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Chapter 17. Changes at Home and at Work 
After we had been back in Edmonton for a while we decided that we needed to do 
some fairly major renovations in our house. Dixie was the main instigator in these 
plans, perhaps because she spent a lot more day-time in the house than I did, or 
perhaps because she had more and better ideas about what would be nice. I’ll go for 
the latter. During our first year in the house we already had the ceiling in the living 
and dining room re-done, and the doors to the front entrance closet were lowered to 
floor level—as it was, there were two steps up in front of the closet, quite strange. 
In due course, contractor Don Burgess showed up—Dixie had met him at another 
house renovation project in the neighbourhood. He drew up some plans that were 
quite a bit more extensive than we had anticipated at first, especially for the 

extension to the kitchen, but we 
decided to go for it just the same. The 
plan would add about 150 square feet 
to the kitchen, with lots of windows, 
re-do both upstairs bathrooms, install 
a large shower in the bathroom off our 
bedroom, and add three skylights to 
brighten up the place. It was a fairly 
ambitious plan and it took about six 
months to complete, from October 
1992 to April 1993. We could 
continue to use the existing kitchen 
for the first three months but after that 
we had to camp and eat in the living 
room and sleep in the basement 
bedroom. Elaine had moved out so 
there were only the two of us and we 

were able to manage fairly well. The last stint could have been shorter by a month if 
the kitchen cabinet suppliers had not messed up the order and delivered the wrong 
cabinets first. That order did not go through our contractor so we could not hold him 
responsible but it was painful just the same. I was away at work most of the daytime 
hours so Dixie had to put up with the most hassle during that period. Despite 
various problems as the work progressed, we were very happy with the final result. 
It provided us with a large and cheerfully bright kitchen where we spend a lot more 
time than we otherwise would have done. 
The new look and new space provided a great venue for celebrating our 35th 
wedding anniversary in June 1993. Our children had decided that part of the 
celebration should feature a Van Gogh theme and pictures from the event 
demonstrate that quite clearly. On the actual anniversary date Dixie and I were in 
Ireland, and the celebration took place after we were home again.   
In Ireland we saw a lot of interesting sights during a two-week B&B tour from 
Dublin south and around to the west and northwest before cutting across back to our 
starting point. When we tried to rent a car from a small agency in Dublin soon after 
our arrival the people there insisted that I go for a test drive with one of them before 

My siblings and spouses with tante Aal  
in Lethbridge in the summer of 1992 
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they would let us have a car. Fortunately, I had experience with traffic on the left 
side of the road and they approved of my driving.  
 

      
    At Bunglass Cliffs in Ireland As Kingʼs Senate chairman  

 at Elaineʼs graduation in 1993 
 

Later in the summer we travelled to Newfoundland where I was to attend a 
conference. We decided to go early, to invite Mom Wierenga along, and to spend a 
week traveling from Deer Lake, our landing spot near Cornerbrook on the west 
coast, to St. John’s, staying at B&Bs along the way. Newfoundland seemed 
sufficiently different from the rest of Canada that I sometimes thought we should 
have needed a passport to be there. The names of some of the towns, such as 
Twillingate and Heart’s Content, and the history of events that took place there, 
were all new to me. We saw a historical pageant at Trinity Bay and at one B&B we 
met a fisherman and his wife whose livelihood had been destroyed by the 
moratorium on cod fishing. Meeting people like that made newspaper stories about 
the events, that we had read in faraway places, come alive in a much more intimate 
way. In St. John’s we also visited with some people we knew from Edmonton. We 
visited with Rob and Alisa Greidanus one night and we had dinner with Andy and 
Dini Den Otter another night. Rob was doing a medical internship in St. John’s and 
Andy was a history professor at Memorial University. 
Something that happened in my work relationships while we were in New Zealand 
in 1991 was, in the meantime, beginning to take shape. I had received a letter from 
Ian Morrison in which he asked me to take on the chairmanship of the National 
Executive (an unfortunate functional misnomer) of the Expert Committee on Weeds 
(ECW).  It was a strange kind of committee that had been under the control of the 
federal government ever since its inception as the Associate Committee on Weed 
Control around 1930. Since then its name had been changed a couple of times, first 
to the Canada Weed Committee, then to the National Weed Committee; still later 
the authorities within Agriculture Canada decreed that it be named the Expert 
Committee on Weeds. The ‘committee’ consisted of separate and mostly 
independent Eastern and Western Sections, each of which was a heterogeneous 
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group that included federal weed research scientists, provincial weed control 
extension people, members of the herbicide industry, and academics involved in 
teaching and research in weed control. It would be the first time that the chairman’s 
role would be filled by someone who was not employed by Agriculture Canada and 
who, therefore, was not under the control or authority of the federal Deputy 
Minister of Agriculture. Interesting times were ahead for the ECW.  
Several others and I soon began to think about plans for an organization that was 
independent of the federal government. The Assistant Deputy Minister at the time, 
Brian Morrissey, was in tacit agreement with our intent so that helped, even if I and 
some of the others did not have to take orders from him. One of the first things we 
decided was that the time had come for joint annual meetings of the Eastern and 
Western Sections of ECW, alternating between eastern and western Canada. A 
small transition task force was appointed, with me as chairman, and before long the 
first such joint annual conference was held in Edmonton in 1993. After eight years 
of such joint meetings and well after my involvement had ended, the organization 
took on a new name, the Canadian Weed Science Society. Its inaugural meeting 
took place in Saskatoon in December 2002, where I was asked to present a history 
of organized weed science and its role in agricultural weed control in Canada since 
its inception more that 70 years earlier.  

