre Dame didn't know anything about the game and 
saw me on the school rink regularly with my little boy. I never 
minded helping him out and it was not a big decision. The games 
were not of  the highest standards, and required no great coaching 
skills. The year was likely 1968. The season was not long or 
complicated and I easily survived. I was not overly excited or thrilled 
by my small commitment, but I got to know the Principal's a little, 
which became a positive later on. 

A year or two later I received a telephone call from a minor hockey 
organizer who I knew through work. Jim Millar was looking for 
someone to coach a Peewee hockey team in the city league. The 
team was already picked and ready to play, but no one came forward 
to coach them. I agreed, and my fellow highway worker Rodney 
Malinowski and I became rookie coaches of  the "Flyers" every 
Saturday winter morning. Games were played at the North 
Battleford Civic Centre. This was a pretty big deal for this farm boy. 
Each game began with the same fifteen minute skating drill every 
team was required to follow prior to each game.This left just forty-
five minutes of  playing time for each one hour allotted game each 
week. The games lasted for another 45 minutes without stopping of  
the clock. Each team had to be ready to play their game as soon as 
the previous game was completed to keep the games on schedule. 
We had one goaltender and fifteen skaters. Every boy on the team 
came out for every game we played. 

Our coaching skills were pretty basic. The goaltender stopped 
whatever pucks he could, and the three skating lines would skate on 
and off  the ice in groups of  five.There was no time for any 
deviation. Five boys went on to the ice from one door and five 
others came off  the ice through the other. I think the only coaching 
skill shown to the "Flyers" was our enthusiasm as coaches. We knew 
none of  the families, so pressure on us was minimal.They were 
thrilled how every player was treated the same. We started out losing 
most of  our games, but having loads of  fun. Our parents managed 
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to get along and shared  the same enthusiasm. Over the course of  
the season the boys improved more each week, for reasons still 
unknown to me. The winter went by quickly. March came, and every 
team competed in a playoff  tournament format. Miracles do happen, 
and our Peewee Flyers started winning each game they played.  

They defeated the best team in the league and became Pee Wee City 
Champions. The excitement of  the boys and their parents was pretty 
special. No one gave us any chance to succeed. This group of  over 
achieving boys and a pair of  enthusiastic rookie coaches, showed 
everyone that teamwork and having fun still had a place in sports. 
That spring Rodney and I were guests at a team barbecue and 
presented with a special plaque with the name of  each boy engraved 
on it. That was a valuable lesson I often relate with today. The lesson 
is that winning or losing is never as important as playing the game 
itself. Down the road, nobody will remember the final score of  
today's game, but will always remember the fun it was just being 
there. 

I was eager to repeat the honour of  coaching boys and agreed to 
coach again the next season. Now I had twenty boys on the team 
with little of  the same enthusiasm. Although, we did not become 
city champions, my own enthusiasm remained high, because by now 
my little boy had learned to skate. My enthusiasm was nothing 
compared to his. Before he was five years old Scott was skating rinks 
around boys older than he was. Scott would score goals at will and 
each goal was celebrated by skating over to his mom and waving up 
to her in the stands. All through his hockey years he wanted to be on 
the ice. I  took up refereeing Saturday mornings, doing three or more 
games in a row. My little boy would come along with his skates on.  
In between games or flooding sessions he would skate around the 
ice surface until someone sent him off. I coached Scott until he was 
twelve years old and enjoyed every moment. I realized without 
having to be reminded by then, that my hockey knowledge would 
never be enough anymore. I think my son would agree with that. 
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During these years I also helped coach various other older teams, 
including a Catholic high school hockey team run by the Oblates. St. 
Thomas College had their own ice and I enjoyed working with these 
boys.They were a mixture of  local boys and boys who boarded at the 
school full time. The Oblate fathers looked after all discipline and 
drove the college bus to nearby communities. Scott was seven years 
old then and skated along with the older boys at every practice. He 
was not considered a nuisance and the older boys allowed him to 
skate at will. They marvelled at his ability and enthusiasm at such a 
young age, and adapted him as their own. 

In the early years of  minor hockey, the City of  North Battleford had 
only one ice rink in the city. Any hockey team that wanted to play 
more games, went outdoors to the city playground outdoor rinks, or 
to smaller communities in the surrounding area. The town of  
Battleford also had only one arena for use. A long time rivalry going 
back to the establishment of  North Battleford at the turn of  the 
century had still not settled down. From what I know, the Canadian 
National Railway was established north of  the river, leaving the town 
of  Battleford out of  the picture. These old rivalries between the 
centres remained in place in the 1970s. These tensions were not 
easily overcome and cooperation between the town and the city was 
not always positive. I was thankful for some caring fellow mentors in 
the surrounding area such as Paul McCaffrey of  Edam and John 
Chomin of  Maymont. Many games were played in their arenas. Our 
city teams loved going out of  the city to play and rural hospitality 
was always welcoming. 

The city eventually opened a small second arena on the Agricultural 
grounds. Our parents took the new ice time as a way to expand the 
scope of  teams to play against. Saskatoon had a policy where no 
outside teams could use city facilities. The city lacked ice time for 
their own use as well. With more ice time available we looked to the 
towns of  Humboldt, Melfort, and the city of  Prince Albert to find 
suitable teams to play. I was the President of  the Minor Hockey 
Association the year we sent representatives to meetings in Prince 
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Albert to explore available options. The result of  those meetings 
became the basis for formation of  the Centre Four Hockey League. 
The year began operations in 1977. The new league was named after 
the four original centres and today, has steadily grown to include 
many more centres. 

My son Scott played two years in the Saskatchewan Midget AAA 
League before moving to Junior hockey for two more years for his 
hometown team, for  the Battlefords North Stars. In the beginning 
of  his first year he was injured with a severe shoulder separation. 
The shoulder injury hampered him very much throughout his Junior 
career, yet missing many games through his second year did not 
prevent him from finished third in league scoring. One of  the older 
players on the team reminded Scott if  you played at the Junior level 
for four complete years you would be rewarded financially for your 
time spent. Scott politely reminded his friend that he had no 
intention of  still be playing Junior Hockey for four years. Scott kept 
his word and completed his junior career in just two years. He was 
offered a scholarship at the University of  North Dakota three 
months before his eighteenth birthday. He played four years for the 
Fighting Sioux, helping the team win the National NCAA title in 
1987. Scott was Co Captain of  the team in his Senior year there. He 
went on to enjoy a great career in the game of  hockey and through it 
all has grown into a better person because of  the game. He has 
shown the same commitment to fair play, inclusion and honesty that 
he learned well in his own life at home. Nothing in this world is as 
satisfying than to see your son as a respected and decent man. 
Nothing can ever replace this feeling of  pride. My father took great  
pride in seeing my life improve from the life he had to endure, when 
he said the words, "He builds roads but doesn't need a shovel." The 
same is true for me, when I see my son walking with and working 
with people of  every sort, with the same enthusiasm he had when a 
small boy. 

I don't recall how I ended up on a recreational hockey team in my 
30's, but I'm happy I did. A group of  Saskatchewan Power 
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Corporation employees and several from Saskatchewan Telephones 
got together Sunday nights around 10:00 P.M. and scrimmaged for 
an hour or more. The Molson beer representative was Frank 
Dougherty. Frank donated two dozen Molson Bohemian beer to the 
team as a courtesy. I guess we were pretty good Molson customers 
anyway. At the end of  each scrimmage those wanting a beer threw in 
$2.00. The money was used to pay the city for ice time. There never 
seemed to be enough beer to go around and the ice was always paid 
for. We were always the last team to use the ice, so the caretakers 
would sometimes join us when we were done skating. Other times 
they left for home leaving us alone. These nights we left at our 
leisure and locking the door for them when we left. I have a feeling 
this might not be the same today. People were just more trusting 
then I suppose. 

We played other recreational teams in the city and went out to 
smaller communities on Saturday nights. Someone had an old bus 
and we paid our own driver. This allowed us lots of  time to close out 
the pubs in every small town we went into. This  kind of  
participation was the most fun I have ever had in my life. No body 
criticized another and all considered ourselves as co coaches. 
Mistakes were laughed at by all and none were immune to friendly 
criticism. One night in the small town of  Tramping Lake, Willie 
Helmink spent the entire first period standing on the back of  the 
cold bench without playing a single shift. Willie was a quiet man and 
simply never said a word to anyone. We all felt bad for him, but he 
wasn't upset and laughed along with the rest of  us about it. We all 
became friends and spent many a late night with guitars playing and 
songs sung to the smells off  Molson Bohemian beer and laughter 
unlimited. This was a time in my life when my whole philosophy of  
participation for fun became my reality and sports was fun again too. 

I filled my life with other activities during my time in North 
Battleford. Refereeing hockey and umpiring baseball were always 
challenging. The actions of  coaches and parents always disappointed 
me a great deal. Some coaches and parents acted as if  their kid was 
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the best and only player in the game. Poor sportsmanship was the 
norm for too many games. On more than one occasion while 
officiating youth hockey I was escorted out of  an arena for my own 
safety. My own son officiated a little boys hockey game for the first 
time. He was met after the game by an angry parent and never 
wanted to referee another game. 

 I'm not sure whether my girls would have been more active, if  given 
the chance. The sad truth is that nobody gave them that chance. I 
remember a time when I also sat back and was openly critical of  the 
local figure skating club for taking ice away from our hockey teams. 
Today I regret the chauvinistic attitudes we had back then towards 
our girls. I recently had a nice conversation with a young lady, that 
lived across the street from us as a child. She was a super athlete in 
her own right, but had no avenue to show her skills as a female 
athlete. She could run and catch a ball as well as any of  the 
neighbourhood boys. She told me that she always remembered living 
on our street, because she was always free to play sports with the 
boys. This was important to her and she thanked me for making her 
feel welcome, as a girl in a boys world. The fact she remembered 
these moments so well was a real comfort to me. I see the young 
girls of  today playing all sports, and playing well. Today co ed soccer 
is played everywhere and girls play with boys on hockey teams with 
no concerns at all. Girls hockey are well established with their own 
leagues to compete in. Two of  my grand daughters were both 
excellent hockey players and could play any sport as well as any boy 
around.  
I give credit to my wife for allowing me to enjoy the world of  sport 
for so long. She never missed a game where one of  her kids was 
playing. I do admit that she may have been one of  those over 
indulgent parents a few times herself, but she cared for them all with 
great passion. When I refereed a tough hockey game there were 
always fans who let me know how badly they felt about me. She 
would be my protector, often letting every else know that I was her 
husband. This often took the pressure off  me while she would be 
left taking the heat unto herself  for the rest f  the game. 
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I am fortunate for being present for all of  my grand children's 
sporting events.  Watching them play in any sporting event is really 
special. I have no expectations for them to be as good, or better than 
anyone else. I am only thankful to have had the privilege to be there 
with them. I know they like me to be there, for the same reason. 
One of  my grandsons told me he liked it when I drove him to 
games. He said he appreciated that I never criticized him for his 
performance and he liked that. Life has allowed me a great blessing 
in my grand children. Others may never get a chance like I have to 
be blessed in so many ways.  

