Happy New Year!
Once again, it’s time for me to wish you all the best in the new year!
Even though we were not be able to celebrate with family and friends over the 2020 holiday
season as we would have liked, I hope we were all yet able to find some enjoyment. I look
forward to a new year where, once the vaccine has been issued, we can forget words like:
social distancing, non medical masks, N95 masks, self isolation and PPE.
Take care of yourselves, and I hope to see you soon!

And be sure to view our Holiday Greetings video at rrc-hg.ca/2020-xmas.
Leslie Walsh, Heritage Group Chair

Please God, let me live again.
by Guy Dugas on December 16, 2020. (rrc-hg.ca/live-again/)
pandemic. More because Miss Betty lives in Winnipeg
and I am in Vancouver. Still, like so many COVID
imposed compromises, it’s better than not at all.

Hallelujah! A vaccine!
“Hold on thar Baba Looey!”
In one of my favourite holiday
classics, the 1951 A Christmas
Carol, Scrooge is visited by three
spirits: Christmas Past, Present,
and Yet-To-Come. Though
tempting to think we’ve been
gifted a “Christmas Present”, I’m
afraid it’s more a “Yet-To-Come”.
Yes, there is light at the end of the proverbial tunnel, but we still have
to get there, masks and all. Which brings me to what I call “tunnel
vision”.
A restorative Christmas Eve viewing of It’s a Wonderful Life remains
one of my fondest seasonal rituals. It was once a family tradition. But
after some 30 years, only my daughter
Elizabeth shares my dogged devotion
to George Bailey (or, at least, she puts
on a brave face). Sadly, it will be a
virtual affair: our TV’s tuned to Bedford
Falls and iPhones sufficiently charged
for 130 parallel minutes of FaceTime.
Tunnel vision. No, not because of the

For those of you just in from another planet, the
movie’s plotline is fairly simple: overwhelmed by
family and community obligations, frustrated by a job
and a life he never wanted to live, George despairs.
With his youth, dreams and opportunities slipping
away, he wishes he had never been born.
Then, presto! George’s wish is granted. And the
balance of the movie follows him through an alternate
universe where he never existed, guided by his
guardian angel, Clarence.
Bedford Falls has morphed into
a much darker, miserable, and
hopeless Pottersville—untouched
by George’s previous existence.
“Strange, isn’t it? Each man’s life
touches so many other lives…”
Clarence and the Spirit of Christmas Yet to Come both
underline a simple truth: our actions have a much
greater reach and potential for good than we tend to
appreciate. And in our present COVID Pottersville, that
message resonates with me more than ever.
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Misguided anti-vaxxers and belligerent anti-mask science-deniers
may continue to sacrifice the rest of us on the altar of individual
freedom. We can only hope that their inner Clarence will yet lead
them to a Scrooge/Bailey epiphany.

“I want to live again. I want
to live again. Please God,
let me live again.”

It is with that hope that I look forward to our approaching collective
reclamation, and a return to that wonderful life we all once knew.
“Attaboy, Clarence!”

MUSEUM VOLUNTEERING: A Retirement Strategy
by Dale Watts on September 20, 2020 (rrc-hg.ca/museum-volunteering/)
Honorary Colonel Dale Watts in the cockpit of a C-130 Hercules aircraft en route to military
Exercise Maple Resolve in Wainwright, AB in May 2019.
My observation about people who are contemplating retirement is they tend to fall into one of two
groups: (a) those who have planned for their retirement and know what they want to do with their
post-employment time; and (b) those who have few or no ideas. Some continue to work well
beyond “normal” retirement age, perhaps because they enjoy what they do (or may need the
financial resources for whatever reason). Others, I suspect, continue to work because they have no
real idea what they would do with their spare time.
The former group have probably been involved in extracurricular activities throughout their working life such as
associations, committees, community groups, and interest
clubs prior to their retirement. Travelling is often part of their
post-employment plans.
The latter group have often not thought much about what they
will do post-employment. They have few interests or hobbies
that might occupy their time. Work has been their sole focus
for much of their adult lives. That giant step into retirement
leaves them bewildered and uncertain what to do next.
I’m fortunate to be one of those who falls into the former
category. During my adult life, I‘ve been involved continually
with associations, committees, clubs, societies and groups
which have mostly complemented a part-time Army Reserve
career of about 25 years and the acquisition of graduate
degrees. The transition into retirement was relatively easy for
me. I still belong to many of those associations and groups,
whose activities has been inhibited somewhat by the COVID-19
virus lately. However, instead of work, I visit a gym three
afternoons a week and volunteer at a military museum one
afternoon a week.
There are numerous military museums in Winnipeg. The one I
volunteer with, the 38 Service Battalion Combat Service
Support (CSS) museum, is one of three military museums
located at Minto Armouries, 969 St. Matthews Ave. The other
two museums at the Armouries are the Royal Winnipeg Rifles
Museum and Archives and the Queen’s Own Cameron
Highlanders Museum.
I’ve always had an interest in history, particularly military
history, but kind of fell into my current volunteer involvement
with the museum. My predecessor, who actually started the
Combat Service Support Museum in 2003, had reached an age

