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				Dedication

				When I was a young man, my mother told me that the key to life was to be happy. When I went to school they asked me what I wanted to be when I grew up. I wrote down “happy.” They told me that I did not understand the assignment. I told them that they did not understand life.

				— Author unknown

				The above quote could be attributed to my brother Angus. He was always happy. Honestly, I’ve never really seen him sad. So, to my close friend and youngest brother, who passed away on November 27, 2015, you were one of the quietest, gentlest, and nicest people that I have ever met. You were all that anyone could ever want in a brother. You were always there when we needed you, and Eddy, Calvin, and I will miss you as we miss your older brother Hubert, when he left us two years ago. You both will forever have a place in our hearts, and one day I am sure we will all meet again in a better place. Your best friend and buddy, Hubert, and you are finally together again and, I am sure, laughing at us all. God bless you, Ank. You were a good man.

				* * * * *

				When I let go of what I am, I become what I might be.

				— Lao Tzu

				This book is also dedicated to my friend Stephen Phillips, who left this world on August 28, 2015. He was a uniquely good man who put his family first and everything else second. A gentleman of true character in all he did. A truly wonderful person and a great friend. 

				The above quote is so true of Steve. He knew who he was and lived his life accordingly. If life is meant to be lived to the fullest, then he had a jump on everyone. If heaven is truly the place where we will all one day rest, then I have no doubt that he has arrived there before me. Rest in peace, Steve. You will be forever missed.
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				Preface

				Everyone has a book inside him. Now that I have my memoirs on paper, I realize that this is true. A friend once told me that life goes by so quickly that it is but a blink of an eye. How right he was: my life seemed to go quickly, from a little boy of six years old living on Brazil Street to sixty-eight years of age. When I was twenty-one and full of life, I thought that sixty-eight described old people, and now I am one of those same old people. As it turned out, my life has been pretty good. I have no complaints.

				One time a lady, after reading my books, emailed me asking how I recalled all the things that I had written in my memoirs. I hadn’t thought about it much, but when I did I realized you can remember precise things from the past if you allow yourself the time to sit and think about them. Some of those things from the past were good and some were bad, but they are still wonderful memories. 

				When I started writing my first memoir, Corner Boys, I had some trouble remembering things from that era until I decided to do an outline. As my second memoir, Townies, evolved, and now, as this third materialized, I realize that reliving all of those events from years gone by was a fantastic experience. The exercise made me look back at what I did in those years, who I was, and what kind of person I turned out to be.

				Here again are stories about my friends and me as we grew up in St. John’s in the 1950s and 1960s. I have enjoyed so much these past few years putting them all on paper, to tell everyone what life was like during the early days of my youth. Starting out, all I wanted to do was show my children and future generations how we lived.

				For the cover of Townies, I used a picture of children that was taken by an unknown photographer while they were looking down Casey Street toward New Gower Street, onto Water Street, to the waterfront, and then toward the harbour. To the right in that picture is Brazil Square, which was always the centre of all activity by those people who came into the city for business or pleasure. As kids, that corner, where we lived, and Water Street were the centre of our universe. To the left is the tail end of Brazil Street, the area where my friends and I grew up. The two streets, Brazil Street and Brazil Square, were often confused as one and the same. Whoever named them must have had quite a chuckle about it.

				All the houses and buildings in this picture, except for George Street United Church on the corner of Gower Street and Buchanan Street, which is located on the lower right, are long gone. The Delta Hotel now stands on this site. The small house on the left-hand side of Brazil Street was Frank “Fossie” Furlong’s store, which is the black house to the left in the picture. Farther left of that house was where the Hann family lived for years, and then there were the two houses where Dickie White and I lived. That “corner” was our domain, where we congregated and had our meetings about life and the things that interested us. It used to be Kevin King’s store, years before Fossie took it over. It proudly stood there as our gathering place for years before it was torn down, I believe, around 1974. 

				For years on that corner we talked about everything that we had learned in our young lives. Good and bad. Here we talked of parents, authority, friends and bullies, girls and neighbours, Irish Christian Brothers and priests, those people who had died, and those who were still among the living. Nothing was sacred on our corner. We didn’t learn everything from our local News Cavalcade on CJON, but we usually got an education talking to one another on our corner.

				White’s Snack Bar and barbershop to the right of the picture stood prominently at the top of Brazil Square. Next to it there always seemed to be a van, which the Harris barbershop family owned. Toward the right again and near end of Brazil Square was another empty lot in between two homes that one time heralded Eddy’s Boarding House. Next to that was Bob Glasco’s Meat Market, where I worked part-time while going to school. To the immediate left was Jack Kidney’s shoe-repair shop. 

				One evening, over a year ago, I went back to the old neighbourhood looking for inspiration for this third St. John’s memoir. I parked my car on the intersection of Monroe and Brazil Street, shut the engine off, sipped on my Tim Hortons coffee, rolled down the window, and listened to the sounds of the city and our old neighbourhood. I sat there for an hour. After a few moments, the sights and sounds of those years came back as if I had never left.

				I got out of my car, took my notebook, and slowly walked up the same street that I had walked thousands of times before in my childhood. On the corner of Monroe and Brazil, where Vera Buck’s store once stood, I turned and looked down to survey the street once more. It never held as much beauty to me as it did then. I saw once again a teeming Brazil Street and Brazil Square filled with people, that lower street adorned with its many boarding houses.

				As I proceeded down Brazil Street, I imagined men with their lunch boxes headed to their jobs on Water Street, or off to the CN Dockyard and CN Railway, or heading to the waterfront to go out through the Narrows in search of their daily catch of fish. I looked at adults heading into Bob Glasco’s Meat Market to buy the supper meal, men coming out of Jack Kidney’s shoe repair holding a pair of John White’s shoes that had probably been set with new soles for the fourth time by the proud owner. As always, in those days everything was passed on down to the youngest sibling. One’s clothes and shoes were usually worn many times by the youngest before finally being discarded, as nothing was wasted or thrown away until full use was made of it. 

				I saw men and women stopping to chat about the latest gossip, which had probably not yet hit the newspapers or television on the CJON airwaves, as gossip usually travelled faster than the news or the telephone. It also changed when it went from one part of the city to the other; more and more was added as it wove its way through the gossip news wire of St. John’s.

				As I started to walk down the hilly street toward Brazil Square, I envisioned little girls running about the adjoining areas of Casey and John streets playing tag or hopscotch, some with their skipping ropes or pet dogs tagging along with them, and others with their small dolls in tow or in carriages, or tossing their hula hoops back and forth while playing with their friends. Young boys, holding their baseball bats, headed to the nearest softball or baseball fields, such as Victoria Park or St. Pat’s, to get their last game in before the sun settled onto the evening. Store vendors talked to customers about their sale prices and wares or about the newest gadgets and offers of the day. 

				Halfway down the street, I looked again at Brazil Street and saw Dickie White’s mother, Mary, going next door to visit my mom. They were embroiled in a conversation of what was to be cooked for supper, probably exchanging a recipe or two, or chatting about the news of the day. More than likely, supper was fish. It was served at least three or four times a week, fried or stewed, with homemade bread and tea. I looked again toward John Street and saw Paddy and Maggie Flynn washing the large window in front of their store and shooing away a few undesirable boys and girls. Paddy and his wife were careful about who they allowed in their premises. A few of these same boys and girls, who didn’t have a lot of money to spend, usually left the store with things they had not paid for. 