Sport has been a very important part of  my life. I am happy for the 
chance to play and grateful for the people and places sport has taken 
me. 
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11. ORDINARY TIME 

It would be nice if  life was always cheerful and bright. Dreams never 
really come true. Life is hard work, sacrifice and unselfish. There was 
real goodness in having youthful confidence and enthusiasm when 
starting my new life. I had them all. I referred to this earlier while 
branding myself  as one of  the last pioneers. My wife and I started 
out our marriage, without thinking of  problems that would arise 
because of  differences between us. To our credit we survived for all 
these years, by determination and a lot of  sacrifice. Our willingness 
to always place the other before ourselves, made us into the family 
we can be proud of  today. 

In the first month after Linda came to live in North Battleford we 
were driving around the city in my 1960 Monarch Lucerne. It was a 
beautiful spring day and life was fun. Linda asked me if  she could 
drive the car. She assured me she had a learners licence, so I agreed. 
As we approached Mrs Becker's boarding house and making the 
required turn, she put her foot on the gas pedal rather than the 
brake. The resulting collision involved my car, a truck and a tree. It 
turned out her learners licence had expired weeks earlier. My 
immature decision in allowing her to drive became a costly lesson for 
me. There was no insurance because she had no valid driving licence. 
You can imagine the total cost of  this type of  accident, if  it 
happened today. I assure you, it was no less painful back in 1965. 
This financial loss set us back as you can imagine. We never really 
recovered from the cost and still feel the effects today. Thankfully 
our children have succeeded much better with their lives in that way. 
I am really proud of  my children and grown grandchildren. Each of  
them have made wise decisions about setting proper goals for their 
lives. As a result of  their wise decisions they have set up their futures 
wisely. I was married within six months of  meeting my wife. This 
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was insufficient time to plan much and really know each other 
enough. We found out quickly just how much we needed to learn. 

I was twenty-three years old when we were married, Linda was 
nineteen. I wanted to change the world for the better and her life 
had already changed for the worse. I looked forward to my new life 
and she wanted to forget everything about her old one. We were not 
ready to be married and certainly never considered the great 
differences between us. She counted on me for her security. I was 
starting on a new career on the road. We only knew that when 
together we were content. We never looked at the concerns of  a 
married life away from each other. For me, nothing would change. I 
would be doing the same wok with the same people in the same way, 
just as I always had done before. 

For Linda everything was new. She was broken from a teenage past. 
She lacked trust in her life. She had no  relationship with her mother. 
No was there for her to trust, except her father. She assumed I 
would be there for her. From her past, trusting anyone was never 
easy. Sometimes I wondered if  she even trusted me all that much. I 
was there for her when it seemed no one else cared and suddenly 
that changed too. Reality came very quickly. 

 I remember the first morning I left for an assignment away from 
home. As I walked out the door I was surprised by the terror on her 
face. I could see the feeling of  abandonment in here eyes, standing 
in the window as I walked away. Suddenly she felt alone just as when 
she was at fifteen years old. My leaving was taking away her last 
chance at loving again. Her fear was not much physical, but of  inner 
turmoil she was not prepared yet to deal with on her own.   
That first time I left her I went with my own fears, mixed with guilt 
and a sense of  helplessness. Those early years on the road were not 
easy. I knew there was going to be a lot of  adjusting to do. That first 
work assignment was only fifty miles away from home, but it might 
well have five thousand. My crew were living in a yellow bunk car, in 
a gravel pit, with no phone and no transportation available. We were 
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eating a contractor's camp and working long hours. I was  entering 
into a world where stress became a regular occurrence. Luckily, I was 
aware that I had married a fighter. 

I married a woman that never gave in. I found that fighting for 
survival was a just a normal way of  life for her. Within days of  being 
alone she found a solution on her own, that helped her cope. I don't 
know how she found a high school girl, living in the country to stay 
with her while I was away. I guess in an era where school buses were 
not yet a common means of  transportation, there was always a girl 
willing to stay with for free room and board in exchange for 
companionship. All of  the girls Linda befriended became her 
friends. The last of  these girls to stay with her became one of  
Linda's closest friends and remains so today. I owe Alison my great 
gratitude as well. We became God Parents to her son and she will 
always be a major part of  our family. 

 Life eventually takes a toll over time. I would find this out for 
myself. In 1995 I had just turned fifty-three years old. Linda and I 
went for an afternoon visit to Pam and Wendell's acreage, outside 
the town of  Battleford. I loved going there to play with three new 
grand children. On this particular visit, I was feeling tired, and rather 
than playing with the kids, I sat in a chair downstairs while they 
jumped and ran around me. Pam and her mom noticed this right 
away. Pam came down stairs where I was sitting to ask about the new 
car I had recently purchased. She asked if  she could take it for a 
drive. I was proud of  the new car and eager to show it to her. She 
offered to drive while Linda watched the little ones for her. We 
drove into North Battleford, making small talk, which I later 
recognized were really more questions. She told me she wanted me 
to have my blood pressure checked out, by a doctor, as she casually 
drove up to the hospital entrance. I guess I was feeling down enough 
that I agreed without an argument. I was actually relieved at her 
suggestion. The results of  the tests  showed my blood pressure was  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so high that I required immediate hospitalization. That was the day I 
was introduced to Prescription drugs for the first time. 

I should have known I had a health problem, but like most men I 
ignored the symptoms. Just months earlier, I had helped organize the 
annual Highway Staff  Christmas party in the office conference 
room. This was a concession unheard of  for a government run 
building, but the building Superintendent trusted us enough to allow 
it to happen. As a government facility,  there was no smoking 
allowed in the entire building. As a management employee, I assured 
him I would personally police the smoking curfew. While giving him 
my word, deep down I knew that Highway employees were free 
spirits, especially after a few drinks. There were smokers there, for 
sure. After a while it happened that the first employee failed the no 
smoking ban. I knew stopping the trend was going to end up like 
herding chickens. Sure enough, a few buddies following suit. I lost 
my temper and started yelling and calling people out. I was not alone 
in calling out the smoking and others backed my stand, but were all 
alarmed by my personal outbursts, which they considered unlike my 
usual self. Some of  them expressed their concern to me, asking if  all 
was well. I had never expressed myself  so harshly and had never lost 
it like that before. I shrugged it off  until the car ride with my own 
daughter. 

Throughout the next winter I felt tired to the point of  feeling weary. 
I shrugged it off  as needing more exercise. I was already walking 
back and forth to work. I liked the quiet time my walking gave me. 
This was a time for self  reflection where I could distance my life 
from work to home and vice versa. I walked the twenty blocks to 
work but then had trouble focusing on work, while I was there. I still 
felt just as tired. I would walk home again, thinking I needed the 
exercise. When I got home, I just wanted to sleep again. I finally 
decided to make a doctor's appointment. His office was just around 
the corner from where I worked. I got an appointment right away 
and walked over. I was not there very long before the doctor 
directed me to go immediately to the hospital and check in to the 
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emergency department. Instead I went home to tell Linda the news 
of  what he said. Thankfully, she was much smarter than me, and 
rushed me straight to the hospital.  

They were waiting for me at the hospital with a wheelchair and 
papers to sign. I was ushered quickly to the Intensive care unit. 
Shortly after I was on my way by ambulance to the Royal University 
Hospital in Saskatoon. I had never been in an ambulance before, but 
the young Registered Nurse that accompanied me kept reassuring 
me I was I would be all right. A couple shots of  morpheme helped 
too. During that ambulance ride two things were going through my 
mind. The first thought was the feeling I was letting my family 
down. I knew they were traveling behind the ambulance somewhere 
and because of  that I had inconvenienced their lives. I knew they 
would all be worried about me. The second thought was thinking 
how much rougher the highways were, when lying down, than when 
I drove it for myself. I remembered knowing exactly where I was at 
all along the route, even as I lay on my back. The next morning I was 
placed on a table, where the doctor performed an angioplasty. The 
doctor made a small incision in my groin and inserted a catheter into 
the artery. The blockage was found and artery repaired. The doctor 
who was doing this procedure told me that the young man running 
the X-ray machine knew me well, as he had played hockey for one 
of  the teams I had coached. Young Darin and I talked with each 
other throughout the entire procedure. 

I returned to work soon after, but with every small pain I imagined I 
was having another heart attack. My fears took a little time to go 
away and return to a normal life. My own doctor prescribed an 
aspirin be taken each day, to help prevent another heart attack. I 
reminded him of  my history of  bleeding ulcers, and my reluctance 
to follow his advice. He insisted and I went along with the 
medication. A few weeks later I was golfing with my friends, but 
feeling extremely tired. On the Par 3, third hole, I used my driver to 
get the ball onto the green. The normal club for this shot, should 
have been no more than a nine iron for me. I was afraid I would not 
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be able to get the ball up the long hill, otherwise. The distance was 
only 100 short yards straight up a steep hill. My ball landed on the 
green, as intended, but as the others were playing out the hole I lay 
down on the green to wait my turn. This alerted the others that there 
was something wrong. They sent me home and strongly suggested I 
go to the hospital. I stubbornly went home and lay around for the 
rest of  the day. My wife went to work her regular night shift at River 
Heights Lodge. I went to bed early, but could not sleep. As I lay 
there I was feeling dizzy, my breath was short and it felt like my 
heart was beating a thousand times a minute. I made it through the 
night, until Linda arrived home at 7:00 A.M. She took me to the 
hospital right away. I was bleeding internally from the aspirin and I 
had lost a lot of  blood. It took 3 pints of  blood to bring my blood 
count back to normal. I was off  work again for several weeks to 
recover. The aspirin dosage was later reduced substantially. This was 
another time where pride was stronger than common sense. But 
now I was beginning to get the message for myself. 

This was not the first time where bleeding ulcers knocked me down 
and forced me from work. The first time was even more dramatic. It 
was on a Thanksgiving long weekend and my contractor decided to 
work. The Thanksgiving weekend is also our anniversary weekend, 
which meant I would not be home to share the time with my wife. I 
worked all weekend and late Monday night decided to go home to 
spend a little time with Linda. I was pretty tired and irritable and was 
not very good company, when I got home. I went into the bathroom 
and sat down. As I sat there, I vomited up a black bloody mess all 
over the bathroom wall. At the same time, I filled the toilet bowl in 
the same manner. Instantly we went to the hospital to be admitted 
for severe internal bleeding. Blood transfusions were given to me, 
and I rested in the hospital for three or four days. My parents came 
up by bus to stay with Linda and the kids in the meantime. After the 
three days my doctor wanted to find the source of  the bleeding by 
doing some tests on my stomach. I was starting to feel better by this 
time, when a nurse came into the room. She gave me a glass of  
orange juice mixed with cod liver oil. The doctor wanted my 

�126



A  Son of My Father
stomach cleared for the required tests, I guess. I drank the mixture 
and headed straight to the bathroom. A nurse found me there 
shaking and shivering on the floor. I was helped into my bed and 
more blood transfusions were started. I remember that wonderful 
feeling as the shaking of  my body stopped and the first flow of  
blood began to work it's way into my body. This feeling was made 
even better when I was covered with warm blanket and drifted off  
to sleep. I was off  work for three weeks. My doctor gave me some 
good advice before I went back to work that time. He told me to 
separate my work and my home life as best I could from that time 
on. This is a practice I tried my best to follow for the remaining 
years of  work. I did pretty well in following that advice for quite a 
while. 

