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Chapter 8. The Ontario Years 
We were off to Ontario by train, first on a short leg to Calgary where we transferred to 
the Canadian Pacific transcontinental heading east—destination Chalk River, Ontario, 
where my summer job at the Petawawa Forest Experiment Station (PFES) was waiting 
for me and where we were planning to spend the next three summers. For our move to 
Ontario I had bought a small new trunk and I had hammered together a crude but strong 
large wooden boxwe still have the old box sitting behind the house. We did not know 
exactly how long my Ph.D. study program would take and I had no idea at all of where 
we might go after that, so all our important belongings, including our wedding gifts, had 
to come along. John De Weerd (husband of Dixie’s teaching colleague Corry) worked for 
a moving company and had offered to take the small trunk to Ontario for us. The rest of 
our stuff had been taken to the train station somehow and we were on our way. Sitting in 
the dome car of the train was a good way to spend the next two days, watching things go 
by, first the farm fields, then the rocks and trees and occasional lakes. 
We were met at the Chalk River train station by Dr. Don Fraser (‘DA’) and his wife Erika 
Gaertner—in their bright yellow 1949 Ford convertible—who graciously took us under 
their wing and provided supper the first night. We were able to stay in a cabin on the 
research station for a short time, until some forestry folks from Ottawa would arrive to 
occupy it, but then we had to find a place of our own. We found one in Pembroke, about 
30 km away, and we lived there for a month in a small place, upstairs, with one tiny 
window in the bedroom. It was crazy hot but somehow we survived until we could move 
back into the cabin at PFES. I was able to get a ride to and from the research station every 
day with some others from the same town. Dennis McGuire, proud owner of the winged 
1957 Chev we rode in, worked for DA as a technician. 

          
PFES Cabin #1, on Corry Lake       Bill at Cabin #1 

 
The big wooden box I had built to ship part of our belongings arrived intact but contained 
an unhappy surprise for Dixie. Her brand-new ‘going-away’ suit had several small holes 
in it from nails I had hammered through a metal nameplate on the box cover. That was 
not good news. Fortunately, someone in Pembroke who was good at ‘invisible’ mending 
was able to do an acceptable repair job on the suit. 
The arrangements for working at my doctoral program in two separate places gave Dixie 
and me the best of both worlds for the next two-and-a-half years, both in terms of 
financial support and of living accommodation and related costs. My summer job at 
PFES paid $400 per month, along with relatively low rent and food costs, and allowed us 
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to live in very nice surroundings during the summer months. My local supervisor DA 
provided lab facilities with the necessary equipment and supplies and gave me a free 
hand in my research. I could use all the results of my summer research work for my Ph.D. 
program at the University of Toronto, where my National Research Council scholarship 
provided financial support during the winter terms. 
Two weeks after our arrival in Chalk River we rode to Toronto with Dr. Cam Place, the 
station director. We stayed at a nice hotel (The Westbury on Yonge Street), and I went to 
meet Dr. Dick Van Fleet, the professor in the Botany department at the University of 
Toronto with whom I was going to pursue my Ph.D. program. He showed me a bunch of 
colour slides of plant tissues that he had studied with the histochemical techniques that I 
was expected to use on white spruce at Chalk River. The most memorable part of that 
visit was the fact that I had a terrible time staying awake when he was showing me all 
this exciting stuff. In any case, I came away with papers, ideas, and tools to begin my 
research. Back at PFES I trailed along with DA and his technicians on a number of day 
trips through the station that exposed me to the field experiments he had under way and I 
gradually began to get the hang of the research techniques I needed for my own project. 
During our brief stay in Toronto we bought our first car, a maroon-coloured two-door 
1954 Chev, for the grand sum of 750 dollars, and we drove it back to Chalk River. It 
turned out not to be such a great deal—within a month we had to spend money on getting 
the front end repaired. I was quite sure later that the odometer on it had been turned back. 