				I was born on February 23, 1949, and I lived at 40 Brazil Street, close to the end, where it flowed into Brazil Square. From there it was only a stone’s throw away to the downtown district of St. John’s. I lived on Brazil Street until 1976, when I left to marry. My four brothers—Edward, Calvin, Hubert, and the youngest, Angus—also lived with Mom and Dad.

				The old street that I grew up on has in places become empty parking lots because of homes missing here and there through fire or having been torn down due to dilapidation. All of Brazil Square, as shown in that picture, is long gone, as are all of the people who have lived on that street. Many of those I have spoken about in my books are in their sixties and have moved elsewhere in the city, or somewhere else in Newfoundland or the mainland, or have long since passed away. 

				Walking back up the hill, I got into my car and drove ahead for a closer look at numbers 38 and 40 Brazil. Both houses are still standing. Over time they have tipped to the side, as both have sunk into the ground, but somehow they are still proud-looking. I looked at Dickie’s concrete steps, and all I saw were two mischievous little boys planning out their day and talking about what to do on their Saturdays and Sundays. 

				Our parents knew where we were all the time. If we went somewhere, both of them knew who we were with. One was not allowed to stay inside the house looking at television all day long. We were only kept inside when there was really bad weather, like snow or rain, or we had homework to do or there were chores to be done. School nights were for school work and study, and weekends were for being outside and enjoying ourselves. On weekends we left early in the morning and most times didn’t come home until later that evening.

				Though we didn’t have much, I would love to be able to live that life again. I know I would do so for the music of the early 1960s alone. We had some great times. Better, to me, than children today could ever wish for. Most of today’s kids have too much given to them. Though we lived in poverty, it was an era that will never be surpassed.

			

		

	
		
			
				Life in St. John’s in the 1950s and 1960s

				I have a few old things in my possession that I have collected over time. One is a rotary dial phone from the early 1960s. There are also two dry cells from an older phone used in the mid-1930s or 1940s which are marked ADR2—No. 6 Telephone and Telegraph Dry Cell. I also have a dairy bottle from Sunshine Dairies that was used when milk was delivered door to door in the 1950s and 1960s. There is an old stove iron from the early 1950s for ironing clothes. Another favourite memento, a Hawkeye Camera, which I found at an outdoor flea market several years ago, came from the late 1950s. I also have old photos from the 1940s to the 1960s that I treasure immensely. 

				Also in my possession is a 1954 Gold Star stamp book, from which you would use the coupons to purchase merchandise at various stores in St. John’s when you had collected enough stamps. I believe the London, New York and Paris and Bowring Brothers used stamp books like this in early years. A catalogue of merchandise within the booklet showed the latest styles that could be purchased. People went crazy for these coupons in our time, as money was scarce, and women tried to get what they could to provide clothes for themselves and their families.

				I also have a View-Master, probably from the same era, a stereoscope which allowed the viewer to look at fourteen circular pictures on a rotating disc of old westerns, cartoons, and scenic wonders of the world, among other things. Each slide showed a different picture when rotated as the turn handle was pulled down on the right-hand side and the viewer looked through two binocular sights. It was like sitting and looking at a movie screen, but it was right in front of you and looked so real that you could almost reach out and touch the scenes within.

				Growing up in St. John’s, in order to receive things, one had to work nearly as hard as their parents. My brothers and I were not born with silver spoons in our mouths. Dad was a hard-working man with CNR, or Canadian National Railways. Mom, due to a heart ailment, was a stay-at-home mother who took care of five boys while Dad was out trying to provide for us all.

				With the running of the house and looking after five young boys and trying to pay the bills, Dad and Mom didn’t have much spare change. Nearly every cent went toward the upkeep and the running of our home and the expense of raising and feeding the seven of us. So, we had to roam the city streets looking for things to do and to earn pocket change. And boy, did we ever roam the city, particularly Water Street, which became our second home. We did so many chores and messages down there that we knew every avenue, laneway, cove, and side road.

				I remember so many times as a young boy going to Holy Cross School on Patrick Street, which was destroyed by fire on December 11, 1969. In my early years, from grade one to grade five, I didn’t have any money in my pocket to spend on lunch or a treat. That’s right. Sometimes we went to school with no lunch. I can’t imagine kids today having to do that. If I did manage to earn a few pennies about town, it was barely enough to buy a snack or a treat at Power’s Candy Store on New Gower Street—usually fudge or candy to take with me for recess. More often than not, it was eaten beforehand, as the temptation was too great. 

				We didn’t have the School Lunch Program. Either your parents had money for lunch or you worked to get that money. There weren’t many options in those days. It was basic math: no money, no lunch or treats. On the rare occasion that we did have lunch, most times it was homemade bread with molasses or peanut butter and, if you were lucky, supper leftovers or a treat of homemade cookies. That was it. If we did have extra money, we could share a can of potted meat or Mom’s fresh homemade bread, along with distilled orange or apple juice (half water and half juice in a mixture) or powdered milk.

				I recall envying some of the well-off boys at school. They seemed to have everything that Dickie White and I wanted. One boy was a fellow named Damian Hayes. His parents owned and operated a grocery store on Craigmillar Avenue, and it was a dream to Dickie and me to have one, too. He always seemed to have everything that the rest of us didn’t have. He was nicely dressed, too, I might add. I always wished my dad owned a store, but of course he did not. But I do remember Damian, being a great guy, always shared what he had with us in candy or food. A nice person, a good friend, and a class act when we attended school. 

				Many people were poor in those days, but we were never unhappy. We used to go to Kevin King’s or Frank Furlong’s store for Mom and Dad and “charge” things until Dad got paid. There we would get things on credit such as bread, milk, and some of the other necessities of life. When the credit limit reached its high point, it was stopped until paid in full, and then we would return again and charge more to get to another limit. It was the way most people of that time survived: from payday to payday. And in those days there was only one person working, usually the man, as the lady of the house stayed home and took care of the children.

				I learned at an early age that hard work paid dividends. We quickly learned that there were no handouts from anyone, and pennies had to be earned. I cannot count how many times I asked Mom or Dad for money that they didn’t have. Sometimes, if Dad had earned a few extra tips from passengers on the train, we would be given a dime or quarter as a treat when he came home from a trip. That usually had to do us a week or two, so we spent it sparingly. 

				When you consider some neighbourhoods of my youth and how people lived, my family, although poor in some ways, were more fortunate than most people in the city, for jobs were few and far between. My father was lucky to have a good job, with CNR, compared to what other people in the city had. He had spent twenty-odd years working with the CN coastal boats as a young man before beginning work for the CN trains, working a total of forty-four years with them.

				I saw the deplorable conditions of some of the houses, or shacks, that so many other people lived in. Around St. John’s, in such places as Sheehan’s Shute, Gallivan’s, Taylor’s, and Andrew’s Ranges, were old homes in very poor condition. Many of these shacks should never have been occupied as living quarters. But people had no choice, as one had to live somewhere, and people without work, education, or with little or no income to support themselves had to exist as they did.

				I had a friend at Holy Cross School who resided on the lower part of Flower Hill. One day after class, a group of us were on our way to the old Feildian Grounds off the upper part of Prince of Wales Street to play a game of soccer. I followed him into his house and was shocked to see the conditions that he lived in. It was the first time I had ever been inside his home. I also knew that his mother was not too pleased with him for bringing me into the house to see how they were living. After all, people do talk. The first thing that struck me as I looked around was there were no pictures hanging in the hallway or in the kitchen. Compared to this place, Dickie and Tommy Dodd, another friend of ours, and I lived like kings!