“Armoury long view” by Krazytea / CC BY-SA / perspective corrected

where he could no longer carry on volunteering, so I took his
place in 2009.
I knew very little about operating museums, just that most
were interesting to visit. The one other volunteer at the CSS
Museum at that time was helpful with teaching me some of
the basics, but unfortunately he passed away not long after I
began.
Fortunately, the Association of Manitoba Museums offers a
Certificate in Museum Practices program which I completed.
This program provides the basics of museum operation in
eight, one or two-day courses. There are supplemental courses
offered in other areas as well such as mannequin-making and
deaccessioning, some of which I have also completed. These
certificate and supplemental courses did not make me an
expert in Museum Management, but provided enough
grounding to maintain and to progress our museum.
There are myriad activities involved in volunteering at a
museum including activities such as: (a) receiving, determining
the provenance of (researching) and accessioning (cataloguing
and recording) artefacts; (b) creating static and interactive
displays that tell a story (educate); (c) conserving and
preserving artefacts (most are from decades to over a century
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old); (d) operating a workshop and learning how to use tools;
(e) building and dressing mannequins in uniforms; (f) engaging
the broader community with outreach programs; (f) writing
proposals and accessing grants; (g) forming a Board and
developing policies; and (h)taking care of the museum facility
(the host building is 105 years old).
There are always tasks to be done at our CSS museum and
there are four of us now, all of whom happen to be former
serving military and retired. We tend to receive donated
artefacts regularly, often when families are clearing materials
from a veteran’s estate. Our volunteers all agree there is
something special about handling a war artefact or holding a
component of someone’s personal kit in one’s hands and
trying to envision the circumstance in which the artefact was
used or the nature of the original owner of the personal kit
items. Most Canadian Second World War veterans were young
men. The average age of 700,000 of Canada’s 1.1 million
military in that war was 21 years.
These museum artefacts have taught us so much about
Canadian military history. For example, while Canada was not
too involved in the Pacific war, there was a Winnipeg
Grenadiers contingent based in Hong Kong, along with the
Royal Rifles of Canada from Quebec City, when Hong Kong was
attacked by the Japanese on December 8, 1941. These units
held out for 17 days before they surrendered and spent about
44 months in a prisoner of war camp. Many were killed during
the battle; many others did not survive the camp.
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The CSS Museum has a display
case that focuses on that small
piece of the Pacific war. There
are two Japanese flags in the
display case: one ceremonial;
the other a “friendship” flag.
The latter flag flew over the
city of Kure, Japan’s railway
station, which is 14.9 miles
from Hiroshima, when the atomic bomb was dropped on
August 6, 1945. It was signed by railway workers and
interpreters at the station and presented to a Royal Engineer
who was part of an occupation force in 1946. The Royal
Engineer passed it along to his daughter and she to her son
who then donated it to our museum. It is one of our more
unique artefacts.
Volunteering at the CSS Museum keeps us interested in our
commitment. In some circumstances we need to work
together to accomplish tasks. In other situations, we are able
to work on individual projects. Generally, there is a discussion
and consensus amongst the volunteers about how to tackle a
particularly challenging project. On the whole, our volunteer
days are usually an enjoyable, interesting and productive time.
If museum volunteering is of interest, for those not quite sure
what to do with their retirement time, there are numerous
museums around the city most of whom would welcome new
volunteers.

HG visiting the Royal Aviation Museum of Western Canada in May 2014.

A better tomorrow
by Guy Dugas on September 28, 2020 (rrc-hg.ca/a-better-tomorrow/)
Guy is a volunteer guide at Vancouver’s Nitobe Memorial Garden, widely considered
to be among the finest Japanese gardens outside of Japan. It commemorates Dr.
Inazo Nitobe, arguably the world’s most famous Asian when he died in 1933.
Though few of us will merit a memorial garden, we all share the modest hope that we’ve
mattered enough to at least be fondly remembered after death. But our collective
memory, even of our most celebrated, is painfully short. I led a group of thirty visiting Japanese student-teachers through the
garden just before COVID shut everything down. Not one of them knew who Nitobe was, despite his face having been on Japan’s
5,000-Yen notes since 1984. “Not that surprising”, commented one of the Canadian guides, “I know nothing about Sir Wilfrid
Laurier, whose face is on our own five dollar bill.”
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Born into a samurai family in 1862,
Nitobe would become one of Japan’s
great Renaissance men. Renowned
agriculturalist, diplomat, educator, and
pacifist, his circle of friends and
acquaintances included some of the
greats of his day: Einstein, Marie Curie,
Charles Lindbergh, Woodrow Wilson,
and John Dewey. Founder and
president of the Tokyo Woman’s
Christian University —yes, a women’s
university, in 1918! still thriving today— champion of unions &
universal healthcare, father of Taiwanese sugar, his crowning
achievement was as Under-Secretary General of the League of
Nations and director in charge of the International Committee
on Intellectual Cooperation from 1919 to 1926.

Separation & Connection
Despite all his achievements, Nitobe was acquainted with
separation and loss from an early age. Five years old when his
father died, Inazo would lose his grandfather at nine, his
mother at eighteen, then both his brothers. Most devastating
was the death in infancy of his only child in 1892, leading to a
severe breakdown in 1897 that would force him to stop
working for three years. In his later years, as Japan grew
increasingly militaristic and aggressive, his criticism of the
military provoked a severe backlash, and even death threats.
Then, in 1932, the Japanese government pressured him to
take, what he called, a “disagreeable journey” to America.
Some Japanese words are difficult to translate. “Joucho“,
literally “umbilical cord of the mind”, is often translated as
“emotion”. But joucho more accurately expresses a particular
feeling of connection, as to our mother when we were born. “If
you don’t feel joucho, it’s not a real Japanese garden.” Said
Junji Shinada, Nitobe garden’s custodian for nearly 30 years.
So years ago, when the Japanese Crown Prince uttered, “I am
in Japan”, upon entering the Nitobe Garden, I believe he was
touched by joucho. And I share a similar connection at one
particular bench here.
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Traditional Japanese garden designers who respect this
principle try to discern where garden elements “desire to be
placed”. One of his contemporaries remembered Mori pausing
on the site, as if “listening to something I couldn’t hear… he
would stand motionless for minutes just staring at and
apparently lining up I-don’t-know-what“. What was Mori
straining to hear?

A heart Filled with Grief
Nitobe’s wife, Mary, had sailed with him
on that late 1932 journey to San Francisco.
In December, she suffered a heart attack
and could no longer travel. Pressed with
many commitments back home, Inazo
returned to Japan, leaving Mary to
convalesce in Pasadena. Now 70 years old
and in failing health himself, he again had
to endure forced separation.

Mary and Dr. Inazo
Nitobe circa 1932

Not far from my dead-end bench, and not visible unless you
stand, a simple “yatsuhashi” zigzag bridge spans a small marsh
of irises. The irises were transplanted here from the Imperial
Meiji Shrine in Tokyo, and such bridges are common in
traditional Japanese gardens. Together they recall a poem
from the tenth-century anthology, Ise Monogatari. In it, its
central character rests beside a yatsuhashi in the famous iris
marshes of Mikawa province. Also separated from his wife, he
composes the following verses:
I have a beloved wife
familiar as the skirt
of a well-worn robe
and so this distant journeying
fills my heart with grief.
I like to think that what moves me at this spot is an echo of
what Mori too must have felt: Nitobe’s grief.

Japanese gardens are meant for
contemplation. But this bench is
especially puzzling. Not only does
it sit at a dead-end, the shrubs
directly opposite quite effectively
block the view of the rest of the
garden. Mysteriously, this path is
not on any of the 35 surviving
plans left by landscape architect
Kannosuke Mori. Mori died in
Japan the same year his masterpiece was completed, leaving no
clue as to why he created this
impasse.
The key may lie in the Shinto belief
that spirits inhabit every natural object.
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To Everything a Season
Nitobe did return to North America. His last plea for
international cooperation would be his address at an Institute
of Pacific Relations conference in Banff, Alberta. He particularly
looked forward to afterwards returning home with Mary (who
could now travel again). Sadly, Nitobe suffered his final
separation in Victoria, BC, where he died unexpectedly a few
days later. Though reunited with Mary, he would not see Japan
again.
But neither would he see his League of Nations mature into
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the United Nations, nor his International Committee on
Intellectual Cooperation (ICIC) blossom into UNESCO.
So, for me, this garden is ultimately a testament to hope, not
grief. Yes, one corner recalls bitter separation. But through his
disciples, Nitobe’s dream of peace and international goodwill
continues in the organizations he helped to establish. Just as
one must look past the irises, past grief, to fully appreciate this
magnificent memorial to Nitobe’s legacy, so too I’m reminded
that we should not let today’s troubles dampen our hope for a
better tomorrow.

