Family History

Written by Lorraine Chappell
(William Richards, Catherine Thomas, Anna Rees)
I am putting proper names beside relationships – only because I have some old letters referring to aunts and uncles etc., and I don’t know which side of the family is being written about – or even which family.
I will start from my mother’s side with my Welsh great-grandfather, William Richards, born 1846, died 1926.  He married Catherine Thomas, born 1851, died 1884.  Catherine Thomas came from a poor farming family and was adopted by a prosperous childless couple who had a farm beside St. Donat’s castle.  When they died they left the farm to her.  After marrying young she had eight children in about twelve years and then died in childbirth.  One child died after being thrown off a horse.  Another young child was taken to the water by a neighbour’s mentally challenged son and both drowned.  When Catherine Thomas died, the lady of the castle took the children into the castle for a few days.  My grandmother Alla’s sister Annie told her children the story and said she remembered the rocking horse at the castle.  While at the castle the lady tried to teach my grandmother (Alla) to cook, as she was the oldest girl – 12 years old.  There were six children left in the family – my grandmother Mary Alice, called Alla, and Annie, Watkin, twins Mabel and Blanche, and Katy.  My great-grandfather (William Richards) married a second time to Anna Rees.  There were two children – a girl named Enid and a boy named Eddie.  Eddie was a sailor who traveled the world.  He would turn up occasionally in Vancouver and visited my grandmother (Alla), who was his half-sister, and he also visited my Uncle Stuart’s place – Uncle Stuart was Alla’s son and he had a small farm next to my grandmother.  I can remember lots of laughter from Eddie’s stories.  On one trip he brought tea sets from Japan.  My mother (Maud) received a set.  In later years on a visit to Vancouver I was looking at the set and Mom told me she had poured hot tea into some of the cups and they cracked.  When we cleaned out my mother’s apartment I took what was left of the set and there were only three cups.  I am sure there were six originally.  About mid-age Eddie left the sea, married (wife Ali) and lived about a mile away from my grandmother (Alla) in Richmond, BC (originally called Lulu Island).
(William Richards, Anna Rees, Edward Thomas, Margaret David)
My other Welsh great-grandparents were Evan Thomas and Mary Anna Jones.  I know very little about them.  My cousin in Wales, Gwladys Evans, and her husband Jim, took Cliff and me to the house where the family had lived.  It was a tearoom at that time.  I remember it was fairly close to the Golden Mile Highway.  That was where the Celts had to lay a mile of gold coins after being defeated by the Saxons.  Catherine recently wrote that the tearoom is named “Golden Mile.”  My mother (Maud) did tell me that Evan Thomas and Mary Anna Jones had two sons who left Wales together to go to New York.  They were never heard from again despite efforts to locate them.

My grandfather, Edward Thomas (1860-1925) married Margaret David.  They had six children – Tom, Eber, Elizabeth, Susie, Mary, Rose.  All the girls but Mary had “Anna” for a second name.  Margaret David was buried in St. Mary Hill cemetery, Wales.  When Cliff and I visited with Gwladys and Jim, they took us to St. Mary Hill cemetery.  Gwladys thought Edward Thomas was buried there.  But I was sure he was buried in a cemetery in Burnaby, B.C.  Grandmother “Alla” was buried with him, as well as their son Cyril – and Auntie Myra and Uncle Stuart’s twin girls who died at birth.  Cyril had died a few months before the twins were born – the grave was opened and the twins put in with him.
(William Richards, Edward Thomas, Mary Alice “Alla”)
My grandfather (Edward) then married my grandmother (Alla).  They were cousins.  She was 22 years old, had helped raise her siblings, and he was 36 years old and had six children.  Edward and Alla had seven children in Wales and then Dorothy born in Vancouver.  Their children were Stuart, David, Maud, Gwladys, Irene, Brynby, Cyril, and Dorothy.  There were many red-haired and freckled children in the family – next generation as well.  My grandfather (Edward) came to Canada in 1906.   He brought with him his son Tom from his first family and son’s friend Edgar Evans.  He left Wales one step ahead of the bailiff who was coming to his farm to take any machinery or cows because he had gambling debts he could not pay.  The neighbours knew this was going to happen and each took some equipment and cows.  The grandfather of my cousin, Catherine Thomas, was one of the men trying to help my grandmother (Alla).  The bailiff did come but there was nothing to take.  The friends returned what they hid but I expect there was little there.  My grandmother and all the children but Tom stayed in Wales for five years before my grandfather (Edward) could send for them.  He sent his son, Tom, and Edgar Evans to help the family make the move to Canada.  At that time they were living on Dimlands Road in Llantwit Major.  My mother talked about Bridgend many times but I don’t know if they lived there, but she did say that at some time they had lived inside the walls at St. Donat’s castle.