The last ten or so years of  work were hard. The cutbacks of  
personal meant those still working had to shoulder a much heavier 
workload. Contractors were working longer extended weeks than 
before and our engineering staff  worked with more than one 
contractor simultaneously. Summers on the road required longer 
days. No longer was an eight hour day enough time to complete all 
your work. Twelve to fifteen hours of  work on the road became the 
summertime norm. It became a stressful time. I was able to handle 
the work successfully until 1995 without many concerns for my 
health. It was 1995 when a second heart attack happened. I had 
almost completed my summer work on twinning Highway No. 16. 
The chest pains returned and another ambulance ride was taken to 
the Saskatoon hospital. This time my doctor would not give me 
permission to return to work. I was off  work for over six months 
suffering from work related stress. With only six months until my 
retirement day I returned to work on a reduced level of  work 
commitment. I could very easily have stayed off  work for good. 
There were those who advised me to go on long term leave. I chose 
to go back on purpose. I wanted to return to work and leave the 
workplace on my own terms. There was a certain amount of  
satisfaction in this for me. Leaving the workplace was not a hard  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decision, but for the few special trusted friends I had to leave 
behind. 

I found throughout my life, that we are never as important as we 
think we are. I have known a lot people thinking themselves really 
important who were quickly forgotten after their funeral was over. I 
went in to my office a bit late on my last day to clean out my files 
and gather my personal belongings. I went late on the last day just to 
prove to myself  I could. When I arrived the young engineer 
replacing me had already changed the password on my computer, 
and my name plate was taken off  the wall. He had even packed all 
my personal things and left them outside the door in a cardboard 
box. Leaving was much easier that day. It was a good reminder that 
life goes on with or without you being here. 

After my second heart attack I was encouraged to take part in a 
program called "Heart Smart." This program finally brought me to a 
new awareness of  how to live my life. The program reminded me 
that going through life, as if  everything depended on me was just a 
false idea. I learned that keeping my feelings to myself  was really a 
selfish decision. My heart attack not only affected me, but affected 
the entire family and those who loved me the most.  My sickness had 
implications for everybody that cared and hiding symptoms to 
myself  was a selfish act. This was one more step on my life's 
learning curve of  letting go. 

My frequent health issues became a symbol of  my life on the road. 
Although my work was always inspiring and interesting, there was 
always stress to work around. Much of  this stress and worry came 
from time away from home and the worries of  being apart from the 
family, I loved so much. My father lived with his own stress and I 
was following him along the same path. I remember watching him 
preparing for the autumn harvest while throwing up blood from 
bleeding ulcers before returning to his task just as I did. I found 
myself  a true son of  his, by following a similar path.  
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Retirement certainly had a great effect on my health and my attitude 
to living my life. It was welcome retirement in the summer of  1997. 
The events I have just written about are proof  of  that fact. I loved 
every minute and hour of  my career. There are very few careers that 
let you play with dirt, mix oil and sand together, and drive daily in 
and through the great Province of  Saskatchewan. The people I met 
and places seen will always stay with me. I am grateful and proud of  
the contribution I have made to this Province and her people. I 
know I can take some credit for much of  the economic growth 
resulting from my work. I am ever grateful for the sacrifices my wife 
and family made that allowed me to do so. 

By late 2005 I had been retired for almost nine years. I was just 
elected as President of  the Saskatchewan Catholic School Boards 
Association and was ready to take on a role in provincial education 
politics. After my last heart attack I made a practice of  having yearly 
check ups by my doctor. The monitoring of  my heart was my main 
concern each year. In January of  2006 I had my regular check up. 
This included a colonoscopy to detect colon cancer. I remember 
laying there in the recovery room when the surgeon walked by and 
told me I had been diagnosed with cancer. There is no easy way to 
receive this kind of  news. It turned out that I would need an 
operation as soon as possible. I was told I would probably be fitted 
with a permanent pouch for the rest of  my life because of  the actual 
location of  the cancer. When Linda picked me up from the hospital, 
I knew there was only one way to tell her the news. I  faced the 
operation head on this time, by telling everybody I could. This 
certainly made everything easier to deal with. It was May 9, 2006, 
when I had surgery. My recovery time took several months. The 
healing included the stigma of  an artificial bag attached to my 
abdomen. The ostomy bag is now just a part of  who I am. I have 
now been cancer free for over eleven years. I learned to deal with 
having cancer far better than any sickness before. I believe this  was 
the result of  a changing attitude for life in general. I am really a 
lucky, despite some of  the scars I have lived with so far. 

!129



A Son of My Father
I always loved my daily walks outside. Being in nature was I always 
felt free.  I love my quiet time to think about life and where it leads. 
Walking has been my great prayer and source of  living. Some five 
years I began to notice that while walking I was stumbling a little. I 
noticed I was not always walking in a straight line. After years of  
testing, including two MRI's, my neurologist could not pin down an 
actual diagnosis of  my situation. Her final conclusion and diagnosis 
were pretty blunt and straightforward. She reminded me that I had 
two heart attacks, fought cancer successfully and was gifted with a 
body full of  arthritis. Her advice that I have accepted gracefully has 
been to live a life as a survivor of  all my past circumstances. I have 
chosen to accept my whole life as a gift to be lived as joyfully as I 
can. I walk as much as I can using my cane or a walking stick. I have 
accepted that long walks are no longer possible. I do what I can and 
live knowing this. Life is a journey based on everything learned from 
it.  I am at peace with my life. I thank my family for loving me as I 
am. I am blessed with a wife who loves me and a family who do the 
same. Walking with a cane is really pretty neat and has become a part 
of  my life. I love sharing it with my three small great grandsons, all 
under three years of  age. Whenever they visit, their routine includes 
taking my cane for a short walk around the house. I guess, If  its 
good enough for them its good enough for me too. 

Life is never easy. I don't think it really should be. Life and it's 
stresses have been my great teacher. My life was not always easy but, 
it has taught me that compromise is the best teacher of  all. I doubt 
if  my marriage would have endured without giving and forgiving 
every day. I am convinced that it's making the hard decisions 
unselfishly that helps form a good life. I know from my life this is 
true. I've made a lot of  mistakes and failed many times, but in the 
end life has been worthwhile, without a doubt. 
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12.  BE THE BRIDGE  

Life on earth is short. In 2015 the life expectancy in Canada was 
shown to be 82.4 years of  age. Adding enough drugs may add 
another 20 years at best. I am in my 75th year of  life. Therefore on 
the scheme of  it all I have almost run life's race. I believe that my life 
will never really end, only change. The universe itself, is still in its 
earliest stage of  development according to new scientific research. 
At one time we thought that our small planet was the centre of  the 
entire universe. Today, we know we are just one part of  it and not a 
very big part at that. This means that we are but a blink of  an eye in 
the unfolding of  the universe, itself. When, we realize this, we should 
consider all the ways we feel it so important that ours is the only way. 
Being right only feeds my own ego or my sense of  self-esteem. 
Being right tricks us into a sense of  our own self  importance. I 
found this throughout my life. My own feeling of  knowing too 
much, never worked very well. It was always a humbling experience 
when my way failed to work. I learned a bit more humility each time 
it happened. 

One of  the first lessons was given to me just after I was married. 
Linda had joined the Catholic Church. It was a decision she made on 
her own with the assistance of  Fr. Goldstein. Her decision fit 
perfectly into my idea of  her seeing   my religion was the best way. 
She would know that I was right all along. I soon found out that her 
idea of  being a Catholic was much different from mine. I remember 
one particular morning as I got ready for Sunday Mass. She had no 
intention of  joining me. My response to her came from all the old 
justifications I had learned as a child. I told her she had to go, or 
commit a grave sin. I hate myself  for admitting this, but I think I 
told her she could even go to hell. It didn't take her long to tell me  
that would be an ideal place for me to be right then. She suggested I 
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could stay there too. Another lesson in life was brought home that 
morning.  
After nineteen years as a school board trustee I walked out of  my 
last meeting to be quickly forgotten. There was the usual convenient 
sendoff, with nice words said and all that went with them. There was 
no doubt, the good wishes were sincere, and life went on as life went 
on without me. A new executive took over, with new personalities 
and new ideas, all  doing their best to make things better. I already 
mentioned my last day of  work for the Department of  Highways 
and Transportation, where someone had  taken over my position, 
before I arrived at work. This was just one humbling experience that 
repeated itself  throughout my life. Life always throws some humble 
pie in the face, to keep you grounded from too much self  
importance.  

It happened again in 2007, but this time was to be the first time I 
found it to be a much different lesson. I had just completed my two 
years as President of  the Saskatchewan Catholic School Boards 
Association, and four more on the Executive of  the Saskatchewan 
School Boards Association. It had been a busy and exciting time in 
my life. I was actively involved in Provincial politics. I had taken a 
major role in improving these organizations for the better. I was 
personally on top of  important provincial matters every day. I was 
respected and looked up to as a leader. I was important, and I knew 
it. I took pride in all I had accomplished, and now it was  ending. 

A new President had just been elected to take my place. I was 
recognized with a standing ovation and well wishes from everyone. 
The focus was quickly changed from me to someone else. Later after 
everyone had left for home, I sat there in that conference room 
alone for a long time. Satisfaction, mixed with sadness and loneliness 
overtook me as I sat there. Suddenly my life had  changed again. 
Others had taken my place. I was tired and weary from my efforts, 
and now felt very down. My ego had just been bruised once again.  I 
sat there for a long time gathering my thoughts together when, one 
of  the lady Directors of  Education came into the room. Her short 
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visit cheered me up instantly changed my feeling of  loneliness to one 
of  humble gratefulness. 
Gwen had been looking for me. During my term as Provincial 
President, I had made it a priority to thank and include our Directors 
of  Education at every opportunity for their hard work in support of  
the work of  trustees. She didn't stay with me more than a few 
minutes before giving me a small gift. Unwrapping the gift I found a 
small jewelry box and a small stationary pad. The caption on the pad 
simply read "Be The Bridge." Inside the package was a small clear 
crystal diamond set in a blue background. The inscription just said, 
"Great Job." She told me how she appreciated my leadership and 
that I had made a difference in her own life. I have kept the notepad 
just as it was given to me. I have never used it at all. I  keep it close 
as reminder from someone who cared. The small crystal diamond 
too, always remains close by. They remind me that I am never alone, 
because someone, somewhere knows and remembers. I walked out 
of  that conference, with new hope, knowing I had done my best. I 
found out that her small gesture of  kindness took precedence over 
all other accolades I could have ever received. Programs and rules 
constantly change, but love always wins the day. 

