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There are so many personal memories I have, that I could write for weeks, and you could read for hours, assuming that you would want to!

Up until now
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First, I want to share with you a few stories about my childhood. These all happened between the ages of three to six, although I cannot put exact dates on them.

I remember:

- walking to the barn for the first time myself at night. The only light was the pump house light and it seemed quite distant. (Not very far as seen by adult eyes). If there ever was a moment when I realized what my senses did for me, it was now. The sound and feel of crunching shale and gravel beneath my rubber boots, the feel of the cool night’s breeze, the moist smell of the trees, grass and barnyard, and the terrifying rustle of unknowns in the lilacs and caraganas. The latter being enough to accelerate my puny legs to speeds yet uncharted by a youngster!

- feeding the chickens in the heat of the afternoon. I scattered the pea-pods around the grounds of the pump house and watched the chickens squabble over these delightful tidbits, all except one white and black rooster who seemed to be eyeing me up evilly. Not to be intimidated, I picked up a large rock approximately the size of a marble and flung it in his general direction. The only affect this had was the advancement of my adversary. I turned and began walking back toward the house thinking that if I didn’t look at him, he wouldn’t look at me. One terrified glance over my shoulder proved me wrong, and once again, one of my senses took charge of my little legs! There he was, head down with that quick waddle as he picked up speed and his wings partially outstretched as if he was getting ready for take-off! In no time flat, I was at the house. Before I could reach out to open the screen door, out stepped Dad with a stick in his hand. By the way the old rooster was putting on the brakes, I think he realized this new opponent would have a tad more courage than the first, not to mention the size and strength! With my back to the wall, I watched as Dad proceeded to give chase. Feathers flew with every swing of the stick! As quick as it started, it was finished, and as Dad walked back toward me, I could see him grinning, possibly giggling.

- showing off at school in grade one on the swing set. All my newfound friends watched as I deftly maneuvered myself upside-down on the upswing and hung by my knees on the downswing. When all was said and done and I realized my true potential as a moron, I blew the gravel out of my nose and walked into the classroom to ready myself for a very nasal and shaky rendition of “God save the Queen” and “Oh Canada”.

- the first time I saw baby brother Kris. I looked over the front seat of the car from the back only to see a purple forehead with two bluish-black eyes staring up at me!

- being taught to tie my shoes. Dennis figured it was time I learnt. As I watched this complex procedure, I remember thinking, “I don’t really care to learn this, I just want to go outside”. After a few concentrated yet futile attempts, Dennis walked away in disgust. I stuffed the loose ends inside my runners and zipped outside.

- running from brother Doug, who wanted to clobber me for some reason. Around the kitchen table he chased me. When we stopped, he was on one side, me on the other. Then, with cat-like agility, he pounced onto the table to get  a hold of me and...CRASH, down came the table in two pieces. Mom was baking cookies and saying the usual..... ...“stop that” or “go outside”, until this happened. Cookie sheet in hand, Doug received eight to ten blows on the head as once again the kitchen table played the part of a race track obstacle. 

- from seven to fourteen years of age, I remember summer holidays being spent with many different members of the family; Cedric and Ina in Dana, Sask., Cecil and Dianne in Duluth Minn., Barb and Dan in San Francisco, Bev and Brent in Calgary, Vicki and Allen in Drayton Valley, Alberta, Cliff and Lynda in Winnipeg, and of course the fantastic reunions at Jean and Laurent’s!

From ages fifteen to eighteen, I went through the wild oat stage, as do most, and rebelled against most everything. These years are full of memories from mostly school and school friends, and since none of them are here to defend themselves, I won’t include these stories!

When I graduated from grade twelve, I left by train to Alberta. I worked in Calgary for about six to eight months. I had three different jobs: 1) washing dishes,  2) picking records at a warehouse and  3) repairing the concrete in the newly completed Light Rail Transit tunnels.

I then moved to Innisfail, Alberta, where I worked cleaning heavy equipment on the night shift, 6:00PM to 6:00AM, 6 days a week. I made good money there but it was boring, so I bought a $500 car and a $1200 guitar and made my way to Rocky Mountain House Alberta, where I got an apartment with two friends originally from Deloraine. However, my job in the Safeway Bakery didn’t last long, so I went home. Things are kind of hazy for the next few years because I went back and forth from Alberta to Manitoba, to Alberta, to B.C., to Alberta, to Manitoba... you get the picture.

Once back in Manitoba, I met Melanie Wood at a party... Feb., 1982. We dated for six to seven months when all of a sudden, she moves to Winnipeg to go to College. I then worked the spring and early summer at two different farms near Grande Clairiere, Manitoba. I then moved to Melita to work at a cattle ranch. By October, I was in Winnipeg and with Melanie again when.... whoops, off she goes to Edmonton to work. After checking my armpits and discovering nothing wrong, I landed a job at a place called City Machinery where I worked with air compressors. Vince Gibson, Lou Hildebrand (a family friend) and I had a great time working together. This job was only to last for two weeks, but it stretched into 6 ½ years. During the first 3 months working there, Melanie came back and we were married on July 3, 1987.

We bought a house in Winnipeg in November 1989 and lived there with three goldfish and four guitars!

*All the previous was written some time in 1991 for that reunion. The following was written February 28, 2000.

WHOA.. times change!!

 I don’t have much time to write this next bit as it is February 28, Year 2000, 8:30 P.M. and this assignment has to be handed in by March 1, 2000! (I wonder what will happen if it’s late?)!!

Hmmmm.... on June 13th, 1992, our daughter Dayna was born. I was so proud after the birth that all I could do was stare out the window and giggle! (When I left the hospital during the next morning, I got lost in the parking lot!) Also the same month, June 1992, I graduated from a ten-month course in Technical Drafting and landed a job immediately at a small engineering firm. We bought a larger house in October 1993 as another addition was on the way. Heather was born March 8, 1994. Again, being the proud poppa, I was overcome with emotions in the delivery room, mostly in part because there were only four people in that room...me, Melanie, Heather and a nurse. The doctor decided he had time for some practice putting at his office and left. All was calm in 15 minutes or so and baby Heather was in my arms.

Many happy mornings and evenings I shared with my girls and since my divorce in 1996, many more good times have come my way. I started a new job at another engineering firm in December 1996. We are in mainly the agricultural side of engineering - grain elevators, seed companies, grain storage etc. Also, we are involved in many heating, ventilation and air conditioning jobs.

I bought a condo in July 1999, and previously rented at this same location since the summer of 1997. For the past two years, my time has been spent between working, being with Dayna and Heather, and my favorite hobby...music.

It’s really great to be here with all of you.  We are all lucky to have family that likes getting together at this excellent spot and enjoying some summer days!