				His mom tried to be as polite as she could as she saw me survey the home. To me it looked a lot like our clubhouse. In fact, the clubhouse in Dickie’s backyard was much cleaner than this shack. The walls in the kitchen were wooden and not finished, painted, or wallpapered. It looked as if it had not been touched up in years, as the old paint was peeling off the wood. You could see through cracks in the floor, and the ceilings were dirty and greasy-looking. When we walked into a room off the hallway, I saw there was only a partial floor, with rocks sticking up where the wooden part had ended. 

				A little girl I presumed to be his sister looked clean body-wise but was partially naked, wearing dirty clothes that seemed as if they had not been washed in a long time. A basin of water was on top of the kitchen stove, and I could see the roaring fire inside the wood-burning stove heating it up as the mother boiled it. Wood for the stove was piled up in a corner. It was probably the only source of heat in the two-storey house. When I left I was thinking how lucky we were. First impressions always last, and I can see it now every time I pass by Flower Hill. 

				Only after I had gotten home did I realize why Mom always baked bread and cookies for some of the ladies who lived over there. I knew then why people (mostly women) came to my house to see my mother. She always gave them food, especially baked bread, to take home with them. I also realized why many people in that area went to Walsh’s Bakery on Central Street. They were looking for the scraps, from packaged leftovers that had been taken from the machines while they were making bread and baked goods. They couldn’t afford to buy these things, so they bummed what they could from the bakery. The scraps were sold for ten cents a bag. Sometimes a guy in the bakery would dispense these bags to the residents for five cents a bag when they couldn’t afford the dime.

				The houses on Central Street, the lower part of Flower Hill, and surrounding areas were in ugly, sickening conditions. Some of these houses had little or no insulation, broken windows, some even without floors, and were mostly heated with just a wood stove. If there were any insulation in any of these homes, it usually consisted of old newspapers or cardboard. People on welfare, or the dole, lived there, and the people who did work brought home just enough money to live, eat, and support their families. They had no extras for anything else. 

				Children sometimes had only one solid meal a day. Many times breakfast consisted of tea and toast. Night soil, or human waste, was collected from many of these houses by a horse and wagon—called the “honey wagon”—and water came from community taps, as there was no running water available in these slums. 

				The rundown area of St. John’s began to develop after the fire of 1846. The government of the day put great pressure on the councils to rebuild homes for these people who were living in squalor. Homes were constructed quickly and close together, which led to them being built sometimes six, eight, or ten in a row without any building standards, codes, and surely without insulation. Then the Great Fire of 1892 consumed and devastated most of the city of St. John’s. But the slum area around Springdale Street in the west, New Gower Street in the south, Carter’s Hill in the east, and LeMarchant Road in the north, very old housing with poor sanitary conditions, had escaped the fury of the fire.

				Not much was done with these areas from the start of the century. At one count, more than 1,000 of these houses were situated in this area, and nearly all of them had unspeakable living conditions for those who occupied them. Nearly all of these homes needed repairs. They were overcrowded, and a government report in the early 1940s stated that at least three-quarters of these downtown homes should have been demolished. Most of them were located in this area, where nearly 6,000 people lived. When the city was rebuilt after the 1892 fire, these houses were neglected. Many of those who had escaped the fire and lost their homes moved into this area, sometimes with their relatives or other families, creating even more overcrowding. This created a larger shantytown area by the turn of the twentieth century. 

				It would take more than sixty years after the great fire of 1892 before these homes were demolished. Things started to change somewhat around the late 1940s and 1950s, when another report from the Newfoundland Government stated that houses in the downtown area were unfit for human habitation. Living there put a mental and moral strain on people. The poor housing led to high mortality rates. Living in these neighbourhoods was dangerous for children and the elderly. 

				Once the problems were fully recognized, efforts were made to improve the downtown housing situation. But getting money from the provincial government for the people who owned those homes was a problem. Nearly all of the people who lived there could not afford to rent in places elsewhere in the city, nor could they save any money to buy or build their own homes. The blighted areas of the city still had limited options, with a general lack of availability for better housing. Relief was still a few years off.

				These squalid conditions continued to become poorer and poorer, until Newfoundland entered Confederation on March 31, 1949. That year, the federal government announced huge changes in its funding for public housing. The end result was that the city could now count on financial support from both the provincial and federal governments. Together they built hundreds of subsidized housing units on Empire Avenue, Anderson Avenue, Cashin Avenue, and elsewhere throughout the city. Residents of the areas in downtown St. John’s were finally moved, and the homes were eventually demolished in the late 1950s and early 1960s for redevelopment.

				With my dad working, we basically lived like kings compared to the people of Central Street and most surrounding areas of Sheehan’s Shute. My father had a job that paid a much better wage every two weeks than what many of those people had to live on every month, or even every two months. We ate homemade bread with molasses nearly every morning for breakfast, too, but sometimes we could afford to buy things like eggs and sausages or some sort of small tidbit for a home breakfast or lunch. We were not actually starving, as some people were, as we usually had two or sometimes three meals a day. Sausages, ham, and bologna were expensive and labelled “special” treats at that time. 

				At home, Mom always tried to make sure that we ate a good supper. Sunday was the best day of the week for eating and always included either a turkey or a roast, with plenty of vegetables and our mainstay, fresh homemade bread. Fish, being plentiful, was served many times during the week. All this we could afford on my dad’s salary. There was a rule that you ate everything that was put in front of you. If you didn’t, then you went hungry. There was no such thing as having several meals prepared for dinner or supper.

				Dickie’s father, Blackie White, was a fisherman. His name was Harold, but nicknames were common in those days, and he was named Blackie—a play on the words “black” and “white.” He would give Dad meals of fresh codfish at a good price from the Water Street coves where he sold his catch and when it was plentiful, which was most times. He always gave what he could to Dad at a cheaper price, but he also had to make a living for himself from selling his catch. However, as our next-door neighbour, he shared with us what he could, even though he had six mouths to feed.

				Fishing was a prominent industry and served as the primary source of income for most men in those days. They spent time on the water to support their families. They were up early, at three or four o’clock in the morning, to head out through the Narrows to fish. These men then came back with their catch to set up at Beck’s Cove, Baird’s Cove, or on the main waterfront apron to sell the cod and sometimes indulge in a few socials before they headed home. 

				Most men of the day took their hard-earned money and promptly passed it over to their wives to pay the bills and run the household. Many women had to go to the nearest drinking establishments to make sure their husbands didn’t waste it all on liquor, as drinking was one of the main social problems of the times. I recall women who went to the coves to watch as their husbands sold their fish—and to take control of the money that came from the sale. And many women went there with their children in tow to show the men that they had hungry mouths to feed.

				A good many, including my father, also smoked cigarettes. Mostly they rolled their own, as they couldn’t afford packs of cigarettes. A pack of smokes could cost as much as twenty-five to thirty cents. Hard-earned money was sometimes wasted on what most women of the day called demon rum and tobacco. Smoking and alcohol were not recognized as health hazards as they are now, and everywhere one looked, men and women were subject to both vices. 