We concluded that it probably was a retired police car. It had seat belt brackets bolted to 
the floor—but no belts—so I bought some non-quick-release straps and buckles at 
Canadian Tire and suddenly we had seatbelts that we promptly decided to use all the 
time. Despite its suspicious history the car served us adequately until well after we were 
back in Edmonton three years later, and it never left us stranded. In the meantime we 
could move back to the rustic cabin just down the hill from the office and lab buildings at 
PFES, on the shore of Corry Lake, a beautiful small lake. Some time later we made 
another trip to Toronto, on our own this time, to find a place to live for the school term 
that would start in September. We looked at several places—some of which we found 
very unappetizing—and settled on the top floor in the McBride house at 224 Glencairn 
Avenue. 
Life in the Corry Lake cabins during the summer was quite relaxed. We did our 
grocery shopping in Deep River but we also were able to buy some staples quite 
cheaply at the station kitchen and dining room. Cooking on a wood stove or a small 
electric hotplate worked fine—Dixie did all of that—even though the cook stove got 
hot enough once to half-melt the plastic front cover on our wedding-present kitchen 
clock. 
The lake was a great place to take a swim after a day’s work in the lab and I did it 
often. I was not a particularly strong swimmer but I did get up enough courage to 
swim the 200-meter distance across the lake and back a few times. Late one summer 
I went for a last swim when the water had become quite cold already, and I suffered 
a bit of hypothermia, even though I did not know what it was at the time. All I know 
is that I was really cold and shivery and that it took several hours for my body to 
warm up again. It was not a nice experience. 
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Blackflies were a miserable pest during May and part of June each summer, 
especially for people like us who had not built up any immunity to their nasty bites. 
They liked to bite little chunks out of the skin around my neck and my ankles, 
leaving itchy and sometimes infected spots that took quite a while to disappear 
again. There were some mosquitoes later in the season but they were not nearly the 
problem the blackflies were. 
One of the things I did during our first summer at PFES was learn to type. I rented a 
typewriter in Pembroke, bought a little book to go with it, A Short Course in Touch 
Typing, and set out to practice for a half hour every day for a month. I did not 
become a crack typist but I learned enough to get by fairly comfortably and it made 
it possible for me to actually type a complete first draft of my Ph.D. thesis. I had no 
idea at the time how important an asset my ability to type would be in later years. 
We made a tourist trip to Ottawa during our first summer and drove around in the 
Chalk River area on weekends as well. One of those times we went across the 
highway from the road into PFES into a large tank exercise area that occasionally 
doubled as an artillery range for the army people from the nearby base at Petawawa. 
All the gates were open so there was nothing to stop us. Then, suddenly, we got a 
scare when we found ourselves looking at a big army tank. As it turned out, it was 
only an old rusty hulk that would not do us any harm, just sitting there resting its 
tracks. All the same, we decided that it was best to get out of there quickly. 
On Sundays we attended the small Zion Christian Reformed Church in Pembroke. 
Services were held in a large old brick house, with the sanctuary on the main floor 
and housing for the caretaker family on the second floor. The members of the 
congregation received us with open arms and we soon became friends with several 
members of the extended Zandbergen family.  

We made quite a few trips back and forth 
between Toronto and Chalk River during 
the three summers—around 400 kilometers 
and about five hours each time, mostly on 
narrow and curvy two-lane roads. The 
rolling and rocky scenery was nice but we 
did not have much opportunity to appreciate 
it. We just needed to reach our destination. 
On one of the trips we decided to make a 
detour via Algonquin Provincial Park but 
we did not spend enough time there to 
appreciate or enjoy it. 

During the second or third summer at PFES we had accumulated enough stuff that 
we could not hold all of it in the trunk and back seat of the car anymore—we also 
had daughter Karen to reckon with—and I used my carpentry skills, along with 
tools I found in the station shop, to build a car-top rack that saw use for several 
years. 
Among the people we met at PFES was Don Durzan, a young student from 
McMaster University, who came to work with Don Fraser at least one summer. He 
later got his Ph.D. at Cornell University and became a well-known tree 

Moving from PFES to Toronto 
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biotechnology scientist at the University of California. He did not know how to 
drive and asked me to give him some lessons. Memory has it that the lessons in our 
stick-shift car did not go very well and that I gave up on it quite soon. 
