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26,000 Days -Part 2 



We lived a two hour drive 
from the foothills of the 
Rocky Mountains. On Friday 
afternoons, we loaded the 
truck with tents, food and 
several children. We often 
ŎŀƳǇŜŘ ŀǘ ¢ǿƻ hΩŎƭƻŎƪ 
Creek, Ram River falls, and a 
place we called Mud Hole. 

On a hot day the water in 
the North Saskatchewan 
River was ice cold as we 
were just downstream 
from the Columbia Glacier. 
The very refreshing water 
flowed over sloppy clean 
ƳǳŘΦ {ƻƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣΧ 
and us, were rolling and 
slinging mud at each 
other, before rinsing off in 
the river. 

My parents were totally involved 
with making a campfire, boiling 
water for tea and exploring the 
wide open spaces. 

My Dad with our family 
at Lake Louise 

My Mum having a meal with 
us at Ram River campground. 



We were always watching out for wildlife including moose, elk, and an occasional wolf, 
which we could hear at night. Black and grizzly bears were often seen in the foothills.  

Hawks and eagles 
were common, and 
mountain goats and 
sheep were often 
seen high up in the 
mountains. 

My Dad was very observant; 
he was always seeing some 
animal hiding in the bush.  

We have had some close 
encounter with bears, usually in 
the evening or early morning in 
the campgrounds. 



Our good friends and neighbours Betty and Orville decided to  
unofficially adopt Holly, and she is still family. We visited back and 
forth a lot with Betty and Orville. They grew tremendous gardens, 
phoning us one evening to help pick tomatoes before an early frost. 
Picking as fast as we could we filled the back of their pickup with 
boxes. Another time the call came in the night, to help save a calving 
cow with a stuck calf. I was soon helping the vet to do a caesarian on 
the cow; both survived. 

Eileen was always busy with our regular family, lots of animals and a huge garden. 
Cooking, canning and freezing was constant; then we had the other short term foster 
placements, some of which were troubled teens. One 15 year old foster daughter went 
out horse-back riding with Joanne and fell off the horse, breaking bones in both arms.  

She was in casts for weeks; a challenge 
for Eileen to look after.  

Holly was placed 
with us for a while 
as she was ageing 
out of the foster 
care system. 

Betty loved horses and 
usually rode bareback. 



In a farming community there is always lots of 
work to do, and not enough people to do it. When 
L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŀǎ Ψ/ƻƳƳŜǊŎƛŀƭ ¸ŀǊŘ {ŜǊǾƛŎŜǎΩΣ L 
was often asked to help out. Any free time I was 
milking cows, packing silage, driving grain trucks, 
and combining.  Also hay bales needed to be 
stacked before a rain storm. 
Sometimes my small tractor was handy in tight 
areas, as most farm machinery was too big.  

I worked constructing 
various buildings. 
When the farm jobs were 
caught up, the community 
hall needed a new roof, 
and  the cemetery needed 
mowing.  

The years on the acreage were a great learning experience, always 
something new. No two days were alike, both in our activities and 
the weather. We saw beautiful summer days turn into tornadoes 
and cool crisp winter temperatures drop below -40 degrees C. 



 
   

Both Eileen and I 
played some field 
hockey while we were 
in Alberta. I'm not 
sure how or why, but  
I played once in the 
massive McMahon 
Stadium in Calgary. 

A visiting British field hockey 
team, from a private school was 
playing against the Red Deer 
team. We offered to have the 
team, coaches, parents and 
others, over to our acreage for a 
barbeque and to let off some 
steam. 

The organizers provided about 50 steaks and we 
provided the space, cooking, entertainment, and a big 
bonfire. These young people had been traveling for a 
couple of weeks, and they let loose when they arrived 
at our place. A good time was had by all. 

Our property was 5 acres 
with a perimeter of trees 
and the view to the west 
was the Sunset Hills. We 
could see for many miles 
and the setting was good 
for outside parties. 



Roy and Kathleen Philips were distant relatives who 
lived in Camrose, Alberta. We visited back and forth 
several times over the years. Roy was a very 
successful farmer, feedlot operator, seed cleaning 
plant owner, and oil field plant manager; a very 
ƘŀǊŘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƳŀǊǘ ƳŀƴΦ wƻȅΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ [ƛƭƭƛŀƴ ǿŀǎ 
the person who first inspired us to emigrate to 
Canada. 