				I think back and wonder how many fishermen lost their lives in small open dories that went out on mostly rough seas to jig and catch codfish for a living. I know that stories could be told of so many of these men who did not have life jackets in their small boats as they left through the Narrows to ply their trade. Wearing waist-high rubbers and rain gear that covered them from head to toe left them vulnerable to the sea as they fished. I am sure that a few of them lost their lives over the years, or came close to it. As kids, we were not told about these tragic things when they did happen. 

				I’ve seen men who came in from fishing to set up in the coves to sell their catch, drinking constantly from the time they left port until the time they docked back at the waterfront. It’s a wonder that a lot of them didn’t fall overboard and drown. Such were the times as these hardened veterans of the fishing industry went to sea out of necessity and fought to bring home money to their families. It was not an easy life for these men or their wives.

				Dickie White and I were usually at the coves on Water Street on weekends when the men came in with their catches. We always claimed the cod tongues that fishermen cut from the catch for us to sell to people who milled around looking for these delicacies. Saturday was usually a great day for fish, as we had no school and people crowded to Water Street on their days off work. 

				Prices varied, and a good bag of twenty, thirty, or forty small tongues could cost the customer twenty-five cents to a dollar or more, but it was well worth it for the taste alone. In those days, cod tongues were sought after and eaten by a majority of the population of St. John’s. They still are. The older generation, and some of the new, still love these delicacies. The belief was the smaller the cod tongue the tastier it was, as the larger ones were a bit more jellied. But when we had them for supper, I found they all tasted the same: delicious! We would spend the majority of the day on Saturday at the coves helping fishermen with these chores and their catches. When we had finished, Blackie or another fisherman would always give us a ton of fish or tongues to bring home to Mom and Dad for the week.

				Blackie and his buddies would always let Dickie and me sell their fish when they were busy. After all, the more we sold, the more money it made for them. We were given five to ten cents, and sometimes fifteen cents, for every bag of tongues we sold. A bag of ten was, I believe, twenty-five cents, twenty tongues were fifty cents, and forty of the beauties were going for a dollar. Most of the “rich” people had no trouble handing over that kind of money. So, we made ten cents on a bag that sold for fifty, and fifteen cents on a bag that went for a dollar. Extra fish was added as a reward to entice us to work harder to sell their catch. On a good day, we could leave the cove with a dollar or, heaven forbid, two, plus two or three huge codfish, which we would sell to keep us going in treats until the next weekend.

				Each year, the seal fishery was another way for fishermen to gain an extra source of income. It was very dangerous for the men who acquired a berth on a sealing ship and went to the ice. When the seal fishery was on and the fish merchants put out the call for men to board their vessels, people from the whole island came in to St. John’s to compete for a berth on a sealing ship. Lives were lost out on the ice; many women saw their men set sail never to return home. The men were paid a pittance for their trips, many times in dangerous conditions, while the fishing merchants took the majority of the money they got for the seals.

				We lived by modest means, not expecting more than what we had, for a lot of things in those days were not plentiful. We accepted that, and we lived accordingly. When we did have money, we would go to the old Memorial Stadium located on Lake View Avenue down by Quidi Vidi Lake. Today it is a Dominion supermarket. It was a 4,000-seat stadium, opened in 1955. After another previous indoor rink, the Prince’s Rink, burned down in 1941, the demands of the Second World War prevented the city of St. John’s from replacing it until after the war had ended. However, in 1948, a committee tried to raise funds to build a new arena to honour the Newfoundlanders who lost their lives in that war. Raising money proved to be a slow endeavour, and it was not until 1954 that the St. John’s city council interceded and floated a bond to help finance the facility, of which it would be the principal owner. After a year of construction, this structure officially opened in 1955.

				Over the years, the stadium held many events that appealed to us. As young kids we started going there to sit and watch the hockey games between the rival schools of Holy Cross, Bishop Feild, Gonzaga, St. Bon’s, and St. Pat’s. The rivalry between schools was intense, and there was more than one fight when these teams met on the ice. Sometimes there was more fighting in the stands than on the rink surface. We would walk to the stadium after school to see our favourite school teams play. Wrestling was also a big draw, with the likes of fighters Whipper Billy Watson, Hardboiled Haggerty, The Great Antonio, and the Midgets battling it out in the ring .

				I started going there when I was about seven years old. When I turned ten, roller skating and ice skating caught our attention. Dickie, Tom Dodd, and I spent days and nights circling the floor on a pair of skates. It became like a second home. 

				Going to the movies was another form of entertainment that we shared in those days. Theatres such as the Majestic on the corner of Duckworth Street and Queen’s Road, the Nickel on Military Road, the York on Water Street, and the Cornwall on LeMarchant Road were the main movie houses of the 1950s. The Capitol Theatre off Henry Street and the Paramount Theatre opened in the 1960s. It cost about ten cents to go, and you could bring your own food with you. If we couldn’t afford to go see the movies, we stayed home and watched our favourite westerns on television, such as Hopalong Cassidy, Paladin, Bonanza, or The Big Valley.

				We always had something to do and some place to go. Distance was never an issue, as we walked everywhere for enjoyment. Water Street was always our favourite spot to go, but if we were looking for entertainment farther away from home, then we headed to Signal Hill or Fort Amherst to climb the hills. These places were taboo, but we ignored the danger.

				Dickie and I used the term “Orphan Lake” when speaking of the rich. If you had money and lived by a lake in the country, you and your family had it all. It was a symbolic term for us that meant you didn’t want for anything. When we saw a kid who was spoiled, we’d say that kid had found his Orphan Lake. He was well-off, whereas we had to scrape for everything we had. A lot of kids from that era were not even close to having found their lake, as most families were poor and their parents had little or no education.

				One time, Mr. Pardy, a friend of Dad’s who worked at Canadian National Railways, was trying to sell a large piece of land inherited from his family. He asked Dad to go with him to assess it. It was located just outside St. John’s, somewhere in Torbay. Mr. Pardy was rich enough to own a car, so he and Dad drove down there to look it over. They decided between them that it was worth at least $3,500 per acre. With about three acres on the land, there was a small fortune. Not trusting lawyers or banks, Mr. Pardy decided he would sell the land himself. He was retiring, and he needed the money to pay off his house. The land had been in his family for close to fifty years.

				But fate stepped in, and a con man educated in real estate spoke to Mr. Pardy. Unbeknownst to Dad, he duped Mr. Pardy into selling it to him for $2,500 per acre. Mr. Pardy thought about having all that money in his pocket, and he didn’t hesitate. While the sale was being processed, my father asked another friend, a Mr. Dawe—who once worked with Dad on the CN coastal boats but had retired to build a house and was living in the city with his son—to look at the land. He was a jack of all trades, and Dad trusted him. My father asked Mr. Dawe to drop by to check out this piece of property next time he was in Torbay. Dad knew that he could have been wrong about the property’s value.

				A day or two later, Mr. Pardy came back to Dad saying that he had sold the land at $2,500 an acre. This offer would only stand for a week, which had nearly passed. Dad congratulated him on his new-found wealth, though he thought that maybe he had undersold himself. Mr. Pardy then gave dad a hundred dollars for his help. Both men knew that $7,500 was quite a large sum of money. To put it in perspective, Dad made about $3,500–$4,500 a year working for CNR. 

				A few days later, my father was shocked when Mr. Dawe told him it was worth twice to three times as much as what Mr. Pardy had taken for it. He had appraised it for $15,000—still well under what it was worth. Later, Mr. Dawe heard that the shyster had sold it, after making three building lots on it, for more than $6,000 an acre, for a total of $18,000! A clean $10,500 profit for a week or two of work. But the deal was done. Such were the ways of uneducated men being taken when there was no lawyer involved. 