Thank You for Your Service
by Dale Watts on November 11, 2020 (rrc-hg.ca/2020-11-11/)
This year marks the 75th anniversary of
the end of the Second World War.
For many of us, Remembrance
Day each year is the opportunity
to honour and to remember a
member or members of our
family who may have served in
the First or Second World War, in
Korea, in Afghanistan or with NATO
or the United Nations. Unfortunately,
for too many citizens, it is just a day off
work or away from school…not a time to remember.
Canada has not gone to war on its own, but it has supported
Great Britain and Canada’s other allies in several major
conflicts over time from the Boer War in South Africa (1899 to
1902), the First World War (1914 to 1918), the Second World
War (1939 to 1945), Korea (1950 to 1953), and Afghanistan
(2002 to 2014).
Canada went almost 50 years from Korea to Afghanistan
without participating in a shooting war, but 125,000 of its
military members, and occasionally civilian police, have served
in almost 40 peacekeeping missions. That is something in
which we can take pride.

A Canadian Armed Forces member stands watch as HMCS Winnipeg visits
Karachi, Pakistan in April 2009 while serving with the NATO fleet in the region.
Photo: Department of National Defence IS2009-6633 (from VAC website).

Collectively, Canada has sacrificed over 104,000 military killed
in action, 229,000 wounded in action, over 13,000 prisoners of
war, as well as about 10 per cent of front-line military, mostly
soldiers, to what was known as “shell shock” in the 1st World
War, “battle fatigue” in the 2nd World War, and is now known
as “post-traumatic stress disorder” (PTSD).
The average age of Canadian soldiers in the First World War
was 28, but the oldest soldier was 80 and the youngest was 10.
Many youths lied about their age to get into some branch of
the service. About 700,000 Canadians under the age of 21
served in the 2nd World War. They were among the best of
their generation.
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In aggregate, these numbers are staggering. The loss of and
disruption to all the lives, families and property in these
conflicts worldwide was catastrophic. Additionally, tens of
thousands of the civilian populations laboured on the home
front in war industries.
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We owe our service people, both past and present, a debt of
gratitude. They have helped keep us free from foreign
oppression and to keep us safe. To those Canadians who died
or were wounded in war, to veterans who served Canada for
much of their adult lives, to our military members currently
deployed around the world…“lest we forget”–”thank you for
your service.”

Canadians in a front line trench during the First World War,
February 1918. Photo: Library and Archives Canada / PA-2468
(copy of version on Veterans Affairs Canada website)

My wife and I visited Amsterdam in September 2019. At the
beginning of a walking tour our Dutch tour guide asked where
members of the tour group were from. When we told him
Canada, his first words were “thank you for liberating us.”
After 75 years, they have not forgotten that Canadians
liberated them and never will.
The suffering and starvation the Dutch and citizens of other
countries experienced under Nazi occupation in the 2nd World
War is the kind of sacrifice most Canadian civilians have never
been, and hopefully will never be called upon to make.

Dutch civilians & Canadian Army troops celebrating Liberation.
7 May 1945 / Utrecht, Netherlands.
Credit: Alexander M. Stirton/Canada. DND/Library and Archives
Canada/PA-134377 (copy of version on VAC website).

The torch; be yours to hold it high
by Leslie Walsh on November 16, 2020 (https://rrc-hg.ca/torch/)
Remembrance Day makes me feel very reflective about all the
privileges I have grown up with. To give thanks to the people
that fought for our freedom today seems not enough.

There he caught the virus and died very quickly. I hope that
none of you are affected by the virus, except of course for the
obvious restrictions; which we can definitely live with.

Luckily, I have never had to experience war. Some of you have
fought in the war and some of you have grown up during the
war. Both Ron Blicq and Dale Watts have shared WWII some
memories in our blog. Please do the same. It is our way of
keeping in touch and getting to know each other better.

Now on a happy note: Laura is back
from her maternity leave! Hard to
believe that Maddy is one year old
already. It doesn’t seem all that long
ago that Laura was at a Heritage
Group meeting and we were all able
to oooh and aaah over Maddy. So
glad to have you back Laura.
Our thanks go out to Alexis and Linda
for “holding the fort”, while Laura was
on leave.

Sergeant (Ret’d) Norman Kirby (from Veterans Affairs Canada website)
& virus-protection-coronavirus-woman by mohamed_hassan at Pixabay

We are engaged now in a very different war….that of fighting
COVID-19. Yes, we have had some of our freedoms altered, but
we know there will be an end to this enemy eventually if we all
just follow some very simple fundamentals: wash hands, wear
a mask, socially distance and follow public health guidelines.
Our own family recently suffered a death due to COVID. My
husband’s uncle went into hospital for a medical condition.

If any of you have any “Member News” that you would like to
pass along, please send to Guy for our blog.
Stay as safe as you can. I hope that it won’t be too long that
we can meet face to face (with or without masks) at a
meeting. I miss seeing you, socializing and learning from our
speakers.
Take care.
Leslie
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Walking in an Immigrant’s Shoes
by Lina Garcia on November 25, 2020 (rrc-hg.ca/immigrants-shoes/)

Paul Sableman, CC BY 2.0 https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/2.0, via Wikimedia Commons (cropped)