Outside the castle walls at the back of the castle there is an Anglican Church.  Mom (Maud) said she could remember four or five of the children being christened there.  Amongst the graves there is an ancient cross.  Most of these crosses were destroyed by Oliver Cromwell in the 17th century.  He left this cross there because he was able to stable his horses in the castle.  The ancient cross stands approximately five to six feet tall.  

(William Richards, Mary Alice “Alla”)
Mom (Maud) several times mentioned about the gypsies who came from Europe – probably central Europe.  They came in caravans and sold onions and sharpened knives.  They also repaired pots and pans and would bang on a pan to let people know they were there.  But they were not liked as it was said they would steal anything, including horses and children.  Life is not much different today for the gypsies in Europe – they are still disliked.
I can’t imagine how my grandmother (Alla) managed for five years with a large family at home.  I was small when we visited her but later in life when I thought about her she was always talking about her brother, Watkin, and often mentioned receiving letters from him.  They were farm people and I have the feeling he must have helped my grandmother.  When my grandfather (Edward) came to Canada my mother said he spent two years in Winnipeg – but hated the cold winters.  Then came the move.  My mother told me the story so many times I think I must have been there in spirit.  The date – March 1911.  First they were to leave on a certain day, then they got word they had to be on the boat a day earlier.  They had to go by train to Swansea.  The whole village turned out at the train station to say goodbye.  Not only was this big family leaving but the children of the first family were young adults and had friends who wanted and did leave with them, and they had family and friends at the station as well.  People were crying, gifts were given, an emotional time.  My grandmother’s father (Wm Richards) couldn’t stand this loss of family and didn’t go to the train station – instead he went to his bed.  My grandmother’s sister, Katy, had planned to come with the family to help with the move to Canada, but she took sick close to the departure date so her sister Mabel came instead.  My mother’s sister Gwladys did not come with the family as she was attending the school for the deaf in Swansea.  Then she couldn’t come because of World War I.  She came to Canada in 1919.  I don’t know if anyone accompanied her.  She had spinal meningitis at age two which left her deaf, so she was taught to sign on her hands.  She had use of her vocal cords and would say “damn” quickly enough and “Mum” – she could easily have been taught to speak.  She could also lip-read extremely well.  When the grandchildren visited Grandma (Alla) and Gwladys was there we would be put on her lap and taught how to sign the alphabet so all the relatives could speak to her.
Back to the departure.  My mother (Maud) told me her mother (Alla) got on the boat, got seasick and stayed in her bunk most of the time.  I guess the older ones looked after the younger ones.  When the family came through the port of Halifax, there was a problem of entering Canada because of Irene’s mental condition.  The problem was solved when Edgar Evans sponsored her.  They boarded a train in Halifax.  Mom said there was a stove in the coach.  I don’t know where they all slept.  At some of the stops someone would get off and run and buy some food.  They traveled through to Vancouver.  My grandfather (Edward) by then had a job as the bridge tender – meaning he would open a span of the bridge when a tug or boat was going up or down the Fraser river.  He did this on two bridges – one on the Marpole-Sea Island bridge and the other the Sea Island-Lulu Island bridge.  When I was a child we lived fairly close to the Fraser River and could hear the boats toot for the span to be opened – at that time my grandfather was no longer alive.  I guess on occasion my grandfather had imbibed a little too much and fell into the river when he opened the span, but the tugboat captain would rescue him.  Of course, I don’t know how often this happened – perhaps each generation adds a little to the story.
(William Richards, Mary Alice “Alla” – Farm life)
When my grandfather (Edward) met the family at the train station and took them home, according to my mother, my grandmother said “This is what you brought me to?”  It was a small house, surrounded by mud, at the edge of the Fraser River on Sea Island.  In June 2004 in Wales, when Catherine and Rhys drove me and granddaughters Julie and Laura around and showed us two good-sized houses in Wales where my grandmother and children had lived, I’m not surprised at her remark when comparing the homes.  But I don’t imagine my grandfather owned the houses in Wales and probably not the one on Sea Island.  My grandmother made only one trip back to Wales.  My mother (Maud) and her second husband, Tom Smith, took a trip to Wales and took her with them.  I don’t know when my grandparents left the house by the river but my memory is of my grandmother, a widow, living on #1 Road on Lulu Island on a 20-acre farm – now a housing subdivision.  Grandma’s son-in-law Sam – Dorothy’s husband – worked the farm.  I remember the threshing crew coming to cut the hay and getting it to the loft in the barn.. Grandma, Dorothy, Mom (Maud), sometimes Gwladys, would prepare a big hot meal at noontime for the crew of about twenty men.  In the kitchen of that old farmhouse there was a big table.  Mom told me that when the family were all home there were at least sixteen or more for dinner every night.  Grandma cooked a roast every day and grandfather stood at the end of the table and carved the meat.  Grandma had a Chinese man come and do the wash – that would be done by hand using a washboard.  In those days the Chinese men braided their hair into one pigtail – this was actually against the law to wear the long braid.  On the head they wore a hat – head-shaped and no brim and the pigtail pulled up underneath.  Mom said the boys liked to tease him and would push his hat off and the pigtail would fall down his back.  Of course, he got after them in Chinese.
When Grandma made Welsh cakes she stood at the end of the table – there was a big sack of flour on the floor, leaning against the leg of the table.  She used an old teacup – with the handle broken off and scooped the flour with that.  I never saw her use a recipe or a measuring cup.  The cream she just poured into the bowl and anything else was measured in her hand.  She had an old wood stove and she would let the fire die down, wiped the stove top and then cook the Welsh cakes there.
There were quite a few milking cows kept at the farm and one horse named Lassie.  Sometimes three or four grandchildren would be put up on the horse and someone would take the rein and walk the horse for awhile.  Grandma used to send me to collect eggs – she had Rhode Island Red chickens.  The chickens were allowed run freely so often the eggs had a little different taste.  Sometimes there would be a chicken or two on their nest and would squawk, flap their wings and threaten me with their beaks and scared me to death.  Daughter Pat had a worse experience trying to collect the eggs.  The chickens really attacked her – it was a bad experience.  Grandma also churned butter.  Once in a while she would put me to push and pull the handle on the churn – a very tiring job.  She also made cheese occasionally.  Cliff made some small round boxes for her to set the cheese in – so he got extra cheese for that – to his delight.  