				Dad was furious, but the deal was done and the money had been paid. Mr. Pardy, and I am sure the purchaser, made sure the appropriate papers had been processed quickly. The crook had told him that he didn’t like dealing with lawyers—they charged too much for their services—and Mr. Pardy agreed.

				Dad told me this story when I was about twelve years old. He wanted me to be aware of wolves who went around in sheep’s clothing. He said to always be aware of what I signed and to read everything before I did. I don’t think he ever had the heart to tell Mr. Pardy that he had been taken. 

				I think about the saying “what goes around comes around,” and I often wonder if the con man got his just rewards. I learned a valuable lesson at that early age.

			

		

	
		
			
				Brazil Street and Brazil Square

				Over the years, people have had theories about the origins of Brazil Street and Brazil Square. Growing up there, I heard many. Some believed that Brazil Square was a continuation of Brazil Street, while others believed they were one and the same street. Definitely not so. Other people had both streets confused with one another as to which one was which, and where the people in boarding houses lived, and which was the regular street with only a few boarding houses. It confused people who lived in the city, let alone those who lived outside St. John’s. Here is what I know.

				As Jack A. White said in his 1989 book, The Streets of St. John’s, Brazil Street, on the north side of St. John’s, was for people living in the city who were called townies. Brazil Square, on the south side of St. John’s, was for out-of-town people who were often classified as baymen. Brazil Square was known by many in St. John’s as “Baymen’s Paradise.” Townies, or people from St. John’s, were those people inside the overpass located on Topsail Road, and baymen were those outside. Each side had something to prove to the other. Many a fight erupted over this sense of entitlement on either side.

				My father was from Harbour Breton, Fortune Bay, on the south coast of Newfoundland. He didn’t like anyone calling him a bayman. To him, the term was derogatory. He was a short man, about five feet seven inches, and built like a boxer. Dad was a quiet person and a good man who hated fighting, but like most men of his time, he was very proud of his heritage. He always said that we should not make fun of one another, as we were all Newfoundlanders born and raised here on this island. We should not call each other townies or baymen. He always accepted his lot in life and rarely complained about what he didn’t have.

				Whoever thought up those labels must have done it as a joke. They are still used today but on a smaller scale. My mother was from Port Royal in Harbour Buffett, on Long Island, Placentia Bay. This island, like so many others, became part of the resettlement program of Joey Smallwood’s day, in the early years after Mom came to live in St. John’s. The term “bayman” didn’t seem to bother her. It didn’t have the same effect on her as it did my father. But that was Mom, a quiet lady who didn’t waste her energy on trivial things.

				Brazil Square, I was told, was part of the row houses that were built years before World War I. Hundreds of these row houses threaded St. John’s from the 1900s onward. Boarding houses eventually sprang up on Brazil Street, one house joined to the next, as people knew that there was money to be made in housing those people who came from outside the city for short stays. People who owned these homes saw how easy it was to make a quick income renting to people who came to town from rural Newfoundland. Prices for staying there could run a person three to four dollars a day or night for lodging, and many had meals that were included in this fare. Prices varied accordingly depending on where one stayed on Brazil Square.

				This street became the biggest boarding house area in the city, and possibly in Newfoundland. A bitter rivalry soon started between outport people and townies. Those in St. John’s figured that the people from around the bay, or baymen, were coming in to St. John’s to take away their jobs, scarce as they were. Thus developed an animosity that started pitting Newfoundlander against Newfoundlander.  

				One time while I was delivering newspapers in the downtown area, I passed by the Belmont Club on New Gower Street and witnessed a fight between two guys—one guy was from St. John’s, and the other was from around the bay. Each was making fun of the way the other talked. The words “bayman” and “townie” were being flung back and forth.

				A large crowd gathered around to watch. Amid the pushing and shoving, two more guys came out of the club to break it up. They seemed to be foreigners, probably from a ship docked in the city’s harbour. By the way they talked, I could tell they were from away. All hell broke loose as the first two combatants, townie and bayman, turned on the two foreigners. Of course, all involved were drunk.

				Afterwards, the first two, the townie and the bayman, walked inside the Belmont, arm in arm, to share a couple of cold ones, patting each other on the back for showing those two outsiders a thing or two. The foreigners who had jumped in to break up the fight were left bleeding on the sidewalk. As my father has said many times, Newfoundlanders are a unique breed, fighting each other one minute with sheer hatred, and the next minute becoming the best of friends.

				My best friend, Dickie, and I saw it happen time and time again on Brazil Square, Water Street, and in clubs that dotted the downtown St. John’s area, such as the Belmont Club on New Gower Street, the Porthole on Water Street, Gosse’s Tavern on Duckworth Street, and the Station Tavern on Hutching Street. There were no bars on George Street at that time. The Belmont, the main watering hole for many, was a few doors down from Kenny’s Fruit Store on New Gower Street, at the bottom of Brazil Square—and of course it became a favourite gathering spot for people who came to St. John’s from rural areas.

				At that time, women were not allowed to enter a drinking establishment without being accompanied by a man, or sometimes by another woman. Those were the rules set down by the clubs. Rules were different for women and men then. 

				On any given night, the club was blocked with people, and the fights would start when someone was trying to take away another guy’s girlfriend or if a townie and bayman looked at each other the wrong way after a few drinks. I was there one evening when most of the club emptied for a fight outdoors. I heard it said a bayman had eaten a townie’s sandwich he had left on a table while getting a beer at the bar. You could go by the Belmont and on to Brazil Square most any given time after supper and see a fight.

				In our day, tough guys would head toward Brazil Square just to pick a fight with a someone from around the bay. Sometimes, though, a townie came out on the losing end, as most baymen were fishermen, tough and big in stature. Not everyone in the city lost a fight to someone from out of town, but they knew that they were in for a good scrap when they took on these out-of-towners. 

				There was always a bully trying to make a name for himself. We stayed away from some of the guys we knew, the ones Dickie called “nuts.” They picked on both big and small. We had a rule of thumb, so to speak: do not let yourself be bullied by anyone. A bully would continue to push you around, and possibly hurt you, unless you faced him. It was a hard way to learn, and sometimes the consequences could be severe, but it worked. Most of them were brave when they were with their buddies, but they usually backed away when you caught them alone.

				There was this guy, Earl, who was from the Battery. Earl had a bad attitude. He would hang out at the Belmont and always look for a fight. He left Dickie and me alone because we were small fry, but he was always looking for baymen to fight. One night he got his wish and challenged a guy who looked like he couldn’t fight. Boy, did he ever figure wrong! He called the guy outside after the bayman told him to stay away from his wife. Earl thought this one was a shoo-in. But when all was said and done, the smaller guy knocked Earl on his back, out cold, with a few well-placed left and right hooks. It was the end of Earl’s reign as resident bully.

				Of all the boarding houses on Brazil Square, the Brownsdale was the biggest. Its address was not actually on Brazil Square but rather around the corner, 194 New Gower Street. It was next door to Parsons Grocery, at the lower end of Pleasant Street, and became an inexpensive lodging house for its clientele. Dickie and I thought it was haunted, or at least lived in by evil people who did weird things, as we had seen people in white coats come and go from time to time. One evening while coming home, as we passed by the house on Halloween, we imagined we heard screams echoing from the upstairs bedrooms. Yes, the Brownsdale was indeed haunted!