Back home, Ann’s graduation from the 
library technician program at Grant 
MacEwan College —not yet a 
university then—marked an important 
step in her road to recovery and a few 
years later was followed by further 
education in the same field.  
We also had to complete one more part 
of our home renovation, the 
construction of a deck. The door from 
our expanded kitchen opened to a three-
foot drop to ground level so it was not 
very useful. Putting our old picnic table 
just outside the door—for a full year—

helped prevent serious accidents but did nothing apart from that. A deck had to be 
built. I had thought that I might do the building, and Dixie and I got busy drawing 
some possible design sketches. It was a slow and daunting process so we recruited 
help. Ted Van Heyst was willing to draw up a plan for the deck that incorporated 
the basic requirements we had set out. He did a fine job of preparing a plan that met 
those requirements even if it bore but little resemblance to our own earlier sketches. 
Instead, it provided an excellent visual and structural fit with the kitchen addition 
that Don Burgess had built. Ted quoted us a price for building the deck and he and a 
fellow builder completed it all in two weeks during the spring of 1994. When I 
watched their progress a few times I was very glad that they were doing the building 
rather than me. Except for a few paint jobs and a small repair job in 2009, the deck 
is still in fine shape 16 years later and it has seen a lot of use. Not so much during 

Annʼs graduation Grant MacEwan 1994 
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the cold and wet summer of 2010, at the end of which I am writing this section, but 
surely there are better times ahead. 
 

During the summer of 1995, Dixie 
and I flew to Holland for a 
conference—in The Hague—and we 
decided to spend a few weeks of 
vacation time there also. Mom 
Wierenga accepted our invitation to 
come and join us for two weeks. We 
found a place to stay near the beach in 
Scheveningen from where I could 
take the tram to the conference center. 

Near the end of the conference Dixie 
was going to take the train to Schiphol 
to meet Mom there—an interesting 

trip in itself when the trains stopped because of a power outage. Mom bunked in 
with us at the motel for one or two nights and then I went back to Schiphol to pick 
up the car we had rented for the next three weeks. Through Nel Vande Guchte, 
Dixie had been able to rent a place in Nunspeet for a week—from Nel’s sister—and 
then one in Breda, from another of Nel’s relatives. That all worked very well; with 
Mom along we were able to stay in the same place for a week at a time. We took 
Mom to a number of places in Holland, including Amsterdam and Groningen. She 
had never really spent any time in Holland so it was a nice opportunity for her. 
Mom was 79 already when she took this trip but she was able to manage just fine, 
even though we had some quite long travel days and in Amsterdam, for example, 
did a lot of walking. We tried to discover some ancestry information at the town hall 
in Joure in Friesland and from a Wierenga family in Uithuizermeden in Groningen 
but our efforts in both places were unsuccessful. Partway through our stay in Breda 
it was time for Mom to fly back to Edmonton while Dixie and I stayed and spent 
some time visiting with Wim and Hennie in Terschuur before heading home again. 