We also met Henry and Betty Dirks, a Christian couple from Winnipeg who were at 
the station for a couple of summers. They stayed in one of the Corry Lake cabins 
also and we spent a fair bit of time with them. Henry worked for DA as well but I 
have no idea what he actually did. Later he became a physician. On a train trip 
Dixie made to Grand Rapids with Mark and Ann in 1966 she called on them for 
help in Winnipeg, because both Mark and Ann were not feeling well and they had a 
full-day layover because of poor train connections. The Dirks’ promptly came to 
their rescue and looked after them well. 
When we moved ourselves and our belongings to Toronto in early September, our 
trunks stayed at PFES, awaiting our return there in the spring. Dixie soon was able 
to find a job in the Children’s Library section of the Toronto Public Library, on 
College Avenue a few blocks west of the Botany building where I had combined 
office and lab space. Most of the time we traveled back and forth by bus and 
subway—the northbound subway line in 1958 ended at Eglinton and Yonge. We 
were struck by the fact that when we got off the Avenue Road bus to transfer to the 
subway train in the morning, everyone always seemed to be running to the train and 
it was all we could do not to join the running masses. Occasionally we took the car 
but parking spots were scarce and traffic always was heavy and slow. I started my 
courses and found there was lots of new stuff to learn, including the notion that I did 
not even know how much I did not know. 
On our first Sunday in Toronto we went to the First Christian Reformed Church on 
Taunton Road, not very far from where we lived. There was to be communion that 
morning so we dutifully introduced ourselves to the elders. We were welcomed by 
Fred Masselink and were promptly invited to have lunch at his home. Soon 
thereafter he also saw to it that we were introduced to several members of the local 
Young Couples’ Club, most of whom were about the same age as ours. We began to 
attend the meetings of the group and soon felt right at home with them. One couple 
particularly, Dan and Leida Van Beilen, became our close friends. They even came 
to spend a few days with us at our luxurious cabin at PFES one summer. We saw a 
lot of them during our time in Toronto and we have continued to exchange annual 
letters with them ever since. As opportunities arose we also have visited with them, 
especially after Leida suffered a stroke around 1998 and after she died in 2008.  
For our first Christmas and New Year’s away from Edmonton we made the long 
trek to Randolph, Wisconsin to spend time with the Westra relatives there. An 
overnight stop in Grand Rapids included visiting with Dixie’s brother Andrew and 
his housemates James Olthuis, John Hellinga, and Jerry Dykstra, all of whom were 
studying at Calvin. We had been foolish enough to leave Toronto after supper and 
did not get to Grand Rapids until well after midnight. We had a nice time in 
Randolph and I got acquainted with a few more members of the extended—and 
extensive—family there. 
We had very little money but between my summer job income, my National 
Research Council scholarship, Dixie’s library income that first winter, and our low 
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housing costs at PFES during the summer, we could cover all our expenses without 
dipping into our savings, such as they were. Of course, our thrift traditions dictated 
that there be no eating out, no unnecessary purchases, and little or no outside 
entertainment expenses. 
In the meantime, Dixie had discovered that she was pregnant and was due in mid-
May, or shortly after our intended move back to Chalk River in April. It was still 
fairly cool there when we arrived and we were able to stay in the men’s dormitory 
for a couple of weeks, until the summer student crews arrived. Dixie was the only 
woman in the place, very pregnant at that, so I stood guard by the shower room 
when she was in there. Soon, however, we were able to move into the cabin on the 
lake again, to await further developments. 