It takes an immigrant to really understand what it’s like to be
one. For starters, it is not an easy journey. So if you feel you
don’t have the nerve, the determination to make it, nor the
guts to overcome the challenges (and they can be many), don’t
get on the bus.
In 1997, my family came to Canada with three young
daughters in tow and settled in Montreal where my husband
was hired by Rolls Royce Canada. You could say I was the
reluctant immigrant. It wasn’t easy to leave family back home
in the Philippines and a career where I had already worked my
way up to upper-management level. This was my first big
hurdle. But I wanted to support my husband’s decision and
keep our young family intact.
The first year was particularly difficult. I am not one prone to
depression, but I had to fight it, especially for the sake of my
young daughters. If they saw me broken, it would have rubbed
off on them. I couldn’t let that happen. We didn’t stay long in
Montreal as speaking French at work proved too much for my
husband to handle. He was excellent at his technical job but
communication was a problem both for the francophones and
for the anglophones in the same work setting. So we moved to
Vancouver when another job opportunity came up in a
unionized company. After six years, this company laid off
workers and my husband, being one of the junior ones, had to
be let go.
On to Standard Aero, Winnipeg. A month after we relocated, I
was hired at RRC as a temp replacement. The term
appointment progressed to a regular position that lasted until
my early retirement in 2015.
Working at RRC forced me to face cultural and social
differences between East and West, so to speak. It wasn’t
always a breeze to distinguish between what is acceptable and
what is not. To illustrate: where I came from, there is
hierarchical distinction in an organization. Bosses are not
addressed by their first names. The same is true with adults:

people ten years or more your
junior will never address you by
your first name; it is considered
impolite and disrespectful. So
imagine my initial discomfort
when such situations arose.
Eventually, I got used to it and
told myself, Well, that is not
offensive here, so do as the
Romans do. I practised a more
eclectic approach to things
without losing my own basic
values.
I entered RRC with what I thought were reasonable
expectations: professionalism, respectful workplace, high
standards of education. While disappointed to see the lack of
these in some people, I saw evidence of my expectations in a
lot of other fellow RRC employees. That saved my faith in
humanity. Some saw you as an immigrant from a presumably
“Third World” country and seemed surprised that you are
educated, can be articulate and can hold your own candle.
Most of the backstabbing and nasty comments came from
these people. There were times when I wondered, What did I
do wrong to deserve that kind of treatment? Those who
became my friends see the value that you bring to the
workplace and appreciate you for who you are. And I treasure
these friends.
Perhaps this is not unique to
immigrants like me. But the unpleasant
experiences are probably more
pronounced for immigrants, especially
when you hear comments like, “they
should all go back to where they came
from.” Pardon my saying this but
comments like that speak of ignorance.
If all immigrants did that (go back), who
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would be left to work in hospitals, care homes, businesses,
etc.? In instances when detractors exhibited office drama
targeting me, I had to bite my lips, not because I couldn’t push
back, but deep inside I felt that such behaviour was unfit in a
school setting. Besides, office confrontations are not my thing.
If you face me one-on-one, I have better self-control and can
sort things out like mature professionals. They didn’t know me
well enough. I had fought so many battles in my life so what’s
another one? But it wasn’t worth the aggravation. I prefer
peace to war.
When we came to Canada, I did not expect to find a job
similar, or at least close, to my managerial job back home. I
had decided that my family would be my priority. I was
concerned that if I aimed higher, my family, especially my
young daughters, would suffer. I had a successful career back
home. It’s their turn to get there with as much attention and
help my husband and I could provide.
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I would like to think that I made
the right choices as an immigrant
(and a smattering of bad ones as
well). All my three daughters
finished school and are making
valuable contributions themselves
as Canadian citizens. Since my last
career move before early retirement was Red River College, where I had my share of happy
memories, I choose to keep them over the bad ones. The
students, for the most part, gave me my most meaningful
experiences. They made me feel their respect and in many
instances, their affection. I guess it was because they felt that I
really cared for them. And I honestly did.
Well, this is an immigrant’s one long and short story. There are
many others but I hope the readers will get a glimpse of what
it’s like to walk in our shoes.

The next three pieces were submitted by Ron Blicq, fast becoming our writer in residence.
Details of his latest book, Short Stories and Tall Tales, are posted at rrc-hg.ca/rb-short/.

Christmas Then and Now
by Ron Blicq on December 13, 2020 (rrc-hg.ca/my-island/)
There will be both a parallel and a difference between the
Christmas I will experience in 2020 compared to the Christmas
I experienced 71 years ago, back in 1949.
The parallel exists in several ways: I was in
a Commonwealth country, as I am now; I
lived in a private apartment, again as I do
now; and I could choose to celebrate with
my neighbours or enjoy the day quietly on
my own. I was also very well fed, just as
this year I know Iwill be fed a sumptuous
Christmas Dinner.
The differences are in the outdoor temperature,how I will
feel,and what I will be doing this Christmas, compared withthe
temperature,how I felt, and what I did at Christmas in 1949.
This year I will remain in my apartment, because the Seniors
Residence where I live is in total lockdown and meals will be
brought to me. Rather than spending Christmas Day with
family in Gimli, and Boxing Day with my daughter near Birdshill
Park, as I have done in recent years, this year I have paid
attention to the COVID-19 warnings and have chosen to
remain in my apartment in Shaftesbury Park.
On Christmas Eve and Christmas Day I will exchange greetings
with family by email, telephoneand, I hope (providing the
communication systemsare not so busy I can’t get online), by
Skype or FaceTime, which let me see and hear them, but it will
be as close as I will get to being with them.

In 1949 I was at Air Force
base Amberley, 20 miles
west of Brisbane in eastern
Australia, where the sun
shone relentlessly all day
and the temperature
hovered above 30°C. In the
southern hemisphere,
Christmas occurs in midsummer, which means the
weather in Australia is
like July in Canada, although even warmer. So military bases
would virtually close down from December 22nd to January
3rd, which in a sense has become an unwritten national
holiday.
We could exchange letters with families, but then it took 3 to 4
weeks for a letter to travel just one way between Australia and
Canada. Telephoning was out of the question: it was far too
expensiveand to find a telephone booth was next to
impossible. So I re-read letters I had received over the previous
two weeks.
Because there were ten bomber crews from the UK on
assignment to Amberley from October to April, the cooks in
the Sergeants’ Mess announced they would cook us a
traditional Christmas Dinner, but would do so at lunchtime so
they could go home to their families for an evening dinner.
In the morning I joined several other crew members on the
lawn, clad only in swim trunks, and lay on a towel in the sun,
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totally unaware of the danger offered by unprotected rays.
Then at noon we returned to our individual quarters and
donned long pants and dress shirts for the upcoming
celebration.
Can you imagine what it was like to be sitting at tables in an
un-air-conditioned dining room at 30+ degrees? I happily
ploughed my way through a mound of turkey and stuffing,
roast potatoes, Brussels sprouts, and thick creamy gravy,
accompanied of course by a schooner or two of Australian
beer. (I should explain that, because it is mid-summer, families
in Australia and New Zealand are more likely to have cold ham
and tongue, a green salad, and a potato salad on Christmas
Day, plus an iced Christmas cake or ice cream. )
But I demurred when it came to a
steaming fruit-filled English-style
Christmas pudding and hot custard.
“Could I take a dish back to my room
to have later?” I asked.
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“If you wish,” came the reply. “But why don’t we leave it out,
ready for you to enjoy with your supper?” Which is exactly
what they did.
In the afternoon we retired to our rooms and napped,
preparing for an evening in the bar of the Sergeants’ Mess.
The following day (Boxing Day), we were invited by local
families to join them on a picnic, and to be sure to bring our
swimsuits. They had an air force bus in which they drove about
30 of us to a hilly area where they not only settled down to a
picnic but also produced large inflatable inner tires for us to
float down a fast-moving creek that traveled for several meters
beyond the picnic ground.
What an experience to lie back inside the rubber ring, arms
and legs hanging over the sides, and steer oneself down the
length of the creek!
I regret I won’t be doing that this year.
Ron Blicq, © 2020