There were some ditches alongside the roads on Lulu Island.  There were many foggy days and nights in Vancouver, Sea Island and Lulu Island.  I remember a few times that the fog was so dense my father actually walked ahead of the car while my mother drove – there was the concern of going into the ditch.  This was coming from my grandmother’s to our home in Marpole.  In the ditch in front of Grandma’s house there were lots of blackberry vines.  We used to pick the blackberries – Mom, Audrey and myself – then go to the orchard and pick apples – off the trees and usually lots of them that had fallen to the ground.  We’d take the fruit home and make jelly.  Grandma (Alla) sometimes served apple pie and we would pour the thick cream on top – the cream was so thick that most of it stayed on the top of the pie – delicious.  My mother (Maud) said the Fraser River used to freeze over when they first came to Canada.  I never saw the river frozen but I did see Lost Lagoon, in Stanley Park, frozen.  In fact, Cliff skated on it.

A bit of information in a letter from my cousin, Florence, and given to her by my Auntie Gwladys, was that Edward and Mary Alice (Alla) – my grandparents were cousins.  I am unable to go back far enough to make the connections.  Also, my grandmother’s sister, Katy, was married to Micha Thomas, and he was a cousin of Edward – my grandfather.  Again – unable to check.
My mother (Maud) and her second husband, Tom Smith, were distant cousins.