The following summer Dixie and I 
flew to Ontario to spend a week 
with Dan and Leida Van Beilen at 
their cottage/summer home near 
Bobcaygeon. It was nice to be there 
for a while and renew our 
acquaintance with these good 
friends. 
For a number of years, starting 
some time in the seventies, a small 
group of Christian weed scientists 
met for breakfast on one of the 
mornings of the annual meeting of 
the WSSA. A couple of American 

Dixie and Mom in Holland 1995 

At Dan and Leida Van Beilenʼs cottage 
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colleagues were instrumental in bringing it about and in later years I served the 
group in a leadership role. Attendance usually was between ten and twenty, and 
someone always led in devotions for a time. The people who came represented a 
wide range of denominational allegiances and once or twice a Mormon colleague 
even chose to attend. Nothing special was said about it and it did not happen again, 
probably because that person retired. It took a while, but a few years after we started 
the breakfast sessions we were able to get a public notice about them in the 
conference program rather than depending solely on word-of-mouth communication 
or on a few posters. That resulted in bringing several more Christians ‘out of the 
woodwork’ each year. The breakfast sessions were never very long but they were a 
fine way to have contact with others from a variety of Christian denominations who 
shared my faith in Jesus Christ. Not all of them saw the need to have that faith serve 
as a guide to our collective scholarly activities but it was a topic that was talked 
about from time to time. Our shared convictions provided an important means of 
bonding that superseded our professional associations. 
In October 1996, Dixie and I drove to Idaho for a visit with Bob and Cle Callihan, 
whom we had gotten to know through the WSSA. Bob always came to the Christian 
fellowship breakfasts before he retired and we enjoyed the opportunity to meet them 
at their home. Earlier in the year we had sold our 1985 Mazda to Elaine and 
replaced it with a used pale blue 1992 Mercury Marquis that we drove to Idaho. To 
some of our children that car became known as Big Blue. Others somewhat 
unkindly referred to it as an old man’s car or even as ‘a poor man’s Lincoln’. We 
did not take any of those things very seriously and the car served us well for about 
ten years. 