My Island
by Ron Blicq on January 4, 2021 (rrc-hg.ca/my-island/)
I would cycle daily through Guernsey’s narrow, winding lanes
bordered by grass-covered earth banks dotted with primroses,
violets, pink campion, buttercups and field daffodils, which
would stir in the breeze I created and lean toward me and nod
as I glided past.

would grip my wool socks and I would have to pause and with
careful fingers pry them away. In late summer I would reach
into the bushes and brush the leaves aside in search of
bulbous, juicy blackberries, which were my favorite fruit.
Then I would scramble down steep, ragged paths to the rockstrewn beaches, mesmerized by the surging motion of the sea
as, on blustery days, it crashed on the sand and outcrops of
granite rocks, throwing fragmented spume high into the wind,
or—on calmer days—break into shallow rollers that splashed
gently onto the fine white sand. Then I would shrug off my
socks and sandals, roll up my shorts and step gently out into
the water until I could feel sand ridges under the soles of my
feet.
I would stand silent, watching the seaweed clinging to the
rocks around me sway back and forth with the movement of
the sea.
Often I would spend a whole afternoon alone, intuitively aware
that I would be unable to savour the experience, to reflect on
it, if accompanied by boys my own age. They would be intent
on clambering noisily up the cliffs in search of gulls’ eggs or
crashing through the shallow waters to chase sidewaysscuttling crabs.
Although not intentionally a “loner,” I treasured moments on
my own with the sea and the elements that abound within it.
I lived on the Island of Guernsey for the first fifteen years of
my life. My memories of those years are particularly poignant.

I would amble along rough, winding gravel paths three
hundred feet above the south coast bays, my sandals swishing
against nettles, dock leaves, and long grasses. Thorny tendrils

Ron Blicq, © 2020
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The Green Door
by Ron Blicq on December 21, 2020 (rrc-hg.ca/green-door/)
It was just a green-painted door set in a
stretch of brick wall some 10 feet high.
Ancient bricks, some a dull yellow,
others a tannish-sort-of red, with small
tufts of weed sprouting from the grout
that held the bricks together. In the four
years I cycled past the green door twice
a day, I never saw any evidence that it
had ever been opened.
Then, in a strange moment on a Thursday
afternoon, I noticed a large old-fashioned
green-painted key lying on the asphalt path about ten feet
beyond the door.
I knew immediately where it
must belong. So I picked it up,
feeling the antiquity of its design
and touch, and carried it back to
the door. Its age made it difficult
to insert, but after a struggle I
heard a click and the door swung
open on squeaky hinges, revealing a square, somewhat
overgrown garden enclosed by four brick walls, all the same
height and with no further doors or even a window among
them.
“Oh, you must have found my key!” a woman’s voice called
from behind chest-high bushes on my left. “Would you mind
bringing it to me?”
On the other side of the bushes a very old lady sat on a metal
two-seat bench of the kind often found in English parks.
“Oh, that is kind of you,” she said as I handed her the key.
Then, shading her eyes against the light, she added: “I see, you
must be in the air force.” But before I could even acknowledge
her, she continued. “And what age would you be?”
I admitted I was 28 and had been in the air force for 10 years.
“My, my,” she continued, “my age too. So you must have been
born in 1925.”

“How extraordinary,” she said. “That we should be exactly the
same age.”
Hardly, I thought. I mean, just look at her: at least 80, or closer
to 90.
She was dressed almost entirely in grey. A grey pillbox hat
resting on silver-white hair, a light grey wool coat ending
above the knee, with a grey mid-calf-length embroidered
dress, and grey cotton stockings resting in very plain scarletred shoes.
“You must understand,” she said, “we tend to age quickly in
my family. It’s hereditary.”
“Of, course,” I agreed. “You do make a lovely picture sitting
there. Would you mind if I get my camera, so I can take your
picture?”
“Not at all,” she said, and sat up a bit more erectly and placed
the walking stick she had been holding behind the bench, so it
would not be seen.
It took only a moment for me to open the backpack on my
bike, which I had leant against the wall beside the green door,
yet when I rounded the bushes the old lady was no longer
there! Just her walking stick and, incongruously, the grey hat
and the two red shoes sitting side-by-side, just where her feet
had rested in them, with the green key lying beside them.
I quickly toured the garden to see
where she must have gone, but
there were no hiding places and
no exits. Nothing!
Then I noticed a slip of paper
resting in one of the shoes and
lifted it out.
“I told you,” I read: “In our family
we do age rather quickly.”

© Ron Blicq, 2019

I agreed I had been, and that I was a May-Day baby.

Our January newletter features submission from ol’ faithfuls like
Dale Watts, Ron Blicq, and Leslie Walsh. But also from newcomers
like Lina Garcia, Will Miller, and Howard Engel, who have answered
the call for our new Celebration of (Retired) Life series.
We welcome any uplifting, funny, inspiring, or otherwise simply interesting
story, profile, or bit of whimsy. To share with our other retirees, simply
email your 500- to 1,000-word piece to HG-Editor@RRC.CA.
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A Perfect Post-RRC Career for a Chronic
Numismatist & Unrepentant Bibliophile
by Howard R. Engel on January 12, 2021 (abridged version of the post at rrc-hg.ca/numismatist/)

Out of the Blue

Anniversary

By the fall of 2018, after 14 years working at Red River College
Library, it became clear to me, in no small part due to the
nudge I received from my wife, Esther G. Juce, that my then
increasingly frail 90-year-old father needs me now and not in
the 4-5 years I had originally planned to retire. Thankfully, at
age 57, I was eligible to take early retirement and so I began to
make my plans…
On Nov. 14, 2018 while minding my own business at work as a
library technician with Red River College Library (16 days after I
had announced on Oct. 30 to my supervisor that I planned to
retire by Jan. 2, 2019 after more than 14 years’ service, but
before I made this announcement public to my colleagues,
which did not occur until Nov. 19) I received what turns out to
have been an exclusive offer from Richard Stockley to purchase
his antiquarian and out-of-print numismatic and philatelic
book business. He and his wife, Deirdre Crevier, had decided
to retire to “warmer climes” (as Richard put it; to Belize, as it
turned out) by the fall of 2019. Interestingly, he had no prior
knowledge of my imminent plans to retire. Here is the core of
his message:
“Since the two of you are active in the local numismatic &
philatelic communities and avid bibliophiles, my thoughts
turned immediately to you. Would you be interested in
taking over my hobby/business?