(William Richards, Edward & “Alla’s” children)

Now the family of Edward Thomas and Mary Alice Richards.  
Stuart (Myra) was in World War I and was hit with shrapnel in the heel.  There were no wonder drugs then.  Gangrene set in and the doctors had to amputate – but the gangrene kept coming back until finally his whole leg was amputated.  He was in a hospital in England for a long time.  Because the amputation was so high it was very difficult for him to wear an artificial leg.  He had to have a harness contraption over both shoulders and around his waist.  But he managed a little farming – had a small farm next to his mother’s (Alla) farm.  There were sheep and chickens and I remember getting gooseberries and plums from him.  Auntie Myra was from the Rhonda Valley, S. Wales.
David (“Vina” Savina) was a hunter.  One day Mom (Maud) and I were visiting Grandma (Alla) and Uncle Dave came in for a very short time and had a cup of tea with us.  He had been hunting ducks at the dyke and he had a retriever dog.  He had put the dog in the trunk of the car while he had the quick cup of tea.  When he went back to the car the dog had chewed some electrical wiring in the trunk and the car wouldn’t start.  I remember Grandma and Mom chuckling – Uncle Dave was not amused.  Vina lived to be 103 years old.  Auntie Vina’s father was born in Watertown, NY and married in Nanaimo, BC.  I wonder what brought him to another country and across the continent?
Gwladys (“Willy” Hill), the deaf child.  She married a man who had been in a mine explosion and had lost part of an arm.  He also had a speech impairment and there were words he could not pronounce – like Lorraine.  They had a small farm in Edson, near Edmonton, and one evening Auntie Gwladys slipped on the ice going around the corner of the barn and hit the side of her head.  This eventually caused night blindness, then gradually total blindness.  Later in life Willy had dementia but Gwladys looked after him and kept him clean and fed, despite being deaf and blind.  Some time after he died she went to a care-home.  And, eventually her sister Dorothy came to live at the same home.  Going through life Gwladys and Willy would sign some financial deals – then find some things weren’t right and they would come to my mother (Maud) to get straightened out.  After Willy died my mother worried so much about Gwladys and who was going to look after her.  Well, my mother died first – and I know Florence and Ken were very good to Gwladys – she then went into the home and was well taken care of and was one hundred years old when she died in 2002.  

Evan Brynly was a very slight short person (like so many of the Welsh people).  Lived with my grandmother (Alla) and helped at the farm.  When Grandma died he lived in a home somewhere in the Fraser Valley where he was well cared for and free to come and go as he pleased.  He never married.  

Cyril – red hair, freckle face, lots of fun.  One time when there was snow on the ground he jumped from a roof of a shed or barn into the snow but there was a stump barely covered with snow and he smashed his hip.  He was in bed for about two years in that little house by the river in what seemed to be a glassed-in room on the roadside of the house.  Because of his outgoing nature he made friends with so many people going by.  He eventually walked with a terrible limp.  He went duck hunting on the dyke – got wet and cold, then pneumonia and died a young man.  
Irene – was a mentally handicapped person.  My mother’s story about her is that while still in Wales, Grandma (Alla) left her, a baby, with someone else and she fell out of the carriage and hit her head.  Grandma claimed she was never the same after that incident.  When Irene was younger she would wash dishes and do small chores but when I saw her she was either in a chair or in bed.  She did not talk although she could make sounds.  She died at age fifty-seven.
Maud (Arthur – 2nd sp. Thomas) I will write about my mother and my father (Arthur) on a separate page.

Dorothy (Sam) They lived on a small farm about a mile from my grandmother’s farm on Lulu Island.  They had milking cows.  The farm was too small and land too expensive so they moved to Pemberton, BC.  I remember they moved by barge up the coast – I guess the railway wasn’t built then.  In Pemberton they grew certified seed potatoes.  Some time after Sam died Dorothy moved into the same building where Gwladys was in Vancouver – which would be great company for Gwladys as the two sisters could use the sign language – at that point Gwladys was blind so you had to use one hand and make the signs on one of her hands.  Although Dorothy was the youngest in the family Gwladys outlived her by a few years.  When Dorothy was in her late teens she played lacrosse.  She had a short, stocky build but was in good physical condition from doing outdoor farm work.  Any push, shove or wack she received she could give back.