 
Our family at Mom Wierengaʼs 80th birthday in 1996 

Other important events that same year included Mom Wierenga’s 80th birthday in 
April. We celebrated it in style, with an open house for family and friends in the 
Summit Village social room.  
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For me personally it was the year I had to make an important decision about my 
university career. I had worked as a faculty member for 35 years, which constituted 
the maximum number of years of pensionable service for me. Until that time I had 
never spent any serious time thinking about retirement, contrary to advice in books 
or articles about the subject. I enjoyed my work—with the exception of marking 
exams and the occasional people hassles—and I saw no particular reason to quit. 
Retirement was still compulsory, however, at the end of the academic year after my 
65th birthday, which would fix the date as 31 August 1998 for me. The question 
was, of course, what I should be doing in the meantime. I had three options: I could 
continue to work full-time for another two years; I could retire immediately, in 
1996, and take advantage of a small early retirement incentive the university was 
offering; or I could officially retire on 31 August 1996 and work half-time for the 
next two years, on a post-retirement contract. Information from a pre-retirement 
seminar and some paper-and-pencil calculations resulted in the easily reached 
decision to choose the third option. It seemed to have all the right things going for 
it, both financially and psychologically and, in retrospect, it was the best decision I 
could make. During each of the two years I would work full-time for six months 
(January through June) and I would have no responsibilities the other six months. I 
would be on half salary, with my pension payments more than compensating for the 
missing half. Keith Briggs, department chairman at the time, agreed to the plan I put 
to him, orally first and then in writing, and his signed approval became my contract.  
The two years were relatively easy ones in terms of workload and the transition time 
they provided made the final step to retirement in 1998 completely painless. It 
helped that I could keep my private office for a further two years after that and that, 
with a cheap parking pass available, I could keep going to the campus as much as I 
wanted. It had been my home away from home for well over half of my life, from 
the fall of 1952 to the fall of 1998—except for a few breaks in between—with lots 
of changes during that time, both in the campus and in me. I had started as a naïve 
undergraduate student and had ended as an experienced academic with a fascinating 
and exciting career behind me. It had been a totally satisfying period that provided 
endless opportunities to learn, to do research, to teach undergraduate and graduate 
students, to work in administration, and to travel. The career and all that it brought 
with it came to me without me seeking it and I thank God for the opportunities of 
service it provided. The real rewards came in the form of excitement about research 
findings and especially in the form of students to whose lives and future careers I 
could make a small contribution. Those contributions were clearest for the graduate 
students, with whom I had much more extensive contact over a longer period than 
with undergraduates and whose later career paths were easier to follow. It was very 
satisfying to see many of them use their abilities and gifts in important positions in 
teaching, research, extension, or industry. I thought that upon retirement I would 
miss the student contact, and to some extent I did, of course. On the other hand, 
several other opportunities for service came my way very soon, even well before my 
final retirement in 1998. Accordingly, when I walked on the campus in January 
1999, I remember thinking that it was perfectly fine that I did not need to prepare 
for a lecture the following morning. 
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Two events during 1997, my first year of semi-retirement, are worth describing. 
One was the trip Dixie and I made to Poland in the summer; the other was a 
photography workshop with Freeman Patterson in New Brunswick in September.  
I had made plans to go to a European-run weed conference in June, in Poznan, 
Poland, about halfway between Berlin and Warsaw. Since we had never been in 
Poland before, Dixie and I decided to visit there for a while. We bought a Polrail 
pass, made reservations at a small hotel in Warsaw via a Polish travel agency in 
Edmonton, and I wrote to a faculty member at the university in Warsaw whom I had 
met some years earlier, about visiting with him. Unfortunately, he was out of the 
country on leave but he wrote that his students would be happy to meet us. I 
hesitated to contact the students but eventually did so when shortly before our 
departure he wrote that his students had not heard from us yet! One of them met us 
at the Warsaw airport, graciously escorted us to our hotel and even went in with us 
to make sure the place was OK. He and several fellow students toured us around the 
next two days and, before we began our independent tourist trip, took us to the train 
station and carefully explained what to look for and what some of the signs meant.  
Apart from having too much luggage to haul around, and mostly luggage without 
wheels, our travels went well and we saw and experienced a lot. We had a close 
encounter with pickpockets in one instance, just as we were getting on the train for a 
day trip, but nothing serious happened and we became more vigilant. At the 
conference we met up with three of the Warsaw students again and afterwards we 
travelled some more, including a day trip to Zakopane in the south, a local 
counterpart to Banff or Jasper in Alberta. We chose not to visit the Oswiechim 
[Auschwitz] camp near Cracow but we did take a trip down into an old salt mine 
nearby where we admired a large number of salt sculptures. When we were 
checking in at the Warsaw airport for our return trip we had a moment of concern 
because we were supposed to hand in to the customs officials the third copy of our 
Polish visa form, something we had not really looked at carefully and that was 
packed away in the luggage we had already checked. Fortunately, the official was 
forgiving and handed us a new blank form that we quickly filled out, and we were 
allowed to leave. When we walked around in London’s Heathrow airport a few 
hours later it was a relief that we could actually read the signs and understand what 
was said over the public address system, and I realized how tiring the struggle with 
an unknown language had been. 
With encouragement from Dixie, I had signed up for a week-long photography 
workshop with Freeman Patterson, Canada’s foremost photographer, at a place near 
his home in New Brunswick. André Gallant, a fine photographer in his own right, 
served as his assistant. There were fifteen participants for whom each day, from 
dawn to late evening, was filled with talking about and making photographs, all on 
slide film. Our film was processed overnight and from each day’s shooting we had 
to select and submit three slides for a critique. At the end of the week we had to 
submit and present to the group ten slides from an individual assignment each of us  
had been given. It was a very instructive time. I made about 500 photographs, all on 
slide film, and I learned to notice many things that I had merely seen before. By the 
end of the week most of us tended to see the world around us through a little 
rectangle that contained something we might abstract from the whole of our 
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surroundings. One of the results of doing this workshop was that I became a much 
more serious photographer after my retirement, especially on the artistic side, one 
that is not connected with teaching or research responsibilities. 
Several significant events made 1998 also a very important year. The most 
important event was, of course, our fortieth wedding anniversary which we 
celebrated on three different occasions and in three different ways. For our friends 
and acquaintances we had a champagne breakfast open house in our church’s 
fellowship hall on a Saturday morning in June—orchestrated mainly by niece 
Jacquelyn who had experience with such things. We took some group pictures—of 
course!—and later in the day we had a fine family dinner in the Hardware Grill. 
Later in the summer our whole family plus the Weenings and Herman, Philip, and 
Alena spent a week at Fairmont, BC, in a couple of condo units organized by 
Clarence and Jean. In September, Dixie and I spent three days at Lake O’Hara, a 
gift from our children. The cabin we stayed in was very nice, the food was great, 
and the weather and the scenery were beautiful. We did several very nice hikes 
around the area, some more strenuous than others, and some with quite rocky 
stretches—all in all a wonderful and celebratory end to the summer season. 