I’m thus a relatively newly minted
Canadian numismatic/philatelic
book dealer, Richard Stockley
Books. As of April 29/19, after
several months of cordial
negotiation (it’s hard to believe
I’m already coming up to my 2nd
anniversary as the new owner) I
purchased this 40-year-old
business from its original owner,
Richard Stockley, who was
domiciled in Montreal and retired with his wife Deirdre Crevier
to Belize in the fall of 2019. I have therefore been making the
buying, selling and trading numismatic literature a priority
(over collecting) ever since, particularly online and, prior to
when the pandemic hit in March 2020, at shows. I don’t have
a storefront; rather the 3,000 lbs. of books and equipment
Richard sent me sat in a storage facility out of which operated
until I moved everything to my home in May 2020. This took
five loads within a period of a couple of weeks, just ahead of
the first anniversary of receiving it on May 7, 2019. Thankfully,
the storage facility was within a five-minute drive of my home.
One of the good things about this pandemic is that it has
afforded me the opportunity to reorganize my home and make
enough space to accommodate my inventory and thereby save
me $210 in monthly rental costs, or more than $2,500 per
annum..

This is not a business where you will get rich but it is a
good way to keep busy in retirement. It does have
potential and you can build it to whatever level you wish.
You will be the only full-time [second-hand numismatic
and philatelic] book dealer in Canada.”
As you might imagine, I spontaneously could not but help but
yelp out in delight upon reading Richard’s e-mail message
inviting me to take over his “hobby/business”!

TOREXtasy
I had first met Richard in person
at a Torex Show in the fall of
2013. He was the first dealer I
always made a bee-line to at all
the RCNA Conventions he
attended from 2014 to 2017,
inclusive, with numerous mail
orders in-between and
afterwards, even though he
could not attend the 2018 RCNA
Convention. I made my first
contact with Richard through his
AbeBooks.com site asking him a
question about the annual Royal
Canadian Mint reports (which I collect) on Aug. 25, 2013.

Silver Lining
Another very good thing about the
pandemic is that it has compelled me
to develop the mail-order side of my
business, since I cannot (yet) attend
any shows and have not gone to one
since March 8, 2020. Out of this
experience I’ve developed a number
of thematic fixed price lists that I
send to customers whom I know
would be interested because the
respective themes cover their
collecting interests. In other words,
I’ve been sending out customized fixed price lists of materials
in my stock to my customers to quite good effect if sales are
any indication. Thanks to Wayne Homren, Editor of The ESylum, “an electronic publication of the Numismatic
Bibliomania Society”, who recently invited me to offer these
price lists to E-Sylum readers, no fewer than 15 more potential
customers requested such lists from me. Topics include ancient
and medieval coins, Canadian pre- & post-Confederation
tokens, Coins of the Far East, world medals, world paper
money, obscure and hard-to-find U.S. numismatic literature,
numismatic literature relating to Western Canada, etc.
If you would like more information about my new business
venture, I invite you to click on a number of articles that have
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appeared in various trade publications about my early major
trade show experiences, plus some updates after my first year
in the business:
In The E-Sylum
HOWARD R. ENGEL ACQUIRES RICHARD STOCKLEY BOOKS,
The E-Sylum: Vol. 22, No. 21, May 26, 2019, Article 8:
coinbooks.org/v22/esylum_v22n21a08.html
RCHARD STOCKLEY BOOKS AT 2019 RCNA SHOW,
The E-Sylum: Vol. 22, No. 32, August 11, 2019, Article 21:
coinbooks.org/v22/esylum_v22n32a21.html
RICHARD STOCKLEY BOOKS OFFERS PRICELISTS,
The E-Sylum: Vol. 23, No. 37, September 13, 2020, Article 2:
coinbooks.org/v23/esylum_v23n37a02.html
ENGEL’S ANGLE ON NUMISMATIC LITERATURE:
SANDHAM’S COINS, MEDALS & TOKENS OF CANADA (1869),
The E-Sylum: Vol. 23, No. 41, October 11, 2020, Article 14:
coinbooks.org/v23/esylum_v23n41a14.html

Counting Blessings
In short, I’m gratified that the library skills I originally acquired
at Red River College and then put into practice over a 30+-year
career in the field (nearly the last half of which were served at
Red River College Library) are now re-purposed into my
antiquarian, used and out-of-print numismatic and philatelic
book business. “The business” itself marries a number of my
own passions of coin, stamp and book collecting and my sense
of vocation “to help provide people with access to information,
knowledge and the accumulated wisdom of the ages”—an
exciting new venture/adventure and career to be sure to keep
me interested and occupied when I’m not looking after my
Dad, Roland R. Engel!
My father Roland (a.k.a. “Rollie”)
Engel is an astute businessman
who served as the President and
C.E.O. of his family-owned trucking
business, Atomic Transportation System Inc.
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He purchased the then struggling company with his father and
five brothers in 1954 from the original owner, World War II
veteran A.J. Kellner. Founded in 1946, the company operated
on the rough roads chiefly between its Winnipeg headquarters
and Yorkton, Saskatchewan. With his one brother remaining in
the business, and no obvious successor, my Dad sold Atomic to
another expanding transportation company in 1998 for a tidy
sum. At its peak, Atomic employed 600 people and operated
with a thousand pieces of equipment (i.e. mostly tractors and
trailers). Operating out of 20 terminals in every province west
of Quebec, and two states (Washington and Oregon), it made
both LTL (less-than-truckload lot) and TL (truckload lot)
deliveries of goods throughout most of North America.
He naturally always wanted me to get at least as actively
involved in the family business as he was in terms of a career
(opportunities abounded to work with or for the company in
accounting, human resources, law, logistics or marketing to
name but a few), but my vocation lay elsewhere. Apart from
working at the Winnipeg headquarters (located at 2070 Logan
Avenue, a stone’s throw north of RRC’s Notre Dame Campus) a
few summers as a teenager, I never did, nor did I ever, get into
any kind of business… until now. I therefore find it most
satisfying to be able to confer with him regarding my
experiences and to ask his advice, which I know gives him great
pleasure. Serves him right for getting me involved in the
numismatic hobby in the first place! At the tender age of 5, in
Canada’s Centennial year of 1967, he gave me a cigar box of
his travel change from the U.S., Mexico, Cuba, Jamaica, and
some George VI Canadian coins. That captured my imagination
because they were sufficiently different from the Elizabeth II
coins I was used to seeing in circulation. Little did we know
that this would lead me into a business venture in my
retirement years that would afford me a new-found
appreciation and respect for my father’s business acumen
while he is still alive.
What a wonderful and mutual blessing between a father and
his son!