				In later years, we found out that it was used by a Dr. Roberts who kept his surgery practice there in the home. What we had seen were probably orderlies bringing in patients to visit the doctor. I know one thing. It was always crowded. I’d say it had about thirty to forty rooms. People flocked there because it was the largest boarding house in the city’s downtown, but also because there was a doctor there who could attend to their needs if anything happened.

				We heard the story of a Chinese man who was executed in St. John’s for the killing of three of his countrymen. In 1922, in a fit of rage, a man named Wo Fen Game shot three of his friends. Hong Kim Hi, Hung Leon, and So Ho Ki were executed at the Jim Lee Laundry on Murray Street. He also injured another Chinese gentleman, Hong Wing from the Hop Wah Laundry. He was hospitalized but survived the ordeal. 

				Rumour had it that it all revolved around a poker game, but that was never really determined as true until after the trial when the rumours spread. The bodies were taken to Dr. Roberts at the Brownsdale Hotel for autopsy. Wo Fen pleaded to the court that he was innocent. But during the trial, a number of his peers found that not to be true. The injured Hong Wing also testified against him, sealing his fate. Wo Fen was found guilty and was hanged on December 16, 1922. He was thirty-one years old.

				We believed that one or maybe all three of the Chinamen who were killed still haunted the house. One could hear them screaming, especially when Halloween came around! Their bodies were brought there after the murders, and surely their spirits were there, too. One night, when I was about ten years old, I was passing the Brownsdale on my way home after dark, and I could hear strange noises I was sure were coming from the house. I approached the front steps, and I was sure I saw a guy with a hatchet above his head chasing a guy running up the stairs.

				I’ve only been inside the hotel once, when a lady working inside asked me to go across the street to Casey’s Meat Market to pick up some meat for her. I stood inside while she went off to make a list. I waited patiently for her in the hallway. The first thing that caught my attention was the beautiful stairway to my left leading up to the second floor. It had a beautiful artistic design carved in the railings, and it was polished to a shine. There were hardwood floors in the hallway, and the hallway led to a parlour with two sliding doors.

				I could hear women talking in low whispers at the end of the hallway. I assumed this was the kitchen. The place had an eerie silence to it as I waited, and I hoped the lady would not be too long. I was sure the place was haunted, but I wasn’t too afraid because it was daytime.

				Soon the lady came back with a note and some money. She said she had a quarter for me for going and told me not to be long. Eagerly, I rushed across the street to Casey’s Meat Market and passed the note to the butcher, Tom Casey, the owner’s son. He knew me through Dad. Tom asked why the lady at the Brownsdale had asked me to go and not one of the young girls working there. I didn’t care about that, as I was about to make a quarter for my troubles! He gave me a huge package of meat, and I hurried back to the hotel to collect my reward.

				Anther favourite hotel on the street was Eddy’s Boarding House, within shouting distance of the Brownsdale on Brazil Square. We always thought that Old Man Eddy, as we called him, was once a police officer who had to retire because of a shooting injury he suffered while he was on the beat in St. John’s. We never knew if it was true or not, but the rumour spread, and no one ever thought any different. He walked with a slight limp, which only added flavour to it. Old Man Eddy was a big man, and he would scare the crap out of my friends and me when we were brave enough to try and take some pop and beer bottles from behind a shed in his back garden to sell. In an instant, he was out through the back door, and we scampered over his fence in one jump. 

				His beautiful words have always been embedded in my mind over the years, as they were said with such kindness and meaning. “If I ever catch one of you little bastards, you are going to live to regret it.” Such words of wisdom!

				Another boarding house was the Lindbergh House, which we believed may have been named after the baby Charles Lindbergh, who was kidnapped on March 1, 1932, in Hopewell, New Jersey. He was the son of famous aviator Anne Lindbergh. He was found dead a little while after his abduction. Other houses that people frequented were Chatfield House and Chaytor House. There were other, smaller boarding homes there, but these were the ones most frequently used when I was growing up in the area. There were probably as many as thirty boarding houses operating on Brazil Square.

				Along with the boarding houses on Brazil Square were family homes and businesses. Robert Glasco’s Meat Market, where I worked part-time while going to school, was located three or four doors up from Kenny’s Fruit Store. Mr. Glasco always seemed to have the best meats available to his customers. He was in competition with Casey’s Meats on New Gower Street, catering mostly to the boarding houses that bought a ton of meat from him every week. Jack Kidney’s Shoe Repair was right next door to Bob Glasco’s. Mr. Kidney was one of the best shoemakers in St. John’s. He could make any pair of shoes look new again. His shop always smelled of burning leather when you entered. Jack was the elder statesman of Brazil Square. He held meetings at his shop with prominent business people of the day. There was nothing he wasn’t versed in when it came to the city and world news. Dad frequently went to chat with him. 

				White’s Fish and Chips, at the top of the Brazil Street, was also a staple for years. Directly across the street from it was a small store called Peddle’s Convenience, which was owned by Helen Peddle (Woodfine). Bob Woodfine, her brother, lived next door, and her brothers Edward, Tom, Dave, Frank, and sisters Lorraine, Carol Ann, and Helen also made up the Woodfine body. Bob and I are good friends today, and we are in the same seniors club.

				One of our first cousins, Isabel Dicks from Rushoon, stayed with us in St. John’s in the early 1960s. Her mother, Violet, was Mom’s sister. Most of the time, relatives from around the bay didn’t board on Brazil Square if relatives had a house in the area. However, people had no choice but to stay in these boarding houses when relatives couldn’t afford to feed them. This sometimes created a problem when they came to St. John’s and didn’t want to stay with strangers. 

				Mom and Dad always took in a few boarders, mostly those who were related to us, who came to the city to go to university or to hospital or just to spend a few days shopping, especially during the Christmas months. We always had cousins, aunts, and uncles stay at the house who paid my parents a modest fee for food and the running of the house. Of course, any money was kindly accepted but never expected.

				Older cousins like Cyril and Kevin Barry from Placentia also boarded with us while they were going to school at the old Memorial University on Parade Street. Cyril was absolutely brilliant. He was studying to become an aeronautics major. This type of course was virtually unheard of then. When he graduated, he was at the top of his class and became one of the youngest satellite workers in eastern Canada. You could give Cyril any algebra problem, and he would have the answer for you in about two seconds. He never worked it out on paper. We always went to him when we were given a mathematics problem that we needed solved. Kevin was also very smart. Both cousins were polite, poised, and very intelligent. They seemed to have it all.

				One thing Cyril had that we enjoyed, especially our parents, was a brand new car. He would always trade in his car after keeping it for only a year. From the early 1960s on, when he stayed with us he owned a different car every year. His was the sharpest vehicle on the street! He always seemed to be working and studying; by then he was working at the new satellite station located in Pouch Cove. I can still see his shiny, new 1958 Ford parked in front of our house. I can’t tell you how many rides my brothers and I took in it!

				At our house, phone call after phone call came for Cyril from satellite stations around the Atlantic provinces and all across Canada. People would phone to ask him questions. We lost track of how many times the phone rang in a week. We would make fun of the callers and mimic them talking to Cyril. Because of these calls, he would always pay the phone bill for Dad every month. Our phone was constantly ringing. 