         
      Bringing Karen home 1959 Karen and her proud parents 

In nearby Deep River, a relatively small company town around Atomic Energy of 
Canada, there was a well equipped hospital with about 35 beds. The doctor there 
was happy to look after Dixie; in fact, it would be cheaper for her to have the baby 
there than in Toronto because she was considered as ‘coming in off the street!’ On 
15 May, Karen Jean was born and our lives and routines suddenly changed 
drastically. My work place at PFES was only a three-minute walk from home, 
however, and it was all comfortable and nice for the summer. A few weeks later, 
Karen was baptized in the Pembroke CRC by the Rev. Hans Uittenbosch, pastor of 
the CRC in nearby Renfrew. No other family members were present but our friends 
in church were all there. We have lots of pictures of the new bundle of joy who 
joined our family. Most of the time she smiled and was happy and we loved having 
her around. 
There was a well-equipped darkroom at PFES that I used a number of times to 
pursue my photography hobby and where I printed all the black-and-white 
photographs of Karen’s early years. Cees and Tina Van Egmond in Pembroke asked 
me to take some pictures of their two children, John and Sophie, and I was able to 
make them happy with my workmanship. One particular evening when I was 
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working in the darkroom—I had keys to the building and the room—there was a 
knock on the door, and when I responded, I heard my boss DA’s deep voice. I think 
that he was surprised to find someone using the facility but he left again and I 
carried on. 
As I write this in 2010, PFES has been closed down as a research station for a 
number of years already and all the laboratory and office buildings and the staff 
residences have been demolished. On Google Maps all that can be seen now is bare 
patches of ground where the buildings once were. Don Fraser died in 2003; his wife 
Erika, a biologist in her own right, died in 2004. 
I have wondered sometimes if Don Fraser received any formal or promotion credit 
for the research I did in his lab. Other than providing the facilities and the necessary 
equipment and supplies (and, of course, my summer salary), he had no significant 
input into my experimental work and I did not ask him for advice on it. At the same 
time, I think he was happy with the work I did in his lab and with the contribution 
my work made to an understanding of what happens in young white spruce buds. 
He was invited to serve on the university’s departmental committee for my thesis 
defense and he may even have asked some questions during the exam. He was 
instrumental in obtaining funds to pay for the composite colour print in the 
scientific paper based on the first half of my thesis. It was the first time the 
Canadian Journal of Botany published a colour print—it had to be specially 
engraved and it was quite expensive. But it was also the only way a printed 
publication could do justice to the colour differences that resulted from the 
treatments I had applied to tissue sections of young white spruce buds. 
At the end of August of the second summer (1959) it was back to Toronto, this time 
to the second floor of a ‘semi-detached’ house—known to us as a duplex—rented 
on our behalf by Dan and Leida Van Beilen, at 24 Nanton Avenue in the classy 
Rosedale district, quite a bit closer to the university than where we lived the winter 
before. We had found out that the place was available through Harry O’Neill, a U of 
T forestry student who worked at PFES during the summer and who was related to 
the owner, Mrs. Johnson. She lived on the main floor, while her single son Paul 
lived on the top floor. He had to walk through some of our space to get there but he 
travelled and tended to be home only on weekends. The only time that was a 
concern for us was when young Karen heard his deep voice and expressed her 
displeasure by screaming. Our very nice landlady had the only phone in the house 
but we could use it whenever we wanted. The cord on it was long enough to reach 
to the second floor so that worked fine. Not that we made or received many phone 
calls. Long-distance calls were expensive and about the only such call we ever made 
during our stay in Ontario was to Mom Wierenga to let her know that Karen had 
arrived. Letter writing was still a very acceptable means of communication. 
Over New Year’s we were invited to Niagara Falls with the Van Beilens and some 
Numans, to the home of Rev. and Mrs. Henry Numan, Leida Van Beilen’s parents. 
Her father was the pastor of the local CRC. In early May (1960), I drove back to 
Chalk River by myself, and then went back a few weeks later to pick up Dixie and 
Karen to go to Andrew and Carolyn’s wedding in Grand Rapids. Mom and Jean and 
Herman were there as well. After the wedding they visited family in Randolph for a 



 91 

while and then Andrew and Carolyn drove them to Sarnia, where we met them and 
took them back with us to the house in Deep River that we had rented for a month. 
It was the first time Mom had an opportunity to spend time with her one and only 
grandchild, now already a year old. 