Eddie (story from cousin Raymond) Alla’s half-brother Eddie Richards was at sea for years but settled finally in Richmond, BC.  He applied for his old age pension but had to produce his birth certificate.  He sent to Wales to get the birth certificate and when he received it was surprised to find “illegitimate” on it.  He showed it to my Uncle Dave, Raymond’s father, and Eddie himself laughed about it.  What were Eddie’s thoughts about his father?  Wonder if his sister, Enid, had the same?
(Mary Alice “Alla’s” Richard’s siblings)

Watkin was a successful and well-regarded farmer.  “Alla” used to receive paper clippings which usually contained his name.  My cousin, Raymond, and his wife Mary visited with Watkin in 1968 and said he was a charming person with mannerisms similar to those of “Alla.”  At some time Watkin’s son, William, had taken over the financial affairs of the farm.  When it was time for Watkin to retire it came to light that all the fixed assets of the farm had been mortgaged to the hilt by William who used to “ride with the hounds.”  Watkin was penniless and lived in a government home.
Blanche – never came to Canada.  Never married.

Katy – never came to Canada.  Her name was Katy not Catherine.

Mabel accompanied Grandma (Alla) and family to Vancouver.  I don’t know why or when she moved to Victoria.  She married a widower, David Morrison Rough, who had one son, Kenneth Morrison Rough.  Kenneth’s mother died when he was two years old and then he lived in an orphanage until he was six or seven when his Dad married Mabel Richards who was the matron of the orphanage.  Then his Dad died when Ken was seventeen years old and Mabel died when he was twenty-three years old.  Ken joined the services in World War II and was stationed in London, England.  Florence, Auntie Myra and Uncle Stuart’s daughter, also joined the services and was stationed in London, England.  Of course, Flo and Ken had always known each other – and were married in London in 1944.

Annie married Garfield Morgan who had a men’s clothing store in the Rhonda Valley, S. Wales.  There was a miner’s strike which lasted a long time and the clothing store went bankrupt.  In 1911 Garfield sold everything he had and headed for America.  They got to Philadelphia where there was a friend – but no work and no money.  “Alla” sent enough money for them to get train tickets to Vancouver.  Where Alla found the money I cannot guess – she had only just arrived in Canada herself with a large family.  She sent only enough money for the tickets but none for food.Garfield was overseas a short time in World War I.  After the war he was Quartermaster Sergeant procuring food and supplies for the Army Hospital at Qualicum Beach.  Auntie Annie opened a small tearoom at Qualicum Beach and then they built the Morgan Hotel.  I thought it was beautiful.  A small hotel, right by the water and a beautiful flower garden from the hotel to the beach.  The cooks were always Chinese men and there were family stories about Uncle Garfield being very upset with the cooks and Auntie Annie trying to keep the peace in the kitchen.  Uncle Garfield was not a patient man.  Auntie Annie and Uncle Garfield had three children of their own and another child lived with them.  His name was Glynn.  He was mentally handicapped as well as “deaf and dumb” – a term used in those days.  I remember he used to putter in the gardens – had a nice face with a beautiful smile.  He did attend the school for the deaf in Vancouver but some time later had to be put in an institution.  My mother (Maud) did visit him there.

(Edward Thomas and Margaret David)

“Tom” Thomas (sp. Maud Trigg) the son who accompanied Edward Thomas to Canada.  I met him once or twice.  He came to visit my mother (Maud) when we lived at 8695 Marine Dr. in Vancouver.  He had two sons.

Eber (sp. Mae Branscombe) Eber lost part of an arm in a sawmill accident.  He married later in life.  His wife had been married three times before she married him (and had three daughters, one named Stella) – which was a subject talked about amongst the relatives.  He often visited my mother when she lived in a suite on the West Boulevard in Vancouver.  Eber and Mom (Maud) were very much alike in facial features even though they were half brother and half sister.

Elizabeth (sp. Alexander McKenzie) They lived in Prince Rupert, BC, and owned a furniture store.  For many years she was Aunt Lizzie but one day she said we had to call her Aunt Elizabeth.  They had two children.  Hugh, who died young – in his late thirties I believe.  He never married.  And a daughter Elsbeth whose husband died very young.  They had two children.