    

At our 40th anniversary 1998 
 

The same year also marked the 
final stage of my retirement from 
the university, with a departmental 
celebration at the Faculty Club on 
21 August. There were the usual 
speeches, serious or humorous, 
and I had to say a few things also, 
of course. Bill Corns came from 
Victoria for the occasion and, 
much to my surprise, former 
graduate student Chris Hall flew 
in from Guelph to be there. It was 
a fine way to mark the formal end 
of my academic career and I was 
very grateful. 

Cabin 7 at Lake OʼHara 1998 
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Our family with Mom Wierenga at Fairmont in 1998 

Earlier in the summer, Dixie and I had made a week-long camping trip—in our 
Westfalia—to the area around St. Walburg and Meadow Lake in Saskatchewan. A 
very interesting area. Indeed, it seems that almost every small town in western 
Canada has interesting things or people just waiting to be discovered. Similarly, 
every year of my life, especially in retrospect, has brought interesting events and 
experiences, many of which are very much worth recalling and sometimes worth 
writing about. The year 1999 was no exception. 
I no longer had any teaching or other work responsibilities but I still had access to 
some travel funds in a research grant. Accordingly, I decided to attend the annual 
WSSA conference in San Diego in February. An important reason was that I had 
nominated Ian Morrison, a former graduate student of mine, and now Dean of our 
Faculty, to be named a Fellow of the society. The nomination had been successful 
and I wanted to be there when he received the award at the San Diego meeting. 
Dixie went along also. Before the conference we travelled around southern 
California for a week and, among other things, met up with several members of the 
Wilgenburg family. It all started when I was talking to some people after the 
Sunday morning service in the San Diego CRC and Dixie had gone to the car. 
Someone asked her name, and the ‘Vanden Born’ brought an immediate response! 
The last time we had seen some of the Wilgenburgs was in 1970; it was neat to 
connect with them again.  
Dixie and I were booked on a conference bus tour to the Imperial Valley east of San 
Diego and started out on the trip but, unfortunately, our tour bus had to turn back 
and the trip was aborted when the highway was closed to trucks and buses because 
of very strong ‘Santa Ana’ winds from the south. We later drove through part of the 
valley by ourselves and saw some of its endless fields of irrigated crops such as 
carrots and lettuce and other vegetables. A few days after the conference ended we 
met Mom Wierenga and Jean in San Diego and drove them to Mesa, Arizona, where 
we had arranged with Peter De Boer to stay in a condo/townhouse for a week. It 
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was my first visit to Mesa and Phoenix, about both of which I had heard many times 
from Clarence and Jean. Two years earlier, Dixie and Jean had taken Mom there for 
a week. Clarence could not stay away and also flew down to join us for a few days.  
An interesting but not so exciting event happened during our visit to Organ Pipe 
Cactus National Monument. We found a nice spot for a group photograph, I set the 
camera on a tripod, tripped the time-delayed shutter, and quickly ran to my assigned 
position. Unfortunately, a cholla cactus jumped in my way when I was not looking 
and it promptly pinned my pants to my leg with a hundred or so of its spines. I 
managed to get to my spot in the group and the photograph was made, but then we 
had to deal with the leg problem. Clarence was able to pull most of the spines out by 
clamping them between two small rocks, and I took my pants off and put a pair of 
Dixie’s shorts on that were in the trunk. I then threw my pants into the trunk and 
closed it, forgetting that the car keys were in my pants pocket! We were in the 
middle of the park and it would soon be dark. What to do? Fortunately, the car 
doors were open and Clarence was able to pull up the back seat in the car and reach 
my pants with the keys. That saved the day for us. The next day the leg was still red 
but otherwise it seemed none the worse for the wear. A photograph of the injured 
leg survives in the family archives. After our stay in Mesa we visited with Sy and 
Jan Westra in Chino for a night, on our way back to San Diego and home.  