I found that all the awards I collected over the years were nice, but 
after a while, they became just stuff. Most of  them gather dust on a 
downstairs shelf  or a cardboard box. The large solid oak wall clock, 
given me by the Province on my retirement sits on a closet shelf.  
The batteries have been taken out to silence the noise of  it's hourly 
chime. There are awards, gavels and letters stored away from sight, 
that no one ever see. There may be odd moment when I look at the 
mementos, but no more than that. They are a part of  what once was. 
I need to take each new day an opportunity to live here and now. 

The only lasting reminder of  service to others are the people who 
journeyed there with me. They tell me, that my presence is what 
mattered. They are constant reminders, of  being the bridge, in a 
world where hope is badly needed. Caring reminders come in many 
ways and always when least expected. There was Donna a farmer's 
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wife from Maymont Saskatchewan who stopped me in the grocery 
store to share the happy event of  her daughter's recent marriage. 
There is Mike, a crusty old farmer along the same highway, who 
remembered my interactions with him. When dealing him as 
landowner he was often bitter, and hard to satisfy. Today, Mike lives 
here in the city. His wife has passed away and he is alone without 
many friends. He is a lonely old man. I make the effort to talk with 
him when I see him. His smile somehow takes away some of  the 
loneliness he has for at least a few minutes. There are the contractors 
that I worked with, who appreciated the way we worked together as 
a team. I was already retired almost twenty years when I received an 
invitation from the company of  a ninety year old contractor who 
was about to celebrate his birthday. We had always had a friendly 
working relationship on the road, where mutual respect was the 
common theme. The invitation was a compliment from a hard 
working old man that I admired very much for his honest approach 
to life. 

There was the woman from my church, who let me know reminded 
me how much her father missed me when I was not there. I had 
walked away from attending services because of  hurt caused by 
others. I remember going back especially for him, and being met 
there by him with joyful tears in his eyes. There is ongoing respect 
shown to both Linda and I, from younger couples, with whom we 
shared our life story, as they prepared for their own marriage. I 
remember being on a journey with my good friend Denis, as he 
fought and died with cancer.  He would always break into a smile, on 
my visits to his sick bed as he lay dying. Our friendship really lasted a 
lifetime. 

My years on the Saskatchewan School Boards Association gave me 
many opportunities to work with some great people. The first 
difficult years when hard decisions were made, brought a bond of  
friendship with co workers who shared that burden together with 
me. Long after the hard work was done we remain friends. Working 
with the dedicated staff  of  the SSBA was a great experience. That 
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staff  remembered me long after my role was completed, because I 
tried hard in making them feel like were important and that they 
mattered. I found those working behind each headlines, are those 
leading the way, through hard work and dedication to the task ahead 
of  them. These are the people working in their small corner office, 
unnoticed and without recognition every day. This includes the 
morning waitress who leaves their home early to serve you breakfast 
before meetings, with a friendly smile. It includes the secretary, who 
welcomes you with a smile when you arrive for an important 
meeting. 

This book started out to tell the story about my life experiences. I 
really found out this is not true. Every instance of  my life storey has 
been influenced by my involvement with others. The majority of  my 
life story has involved my wife Linda. Through my working years, 
and in every volunteer endeavour I took the credit for, she was there 
with me behind the scenes, supporting me in every way. We have 
been a team for over fifty years. I could never have done anything 
without her. She is my hero, and the bridge, who continuously keeps 
telling me "Good Job."  

I found through years of  trying, that it never my task to change 
others. All I can  really do is change myself. The past is already gone, 
and tomorrow never comes. I only have this present moment to live 
my life in the best way I can. Change can only begin with me. I must 
be the change. As a Catholic Christian, my one and only purpose on 
this earth is to follow the example given by Jesus to love others even 
as God loves me. I believe that will all that God requires of  me, and 
that will be enough. 
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13.  MUSIC AND MY LIFE 

I love music. I always have and always will. I can't read the correct 
notes, and I can't play an instrument, but I love music. I love to sing  
at every chance I get. I pick up a melody quickly and catch the tune 
pretty quickly even, I become harder of  hearing these days. I drive 
my wife insane with my songs. She prefers quiet moments, with no 
music at all, so my singing tends to want me to stop singing most of  
the time. I drove my old golf  buddies crazy at the golf  course too, 
with my musical outbursts every morning. They reminded me that I 
was only allowed one song chorus for every nine holes golf  we 
played. Their advice always fell on deaf  ears and any topic they 
brought up in conversation was met , with one or two choruses 
about the topic.  I think my golf  buddies must be missing my 
morning serenades, now that I quit golfing. 

In my childhood home there was always music. My father owned an 
accordion, a guitar, and an old violin. In a corner tucked underneath 
the stairwell was an old pump organ or piano. He played the 
accordion and violin very seldom, but when he did play one, he was 
pretty good at it. The rest of  us were always strumming the old 
guitar, but every non note was just pretending. I don't remember this 
happening, but I'm told that our mother took an axe to the old 
organ or piano one day, thinking it was haunted. I remember the 
four or five old 78 rpm records that squeaked out a song when you 
cranked the up the gramophone by its handle. My mother loved her 
Irish lullabies and sang them often. I loved her songs, although her 
singing was not perfect. My dad defended her, by telling us she was 
just sang alto.   

As well as music in my childhood home, I was given the same gift at 
school. The Sisters of  Service taught in our local school. Music was 
very important to them, and was included in our education. They 
taught my brothers and I, to sing liturgical music, including 
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Gregorian Chant. We were encouraged to sing in the church choir 
on Sunday mornings. We would sing those old Latin songs with the 
best of  them. Singing was an area my brothers and I were good at 
doing. Others, begrudgingly complimented us on our voice. We ate 
up every compliment we received. Our family always got to sing the 
special parts at every school Christmas concert. We were proud of  
that. 

Dad owned an old Marconi shortwave radio, operated by two large 
batteries to power the sound. He claimed he bought it for our 
mother, but he alone controlled it. There was a long copper wire 
attached to the back of  it, that continued outside through the 
kitchen window, to the top of  the old windmill behind the house. 
My parents listened to the CBC news every night, where we all heard 
each gloomy news item reminding us how God would never be 
happy with. The news was read by Lorne Greene, who later starred 
on television show, Bonanza, as Ben Cartwright. Our family  
gathered around the radio every Friday evening after supper. Here 
we listened to the old western radio shows like the Cisco Kid and 
Hopalong Cassidy. My parents both liked Burns and Allen and Jack 
Benny. There were always the Friday night fights featuring Joe Louis, 
Sugar Ray Robinson, Archie Moore and Rocky Marciano. It was 
known as the Gillette Cavalcade of  Sports. 

The old Marconi eventually gave way to a newer electric model. 
Once again it was supposed to be Mom's radio, but we all knew who 
it was really for. This new addition made the world of  radio much 
easier to access, because battery power was not a problem any more. 
Dad cautioned us that it was not a toy, and to never let it interfere 
with any farm chores. I believe it was 1956 when electricity and the 
new Marconi came to our house. Coincidently this was around the 
beginning years of  the rock n roll phenomena. With the new music 
came more powerful stations around the country that were easily  
 
picked up in our own living room. There was no turning back. We 
were hooked on all kinds of  music, not just rock. 
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The Marconi fed my desire to explore a new world. Through my 
high school years I would listen every night to different radio shows 
around North America. One show I listened to late into the night, 
was "The Johnny Rowe Show," from The Mile High City of  Denver 
Colorado, on Station KTLN. This never sat very well with my father, 
who complained to my mother about my bad habits. When my 
father died, my mother called me aside and gave me the Marconi 
radio. She wanted me to have it because the way it tied her husband 
and her son together. The radio is resting safely in the home of  my 
son. 

My parents purchased our first television set around the same time 
as the second radio. A long tower with its antenna needed to be set 
on top of  the house.There were two channels available for viewing. 
That old black and white television was another way to see the world 
of  music. The Ed Sullivan show, featured many of  the new rock 
artists. Seeing them perform live was a pleasure, even though the 
picture was not always that good and viewing was always over 
protected by networks, so to not show too much the sacred human 
body. There were more than a few variety shows with singing as well. 
Television was beginning to take over the house, but I still loved the 
music from the radio. With others taking more interest in television, 
the radio became free for me to use. I took the opportunity to 
explore music on my own terms. My sister Sheila, had come home 
from the Air Force for a visit around this same time. She brought 
with her a portable turntable. The turn table could be hooked into 
the speaker of  the Marconi radio. She brought two or three 45RPM 
records with her. I don't remember the record titles she brought with 
the turntable, and it never mattered.The recordings were still a hit 
for us, which Is the only thing I remember. 

A 45 rpm hit single record could be purchased for less than a 
Canadian dollar and were available in the Simpson Sears and Eaton's 
catalogue right from home. My brother Raymond, working away 
from home became the main contributor to our collection. Ray and I 
enjoyed the same music tastes, so I was fortunate. It wasn't long 
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before after that brother Jack brought home a portable record player 
which played the 33 rpm, vinyl long playing records, and the 
collection began to grow. The smaller 45 rpm could be played there 
too by inserting a plastic filler inside to make it fit the spindle 
properly. By the time I reached my twenty-fifth birthday, I had a 
collection of  more than four hundred long play records and just as 
many singles. By the time I had passed through vinyl, eight track and 
cassette tapes I had a very large collection of  music to listen to. 
Today I live in a digital world of  music, much to my pleasure.  

I listened to a variety of  music, but always came back to the stories 
of  the common man. For me, it's his story that catches my attention 
and brings out the real lives of  others. Much of  the music of  the 
common man tells a story of  hardships and loneliness. These are 
stories that affect life.The stories always call me back to hardships 
my parents went through. I admire several songwriters today that 
reflect my taste of  story songs. I relate closely to a songwriter by the 
name of  John Prine. Prine is the son of  a factory worker who 
started writing songs on his Chicago mail route. Every lyric, Prine 
writes brings a sense of  comfort and even humour the more I listen 
to them. 

I relate to Prine's music in ways that help me, write these words here. 
Songwriters, poets and authors like Prine, write from their heart. 
Fame and money are never their prime objective. The overwhelming 
acceptance by people, who share their words give them  great 
satisfaction, long before financial rewards come into play. The 
greatest writers have all spent time alone and forgotten before being 
discovered for their work and given their chance for success.  