Mary (1st sp. Tony Kellmer, 2nd sp. Warren Reeder) lived in Seattle.  She had two children from her first marriage.  Herbert, married but died relatively young, and Bea.  Bea married Barney Akers.  They used to come to Vancouver for family weddings or funerals.  Barney and my husband, Cliff, always got together and tried to figure out how they were related to each person there – but I don’t think they could even figure out how they were related to each other.
“Susie” Susanna – lived in Seattle.  I remember the family visiting her once in her house there.  I don’t think there was much communication between my mother and Susie.

Rose (sp. Paul Cote) lived in Kerrisdale (Vancouver) just a block from where Cliff and I lived in a duplex owned by my mother.  She dropped in often to see us and the children.  Paul Cote was an official at the cannery in Steveston, BC, and we were told he invented many of the machines that were in use at the cannery at that time.  Paul and a friend came from the Chicago area to go to the gold rush in the Yukon.  He talked about that time of his life quite often.  He mentioned paying 25¢ for a full meal in a restaurant in Seattle.  He and his friend had bought their supplies in the East.  When they got to the Yukon and had to hike over a mountain the friend opened his shoebox and found he had two left hiking boots.  Rose and Paul had two children – Pauline and Paul.  Auntie Rose and Uncle Paul eloped to get married.  My grandfather did not approve of them getting married – I can only guess that it might have been because Uncle Paul was Roman Catholic.  Before they had children they had an agreement that any sons would be brought up Roman Catholic and any girls Protestant.  Auntie Rose told me about a “chevarie” – something unknown to me until that time.  When a couple married and spent their first night together, neighbours and friends would arrive later in the evening and make loud noises, bang on pans and knock on the door to make the couple get out of bed.  That happened to Auntie Rose and Uncle Paul the night they were married when they went to a house in Terra Nova.  I don’t know if the area in Lulu Island, now Richmond, is still called Terra Nova.  It was along the River Road but west of #1 Road.  I seem to remember a small, very old cannery there.
(Pendry Family)

My English great-grandparents – George Boreham (1830-1897) worked in the postal service in London.  He gave that up to supervise the estate of Mrs. William Arthur Tooke of Pinner Hill.  He married Eliza White (1828-1897).  There were five children – Jane, George, Harry, Emma Ann and William.

My other great-grandparents were George Pendry (1825-1906) married Jane Ensby (1822-1899).  George Pendry took charge of the farming of the estate of Col. And Mrs. Wey, Denham Court.  He married Mrs. Wey’s personal maid – Jane Ensby.  There were five children – James Ensby, Annie, Emma, George James, and Hannah.

My grandfather, George James Pendry was born at Langley Marish, county of Bucks, 1864.  George James married Emma Ann Boreham in 1889 and took over Pinner Wood Farm from his parents.  He then acquired Dear’s Farm in 1901.  Emma Ann died in 1940 and George James in 1939.  At that time they had sold Dear’s Farm because of the Germans bombing England, and especially around London.  It was sold at a give-away price and a lot of possessions sold or given away.  
They had ten eleven children – Jane, George, Florence, Arthur, Charlie, Herbert, William, Jack, Evelyn and Connie.  I don’t know the name or what happened to the eleventh child.  Charles was killed in WWI.  He had come to Canada to join my father (Arthur) but very soon war was declared and he returned to England.  Two weeks after being shipped to France he was killed – 21 years old – at the battle of Vimy Ridge.

At the house at Dear’s Farm my father said there was the date of 1681 on the chimney.  That home was demolished.
When I was young I used to write to those grandparents although never met them.  At Christmas there was always a big box from them with gifts for all of us – and always included was a lovely English wool scarf each for Audrey and myself.  I had those scarves when we lived in Winnipeg and they were put to good use in the cold winters there.  In 1938 when war was imminent my father (Arthur) took a trip to England to see his parents.  He went by bus to New York (from Vancouver) and the last night on the bus someone picked his pocket.  He wired the bank in Kerrisdale (Vancouver) but didn’t advise my mother.  She happened to go to the bank and the manager asked her about the theft – much to her surprise.