Travel to Mexico
by Will Miller on January 16 (abridged version of the post at rrc-hg.ca/mexicovid/)

MEXICOVID
As I sit at my computer, I realize just how much my
wife and I miss our annual travel to Mexico. Since
retiring in July 2007, Joan and I have been making
yearly excursions to Bucerias, a small town on the
west coast of Mexico about 20 km north of Puerto
Vallarta. We started with a one-month visit in
January 2008 and have since extended our stays to
almost five months each winter (except this year, for
obvious reasons!) In writing this article, my hope is
to dispel the myth that Mexico is a dangerous, druginfested country. We have found that Mexico has an
inexpensive, safe, and diverse alternative to going
to the usual retirement centres of Florida, Arizona,
California, etc.
While many people have experienced Mexico by
going to an all-inclusive resort, the reality is that
these travel destinations are really not a good

indication of all that Mexico has to offer. I have to
admit though, Joan and I have done our share of allinclusive vacations in Playa del Carmen, Acumel,
Punta de Mita, and Puerto Vallarta. These resorts
provide virtually unlimited alcoholic beverages and
do feed you well, even though the food tends to be
more “American” than Mexican. Of course, there is
also the nightly entertainment which tends to be
repetitious! There is really no reason to leave the
resort and many guests don’t! This is unfortunate.
While most people don’t consider driving to Mexico,
Joan and I have found the experience rewarding,
since it gives us the ability to travel at our own pace,
and we can stop to visit wherever we choose.
The down side, of course is that travel by car takes
about 45 to 50 hours, depending on the route that is
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chosen. We normally break this travel down to 5 or 6 days.
Clearly, to make driving a viable option means that you will be
gone from Canada for a minimum of a month. What follows is
a protocol that will help your drive in Mexico.

An offer we couldn’t refuse
After retiring, Joan and I decided that we would make a
memorable trip to Mexico. A friend of ours had driven from
Winnipeg to Puerto Vallarta and spoke highly of the
experience. We were intrigued and decided that since we had
lots of time on our hands, we would try the same experience.
The plan was to leave Winnipeg on New Year’s Day, 2008 and
arrive a week or so later at our destination. As we were getting
ready to leave, my sister and her husband informed us that
they had sold their house in Winnipeg and that they had
bought a condo in Bucerias. If we would bring some of their
possessions with us, we were welcome to stay with them for a
month. Wow! What an offer! Naturally, we accepted!
Prior to leaving Canada, we had done a lot of research on what
driving to Mexico entailed. It’s not as easy as crossing from
Emerson to Pembina, North Dakota! Firstly, our auto insurance
was not valid in Mexico. For our first drive to Mexico, we
planned to cross into Agua Prieta, Mexico at Nogales, Arizona.
We knew that we had to buy Mexican auto insurance, but had
no idea how to go about this. It turns out that is never a
problem, since there is no shortage of outlets on the American
side of the border. (You’ve got to love capitalism!)
Our second task was to clear Mexican
immigration. Once in Mexico, we
needed to register as tourists (easy!!)
and we needed to buy a Temporary
Vehicle Importation Permit (Permiso
de Importación de Vehiculo) for our
car.
While time consuming, this is VERY
important!! In order to discourage
leaving a vehicle in Mexico, the
Mexican government imposes a
refundable fee of 400USD plus a non-refundable fee of about
40USD when crossing into the country. This provides a
windshield sticker which clearly shows that the vehicle is
authorized to drive anywhere in Mexico. When returning
home, this permit is surrendered prior to crossing into the US
and the money is returned, via credit card. The process which
involves providing car registration or proof of ownership
(Americans need to show their title of ownership) works
remarkably well, but generally takes about an hour at the
Immigration office.

Viva México Libre!
Driving through Mexico is generally safe! However, there are a
few things to remember.
1. Mexico is mostly a cash-only society, so it’s important to
have a fair bit of cash with you. Contrary to many
expectations, Mexico does not generally accept American
(or Canadian) cash. Make sure that you have a good
supply of small bills (20MXN, 50MXN, 100MXN, and
200MXN). Many places will not accept 500MXN, since this
is really a lot of money, equivalent to about 33CAD.

January 2021
2. There are two main types
of road in Mexico, Libres
or free roads and Cuotas
or toll highways. The toll
highways (aka Autopistas)
are modern, high-speed
highways that are very
similar to American Interstates. They prohibit the use of
bicycles, donkeys, and farm equipment. We always use
the Cuotas whenever possible. Toll booths are located
about every 100 km along the autopistas and generally
require payment by cash. (See Note 1.) On the other hand,
the Libres can be used by all traffic. Slower and not wellmaintained, they tend to go through the middle of towns
and villages and have the added annoyance of speed
bumps (Topes), which are often not well marked. I highly
discourage these unless absolutely necessary.
3. Never travel at night! Most people
think I give this is because of banditos,
but no, it’s mainly because animals are
known to cross the roads. Mexico has
a vibrant agricultural industry with lots
of cattle, horses, and other domestic
animals. Unfortunately, the fences
along highways are not always
maintained as well as they should be,
which leads to quite a number of
accidents. I’m not sure what the
protocol is if you hit a cow or horse,
but it can’t be a good experience!
A second hazard of night travel is the large trucks. Unlike
Canadian and American drivers who are forced to take a
rest after so many hours of driving, there doesn’t seem to
be any such law in Mexico. This results in a large number
of accidents due to inattention/falling asleep. We make a
point of being in our hotel by 3:00 – 4:00 pm daily.
4. Driving in Mexico has its own peculiarities. If you are
driving behind a slower vehicle such as a semi-trailer
truck, the driver may put on his left-turn signal as you’re
climbing up a hill. This simply means that he can see that
it’s clear to pass him and that you have enough room.
There are other subtleties, but for the most part, I
encourage anyone driving in Mexico to be patient,
observant, and polite. Mexican drivers are (for the most
part) courteous, but tend to be impatient. While not a
major problem, there is more drinking-under-theinfluence in Mexico than here. (Again, another good
reason not to drive at night!)
5. Mexican hotels are a wonderful place to stay! As a rule,
hotel rooms tend to be very large, clean, and inexpensive.
When driving, we start to look for suitable
accommodation at around 3:00 pm. This gives a bit of time
to rest and to scout out where to eat. Most rooms provide
complementary drinking water. Alternatively, there is
generally a nearby OXXO convenience store (equivalent to
our 7-Elevens) where you can buy the usual travel
necessities (including beer!). As mentioned previously,
many hotels do not accept credit cards, so be prepared to
pay with cash. A word of caution though, I do not
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recommend staying at motels – in Mexico there is a BIG
distinction between the two! Motels can be rented by the
hour and are generally where one would go to take his
girlfriend or “lady of the night”. We made this mistake
once, even though we had been told the difference.
Motels are much cheaper, but in my experience the cost
saving is not worth the sleepless nights that one is likely to
encounter!
As you drive through Mexico, you will find there are lots of
gasoline stations. Until 2019, all gas stations were owned and
operated by Pemex, the government petroleum department.
However, recently new corporately-owned gas stations have
emerged. These stations all have pump attendants who will fill
your car and wash your windows. While not necessary, it is
generally accepted that you will tip the attendant (10MXN ≡
0.70MXN is a good starting point). Make sure that the pump
has been “zeroed” before pumping starts – at one point some
unscrupulous attendants would leave the pump at the
previous customer’s charge, and you end up paying for
significantly more than what you got. (This has never
happened to me!) Since Mexico has quite large desert areas, it
is wise to keep your gas tank at least half-full at all times.