We always had big farm meals when we 
visited Camrose. Roy would usually take me 
out to check the crops and pop in to a 
couple of Texaco oil well sites to inspect 
some gauges or motors.   

²ƘŜƴ wƻȅΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƻ 
Canada from England in the 
мфолΩǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳƻƴŜȅΣ 
and their first home was a 
modified granary. A tough 
beginning and hard work 
developed a strong character. 



Crazy winter activities. I found a sheet of 
plywood that had been covered in heavy snow; 
the sheet was curled at both ends. I attached a 
length of cable from the plywood to the hitch on 
the back of my truck, then a longer rope with a 
handle to the bumper.  
Off we would go, sledding down the wide snow-
covered road so it felt like water skiing. I could 
get enough swing from side to side, to pull the 
truck sideways in the road.  

We bought some cross-country 
ski equipment would 
sometimes head out across the 
wide open fields and down 
into the Blindman River valley.  

One time, we skied on a 
big lake in the Banff 
National Park. We had 
not realized that warm 
spring water can melt 
ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛŎƪ ƛŎŜ ƛƴ ǇƭŀŎŜǎΣΧ 
ƻƻǇǎΣΧ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŜǎƘ ƭŀȅŜǊ ƻŦ 
snow made the trek 
across the lake very 
interesting. 
 



Cast iron longevity    When we moved to St John 
New Brunswick in 1968 we had no cooking utensils. 
Our first big purchase was a small cast iron frying 
pan. When we moved to Alberta that small pan was 
not big enough for my appetite so we bought a big 
brother pan. Now 50 years later those two pans 
have cooked more than 20,000 meals and we are 
sure the wooden handled turner is the same age.  

When Eileen was about 15 she 
bought a sheepskin coat. That 
coat has been worn for about 55 
years and still looks good. 



We often had ten to twelve people around our dinner 
table; with so many hungry mouths to feed we consumed 
tons of food. One late summer we dug up, cleaned, and 
sorted twenty sacks of potatoes. We packed five gallons of 
shelled out peas into the freezer. Loads of greens, beans 
root crops and soft fruits were frozen or canned for winter. 

We raised dozens of chickens 
from day old chicks. Unlimited 
loads of free grain and other 
feed were converted into eggs 
and meat. Also duck, turkey, 
rabbit, lamb, pork, and beef 
were on the menu.  Cutting and wrapping two whole 

sides of beef or pork on the 
extended kitchen table was a 
challenge. We always had a good 
selection of food stored. We even 
hauled a full deep-freezer on the 
trailer when we moved out to B C. 
We plugged it in every time we 
stopped on the way. 



My brother John and Angela, Stephen and Mel 
visited in 1980.  We spent overnight in Drumheller, 
and in the morning the town had a outdoor 
pancake breakfast. Our visitors had never had 
pancakes, sausages and syrup for breakfast, 
especially sitting in a mall parking lot.  

The same afternoon we were driving the truck 
and camper from Drumheller out to the Rocky 
Mountains. We had to pull off the road because 
a very violent storm with high winds and large 
hail pounded us and destroyed all the farm 
crops in a wide swath. 

Here is John driving 
the working  1939 
McCormick Deering. 
I wish I had painted 
it up a bit before I 
sold it for $100. 



One of the country characters that lived a mile 
south of us was Basil. He lived in an isolated 
house without electricity or any comforts. Only 
once in a while we saw a wisp of smoke from 
the chimney, even when it was 35 below zero. 

Good friends were very important in the 
rural community. Jim and Sue were a lovely 
couple, Sue a retired teacher and Jim 
worked a hard life in grain sales and 
farming. Jim was always busy on the farm, 
driving machinery, feeding and working 
with cattle building fences, etc. The fact 
that he had one arm severed in a farm 
accident, never slowed him down. 

When he walked the 17 
miles into town he was 
so bent over the 
children called him the 
headless man. 

We would pick him up when we had space in the vehicle. The 
greeting was always the same; he looked into the open door with 
Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǎƛŘŜǿŀȅǎΦ άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅŀ Řƻƛƴ .ŀǎƛƭΚέ  Χ άCƛƛƴŀ ǘƘŀƴ 
ŦǊƻƎǎ ƘŀƛǊΦέ ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ǝƭƛƴǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻƭŘ ǘƛǊŜŘ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

Pot luck meals were very 
popular. Events and 
seasonal celebrations were 
attended by many in the 
community with lots of 
food, drink and 
conversation. 