My father (Arthur) came to Canada in 1912 and worked at the railway for a short time.  He traveled with an organ master who was going to Creston, BC.  He stayed there a very short time.  He then worked at the Smelter Plant at Trail, BC, and he talked about an excessive electrical shock he received there.  He then moved to Vancouver and met my mother (Maud) there.  They were married December 29, 1920.  My mother (Maud) was a seamstress – sewing dresses and coats and other wear for the well-to-do of Vancouver.  My father started work at Eburne Sawmills at 60¢ per hour.  Eventually he was in charge of the wood and sawdust delivery system at the mill.  The sawdust was the fuel used in kitchen stoves and furnaces in a basement.  There were big hoppers attached, filled with sawdust which fed into stove and furnace.  It required big storage space in the basement.  The drivers of the delivery trucks at that time were Sikhs and at Christmas time they would come to the door with a box of dried fruit, including lichee nuts, sent from India.  In 1930, depression years, my father (Arthur) opened, along with a partner, a lumber yard in Kerrisdale, named Pendry McKenzie Lumber Ltd.  At that time they had their own home at 71st Avenue and Marine Drive in Marpole, a section of Vancouver, and there was my sister, Audrey, and myself.
My parent, Arthur and Maud, were hard workers – he put in many hours at the lumber yard and also brought paperwork home to do in the evenings.  As well as housework and cooking my mother did a lot of outside work including the flower beds and vegetable garden.  And I often heard her sewing in the evening making clothes for Audrey and myself.  They were also great church workers, both holding positions there.  We attended the Anglican Church at 71st Avenue and Hudson St.  When my father made his trip to England in 1937 he made arrangements to have a lectern to be sent to Vancouver for the church.  It had the shape of an eagle – and was beautiful – it was dedicated to him after his death.  My father was a member of the Oddfellows Organization for many years.  My mother belonged to the Rebekah Lodge – she joined at seventeen she told me and was a member until she died – the oldest living member for many years.

Audrey and I took piano lessons for years.  At the house on Marine Drive we had a beautiful grand piano.  When that house was sold and the bungalow built in 1942 in Kerrisdale there was no room for a large piano.  Mom bought an upright grand piano – Audrey still has that piano in San Diego.

Cliff and I were married in 1942.  As well as a bungalow Mom and Dad built two duplexes (four units) for rental – which was to be some of their retirement income.  Unfortunately, my father had cancer and died and the age of 48 years in 1944.  In 1947 my mother married a third cousin, Tom Smith, and they were married for twenty years.  My mother died in 1978 – three days short of her 80th birthday, and buried beside her first husband, Arthur, in a cemetery in Burnaby.

I went to David Lloyd George elementary school, then Point Grey Junior High School, then Magee High School, then a Commercial School at Broadway and Granville St.  I was hired to work and the YMCA in Vancouver.  Audrey followed the same path.

(Cliff and Lorraine and Pat and Bill)