				Cyril’s brother Kevin was the classiest dresser I have ever seen. We all envied the clothes he wore. He always dressed immaculately, with a perfect crease in his pants. They were pressed, and his shoes were shined to a gleam. The eyes of many ladies followed Kevin whenever we were with him. He looked like a movie star.

				When he came into town, he would take one or two of us shopping with him on Water Street, which was a treat in itself. We had to spend the whole day with him while he found the clothes and shoes he was looking for, but the wait was worth it. He would always take us for something to eat in one of the fancier restaurants, like Marty’s Restaurants or the Captain’s Cabin at the Bowring Brothers building, or to Woolworth’s cafeteria, all located on Water Street. Sometimes he would buy us something for school. He once bought me a new shirt that I loved. I kept it clean and wore it for years. It cost two dollars. I was so proud of it, I wore it at least twice a week. 

				Another of our favourite cousins, Anna Dicks (Greene), Isabel’s sister, came to live with us for two months during a summer in the early 1960s. Here is how Anna described her first time in the city. 

				“I arrived in St. John’s by taxi from my home in Rushoon. It was my first time in the big city. I was amazed by all the streets and large houses so close to the streets. Where I was from, in Rushoon, I was living by a big meadow on a piece of land in the outports. It was all so very exciting. I rang the doorbell and was greeted by my aunt Carmel (my mother) and Uncle Ned (my father) and my five little boy cousins. I immediately became their big sister. Two years later, I again went to St. John’s to work and stayed with my relatives for almost a year.”

				It was an adventure for people to come to the “big city” of St. John’s. One can imagine the culture shock the first time they came in via the old Kenmount or Topsail Road routes. Anna was about twenty years old at the time and found it amazing how huge the city was compared to where she had come from. Of course, there is no place like home when you live around the bay, and a lot of people became homesick after only a few weeks in St. John’s.

				Isabel’s boyfriend, Charlie Norman, also from Rushoon, always boarded on Brazil Square. He didn’t stay in the same house as Isabel. It was a sign of the times. Having been raised Catholic, we all abided by the rules set down by the Roman Catholic Church generations ago.

				Charlie was a great guy, tough as nails. At that time, he was working as a linesman for Newfoundland Light and Power. He was about five foot ten, very broad, with thick, wavy black hair always neatly combed. He was as strong as an ox and tough as any NHL hockey player we had heard of. He had a strong, handsome, rugged face and always wore a black suit, white shirt, and black tie with a white raglan. My brothers and I never saw him without it. He was a gentleman, and he courted his lady in such a manner. 

				My brothers and I would joke with him about taking him on in a fight. Charlie would just look at us all, then laugh and ask, “What, you or the five of you together?” He was about ten years older than us. We were all in our early teens. But we believed that he could indeed take all five of us in a scrap. He would come to the house at night, and he and Isabel would go for a walk, to a movie, or just stay outside and talk as young lovers did.

				Isabel was a beautiful young lady. She was about five foot four and as pretty as a leading lady. My brothers and I loved her humour and soft-spoken way. We would go to the store on messages for her and her summer school friends any time they wanted something done. She was a true beauty with an easy disposition. Her friends Marion Augot and Betty Baker were like her sisters, and all three were usually giggling in their room whenever they were carrying on. Marion and Betty were not too bad in the looks department, either, and of course we were always at their command. Of course, young boys in adolescence are always giddy for a pretty face.

				Charlie Norman and Isabel Dicks married in June 1967, and they had four children: Charlie Jr., Deirdre, Charlene, and Rodney. At the time of this writing, they are still living in Rushoon. Anna Dicks married Ray Greene, and they had two children: Ray Jr. and Yvonne. They are all still alive and well and living in Freshwater, Placentia Bay.

			

		

	
		
			
				My Family Living on Brazil Street

				Dad never drove a car in his life. He didn’t have a licence and had no desire to get one. To afford a car, you had to make good money, and we certainly didn’t live in the lap of luxury. In the late 1950s, a car, even a used one, could cost a person between three to five hundred dollars. Dad made just enough money to support his family and pay the bills. Even if he could afford to buy one, he had never been taught to drive. So, walking or taking a bus were our usual modes of transportation. 

				The first time I rode in a car was when I had my tonsils taken out at St. Clare’s Hospital. A neighbour or a taxi took me, Mom, and Dad to the hospital. I was six years old. The next time I set foot in a car was when I was about nine. The father of a friend from school took us on a camping trip with a group of other boys to a campsite somewhere up toward the Southern Shore. It was a black Chevrolet or Pontiac. In those days, nearly all cars were black. 

				Dad was a fair man. He had grown up without a lot of things in life, so he didn’t need much to make him happy. He enjoyed his family and his work as a porter with Canadian National Railways. He helped people to board the train and took their luggage on board and into their berth or sleeping compartment. He was not a drinker, like so many men of the day were, and he always tried to do what was best for his family. The only vice he had was that he was a heavy smoker, and it eventually killed him. He passed away from emphysema on July 13, 1990.

				I had five brothers. The oldest was Edward Jr., I was second, Calvin was third, then Hubert, and finally Angus. It was believed among the family that we’d had a sister in between the two youngest boys, but it wasn’t spoken about. The rumour was that Mom had lost her in childbirth. It would have been nice to have a sister to complement five boys and to chat with Mom and keep us in order. If there were a girl and she had lived, I’d have pitied anyone who ever put a hand on her. We never found out from Mom or Dad if the story was true. It could have been a story started by a gossiping neighbour or relative. 

				Our home at 40 Brazil Street was old when we moved into it in 1955. I believe it was built in the 1920s. Dad said that it was once owned by a Captain Lewellyn Lush and his wife who had lived there for years. One will never know what kind of captain he was, but Dad once said that a Captain Lush knew Captain Bill Dicks, from Rushoon, who was married to Mom’s sister, our aunt Violet, and they worked together on the coastal boats. We guessed Captain Bill had something to do with helping Dad with the sale of the house from Captain Lush.

				Our house always leaned a bit to one side. When you walked through the door, you were met by a flight of stairs that led to the second floor. To the left of the stairway was a hallway that led into a smaller living room and from there into our kitchen. At the top of the landing and to the right was a washroom. Off to the far left was Mom and Dad’s room, and next to it was the eldest child’s room, my brother Edward’s. 

				On the top flat, in the attic, were my other brothers’ rooms, occupied by Calvin, Hubert, and Angus. My room, the coldest in the house during the winter, was also in the attic and next to theirs, with an adjoining door that separated us. We had no oil furnace. The only source of heat was a wood- and coal-burning stove that heated up the house through the floors. Our rooms were always cold, and we needed a large company of blankets to keep us from freezing to death. During the winter months, it took us forever to get warm when we went to bed.

				Coal was the main source of heat, and warmth was generated by “stoking it” and never allowing the stove to die out. As kids we were not allowed to stoke the fire, so Mom, particularly when Dad was away working, had to keep adding coal and wood to keep the house heated and to keep “a lively fire going” when she was ready to cook. It was not until we got older that we were we allowed to tend to the fire alone. 

				When coal was delivered by Coady’s Coal and Oil, it was shovelled down a coal “chute” from the street into the basement, and the delivery man usually dropped enough of the black stuff to do us until next time. It was usually about a quarter of a ton, and it did us for a few weeks or so, or when Dad could afford more. A quarter-ton of coal then cost about ten dollars. 