In February 1980 we decided to take a week-long trip 
out to the west coast; we had never been further than 
Golden B.C., which was just across the Alberta border. 
The night before we were to leave the phone rang. It 
was Red Deer Hospital. Joanne, our foster child who 
had moved out of our care about a year before, was 
having a baby. Joanne had asked for Eileen to be with 
her.  

 After the delivery, Eileen headed home in the early 
hours, with little or no rest before we were in the 
car heading west. The morning was very cold with 
deep snow. The following evening we made it to the 
ferry to Vancouver Island. 

The weather 
was warm and 
the grass was 
green. 

It was 40 degrees warmer than when we had left 
home. We took a quick look around the East Coast of 
the island, and into Victoria, and in 2 days and we 
were heading back to Alberta. 



Needless to say we were very impressed 
with what we saw of Vancouver Island. 
We had a great trip and arrived home on 
Sunday afternoon. Sharon was in 2nd 
grade and off to school early Monday 
morning. That evening we had two 
phone calls from the school. In show and 
ǘŜƭƭΣ {ƘŀǊƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άaƻƳ ŀƴŘ 5ŀŘ ƳƛƎƘǘ 
ōŜ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ ./έΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ 
ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǎŜέΚ 

{ƘŀǊƻƴΩǎ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǇǊƛƴŎƛǇŀƭ 
were both interested in our acreage. We had 
paid $15,000 dollars for the place less than 
ten years earlier. The much upgraded 
property was appraised at $100,000, and we 
were soon packing, selling, or giving away 
ƛǘŜƳǎ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ Ƙŀǳƭ ǘƻ ./Φ {ƘŀǊƻƴΩǎ 
teacher would be moving in, in August.  

How many people can sell a property without even putting it up for sale? 
 We had two sets of visitors from England during our preparation to move but we 
were able to get all of the jobs done before we left. 



A part of the process of moving was deciding what to sell, and what to take the 1,200 
kilometers to Vancouver Island. We ditched most of our tattered furniture and packed 
up the best of our household items. 

The Satoh tractor, sweeper and snow blower 
were sold as Commercial Yard Services business. 

That left me with the Massey tractor, heavy 
flail mower, rototiller and more to move. 
I took the tractor and flail to Red Deer station 
and loaded it onto a railway flat bed to be 
picked up in Nanaimo, on Vancouver Island. 
We arranged to store some equipment in a 
shed for pick up later. We bought an old 
homebuilt travel trailer to fill up and pull 
behind the car. My truck and 22 ft trailer 
were loaded way over capacity when we 
pulled out of our driveway to head out west. 



Our close friends and neighbors in the 
Aspelund Community had a farewell party for 
us and we were soon packed and ready to 
leave. 

This picture was taken just before we left 
the homestead, the end of August 1980 

The morning sun rose in a cold clear sky and 
the tomatoes and other vegetables we had left 
in the garden were covered with a thick layer 
of solid ice. Even the gravel roads were like a 
sheet of glass as we headed out to warmer 
weather on the coast. It was time to leave. 
Driving into BC on the Trans Canada Highway, 
the steep grade and curvy, Kicking Horse Pass, 
nearly claimed another victim. The brakes on 
my overloaded truck and trailer failed and 
Sharon and I only just made it over the river 
bridge at high speed, followed by a cloud of 
smoke. That was a close one! 

The Kicking Horse Pass 



We spend two nights on the road 
finding motels that would let us plug in 
our fully loaded 27 cubic ft deep freeze. 
After pulling our heavy loads off the 
ferry in Nanaimo we headed up-island. 

We had booked a few weeks stay at 
a small seaside cabin at the south 
end of Parksville. After the first 
sunrise and walking along the beach 
at Craig Bay, we knew that we had 
made the right move. Is was easy to 
keep Sharon and Dan amused with 
parks, beaches and forests to 
explore. 
 Within a couple of days Eileen and I were taking turns 

going into real estate offices looking for a place to live. 
In a very short time, we found a fixer-upper home, on 
5 acres of land in the community of Errington. This was 
about 4 kilometres inland from the coast. 
 



The large 2 storey home had living room, kitchen, 
dining area, 3 bedrooms and a big deck upstairs, and 
a full suite and several rooms downstairs. The 
previous owner had a lot of cats, and mentioned that 
there could be a few fleas to watch out for. There 
were lots of fleas waiting for us; we had to get the 
place fumigated as we were moving in.  