I met Cliff in January 1940.  I had just turned 17 years old and was in my last year of high school.  Cliff was attending aviation school and then was hired by Trans Canada Airlines on April 1, 1940, starting at $60.00 a month.  My mother said we couldn’t get married until Cliff was making $125.00 a month.  He got a small raise every six months and finally on August 1st of 1942 he reached the $125.00 and we were married on August 7th.  The $125.00 a month was difficult to live on even in those days – although we had subsidized housing – living in the duplex that my parents owned.  World War II had started and Cliff tried to join the Air Force but was not accepted because of his eyesight.  He was about to join the Army but all personnel were frozen at their jobs at TCA as the airline was involved in transporting goods overseas.  However, he was sent for one month of Army training at Vernon, BC.
Daughter Patricia was born in June 1947 and son William in 1953.  By 1955 finally we were able to buy our first and only house in Vancouver.  We did the groundwork ourselves – Cliff hauled wheelbarrow loads of soil and I raked it level – back and front and we seeded it.  We were in the house for six months – and the grass seed had sprouted and Cliff was transferred to Winnipeg.  We bought a new house again but paid to have the lawn done.  The winters in Winneipeg were a shock to me after rainy Vancouver winters.  I missed the mountains and relatives and friends.  We were in Winnipeg for five and a half years then in 1961 Cliff was transferred to Dorval, Quebec.  He retired there at the end of 1977 and was Manager of Planning and Economics.  Cliff always enjoyed being a mechanic and working on the planes.  Of course, to get more salary you have to go up the ladder – which he did, but I always felt his most satisfying time was in Vancouver physically working on the engines of the aircraft.  He always had a workshop.  With each move it was disassembled and put back together at the new place.  It didn’t get much use in his last few years.  He was very good and enjoyed doing repair jobs, making shelves and wood crafts – and was a meticulous worker – no half jobs for him.
Before being married I worked in the office at the YMCA in Vancouver but stopped working when I got married because Cliff was working shift work – three shifts, weekends as well.  But the “Y” would call once in a while and I would do short-time jobs.  When we lived in Beaconsfield I went to work in 1970 for Avon Canada in the office.  I enjoyed it thoroughly but left in 1977 when Cliff retired.  In 1980 I saw a cottage at Parlee Beach and I had the money that Mom had left me so I bought it.  In the winter of ’78-’80 we rented a mobile home in Desert Hot Springs, CA.  After we were home in Beaconsfield, Que, we got a phone call about a mobile home in the Park that was for sale – so we bought that.  So we are retired with a house in Quibec, a cottage in New Brunswick and a mobile home in California.  Being “do-it-yourselfers” we went to each place and did the necessary cleaning and repairs.  In 1983 we sold the house in Beaconsfield.  We also did some renovations at the cottage and lived six months at the cottage and six months at the mobile home.  By 1993 I had had enough of moving my kitchen every six months so we sold the mobile home.  We bought a new condo in Moncton but we stayed longer and longer at the cottage – even when Cliff was very sick and needed cancer treatments.  I sold the condo in 2001 – very close to the time when Cliff died – May 30, 2001, age 83 years.  We had been married for 58 years, 10 months.
Daughter Pat started elementary school in Vancouver, then continued elementary in Winnipeg.  When we moved to Beaconsfield, Que, the principal of the high school wanted to put her back one year because she was behind in French but I asked that he let her try the rest of the year – which was at that time early in February and in June she had the highest marks in the class.  After high school she went to Mt. Allison University in Sackville, NB.  There she met Rick.  She graduated in May 1968 and they were married in August 1968.  They have three children – Craig, a graduate with a civil engineering degree from Queen’s University in Kingston, ON.  He is married to Christie Longhurst and they live in Toronto.  Julie, a graduate from Queen’s University also, with a degree in environmental engineering.  She worked for several years in Vancouver then packed her backsack and started traveling.  First to Australia and New Zealand, a short stint working in China, then England, Iceland, India, and all over Europe.  At present her plans are to return to Vancouver as she has been accepted at the University of BC to get her law degree.  Laura, a graduate of Dalhousie University in Halifax, NS, with a degree in Health Sciences.  Her first position was working in the Dominican Republic, speaking Spanish, for about nine months.  Her next stop was working in Lima, Peru – again speaking Spanish.  She also spent a short time working in Quebec and worked in French there.  In June 2004 Laura and I flew to London – met Julie at the airport and the three of us then went to Cambridge.  The three of us had a wonderful trip and we spent a long weekend in Wales with cousin Catherine and her husband Rhys.  One evening the old family photos came out as well as stories about the family.  That occasion led me, with prompting from Julie, to write down the family history as well as a family tree.  I returned home on my own.  Laura went traveling and working in gardens in England, Scotland, France, and Spain.  After that she flew to China and is there – as of now – with her friend Jean-Charles.  She is teaching English and studying Mandarin – reading and writing.
Bill started elementary school in Winnipeg, continued elementary and high school in Beaconsfield, Quebec, and then went to McDonald College – a division of McGill University.  After getting his B.Sc. degree he traveled to Vancouver but couldn’t get a job in his field of study so returned to McDonald College and earned a Masters Degree.  Also, there he met Heidi Juul.  Bill works for Ducks Unlimited and they live in North Battleford, SK.  They have two children, Benjamin who is in his first year (2005) at University of Calgary.  Tegan, who has finished high school and will go to the University of Alberta in Edmonton in September.  She has been in the Army Reserve since the age of 16 years old.