      
 Bitten by a cholla, 1999  In Arizona with Mom, Clarence, Jean, 1999 

Since the fall of 1997, I had served as Stated Clerk of Classis Alberta North of the 
Christian Reformed Church, and at the same time I had also been elected as a 
member of the denominational Board of Trustees (BOT). During the six years I 
served in the two positions, I attended a dozen or more meetings of Classis and, of 
course, many meetings of the Classical Interim Committee. It was the first time the 
position of Stated Clerk in our classis had been filled by someone who was not a 
minister, something that contributed to making it an interesting and rewarding 
experience. My predecessor had served for many years and had been considered 
something like the bishop of the classis. I did not want to be cast into such a role at 
all and that actually worked fairly well most of the time. After a while, however, I 
also began to be looked to as a source of information, and sometimes action, for 
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many things classical—something that probably is inevitable over time for anyone 
in such a role. It was very helpful to have my years as Stated Clerk coincide with 
my years on the BOT because I could see church work at both the local and the 
denominational level. From 1997 to 2003 I made about 35 trips to Grand Rapids or 
Burlington, for board meetings three or four times a year, for a few executive 
meetings in between, and for meetings of two ad hoc committees on which I was 
asked to serve. It was a busy time and the two sets of responsibilities added up to 
nearly a half-time job.  
Dixie accompanied me to a couple of BOT meetings; in May 1999 we made use of 
the opportunity to travel through parts of New York and Ohio before the meeting. 
Among the things we saw were the old Erie Canal in New York, and a button 
museum and an Amish history museum in Ohio. In one place in Ohio we bought a 
couple of expensive hand-made kitchen knives that we still use frequently.  
 

     
Vanden Born siblings and spouses 1999 At the old Erie Canal 

My siblings and their spouses continued to appear in photographs from time to time, 
as illustrated above, this time on the occasion of the wedding of John and Audrey’s 
daughter Loraine to Mike Kolber. 

Several other events marked 
1999 as an important year. 
Duncan and Ann got married on 
21 August and we had a fine 
family celebration of the event. 
Duncan had moved to Grande 
Prairie some months earlier in 
connection with his work, and 
after their honeymoon trip Ann 
stayed in Edmonton for a while 
to finish the remaining courses 
for her library science degree.  

Duncan and Annʼs wedding in 1999 
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Mom Wierenga was diagnosed with colon cancer and had a piece of her colon 
removed in October. Thankfully, the cancer was localized and she needed no further 
treatment afterwards. An important follow-up was that Dixie and her siblings all 
submitted to a colonoscopy. In Dixie’s case the doctor decided to have an 
ultrasound done as well because of some pain she was experiencing. That test 
detected a tumour on her right kidney, scary news for all of us.  
We went to see Dr. Gerald Todd, who told us that the tumour was contained within 
the membrane around the kidney and that it could be removed safely, along with the 
kidney. I remember the visit very well. We went into his office with a lot of anxiety 
about the future and he gave us hope and confidence. He asked us if we wanted to 
get a second opinion and was ready to give us names of people to contact. We 
decided that we did not need a second opinion and, amazingly, walked out of his 
office with a sense of relief. The surgery was done in February 2000. Dixie 
recovered well from it and we concluded that Grandma’s colon cancer indirectly 
had served to save Dixie’s life. Thanks be to God again for his providential care. 
Surgeon Todd phoned me himself after the surgery to let me know that all went 
well. I was pleased and impressed by that. Soon after Dixie came home from the 
hospital I was supposed to be in Lethbridge for several days to serve as expert 
witness in court so that complicated her home care a bit. I was able to come home 
for a day partway through the trial, though, and all went well. Dixie recalls that 
Lucas stayed overnight a couple of times also (he was just 12 at the time). 
 

