


= We parted ways with the Macdonalds in Calgary to pursue our course to

A was wonderful to feel part of it for a few days.

 groundhog, coyote, mosquito, woodchuck and moose encounters.

S August back in Victoria revolved around Deep Cove. The Finlays arrived

Julie’s Aunt Roberta in Saskatchewan. Despite stopping at 2 museums
en route (Spark interactive in Calgary and dinosaurs at Drumheller) we
traversed Alberta in a day and arrived in the lovely town of Outlook SK
in the lingering light at day’s end.

In hindsight, | should have kept a travelogue. It had been over 20 years
since | last drove to the Prairies (for Rob and Katie’s wedding), and a
decade before that when Andrew Stewart, Tim Chan and | left BCin a
beat-up old van after high school graduation. Ghosts of trips past kept
visiting me, even images from slideshows taken by aunts and uncles
before | was born. They all added rich time travel to that 4000 kms.

And then there were the new experiences. Julie’s family and family _
friends took fine care of us. Cousin Esme strolled us over rolling fields to #
the old bridge across the South Saskatchewan. Roberta and “The Girls”,
Margie and Marion, inducted us into new evening card games; Margie
let the kids explore the meandering Keith family house at will (their
declared new dream home). We left Outlook wanting more, then when
we landed on Julie’s godparents’ doorstep in Lumsden, the Goldie clan
involved us in all manner of activities, including sending me off to my
first CFL game. Ken and Karen have a very special life and family, and it

| really should have kept a journal. We tracked down Julie’s old family
cottage on Echo Lake in the Qu’Appelle Valley. A magnificent

thunderstorm gathered above our room at the Hotel Saskatchewan in
Regina. In Grasslands National Park, we accidentally crossed into the US, &
then cooked some Prairie grass on our engine during the world’s worst-

~ executed shortcut. We camped our way home through story-worthy

from Vancouver and established the Summer of the Rainbow Loom. The £
kids set up a literal cottage industry, churning out made-to-order
wallets and iphone holders constructed from woven elastic bands.
Between weaving bracelets and jewelry, the usual happy mishmash of
birthdays, wedding anniversary, minigolf, beachtime and outdoor
movies (complete with one-of-a-kind meteor showers) took place.

The rapid onset of fall saw us at the Saanich and Salt Spring fairs. School
restarted after another few weeks of teachers’ strikes. Jon joined BCFO
as its smallest and youngest member, took up squash, and switched to




Bays United in soccer. Lucy was in full music mode. She was accepted
into the Collegium program at the Victoria Conservatory—which added
orchestra, chamber music and theory to her violin and fiddling—and
also began playing her Grandpa Peter’s old trumpet in band at Central
Middle School. Somehow she found the time to add a modern class to
her current dance schedule. | joined a massive open online course on
American poetry. The whole family took archery lessons on Friday
nights.

With that much going on, it’s not surprising that before anyone knew it,
Christmas had arrived with its spate of concerts, visits and games. We
closed out the year, as we had started it, at the Odd Fellows Hall. Our

kid-friendly party had its largest showing, with about 150 Auld Lang
Syners.

This year’s birthday letter didn’t come easily. | wrote it while a good
friend dealt with the death of his mother and while my oldest uncle’s
health kept him vacillating between his care home and the hospital. In
2014 Ebola, famine and natural disasters coursed through parts of the
world. Wounds inflicted by fanatics and zealots multiplied and festered.
With that, what of this ambling account of my sequestered existence?

That question has dampened writing resolve, and certainly kept me
staring at this conclusion for a few weeks. | don’t have any answer yet,
unless the fact you’re reading this is its own response. Celebrating good
things doesn’t discount trying to deal with life’s challenges. May we all
have moments to remember, for nice reasons, in the coming year!



More photos at

wafflerama.com