Good lyrics never get tiring and stand the test of  time. The early 
music in the home I was raised in told the story of  the hobo and the 
railroads. The old songs of  Jimmie Rodgers comes to mind here. I 
remember some of  his songs, such as the "Train Whistle Blues," and 
"Waiting For a Train." I have always been a fan of  Woody Guthrie. 
His songs mirror his own hard life. Guthrie took to the road after 
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suffering personal loss and family problems. In some small way I 
relate to men like Guthrie from my long years on the road.  

There were other factors that had a major influence on my life, 
including my music. I was fascinated by the young American 
President John F. Kennedy. Kennedy proposed having young 
Americans travel around the world using their time and skills, to help 
others in underdeveloped countries, in whatever way they could. The 
name for his initiative was the Peace Corp. I liked that he was 
looking for new ideas. His assassination along with Martin Luther 
King and Bobby Kennedy brought out my own anger at a system 
that cut down new ideas. After the President was assassinated, the 
war in Vietnam continued on and the Peace Movement took hold.  

I keep going back to my fascination to this time of  history. This was 
the first time western war tactics failed to secure a victory. People 
began to see that the war was not going to be won. The loss of  
human life happened because the enemy dictated the time and place 
of  combat. The Americans found themselves in a different kind of  
war and had no idea how to win.The anti draft movement began. 
Many draft dodgers moved north to Canada rather than go to war. 
Others opposed the war on moral grounds, and began to see for 
themselves the destruction of  life, especially innocent civilians. 
Soldiers came home from this war, not as heroes but beaten, scarred 
and unwelcome. There were a lot of  protest songs against the war, 
but few cared about the great toll on the returning soldiers. 

In 1968 the world had now changed for good. Change now came 
quickly including music. Like my fathers Marconi radio music was 
changing. A wide variety of  music was now being heard. Besides the 
traumatic events around the world, people wanted a better life. The 
establishment did not give in easily. The American assassinations 
were proof  of  that. Young people around the world were weary of  
the old ways. The Hippy movement took hold, and psychedelic 
drugs were common among those wanting change. The social 
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structure was being altered, including family life fashion and 
especially music. 

The music of  the 1960s came to a head in 1969 in Woodstock New 
York. Approximately one half  million young people showed up. 
Woodstock was more than a concert it was a new life experience. It 
was free choice and free love, mixed with drugs of  all kinds. For 
North American young people it was both a high and low point in 
their lives. 

My life and musical tastes have been affected by the whole 1960s era. 
I did align myself  with the hippies and the oppressed. I stood with 
the freedom marchers in Selma Alabama.  Today, I stand with the 
refugees and the homeless of  today. They too have dreams of  a 
better world. I know that out of  their dreams will come someone 
who puts those dreams to music for others to hear and know. The 
powerful will always resist change but the ordinary woman or man 
with their voices will be present to encourage others to keep going. 
Today a new revolution is being born against ruthless forms of  
power in our world. Through songs and poetry, the vision of  a 
better world will emerge to tell the story and keep dreams alive.  

Older contemporary music has always held a special place in my life, 
but today this remains true. Recently my wife and two daughters 
took an out of  town day trip to a family reunion. The drive was 
three hours from home and then back. The reunion was nice, but 
the most fun came from the drive itself. Linda and I, sat in the 
backseat of  the vehicle and were treated to a musical experience, that 
no money could buy. The sound was turned up high as the girls in 
the front seat sang along to their favourite songs, knowing every  
word by heart. Each new song brought forth laughter and silly 
movements from the girls, while we laughed along with them. The 
day brought back old family times when we were all a little younger 
in body and heart. As their parents, we marvelled at the two of  
them, just as we did when they were babies. The music helped stir up 
family old memories, and make new ones at the same time. 
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My grand daughter Breanna is now married and the mother of  her 
own sweet little boy. Before she married, I would often join her on a 
Thursday afternoon musical road trip. She would turn up the volume 
and we would sing along with every song. After stopping for a beer 
and wings at a roadside cafe, we turned back for home and 
continued our home made concert again all the while. These are the 
moments worth remembering that money can never buy. 

I am taken to task for the silly songs I find amusing to sing. My wife 
thinks I'm crazy and most others agree with her. The dumbest songs 
are always my favourite ones. I laugh along with them, when no one 
else will. I'm proud of  my warped sense of  humour, which sets me 
apart from the seriousness of  everyday life. It's also a feature I 
believe more people should have, because it helps take the 
seriousness out of  life and make it fun.  

I asked my kids, which of  them wanted my music collection when I 
die. The answer I got back was, "Dad we are going to bury it with 
you." That is fine with me. It won't matter if  my personal music 
collection lives or dies when I'm gone. Music never belongs to one 
person, anyway. Nothing in life is mine to own. I can only enjoy it 
along with anyone else who cared to do the same. Music is a gift that 
is shared for all to enjoy. There will always be someone who hears 
and remembers and others who choose not to. Someone new will be 
inspired to write their own songs in their own words, of  the 
thoughts and feelings of  the ordinary woman or man. Some will be 
moved in ways they never dreamed possible and some will not. 
Without music I would not have dreamed enough. I could never 
imagine my life without the pleasure of  a happy song, or the 
sweetness of  a sad refrain when needed.  

There will always be a new bride searching for the perfect song for 
her wedding day. There will always be a song that remembers a loved 
one who has died. There will always be the perfect graduation song 
and another song for lovers. There are songs that brings a tear to the 
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eye and another to remember a painful past.There will be songs that 
make you laugh, and some that will make you want to dance. 

 I hope I never lose the love of  music. 
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14.  LAUGHTER AND CARING 

"I walk around like everything is just fine, but deep down,  
Inside my shoe, my sock is falling down.'' 

How many times have you gone through a checkout counter where 
the worker cannot force a smile? When this happens to me I 
somehow leave feeling just a bit slighted. I feel like asking them if  
their whole day has been a failure or, was just me they didn't like. I 
find it hard to imagine that being nice is that difficult. I remember 
recovering in the local hospital after my colon cancer operation. I 
was unable to move because of  pain, lying only on my right side. I 
asked a nursing assistant for a glass of  water, which she brought 
right away.  The problem was that she placed the water on the left 
side of  the bed behind my back. I was not able to access the glass at 
all. When I pointed this out to her, she became angry with me, as if  
I was at fault somehow. This same nurse came into my room a few 
days later to give me another warning. She cautioned me that I was 
hugging too many young people coming to my room to visit. She 
informed me how much trouble could  be caused with all this 
hugging going on. I laughed and tried to reassure her that my friends 
and family were very accustomed to warm hugs.  

When I walk along a public pathway, I try to make it a point to greet 
others that I meet along the route. When someone fails to return my 
greeting, there is always a sense of  loss somehow. It should never be 
that difficult to say a simple hello. I try to smile to them in return 
anyway, hoping it just might end their frown into somehow making 
them  feel better them-self  anyway. 

Did you wake up grumpy today? 
No, I let her sleep until 11:00 

I have a sense of  awe when around small children. Little people 
delight in everything they see and touch. This delight is seen in the 
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love of  their mother or father by their own smiling reactions to the 
child. The laugh of  a baby brings a smile to the hardest heart. This 
delight somehow gets lost in adults for some reason.  A three year 
old can squeal with sheer joy for no other reason than being alive. 
The sight of  a butterfly in the garden brings instant fascination to a 
toddlers face. We are meant to be as happy as children, but as we 
grow older happiness gets lost in our busy, world. I read that a child 
usually smiles over three hundred times a day, while the average adult 
smiles less than twenty times during the same period of  time.  

Smiling and happiness are contagious. I compare the smiling face of  
Pope Francis to Donald Trump, who never seems to smile at all. 
Francis is over eighty years old walks with a limp and enjoys the use 
of  only one good lung. He is a lone voice speaking for the 
immigrant and refugees of  the world. He dines with prisoners and 
feeds the homeless of  Rome. He kisses lepers and washes the feet of  
the poor. This little man has a constant smile, because he knows he 
is not alone in his work.  Mr. Trump on the other hand never seems 
to smile. He seems to despise immigrants and wants them banned 
from his country. He surrounds himself  with rich white skinned 
people who represent the rich and powerful. There is a definite 
difference between the two men. Their difference portrayal tells me 
much about our world today. I choose to want to follow the way of  
Francis in my life. The alternate is not a prescription for true 
happiness.  

Every happy or pleasant person I know brings out the best in me. I 
want my own life to help others be pleasant when I am around them, 
too. I don't want to wait for a heaven later somewhere far away when 
I die. My life right at this moment is too precious. I'm not going to 
act like I'm already dead when I can choose to live. As a Christian, 
my Heaven should begin right now, with each new day and each 
breath, given freely to me. Heaven can be found easily when I reach 
out in love to another person. Heaven can be here now, when I 
respect the earth, the environment and every single creature the 
planet holds. Being a positive person does take a daily effort on my 
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part. I have to choose to be happy or not be happy.  I try my best to 
be as good natured as I can as often as I can. Unhappy people can 
easily bring me down quite easily if  I allow them to. Nothing is more 
demoralizing than an unhappy person. I work hard at being good 
natured. I like to tell people that I have to be good natured because I 
can't run and I can't fight.  Humour is everywhere, and can be easily 
found. We just have to find it.  

I have a reputation for my sense of  humour . My humour tends to 
be dry and even weird, but it keeps me laughing at myself. No day 
goes by where I can't find something to smile about. I go out of  my 
way to look for funny stories to share. My daily goal is to find 
something new and funnier than the day before. People expect me to 
smile even though not many appreciate my humour as I do, and 
that's fine with me. 

 I am always the first to laugh at my own jokes, even when others 
don't find them funny at all. I may be a pain and a nuisance to 
others, but this is fine with me too. I look at negative reaction as 
their loss, while hoping it causes them to think in a more positive 
way. When I am not my usual cheery self, my wife notices it right 
away. The frown on my face always has her asking if  something is 
wrong. Fortunately, a frown on my face never stays long. I can pout 
with the best of  people and do so too often, but prolonged pouting 
is too hard to maintain. It is easier to decide that happy is easier to 
maintain. 

When my kids had a disagreement when they were young, their 
punishment consisted of  sitting across the kitchen table facing one 
another. The task was to hold hands, and look the other directly in 
the eye without smiling. Their spats always ended very quickly with 
laughter coming from both sides. It is really hard to look into the 
eyes of  another and be angry. We could learn this today when we lay 
blame on others, or talk behind their backs with cheap gossip, rather 
than taking our concerns to them directly. This applies to the sullen 
grocery clerk, the unhappy nurse, or that man I meet along the 
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pathway. This is a lesson our modern media could use today. Today's 
social media is quickly becoming the place for attacking others, with 
little regard for truth. It is easy to find fault with others for 
everything wrong in the world. Condemning others without having 
an alternate solution requires no personal thinking on our part at all. 
Our world needs more happiness and less intolerance together to 
succeed. 

