Greg PughPRIVATE 


Gregory Charles Pugh, born May 28, 1953.  I was born in Winnipeg, Manitoba and I am the second child to Roger and Joyce Pugh.


I started out my life in Treherne, Manitoba before moving to Thunder Bay at the age of three.  My health was not good growing up.  I had Hemolytic Anemia as a young child and had my spleen out.  I also had Rheumatic fever when I was in grade school and then diagnosed with Hemochromatosis after I got married.


I grew up with a sister that I loved very much.  Gail protected me and nurtured me, both with solving bully problems and taking me to the bar with her.  Not many brothers and sisters had as good of a relationship as Gail and I had.


After graduating from grade 12, I worked at Nesco for three years and then started at Great Lakes Paper Company.  I have been there for twenty-four years, twenty-one as a Class “A” Industrial Millwright.


In 1978, I married Doris Schincariol and have two children, Amanda (eighteen) and Michael (fourteen).


As a growing child I had many fond memories of my Gibson relatives and I would like to tell some stories of my growing up.


A lot of my summer holidays were spent in Manitoba on my Aunt Jean and Uncle Laurent’s farm. One time I was helping spread manure over the field and had gotten the machine jammed.  Having nothing to unplug it, I had to use my bare hands.  When I got back to the house, it was time for dinner.  Just as I walked into the house, Aunt Jean let out a yell and kicked me back outside.  I think I ended up having to eat supper outside.  I must have smelled terrible!


Another time I was driving the farm’s big tractor and I drove a little too close to the tractor that Larry was driving. I ended up knocking the tractor’s cab door off.  I had to go tell Uncle Laurent of what I had done.  I was so scared that I was going to be hit with those big hand of his that I think I almost wet myself.  Uncle Laurent just told me to be more careful and to go back to work.  Years later when I got married, Uncle Laurent asked me if I remembered about the cab incident.  I said I did and apologized again.  He laughed and said that when “that skinny little kid turned around and went back to work, he couldn’t keep himself from laughing.”


When Gail and I were in our early teens, we decided to walk down to the hospital to visit my mom but we had to stop at the train station to go to the washroom.  As we walked in, we passed a guy at the phone booth.  Gail had said that she thought the guy was our cousin Brian, so we went back to the phone and whoever the man was, had left.  Not knowing if it was Brian, I ran home, and to my amazement when I got there, Brian was sitting on the front step.  He had been down East visiting his uncles and aunts and he had used the phone to call our house to see if we were home.


I also spent some time at Uncle Lew’s house when I was sent out to the farm. I will always remember driving Uncle Lew out to the potato field and then picking him back up again.


That same year in Treherne, I hung around with Brian a lot. He had become sick with diabetes, and as a result of this, he lost his sight and had to use a cane. One day, when he didn’t have to be in the hospital, we went for a walk downtown. We decided to go to the “Blue Bird” restaurant and as we walked down the street, Brian started to leave the sidewalk at a driveway so I had to yell at him to stop because he almost ended up almost walking straight into a big sign.


For a short time my Uncle Cecil and Aunt Diane lived in Fort William.  One Christmas, Uncle Cecil, Dad, and I went out to get a tree.  The tree that we ended up coming back with was bigger than the Volkswagen Beetle we were driving in. After we brought it into the house, Uncle Cecil had to cut all of the branches off the back and nail it to the wall.  That year was also the year that Karen was born.


My cousin Barry was a big help to me when Gail died and I didn’t think I could have made it through without him.  Thank you Barry.


It’s hard to sum up in just a few words a lifetime of memories.  With the help of my wife Doris and my two children, I think that my life hasn’t been all that bad.