The church in Pembroke called its own minister during our time there. Rev. Gabe 
Rienks came from Holland in 1959 and had a good deal of trouble with English—
not to mention with driving a car. He visited us in our cabin at PFES a number of 
times to get help from Dixie with his English sermons—she was without a doubt the 
most competent person in the congregation to provide such help. A large brass plate 
with an Indonesian-looking motif hangs on the wall in our basement, a gift from the 
Rienks’ that still serves as a reminder. 
People with whom we had regular and close contact in Pembroke included Cees and 
Tena Van Egmond, Katrinus (Chris) and Fietje Eizenga, Geerlof and Janne Van 
Starkenburg, and Jans and Dientje Middeljans. In Toronto, our circle of couples 
included John and Helen Cappon, Jake and Gertie Cappon, Dan and Leida Van 
Beilen, John and Bette Kamerman, and Marinus and Sylvia Jansen. Fellow CRC 
university students included Bill and Jake Masselink, Gerald Van Belle, Joanne 
Praamsma, Leo Jonker, Peter and Jeanette Schouls, Bert Witvoet, and some others 
whose names I have forgotten. Our social contacts in both places were, almost 
without exception, with members of our church community. 
Bill Sinnema, friend and fellow student from Edmonton, had a summer job in 
Ottawa during our third summer at PFES and came to visit us one weekend. That 
was very enjoyable, because other than Mom and Jean and Herman we had seen no 
one from Edmonton during our stay in Ontario. Engineer that he was—though 
electrical and not auto-mechanical—he helped me take the parking brake linkage on 
our car apart and get it unstuck.  
Gladys came from Grand Rapids to visit us over Christmas in 1959, and Marinus 
and Sylvia Jansen came to join us for Christmas dinner in our lovely living-dining 
room at Mrs. Johnson’s. I probably had not yet finished the three-section red oak 
bookshelves that later graced the bay window in our living room there. I had bought 
three 10-foot lengths of red oak boards (white oak was much more expensive) and 
took them to the small shop in the Botany Building to cut them into three sections 
and to drill holes for the dowels that would hold them up—the system was carefully 
designed so the shelves could be taken apart and transported easily later. Then I 
spent a lot of time sanding, filling the open oak grain, sanding again and again and 
again, and finally varnishing the shelves. They turned out great—as they should 
after all that effortand we still have two of the sections. 
Overnight street parking where we lived in Rosedale was not allowed but many 
people did it, including us. We might get a ten-dollar parking ticket once a month or 
so but that seemed an acceptable price to pay for the convenience. Then one week 
we had tickets three days in a row and that was not acceptable. Fortunately, there 
was a small ravine not far away that looked like a place we could use. It worked fine 
most of the time, except for the night we had a bunch of wet snow and it took me an 
hour or longer to get the car up the gentle but slippery slope to street level. 
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Then there was the time the car needed a new muffler and I decided I could do that 
repair job myself to save a bit of money, not realizing how seriously rusted 
everything would be from the generous use of salt on Toronto’s streets during the 
winter. It was not a good decision on my part. There was barely enough room for 
me under the car, on the street in front of our house, and rust and other junk fell in 
my eyes while I was hammering away but I did actually get the old muffler off and 
a new one installed. I vowed, however, that I would never tackle that kind of job 
again. 
Rev. Louis Praamsma was the minister at the Taunton Road church during our time 
in Toronto. He had come from Holland not long before we arrived there and was 
still a much better preacher in Dutch than in English. After Karen was born, 
therefore, I usually would go to the Dutch service and Dixie would go to the English 
service—there was one of each every Sunday. Besides, the church nursery always 
was very full and Karen was very unhappy there, so we did not take her very often. 
Towards the end of our stay in Toronto someone in our church asked me to present 
a talk on creation and evolution to a group of people from the Christian Reformed 
community, many from First Church, a group that I cynically referred to as the 
‘intelligence club’. I was not very excited about doing it but it seemed to be 
important to them, and Dutch professor Jan Lever’s book on the subject had been 
published recently so I agreed to do it. I remember neither the exact content nor the 
success of my presentation and I was happy when it was done. 