This year, 2017 is over and I am seventy-five years of  age.  As a 
young boy, I thought being forty was old. I've certainly disproved 
that theory.  My years of  living my life, have included four 
generations of  birth and new life.  That in itself  is simply amazing. 
My life has been blessed with great abundance. I'm more fortunate 
than a lot of  other men my age.  I try and live in the present 
moment. Tomorrow is never promised to me, and yesterday is 
already gone. A good sense of  humour helps influence my daily 
decisions. That sense of  humour is reflected in what I read, and in 
the television shows and movies I watch. A funny movie can be the 
best way I know to pass a long evening. A good laugh is always good 
for circulation, the lungs and stomach muscles, too. A good laugh is 
a good way to ease an awkward situation and make others feel at 
home.  

I love it when one of  my stupid jokes actually breaks others up with 
laughter. These are some good examples of  my kind of  dry humour. 
I don't know the origin of  these, but they are worth repeating for 
sure. 

There is one thing I learned from my grandpa   
Never ever have a heart attack  

when playing a game of  charades 

My Jehovah Witness friend is mad at me, 
 He tried a knock, knock joke on me and I ignored him. 

Its crazy that when Miley Cyrus 
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Gets naked and licks a hammer, are “art”…. 

 if  I do it, I’m “wasted” and “have to leave Home Depot" 

Took the shell off  my racing snail. 
Thought it might speed him up. 

But it just made him more sluggish. 

I'm getting pretty old. last night the wife said to me 
"Honey, let's go upstairs and make love," 

I told her, "I can't do both." 

My dad died last week.  
We couldn't match his blood type  
 He just kept saying B positive 
So I try but it's still not easy 

Jesus and St. Peter go to a fancy restaurant for dinner.  
Jesus orders two glasses of  water, and then winks slyly to Peter  

A prisoner began digging a tunnel behind his cell.  
After years of  work the tunnel opened up into a school yard 

playground.  
He started yelling I'm free, I'm free. 

 A little boy nearby came over and said to him, 
 "So what, I'm four." 

I admit that some of  my best jokes are somewhat close to the 
proverbial edge sometimes. I love being in front of  a microphone 
and in the past have chaired my share of  banquets and social 
gatherings. I'm pretty sure most people love my efforts as a master 
of  ceremonies. I put every effort into each one them. There are 
however the more straight laced few that prefer a more rigid 
approach to their agenda. To them, I am never funny at all. I find it 
humorous, to watch their reactions. There will always be those who 
roll their eyes silently and quietly talk among themselves. This story 
illustrates my point. I once told a joke in front of  four Saskatchewan 
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Bishops at a Catholic gathering. The joke apparently was not 
appreciated by one or more of  them, very much. Shortly after the 
event, I was to become the President of  the Saskatchewan Catholic 
School Trustees in Moose Jaw. Our Executive Director took me 
aside before the nomination meeting to tell me that some really 
opposed my sense of  humour. I knew it was one of  the clergy. The 
Director's advice was to tone it down when speaking in public. I 
thanked him for his concern, and told him I could only be myself  
and nothing more. I went on being President for two very successful 
years, without changing any part of  who I was. If  there were more 
concerns I never was aware if  them, at least not to my face, anyway.  

My four years on the Saskatchewan School Boards Association were 
years of  hard work and great fun. It was here that some life long 
friends were made. Every long meeting was cause for laughter and 
fun, despite the hard work we accomplished together. Duane, Janet, 
Larry and I told stories and played pranks during every meeting. The 
highlight of  our time spent together came at one Association Annual 
General Meeting. My committee consisted of  Duane, Larry and I. 
We were at the podium presenting to the membership the very 
important resolutions to be voted on. During the break I went 
quickly to the bathroom to freshen up. Working with my ostomy bag 
during these breaks was always a concern, which I managed pretty 
well. On this occasion though, I somehow lost my cell phone into 
the bowl below. Cell phones never work well when they become wet. 
I knew this as I hurried back to the head table. As Larry was reading 
a new resolution, I casually asked Duane if  he knew how to remove 
the cover of  my phone for me. He took it and began removing the 
cover. He asked what happened to make it so wet. When he 
discovered where it had been, he threw it out on the convention 
floor, while two hundred or more trustees looked on in horror. You 
really had to be there to see it happen. We could not help but laugh, 
while trying hard to maintain our composure.   
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When my wife just found out I replaced our bed with a trampoline; 

she hit the roof. 

I always tried to be myself, no matter who I am around. I have no 
need for pretences when I am with others. I am comfortable in my 
own skin, no matter who is around me. This brings a sense of  trust 
in me from those I have contact with. My lovely wife has acquired 
this trait too. This brings a lot of  people into our lives, who know 
they can be trusted as they are. The friendships we have found by 
being ourselves have made the effort well worth while. 

My positive attitude towards life has helped me tremendously 
through a series of  physical illnesses. I've had the misfortune of  
having two heart attacks and  have survived colon cancer. I have 
trouble with my balance now and use a walking stick every day. The 
neurologist told me I would have to live with all this, as my body is 
wearing out with severe arthritis and all the other ailments from my 
past. I could very easily feel sorry for myself  and give up on life. I 
choose instead to meet each medical condition head on, in the most 
positive ways I can. Life is too precious to give up on easily. The 
surgery for colon cancer in 2006, left me with an attached bag on my 
stomach for the rest of  my life. When my surgeon came to my room 
after the surgery, I joked with him of  the value of  eating correctly. I 
told him cauliflower and broccoli never worked that well in my 
situation. I told him the hardest thing about me having a new bag 
would be finding shoes to match. I also informed my family I would 
need to find a new place to read the paper from then on. 

I could have allowed myself  to feel down about life considering my 
history of  health issues, but I chose a better way.   I've said before 
that negative people can bring me down, rather than boost my 
spirits. I never want to put others in that same situation. I tell my 
wife when she is in a bad mood, she has thirty minutes to be happy.  
As I pick up my teeth from the floor she usually smiles.  People love 
a good joke, but most good times come from spending time with 
family and friends. My own grandchildren look forward to my 
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humorous stories, songs and jokes much more than do my own 
children. My grand daughter Taylor, tells me her friends are amazed 
at the things I share with her. I believe having a positive outlook has 
made my own life much richer and also more pleasant for others. I 
choose every day to try my best to be at least pleasant to those 
around me. 

When I die , I do want to have a closed casket. However, towards 
the end of  the service, please have the organist play, "Pop Goes the 
Weasel" over and over until everyone there is staring at my coffin 

with silent horrified anticipation 

Author unknown 

As a child I was taught to show respect for my elders. My brothers 
and I were taught to open the door for a lady, and to remove our 
hats when we ate meals. My father tipped his hat when meeting a 
lady on the street. There was no hesitation to help a neighbour in 
trouble and our door was always open. (unless Dad was not around 
and the visitor was a traveling salesman). Today there are times while 
walking down a sidewalk, where I am forced to off  the path to make 
room for a group of  teen age boys, even as I walk with my cane in 
hand. Good manners seem lost to a new generation. I feel bad for 
those, who have not been shown the importance of  good manners. 
It is amazing to see the reaction of  a young mother when a door is 
held open for her, or see the gratitude of  an elderly person when 
you help them put groceries in their vehicle. The good feelings a 
person receives is worth the little effort it takes. I am proud that my 
children have followed in becoming well mannered adults. Kindness 
is never difficult to achieve. It takes a small effort to be available for 
a neighbour or a friend. Kindness is a gift for both the giver and 
receiver at the same time. It can be the gift that keeps on giving. Our 
town, our country, and the world would be a much better place to 
live if  more people cared enough to give of  themselves. I believe 
that love is a decision that I make or refuse to make every day. The  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benefits of  being nice far out way the decision to be other than, 
every time. 

I never took seriously the advice given by the young nursing assistant 
in the hospital that day. Her attitude is becoming more the norm 
today, as we become obsessed with individual rights and changing 
norms. A hug is a comforting experience. My siblings and I belong 
to a family of  huggers. In greeting each other, we feel the need to 
embrace with warm hugs. The warmth of  someone's embrace is 
comforting and gives a sense of  belonging and fellowship to 
another, every time. In times of  sadness and loss a warm hug can 
ease the anxiety. Hugs can reassure someone needing comfort, 
knowing they are accepted right where they are, without question or 
exception. My grandchildren and great grand children love to be 
hugged, when they arrive at my door, and when they leave for home. 
Hugs feel good physically and in the especially in the heart. Hugs are 
a way to show our compassion for the another person too.  

I am known for my big bear hugs by those around me. I don't mind 
a good hand shake, if  a hug is not an option, but most people accept 
my hugs every time. My "teddy bear" hugs are my trademark and 
part of  who I am. A warm hug is my way of  showing everyone I 
come in contact with, that they are important to me. I want them to 
feel important to themselves too. The world needs more caring and I 
want to take the lead by showing others how important they really 
are. My grandchildren seldom leave my house without a warm 
embrace. My wife and grown children have joined me in becoming 
strong compassionate, responsible caregivers to a world where love 
is needed more than ever before. 

My young nursing assistant was wrong to warn me for hugging and 
being hugged myself. I hope she will have learned the value of  
compassion for herself  somehow. She will only find this compassion 
if  someone shows her the way for herself. She may not find it on her 
own which only makes for a long, long life. Someone will need to 
give the hug she deserves. Everybody needs one. 
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HUGS 

It's wondrous what a hug can do. 
A hug can cheer you when your blue. 

A hug can say, "I love you so" 
Or,"Gee, I hate to see you go." 

A hug can smooth a small child's pain  
And bring a rainbow after rain. 

The Hug! There's no doubt about it,  
We scarcely could survive without it. 

A hug delights and warms and charms, 
It must be why God gave us arms. 

Hugs are great or Fathers and Mothers, 
Sweet for Sisters, swell for Brothers. 
Chances are some favourite Aunts 

Love them more than potted plants. 

Kittens crave them Puppies love them. 
Heads of  State are not above them. 

A hug can break the language barrier 
And make the dullest day seem merrier. 

No need to fret about the store of  'em 
The more you give, the more there are of  'em 

So stretch those arms without delay, and 
GIVE SOMEONE A HUG TODAY! 

-Author Unknown- 
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15. WHERE I AM  TODAY 

Recently I watched a 18 hour series by Ken Burns and Lynn Novick 
on the 30 year war in Viet Nam. I wrote, in Chapter 9 about this 
time in history and how it affected both my taste in music and 
formed my way of  believing. I was married in 1965 and started 
raising my own family during this time. These times changed my 
outlook on every other part of  my life. The death toll from all sides 
was estimated to be more than two million people, with at least half  
of  the casualties being civilian men, women and children. The series 
reminded me how the war was hidden from the sight of  the 
American people. Young men and women were sent to serve and die 
despite the fact their leaders knew it was a war they would never win. 