Peter and Anne came from 
Australia in December 
1999 to visit for a while 
and to celebrate the change 
of century with family 
members here. A family 
gathering at the Weening 
house in Calgary provided 
the occasion for some ‘on 
the floor’ photographs of 
Dixie and me. The first 
year of that new century 
(at least with new initial 
digits that we had to get 

used to for a while) laid to rest the fear of all kinds of ‘Y2K’ computer foul-ups that 
had been anticipated but did not happen. It also brought new events again for us and 
for our children. At least four or five such events are worth noting. 
I finished the back fence rebuilding project I had started the summer before and put 
in three raised beds, two by the fence and one against the back of the house. In May, 
Dixie and I traveled to Mount Vernon, Washington, for a week-long eye-and-
camera exploration of tulip fields and other sights in the area, including a one-night 
stay in a very nice B&B (The Anchorage) in Coupeville on Whidbey Island. We 
also drove south to Corvallis to visit the Spaans.  

On the floor in Calgary 1999 
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A few months later we were part of a Vanden Born family campout in Elk Island 
National Park, part of the time under cover of a huge wall-less tent organized and 
set up by Groot cousins/nephews. We did a little reminiscing about times past but 
somehow that did not work as well and was not as exciting as similar things back in 
1989, on the occasion of the fortieth anniversary of the Vanden Born family 
emigration to Canada.  
In between those events I painted the outside of our house and Ernie Koch had 
begun to re-do our front yard. That landscaping project turned out to be quite trying 
at times, partly because Ernie was a difficult man to work with (slow progress, 
arguments, missing plants, plants watered poorly, trees not straight, sloping 
sidewalk) and also because it took him about three months instead of the three 
weeks that we had been told about when we accepted his proposal and paid him, 
probably foolishly, most of the money for it in advance, as insisted by him. The plan 
he had drawn up for was good, however, and despite the difficulties in getting it 
implemented we were very happy with the results when the project finally was 
completed. It took a few years for the shrubs and trees and perennials to fill the 
space, but the entire front yard continues to look very attractive and we enjoy it, 
both from our living room window and from street-side. 
In August we made our first visit to Duncan and Ann in Grande Prairie. We had a 
nice time there and saw some historical stuff near Dunvegan. The same month, 
Todd came to visit from far-away Australia. At a picnic in Elk Island Park, around 
the same time as Dixie’s 65th birthday, I made a photo of Grandma with a big sun 
hat that became very popular with family members, though not so much with 
Grandma herself. 
A few months later, Dixie and I travelled to Brazil with Hans and Corrie Mulder 
and about 25 other people, several of them apparently well-to-do chicken farmers 
from Ontario, on a two-week tour organized by the Mulders for what then still was 
called The Back To God Hour (BTGH). Part of the purpose of the tour, no doubt, 
was to generate financial support from the participants. We did tourist-type things in 
Rio de Janeiro and Sao Paulo and at Iguassu Falls on the Argentina border, visited a 
coffee plantation, and had a tour of the impressive radio and television facilities of 
the BTGH program in Campinas, some 200 kilometers from Sao Paolo. The place 
functions as headquarters for the Portuguese-language part of the BTGH ministry. 
Celsio Gama, the pastor-leader of the operation, was a high-energy man who 
seemed admirably suited to the task. Apparently there are some areas in southern 
Brazil with a good number of Dutch immigrants from the post-World War II period. 
We did not see that area but a couple of our fellow tour participants went on to visit 
relatives there. 
At the end of the year Dixie and I travelled to Hawaii for Elaine and Darren’s 
wedding on a beach area near Honolulu, on 31 December. The only other guests 
were Darren’s mother and stepfather. A day later Dixie and I flew to Maui where 
we had rented a condo for the next ten days, through a newspaper ad in Edmonton. 
We had a nice time there, saw a lot of different things, and even spent one day with 
Darren and Elaine who also were staying on Maui. 

__________ 