After we returned to Toronto in August 1960, at the end of our third and last 
summer at PFES, we went on our one summer outing trip and visited Niagara Falls. 
We had seen the falls in the winter the previous December and it did not seem right 
to leave Ontario without seeing them also in the summer. A few months later, John 
and Sophie came from Montreal to visit. They had been married in Edmonton on 20 
May 1960 and we had not seen them since we left Edmonton in 1958. In fact, we 
had never met Sophie at all. That visit also was an important occasion, therefore. A 
month later I travelled to Montreal, probably for a conference that I cannot 
remember now and I had opportunity to visit them in their own apartment there. In 
May 1961, during my two-week stint in Toronto to defend my Ph.D. thesis, I had an 
opportunity to visit them again, not long after their daughter Debbie was born. 
The first winter at U of T I did not do any research at all and spent all my time on 
course work, mostly in biochemistry. One of the courses was a lab course where we 
learned a variety of techniques, including a method of extracting sterols from rat 
brain tissue. For the final exam I did not study that particular exercise very much—I 
was more interested in plant-related things. And, wouldn’t you know it, when I sat 
across the desk from Dr. Fisher, the course instructor, for the oral final exam the 
first thing she asked me was to describe that sterol-extraction process. I was 
stumped and for the next half hour I did not know anything for sure anymore. I did 
pass the course, though. 
During our second winter in Toronto my school situation changed because my 
supervisor, Dick Van Fleet, had decided he did not want to stay in Canada any 
longer and he went back to Georgia. Now what should I do? Fortunately, Dr. 
Dorothy Forward, professor of plant physiology, was willing to take over as my 
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supervisor. From the vantage point of my later academic career that was an 
excellent move because my research went into a different direction after the change, 
a direction that was much more helpful for what was to happen after I finished my 
Ph.D. program. I received a doctoral degree in plant physiology rather than in the 
much more obscure field of plan histochemistry. 
Dorothy Forward was a gentle-spoken chain-smoking woman with lots of smarts. In 
fact, she had two Ph.D. degrees, one in plant physiology and one in plant pathology. 
She encouraged me in my research and was a helpful and effective editor for my 
thesis writing. When I did a Google search on her recently, I discovered that she had 
been elected a Fellow of the Royal Society of Canada already at age 30 and that in 
1977 she had published a book on the history of botany at the University of 
Toronto. She died in 1993, age 90. 
My office mate Govindappa was a quiet fellow who had a teaching position in a 
botany department in India and came to study towards a Ph.D. degree in Toronto, 
also with Dick Van Fleet. His program also was shifted to another professor after 
Van Fleet left. In 1980, when I attended a conference in Bangalore, India, I looked 
him up and had a brief conversation with him. Our lives had gone in very different 
directions, however, and we did not seem to have much to talk about during my 
visit.  
An unrelated incident happened when I was working away at my research in the lab 
at PFES. I was using a glass pipette to suck up a precisely measured volume of 
potassium hydroxide for one of my experiments and was not careful enough to keep 
the tip of the pipette below the surface of the liquid. Suddenly I found myself with 
some of the caustic stuff burning the inside of my mouth. I ran for the tap nearby, 
rinsed out my mouth and, fortunately, suffered only minimal injury. I never put a 
pipette in my mouth again, and always used a mechanical sucking device instead. It 
was a good lesson also for my later research with radioactive herbicides. One firm 
rule in lab research with such materials is that nothing, but nothing, ever gets put 
into your mouth in the lab. And that includes, of course, food and drink. 