The war divided the United States of  America and laid rise to unrest 
for generations yet to come.  On the program, I watched once young 
men, now my age, who survived, recall the war with tears on their 
face of  the things they remembered. Their recollections helped it 
come back to me once again. My wife refused to watch the brutality 
in the series, even though the scenes shown, were over fifty years 
old. Despite the sadness I felt inside while watching, I needed to see 
each episode again. I felt the sadness of  these men talking on the 
television screen as though I was there with them myself. Most of  
these young recruits were drafted from the poorest of  
neighbourhoods across America. White skinned youth found ways 
to avoid the draft, if  their families had access to money and power. 
There was a phrase that war protesters used back then, that went like 
this, "I got the dough, so I won't go." 

 As the resistance to the war intensified the war finally ended. Real 
anger against the war was directed to the soldiers returning home, 
more than the politicians. Soldiers were treated like traitors by the 
population and ignored by their government. It was a sad time, even 
for me living  in another country. This was the first time in history it 
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became obvious that world leaders used lies and deceit when fighting 
wars, with little regard for the ordinary soldier. The term collateral 
damage became a nice word for civilian casualties, including women 
and children. This is even more prevalent today, with the lying now 
more blatant and now accepted as normal. 

 I feel a deep sadness today as the President of  the United States of  
America and the leader of  North Korea threaten each other with 
nuclear war, like two rich, spoiled brats over a bag of  candy. The 
world must pray and hope for reasonable minds to prevail. There are 
enough nuclear warheads in our world today to send our planet back 
thousands of  years or even destroy it for good. The prospect of  
nuclear war and the raping of  our planet is an insult to God's 
creation. Surely we have not heard the gospel message very well. 
This is where I take God's word to heart. God is always with us and 
promises us that no matter what happens to our planet God will 
prevail and that life will go on. The universe will still unfold as it 
should, and world leaders will be accountable for their stupidity. We 
are on a journey together as a people of  God, not set apart by 
individualism and greed . Everything and every action, good or bad, 
taken has an affect on someone else in this world. We need to listen 
and see that the world must change its ways before it is too late to do 
so. 

Wars are the rewards for those who produce arms for sale. No one 
else wins. Countries always find enough money for war. It is ironic 
that there is never an outcry when a huge armament sale is 
announced by rich nations, but when the poor cry out for proper 
health care, there is never money available. Money is the God of  
today. Our churches take pride in reminding us how sinful it is to 
miss a Sunday service or Catholic Mass. We are told that the Lord's 
day is holy, but fail to show that every other day of  the week should 
be holy too. There is no such cry when we break the other 
commandments from Monday morning until Saturday night. 
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The seventh commandment tells us, "Thou shalt not steal," even as 
we rob the resources of  our broken planet at will. Scientists can 
pinpoint the next solar eclipse, within minutes of  it happening, but 
we refuse to heed their advice on the dangers of  climate change. 
Our richest nations stand by while global corporations steal the 
resources of  the poor with little consequence for their actions. 
Sweatshops, where children and women work with minimal pay in 
deplorable working conditions to produce clothing and other goods, 
which are then sold for the profit of  the rich. 

The fifth commandment tells us, "Thou shalt not murder," but 
bombs continue to drop daily throughout middle east countries, with 
no regard for the lives of  innocent men, women and children.  

We break the 8th commandment, "Bearing false witness against my 
neighbour," each time we turn our backs to the call of  refugees, 
displaced by wars, and forced to live in the squalor of  refugee camps 
or die at sea. We tell them, "There is no room in our inn." We fail to 
really listen to the gospel story celebrated every Christmas, of  a 
brown skinned refuge family from Bethlehem who were told the 
same thing so many years ago. We have not listened very well, as we 
complain to others about keeping Christ in Christmas, as if  it really 
does matter. Perhaps, we need to put Christ back into Christianity 
itself  as a new starting point. 

The 10th great commandment tells us, "Thou shalt not covet thy 
neighbour's goods." Today, this is the sin of  capitalism. I wonder 
how many sins are confessed on a Sunday morning over breaking 
this commandment. I assume there are not many. Capitalism is not 
bad in itself, when used for a common good. The problem today is 
not capitalism itself, but greed. Less than ten percent of  the world's 
people control over ninety-five percent of  the world's resources. The 
list of  the world's rich is becoming smaller and their income 
continues to skyrocket, while the poor keep getting poorer. In 
Canada the top ten percent of  income earners, is ten times more 
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than the bottom ten per cent. I ask myself  what our gospel teaching 
falls into this equation when we talk about the tenth commandment. 

At the end of  my life I will not own anything for myself. I can 
possess my bank account, my new car and my fancy house, but when 
it comes to my time to leave this earth I will always out go out naked 
and alone. Someone else will then possess these things I coveted and 
accumulated in that time. I am reminded often that no hearse has 
ever gone to a gravesite pulling a U-Haul trailer. 

My life has been driven by the different people and events. The 
Vietnam War is only one part of  my journey. My life began as I 
shared a family with eleven brothers and sisters. My life was given 
direction by my parents, who showed me the gifts of  humility and 
sacrifice. My father showed me what it was to be humble and do 
with less. My mother showed me patience and acceptance. I was 
taught wisdom by my teachers, the Sisters of  Service. My Art 
teacher, Wynona Mulcaster gave me the sense of  confidence, I 
lacked. My road building career allowed me to work with ordinary 
men and women of  this great province. My church life influenced 
my belief  system in new exciting ways of  thinking and being. 
Working within the Catholic school systems has shown me that I am 
united with others in attempts to make the world a better place. 

When I met my wife, I thought I would be her personal saviour and 
teach her all I knew about God and religion. Instead she taught me 
what it meant to really love. My children have grown into wonderful 
married adults with faithful spouses. Their children and now 
grandchildren are all respectful and loving persons. I have been very 
blessed with my life now into my senior years. Life has slowed down, 
but has blessed me in many ways. The excitement on the faces of  
my own children, as they gaze at the sight of  their own creation is 
holy time. The first reaction for the parents is always a smile of  pure 
delight. I have felt this joy myself  over my lifetime, over and over 
again.  
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I remember events of  past wars and the sad effect they have had on 
my own life. I want my descendants to know who I am and where I 
came from. I am not naive enough to think they will follow my path. 
I wouldn't want that for them anyway. I want them to live life for 
themselves. I just want my life to be an example they might choose 
to base their own values on. I want to leave something I believe in 
and that they can fall back on when the time came in their lives. That 
time will certainly come for all of  them and all of  you reading these 
words, too  

When my children and grandchildren were given the Catholic 
sacrament of  Confirmation, each of  them were given the same gift. 
The gift they were given was a copy of  the Holy Bible. My wife 
wanted a more pleasing secular gift, that they could enjoy at the time. 
Her thought was that no young person would want to read the Bible. 
I had no false illusions of  this happening either. I knew the Bible 
would be set aside. I predict there will come a time when each will 
remember the gift and why it was given. I know that God is waiting 
there for them with his love and divine mercy. I truly believe that the 
God who made each of  us is always waiting patiently for us to come 
back. That time will come, when least expected and will be a 
comfort and bring joy when it does. 

We live in a world today where the common good has lost its place 
to individual rights and freedoms. Personal freedom has taken 
precedence today over the common good of  all. We have lost our 
moral way as a people. Wars and mass shootings has become the 
new norm. We have lost the good sense of  loving our neighbour. 
Extremist groups have made a mockery out of  religion and their 
God has become the God who fits the image that they can only see. 
The bombardment on social media today has lessoned the shock of  
violence and mistrust. We see violence so much that it becomes 
ingrained into everyday life, and appears normal. The opposite of  
love is never hate, but apathy. Apathy allows us to sit idly by, and do 
nothing that stands up for a belief  system where the lives of  
everybody and everything counts. 
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In this world there will always be chaos and disorder. There will be 
wars and greed and other distractions. That is guaranteed to be true. 
The other guarantee is that God is always here, waiting for us to find 
him in our hearts and come home. God doesn't care if  someone is 
born a Catholic, Muslim, Lutheran or something else. God does 
need to have at least some committed followers who are willing to 
resist the distractions of  war and greed so others can see there is a 
better way. 
This is the path that we are asked to follow. The path is not easy and 
requires sacrifice and suffering on our part. When just a few follow 
the path set out for us by Jesus, more will know and want to be like 
them. The world will never be as perfect as I would like it to be. A 
perfect world really is not my problem anyway. God doesn't need my 
help in condemning another. It's not my business who goes to 
Heaven or ends up in Hell. God manages these things pretty well on 
his own, without my help. My only path in this life is to speak out 
against intolerance and greed when and while I can. My path is to 
love others as I know God loves me. I can only choose to live each 
day as an example of  God's love in the world. If  I am able to this, 
some might say, "Look how he lives, I want to live like that too." 

I am a lucky man. I have lived through more sickness than many 
others. I have not given in by complaining very much. The heart 
attacks and the cancer surgery brought with them a greater sense of  
knowing who I am. I remember walking into the operating room for 
major cancer surgery. I lay on the table and extended my arms out as 
the medical team prepared me for surgery. I had to put my absolute 
trust in the doctors as I lay there on that operating table, tied down 
for the procedure. I pictured in my mind what Jesus must have gone 
through on the cross, with his arms extended, knowing he would 
really suffer by being crucified. Jesus showed us to turn the other 
cheek, and therefore how we  must live. Jesus accepted death 
without blame or anger. He simply just took it all in. I believe that 
Jesus died not to satisfy God for our sins, but instead died to show 
us how we must live. 
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Before my cancer surgery, I remember drifting off  to sleep repeating 
the words, "Jesus be with Me," and I knew I was not alone. I was 
wrapped in the love of  the Divine and everything was going to be all 
right. Jesus asks all of  us to see Christ in others too. When I see a 
baby taking their first step, I take delight. After a summer rain comes 
sunshine. Both are a gift from God. Likewise, when I see a person 
destroyed by war, I must feel their pain too. I can't hate the man on 
welfare, because I know I am on God's welfare myself.  God does 
not make junk and I must not either. 

I am older now. The things I believed before, I no longer need to 
believe in the same way. Life has been a work in progress. I talked of  
being one of  the last pioneers when writing about my career. Now, I 
realize that we are all pioneers on new journeys everyday and every 
new year. We are all heading to the same end. We all have a different 
story to tell, and our paths will vary. My life was never just about me. 
It would never have made any sense if  this was true. My life has 
been enriched because of  all those who have journeyed with me or 
crossed my path in some way or another. My life journey has been 
worth the effort. I would do it all again without any hesitation 
whatsoever.  
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16.  THE LAST WALTZ 

You know you're old when your family talk about you in front of  
you. What are we going to do with Pop? We have company tonight. 