The day we took possession the owners had not 
moved everything out, in the downstairs suite there 
was a big pile of blankets and cloths. After we had 
looked through all the rooms we walked back into the 
suite and notices the blankets were moving. One of the 
ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƘŀŘ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
realise the others had moved out.  

During the next ten 
years, we did a lot of 
work on the property, 
including a completely 
new roof.  



Less than a month after we moved in to the house on 
McKibben Rd, we bought another 5 acre lot close to 
Englishman River Falls. The development was having 
some financial troubles and the land was going 
cheap. Soon I had some large trees felled and cut up 
into lumber. I bought a cement mixer for the back of 
my tractor and in my spare time I was shoveling sand 
and gravel, pouring concrete footings, and building a 
septic tank on the Englishman River Road property. 
 

I built a cottage, including the wiring and 
plumbing, and also finished off this cabin, 
which I had moved onto the property. 



The Englishman River carried the cool fresh water 
from the mountains the short distance to the sea. In 
the summer time it was the community meeting 
place, to hang-out and swim in the crystal clear water. 
People took food, blankets, and sometimes a guitar, 
and spent the day down the river. 
The children loved the water and were soon good 
swimmers. The only shock was when we first went 
down the steep pathway, that almost everyone on the 
river bank, was totally nude. We soon joined the trend 
and after a while, it was no big hairy deal. 

One young lady was 
swimming in the river 
9 months pregnant. 
In a couple of days 
she was back down 
there with her new 
born baby. Her baby 
boy is about 38 years 
old now. 



Errington was a very eclectic community, with some 
people living in nice big homes and others camped 
out in shacks in the bush.  The old community hall was 
always busy with many activities from pre-school, 
yoga, basketball, to parties and dances. Even before 
we moved in to our place I volunteered at a work-bee 
lining the ceiling of the old fire hall with cedar boards. 

Volunteering was a good way of getting to meet 
people. I joined The Errington Fire Dept. and 
was soon in training with drills and practice 
scenarios. Driving fire trucks, pump operation, 
hose work, ladders, air packs, highline rescues, 
haz-mat, and first aid were all in the basic 
training. 

I was on the department and the board of 
directors for more than 15 years. My interest in 
fire fighting would take me in a direction that I 
would have never imagined after helping to fight 
a fire in a small attic room, with heavy hoses and 
air-packs crammed into the tiny space. 

Community Hall 

Errington  Fire hall 



Sharon and Dan started Errington Elementary School 
in September, they settled in quickly and soon 
became involved in after school activities. 

The neighbors had young 
children and there were 
always people over at our 
place and playing in the 
yard. 
I moved in a chicken house, 
and we had rabbits as well 
as our dogs and a cat. 



Tundra and Buffy came out with us from 
Alberta. Tundra and Lady, a dog we got after 
our move, lived for more than 16 years. We 
had other pets including our dog Sparky and a 
crazy cross-eyed black cat.  

Trina was our 
last very smart 
and loving  
canine buddy. 

Trina 

Tundra 

Lady 

Misty 



Eileen kept busy after we moved onto McKibben 
Rd. Soon she was working for homemakers, then 
worked part time at a group home in Parksville. 
Later she was employed as program director in 
the Training Education Center (TEC) for adults with  
special needs. This involved cooking, woodwork, 
recycling and a host of other projects. 

After a great deal of fundraising a group of about 
18 TEC people flew down to Disneyland in 
California for a few days. They had a good time 
and some of the individuals still remember the 
trip. 

Another career change was as an independent 
support worker before getting a Ministry of 
Social Services position in family support. She 
covered a large area, and took regular trips 
over to Lasqueti Island to help families cope 
with difficult situations. 

Lasqueti ferry 



 During the next years we did a lot of traveling. One trip 
the four of us went down the coast to San Francisco, Los 
Angeles, Disneyland, San Diego, up to the Grand Canyon 
ŀƴŘ [ƻǎ ±ŜƎŀǎΦ ²Ŝ ǿŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ 9ƛƭŜŜƴΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ /ƘǊƛǎ ŀƴŘ 
Derek to Jamaica and Barbados in 1987.   
 

Eileen, Sharon, and Dan 
went to England in 1984. 

We also went several 
times to the Hawaiian 
Islands. Our first Cruise 
was to the Caribbean. 
Cancun Mexico was our 
destination in 1991. 



In 1986 we took Sharon and Danie to Florida, 
and met up with my brother John and wife 
Angela. We visited Disneyworld, Epcot Center, 
Kennedy Space Center, Fort Lauderdale, Miami, 
and Key West. 