Make the Journey Magical
Once you are at your destination, having a car will allow you to
take side trips to locations that most other tourists will never
see. Every year, we drive into the mountains near Puerto
Vallarta to visit some of the small villages that have been
designated Pueblos Mágicos (Magic Towns), our favourite
being the village of San Sebastián del Oeste, which is known
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for its artisanal ceramics, silver, and coffee. As you get to know
some of the people that frequent the area, you will find other
interesting places to visit.
While not for everyone, you may even
be able to experience a charreada
(Mexican rodeo).
The state of Jalisco, famous for tequila, is
renowned for its charreadas. You would
be missing a very important cultural
event if you passed up this display of
machismo and horsemanship. We have
also visited crocodile sanctuaries, hot
springs, and have been invited into the
homes of several wonderful Mexican
families.
While driving to Mexico is a memorable experience and
certainly one that Joan and I have enjoyed, not everyone has
the desire to experience this type of a travel adventure. It is
possible to experience many of the same ventures by entering
the country via aircraft. It simply means being a bit less
flexible.
In subsequent articles I will look at the culture, food,
geography, and activities that are open to the more intrepid
visitor to Mexico.
Will Miller
Former Chair, Electrical/Electronic Engineering Technology
(Retired July 2007)

HG Award Update
by Laura Payne on January 20, 2021 (rrc-hg.ca/2021-01-award-update/)

I wanted to reach out to thank you for your recent
donations to Red River College. The response from
Heritage Group members this year has been
remarkable and is a positive note in a not-so-positive
year.
It’s been nearly a year since we’ve been able to
gather for regular meetings, to catch up over coffee,
and look forward to the next social outing together
as a group, but this has not stopped your generous
support of students. I’m thrilled to report that as a

group, you have contributed more than $7,500 in
2020 – far more than any other year since I first
became involved with the Heritage Group in 2017.
This is something to celebrate and be proud of.
The majority of these donations were contributed to
the Heritage Group Scholarship which has grown
significantly and will be able to support even more
students. The endowment fund has grown to over
$125,000 and the interest generated, along with
donations, will be disbursed to students this Spring.
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Your gifts will have double the impact, as
Manitoba Scholarships and Bursaries
Initiative (MSBI) will be matching all
donations and be provided to students
as bursaries. I will provide further
updates after the recipients have been
chosen and the year-end financial report
is ready.
One donation to highlight came from Howard R. Engel, who
retired from Library Services in January 2019. Howard has been
a long-time supporter of the Library and information
Technology Program Endowment at the College and this year
Howard generously provided $1,000, which will be matched
with MSBI, to support two students with financial need within
that program. Many thanks to Howard for his contribution!
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In a year where many students are struggling to find financial
stability and face uncertainty about the future, know that your
support will have a direct impact and make a difference.
I hope you are all doing well and staying safe, and I look
forward to seeing you before the end of this year.
I’ve attached one thank you (previous page) that we received
in June 2019, but we did not get any from award recipients last
year. In summer 2020 we updated to an online system so it is
much easier for students to provide thank you notes, and we
are certainly receiving double the amount now! So I am
hopeful that we will hear from a few Heritage Group award
recipients this coming year.
Cheers!
Laura Payne

Subscribing to RRC-HG.ca is as easy as 1-2-3
rrc-hg.ca is the home of your Heritage Group blog, financially supported by RRC.
It is a site filled with material by and for retirees. AND, since moving to new software late last year,
it is now possible to subscribe and receive email notifications whenever there are new posts to the site!

1 2 3
Go to
RRC-HG.ca

Enter your Email address

Click
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Passages
RRC Heritage Group

Ronald (Ron) Whittom
Ron passed away peacefully on October 31, 2020.
The bulk of his working years were spent at
Standard Areo and Red River College, 15 years and
14 years respectively.

Chair
Leslie Walsh, ljoywalsh@gmail.com

Vice- Chair

In lieu of flowers, donations can be made to the
Alzheimer Society of Manitoba or Manitoba
Possible.

Gail Shimonek

Secretary
Mary Hayes

Condolences may be sent to
wojciksfuneralchapel.com
July1937 – Oct. 2020

(link to Wojcik’s obituary)

Assistant Secretary
Liz Omeniuk

Social Committee Lead
Karen Wall

Horace Hackett
Horace died peacefully on September 19, 2020.
He taught in the Industrial and Technology
Communications Department for 22 years.

Past Chair

In lieu of flowers, donations may be made to
CancerCare Manitoba or a charity of your choice.

John Graeb

(link to Winnipeg Free Press obituary)

Founding Members
July1937 – Oct. 2020

Visit
rrc-hg.ca/passages-2020/
to remember those whom
we lost in 2020.

Bob Barr, Ken Campbell, Dan Demedash,
Eugene Gladys, Horace Hackett, Don
Kennedy, Harry Reese

Red River College Group Liaison
Laura Payne, lnpayne@rrc.ca
204-632-3031

Editor
Guy Dugas, HG-Editor@rrc.ca

Published by
Red River College
2055 Notre Dame Ave.
Winnipeg, MB R3H 0J9

Heritage Group Blog: rrc-hg.ca
Responsibility for articles rests upon the
authors, not Red River College, and do
not represent official positions of Red
River College. Letters and articles
submitted for inclusion in the newsletter
may be edited for content and/or length.
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