Rodney Dangerfield 

As a boy, I wanted to know more about my family roots. The 
families of  both my parents immigrated to a new land for good 
reason, but nothing much was known about what that reason was. I 
wondered about everything that took place in their lives. I wanted to 
know about my grandparents. I wanted to know how they lived and 
why they died. I wondered what it was like for my father to have the 
responsibility for his younger siblings, after their parents both died. I 
wondered the reason was for my father's family to settle on marginal 
land, away from the more familiar Polish speaking settlements, as 
was the normal practice. I wanted to know why my ancestors chose 
to come to Canada in the first place, and what they left behind. I felt 
sad at times for my father who would not, or maybe could not bring 
himself  to talk about the hardships his family went through here in 
Western Canada. I assume he wanted to spare us the details of  his 
hard life, and did not want to talk about it.  

I told myself  from a very young age that I did not want to make the 
same mistake with my life. I wanted my family to know where I 
came from, even with the missing pieces of  my past. I wanted my 
life to have meaning for the lives of  my own family. I started writing 
my blog "Rambling Erratic With You" out of  this desire to write. 
The blogging experience has given me the confidence to write this 
book. I wanted the book done, before getting any older. I am 
encouraged by my family and friends to finish. They seem eager to 
read the finished book and wait in anticipation. As I enter this last 
chapter, I find that writing has not been an easy assignment in the 
least. I have agonized over wording and typing errors to no end. I 
have written and re written paragraphs over and over again, before 
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being satisfied. I finally forced myself  to be satisfied enough to stop 
changing anymore. There has been more than a few times where self  
doubt and unworthiness appear throughout the process. This 
journey turned out being more work that I anticipated when I began, 
but well worth the effort.  
The book was supposed to be about my life. I did find out a great 
deal more about myself, while writing than I expected to. Once I got 
writing, I realized this story was really more about others than about 
me. Every thought and every experience always came back to the 
lives of  those I love and friends I met along the way.  

My wife Linda, was part of  almost everything I wrote about. We 
have shared a long life together. For fifty-two years of  our seventy 
plus years of  living we have been together. This story is really the 
story of  us. How could it ever have been anything different? 
Throughout my years in public life, I was the one always in the 
public eye. It was my picture in the newspaper, or my name that 
chaired committees and important meetings.  Behind the scenes and 
away from the public eye though, Linda holds our world together. 
She is the calming influence that lets me know all that is really 
important in our lives. Linda keeps me humble and reminds me who 
I really am and of  what's really important.  

Life is always changing. I remember the story from my school days 
of  the little train that had to climb up and over a steep hill. The lines 
I remember were these, "I think I can, I think I can." Then when the 
little train reached the top and started down the other side, the lines 
changed to these, "I thought I could, I thought I could." My life was 
like that struggle to get to the top of  the hill. I've reached the 
pinnacle of  my life. I made it to the top of  the hill. Now, I say to 
myself, "I knew I could, I knew I could." The point being that 
reaching the top of  life's hill and reaching the other side, was so 
much worth the effort. 

Recently, my wife looked over at me from across the living room 
while watching the evening news. With a gentle sigh she said to me, 
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"It looks more and more, like it's just you and me now, doesn't it?" I 
smiled at her in agreement. Her comment was a simple response to 
something I had talked to her about before. I had developed the 
same feelings myself  over the past years. We have entered into 
another stage of  our lives. We are now the senior citizens of  our 
family. We no longer are the family providers we once were. Our 
grown children have taken on this role and become the family elders. 
We are taking our place as the respected older generation, we once 
gave to our parents. We are still honoured and loved for our past 
contributions and respected for the history we provide. We are 
expected to rest easy, dignity intact. In other words, we are being 
honoured for a life of  service given, not expected to serve, but be 
served. 

This new role has many excellent benefits. For the first time in over 
fifty years, there are no expectations made of  me. I can get up when 
I please, and sleep when I want, with no guilt attached. This past 
summer I began to have the great pleasure of  sitting on my back 
patio with my cup of  coffee, doing absolutely nothing. The quiet of  
early morning brings peace to my soul. The wisp of  a gentle breeze 
cools the senses, and fills my life with a peace I thought I had lost. 
Watching the birds, soaring silently high above, against a clear blue 
sky, helps makes time stand still. The silence can be overwhelming 
and lets my inner soul contemplate the mysteries of  my existence in 
all I find sacred. The same is true of  quiet evenings gazing to the 
stars high above. When I look long enough into the heavens, the 
stars want to pull me into their vast universe beyond time to places 
unknown.  

I am trying to make one of  my daily tasks, to simply sit in quiet 
contemplation for twenty minutes a day. Pushing aside the busyness 
of  my thoughts, allows the sacred to enter into the quiet. The peace 
I find in daily contemplation is holy time where the Spirit enters and 
speaks to me about God's power in my life. My quiet mornings are 
one of  the great blessing of  being fully retired. There is a new 
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purpose for a morning cup of  coffee now.  It might sound a bit 
corny but it really is a special way to start a new day. 

I thought I would miss the daily interactions with the people I 
worked with for so long, more than I do. The pressures of  these 
conversations have definitely lessened over time. The quiet days and 
nights have more than made up the difference. To be honest, many 
of  these conversations have lost any relevance to my present life. I 
find my happiness certainly does not depend on these outside 
influences any more. For over fifty years of  my adult life I tended to 
put outside involvement ahead of  my own family. I recall quite often 
a remark my son said to me while he was still a teenage boy. I was 
scurrying around our parish church one Sunday morning, when he 
scolded me by telling me that I didn't have to always be doing 
everything, when others should be encouraged and were more than 
willing to help. It has taken a long time for the meaning of  his words 
to sink in.  

Today, I have the gift of  each new day to spend in restful quiet. My 
wife and I have our remaining years to grow old together. This is a 
time to reflect back on our once busy lives and enjoy the harvest we 
worked so hard and long to find. Everyday we re-discover the things 
that made us fall in love. We both know it will end one day, but while 
we have the time we plan on making every moment worthwhile. As a 
husband, father grandfather and now a great grandfather, I could 
not be more proud of  my family. Every one of  them has made me 
proud of  them. My three children and their spouses have grown to 
become wonderful parents and respected community members. As a 
father there is nothing that makes a man more proud as seeing his 
children become well respected community leaders. The 
continuation of  this pride is more enhanced by the quality of  
children they have raised into the family unit. There is not one of  
our grandchildren who does not show love and respect for Linda 
and I. Having grandchildren and now great grand children around 
has been our greatest blessing.  
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Most of  our friends have not yet experienced the lives of  their 
grandchildren as we have been so fortunate to do. I was a new 
grandfather at forty-six years old. I have watched them grow into 
responsible adults and a part of  their lives. My youngest grandson 
Brett will graduate at the end of  the 2018 school year. I hope to be 
there with him, allowing me to see every grandchild move through 
the school system, and become responsible adults. By the end of  
2018, five of  our grandchildren will have been married. This is 
something I am extremely proud of. I am proud to say that all of  
their chosen spouses treat their grandmother and I in the same way. 

The five newest family members are our great grandchildren. These 
little angels are regular visitors to our home. While not seeing our 
Manitoba family nearly enough, we are blessed to have regular visits 
by our five small great grandchildren living close by. Our 
grandchildren are more than generous in bringing their small ones 
for regular visits. It is such a pleasure to watch them grow and 
explore their new lives with such eagerness.This is something I 
missed while being a provider earlier on with the older children. 
With more leisure time available, I can now marvel at the zest of  
these little ones who live each new moment, free of  worry and care.  

I have always been a small boy at heart, and l love playing with the 
little boys, while the infant girls are still too small. The boys and I 
play well together, because I get right down to their level. I can 
usually lead them astray without too much negative feedback from 
their parents, but Great Gramma is not as kind to me for breaking 
rules. She still worries about them being hurt. This is a true mark of  
every mother in this world I believe. Getting down on the floor is 
still easy to do, but getting back up has become a whole lot harder 
now. I will admit that as soon as they are on their way back home, I 
make my way to the couch for a nap. 

Two years ago my family were honoured and blessed when my wife 
and her son were reunited after fifty-two long years. Ian and his 
family have added to my family as if  they have always been here. Of  
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course they were always there in Linda's heart all along. The first 
reunion was really special and our family was united and reborn as 
soon as they walked through our door. It has really amazing to see 
the great similarities between mother and son that exist, even when 
they lived so long away from each other for so long. 

Many people talk of  a bucket list to be completed before their lives 
are over.  I spend most of  my working life filling my bucket with too 
many things. I felt my way was always best. These seemed more 
important when I was young. Like everyone else I needed goals and 
my need to succeed. There had to be always that sense of  pride in 
accomplishing my goals. I believe this was really my own ego. 

There are times now, when I feel as though I'm not even in the same 
room when serious family conversations are taking place. I'm not 
being ignored in any way but old concerns simply do not interest me 
as they once did. My interest in the small events of  life are fading 
away and fail to have the importance they did. I've grown older now 
and find that most of  these things are not that important anymore. I 
had my time to change the world. I'm ready to let it go for others to 
take on the task. It's now time now to empty my bucket and release 
that worn out ego. The present chapter in my life now requires my 
attention. I will not live forever and I want to be more prepared for 
the next chapter while I have the time. 

I'm not afraid of  old age. Many of  my old friends never had the 
same privilege of  making their life this far. I am ready to accept 
whatever kind of  life I have left in the future. The aches and pains 
of  life have already caught hold in my body. The hearing has slowly 
ebbed away to where hearing aides are standard equipment now. My 
black curly hair has turned white, where any remains at all. My 
fingers don't close anymore due to arthritis, and my memory is 
definitely not what I would like it to be. Someone laughingly 
suggested I start wearing a name tag that has the words, "Hello. I 
can't remember your name either."  My eyes are growing weaker all 
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the time. I walk with a cane to control my balance and my body 
needs more and more sleep. 

I have a wife and family that do everything they can to keep me safe. 
They worry about me, so I don't have to anymore. I know I can 
count on them when I need them the most. I value my relationship 
with my grandchildren more than any of  them will ever know. My 
grandchildren accept me just as I am.They laugh at my warped sense 
of  humour, even when others do not. Their love for me is one great 
treasure and will always be. I try to be a happy person. My sense of  
humour has allowed me to laugh at myself  every day. I look for the 
best in people most of  the time, and work at meeting others where 
they are at in their lives. 

I am a very fortunate person. I have been blessed beyond anything I 
ever deserved. I believe my parents would have been proud of  the 
life I lived. My reflections here in this book tells me that I inherited 
many characteristics of  my father. I am proud of  this. I see the 
values of  my father in everything I have worked for. I believe many 
of  the characteristics of  my mother are also present in who I am. I 
hope my family may see some of  the values of  my parents through 
my life, and know from where they came from.  

I am content with the words and stories in this book. This has really 
been a labour of  love for me and an accomplishment of  major 
significance for this poor farm boy who attended a small country 
school in rural Saskatchewan. I think I proved to myself  many times 
over, that anything is possible to those that dream. I hope my story 
will help others to dream too. 
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