During my last fall term in Toronto, three of us graduate students had an 
opportunity to attend a meeting of a section of the American Society of Plant 
Physiologists at Cornell University, at the invitation of Dr. Tony Bidwell. He was a 
high-strung professor of plant physiology, newly arrived from Queen’s University 
in Kingston, who always seemed to be running when he might be just walking. I 
was very glad of the opportunity to be at that meeting, to see and listen to some 
plant physiologists whose names I had come across, and I learned a lot. Tony 
Bidwell also was nice enough to invite all the graduate students in plant physiology 
for dinner to his house one night, one of the types of good things that seem to stay 
in memory for a long time. John Hellebust, who was working with Tony Bidwell, 
was one of the students along on the trip. He told me that he had his entire academic 
program all planned from beginning to end, including what his future career should 
look like—quite unimaginable for me! 
A very important event, therefore, was the visit we had in October 1960, from Dr. 
William Corns, my former supervisor at the University of Alberta. He invited me to 
apply for a new position in the Plant Science department where I had studied before, 
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in the field of weed science. All along I had expected to find a future for myself in a 
research position somewhere, perhaps at a federal government research station, and 
the possibility of becoming a university professor had never entered my mind. It did 
not take long to decide to follow through in this new challenge, however, and to 
write a letter of application for the position. Soon there was a job offer from Dr. 
Fred Bentley, Dean of Agriculture, followed by an acceptance note from me to him. 
My life, now together with Dixie and Karen, was about to take a completely 
unexpected turn again, one that included moving back to Edmonton. 
My course work at the University of Toronto was completed, I had passed my 
comprehensive oral exam, and my thesis research was as complete as it was going 
to be so there was nothing to stop us from making travel plans for going to 
Edmonton as soon as possible. I did want to have a rough draft of my thesis written 
before we went, though, with a measure of approval from Dr. Forward, and so it 
happened. 
Earlier we had made at least one trip from Toronto to Drayton to visit with my 
cousins there. John and Tineke Landman lived there, as did Bill and Thea Vanden 
Born. Bill’s brother Pé (Peter) from Holland was visiting at the same time (Bill and 
Pé were sons of oom Jan). It was good to connect with that side of the family from 
Holland. John and Tineke came to visit us and say farewell on our last Saturday in 
Toronto, which was very nice. Later the same night we were hosted at a surprise 
farewell party from the Young Couples Club at John and Bette Kamerman’s, which 
also was very nice. By Monday 1 December 1960 we had loaded up all our earthly 
goods in a U-Haul trailer with a tarp top, hitched it behind our also loaded car, and 
we began the trip back to Edmonton.  
Neither Dixie nor I have any memory 
of ever being homesick during our time 
in Toronto or Chalk River. The absence 
of family members nearby—not 
counting the cousins in Drayton—
undoubtedly helped make it possible to 
establish friendship connections with a 
number of people in our church 
community. We did not think much 
about that at the time but we were 
struck by the change after we moved 
back to Edmonton where we were 
‘surrounded’ by family, and where it took several years before we had a circle of 
friends again. The time spent with family members—and, of course, our own 
growing family—simply left less time to cultivate friendships with others. Another 
contributing factor was my growing involvement in church and school governing 
bodies and committees after our move back to Edmonton. 
When we left Toronto, we had no idea what the roads might be like, and we had 18-
month-old Karen cradled in a cotton car bed in the back seat—there were no 
minimum safety rules about such things then. We were not worried, though, and 
simply started out on the long trek. We had a few days of rest and visiting at Frank 

Loaded to move back to Edmonton 
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and Jeanette’s in Randolph, Wisconsin, 
some bitterly cold weather through 
Minnesota, and 150 km of ice-covered 
freeway in North Dakota where tire 
chains did not fit between the tires and 
the fenders and where, fortunately, there 
was a gravel shoulder for one set of 
wheels to help keep the car on the road. 
After that slow and difficult stretch the 
roads were clear and the sky was blue, 
and we had no mishaps along the way. 
We stayed with Mom Wierenga for a couple of weeks because other than a crib and 
a high chair for Karen we had neither furniture nor a place to live. But that was soon 
taken care of when we were able to rent a small two-storey townhouse on 122 
Avenue and 127 Street (Wedgewood Homes). The place even had a basement, 
which was very nice but not particularly important because our accumulation of 
stuff had not really begun yet. 

__________ 

Along the highway in Saskatchewan 