				My brothers and I had chores to do, and one of them involved hauling coal up from the basement to keep the fire going in that old cast-iron stove. When it was hot, you could hardly go near it. We spent many a cold day just standing next to it. The basement, where the coal was stored, was a small and dreary place. It was always cold, even in the summer, and we hated going down there to get our bucket of coal. We all had to perform this duty. Arguments ensued as to whose turn it was to get it. Then a shout from Dad would make us realize whose turn it was, and he made sure none of us escaped that chore.

				Finally, in the early 1960s, Dad purchased an oil stove that, to us, didn’t seem to give off any more heat than the old one. During those freezing cold winter months, we would put our heavy blankets next to the stove to heat them and then bring them upstairs to bed. Hot water bottles also helped keep our feet warm. But the task of supplying fuel to the stove became worse, then, as the oil was stored in a large oil drum in the back garden. In winter, we had to dress warmly before going to the barrel to fill the small one- or two-gallon oval container.

				When it was filled, we went inside and turned it upside down on a small, white pedestal stand. This supplied oil to the stove through a copper line connected underneath. Dad put a lock on the oil tank outside to protect it from theft. Sometimes the lock would freeze, and we would have to boil hot water to thaw it out. 

				When we bathed, which usually happened on Saturday nights, there was never enough hot water. Mom boiled the water in a large, oval pan, and transferred it to a metal pail and kettle, which Dad then brought upstairs to throw in the bathtub. We didn’t have a hot water boiler when we were kids. Dad bought a small one later, but it didn’t hold enough water to bathe us all. 

				These metal pails had to be filled twice, and sometimes a third and fourth if Mom and Dad were to bathe. Dad bought a forty-gallon boiler when he was finally able to afford it in 1962 or 1963. Only then did we have enough water for all of us to get a full cleaning. I was working part-time, and I gave Dad some of my earnings to help with the bills.

				We owned a cat that was mostly white, with a spot of black on the top half of her head, and her feet were entirely black. My brother Calvin brought her home, and she became the household pet. Because of her black feet, he named her Socks. We had her for years. 

				We had games to occupy us. Sometimes, on school nights, we were allowed outside for half an hour after we did our homework, and we stayed out until the call for bed. One game we liked was “Boggers,” where you had to follow and do what the person ahead of you was doing. This sometimes led to awkward positions that became dangerous for the follower. I once fell off a fence and skinned my side on a few nails on the way down while following Dickie in doing a bogger.

				Another game was “Red Rover,” where two groups of boys and girls, as many as five or six on each side, would link together hand in hand to form two rows across from one another about twenty feet apart. One group would call out the name of a kid in the opposite group, and that person would approach and try to break through their link. The call went out to the other side, “Red Rover, Red Rover, send Tommy (or Mary) on over,” and the child in question would rush across the gap and try to crash through. This continued until the wall of knotted hands was broken. 

				Most of the time, only the boys played “Leap the Frog.” One boy would lean over in a 6:15 clock position. Another boy would then run from about fifteen feet away and jump over his back, linking up ahead of the first boy. Four or five more boys would follow, lengthening the chain. The last boy running had to jump from the first boy to the last without falling over. 

				We also liked playing “Spotlight,” where one person used a flashlight to try and find the others, who were hiding. The one with the light would cover his eyes while the others hid in different places. The goal for the others was to make it back, without getting caught, to the flashlight carrier’s point of origin..

				During the winter, sliding was always a passion for us. Our slides, when our parents could afford them, had slotted boards mounted on slide runners, with a long piece of board on the front that was bolted horizontally in the middle and acted as a guide to turn the sled. We couldn’t slide down Brazil Street—it was too steep, and it merged into Casey Street, which had lots of oncoming traffic—but we slid down Haggerty Street, just off John Street, which had a steep enough hill for us to attempt. The bottom of it was level for about a hundred feet and had little or no traffic. Haggerty Street is long gone now. It’s now part of where the Delta Hotel stands. 

				We would sometimes play games with the girls. Whatever they came up with was fine with us, as long as it didn’t include kissing. It was not uncommon to see us play hopscotch or other games with them until we found something else to do. Most of the time they didn’t want us to play, because we were too rough.  

				Our neighbours were pretty good when we played by their homes, as long as we stayed out of trouble. Mrs. Bursey, a very nice lady who lived across the street from us with her mother, always spoke to us and gave us cookies as treats. Our neighbours up the street—the Hearns, Barrons, Bishops, Murphys, Laceys, and others—were also lenient toward us. My brothers and I usually had our own separate groups of friends to play with, so we interacted with each other only when those friends were not around to play.

				Most people my age remember where they were the day John F. Kennedy was killed in Dallas, Texas, on November 22, 1963. They also remember where they were when the Challenger exploded after leaving the launch pad at Kennedy Space Center on January 28, 1986, the same way most people recall where they were when 9/11 happened. One day I will always remember is July 27, 1967. It changed my life forever: it was the day that my mom passed away. I was only eighteen years old at the time. Our next-door neighbour, Mary White—Dickie’s mom—always said that my mother was a saint.

				Mom was born in Port Royal, Placentia Bay (Long Island), on August 5, 1916. Port Royal is in Harbour Buffett, just a few miles by boat from Merasheen Island. It’s a small island, roughly eight or nine miles long and about three or four miles wide. The island was resettled years ago, when Joey Smallwood relocated people from hard-to-reach communities to more densely populated areas.

				My father worked on the Canadian National Railways coastal boats in the late 1930s, and one of his ports of call was Port Royal, where, in his words, he met and fell madly in love with my mother. After many visits to the area, a few years later my father finally got the courage to ask her to marry him and move to St. John’s. They moved to St. John’s in 1945 and were married on July 16, 1946. A year later, she was pregnant with my brother Edward Jr.

				Dad and Mom were very religious. Dad would never miss church on Sunday. When we were young, he would walk us over to St. Patrick’s Church, and he still made sure we all went as we got older. My father lived his life for his family. He idolized Mom and lived to do what he could for her. They had twenty-one years of happiness before she passed away. Mom was a gentle person. She taught my brothers and me to always be good to people.

				One time in the early 1960s, Mom asked me what I wanted for Christmas. There was only one thing I wanted, and that was the new Beatles boots that were the craze of the day. The Beatles, a rock and roll band, had come over from England, which heralded Beatlemania. In 1963, they were sweeping the nation and the music scene. I wanted those boots so badly that I swore I would do anything for them, but they were expensive and I knew that Mom and Dad didn’t have the seven or eight dollars to buy them. At Christmastime, we usually received a few small, inexpensive gifts, but now these were all I wanted.

				I remember looking at the boots in a store catalogue for months, wishing and praying to the Man Above that I would somehow get them for Christmas. Doug Gruchy, a childhood friend who lived on Pleasant Street, had a pair of these amazing boots, and that just made it worse. The same year the boots came on the market, I found them under the Christmas tree. It was the best Christmas of my young life! I was sure that Mom and Dad had given up something they wanted so I could have them. I had resigned myself to the knowledge that I wasn’t going to get them, but my parents made sure that I did. I found out later that they had given up on buying a new winter coat for Mom and snow boots for Dad so that my brothers and I could have what we wanted. God love them!

				Mom was born with a defective heart, and she couldn’t enjoy most of the things that active people did, but Dad was content to stay at home with her and enjoy her company. We knew that he would give his life for her if need be, and he was very protective of her during her sickness. Her rheumatic heart slowed her down at the age of twenty-five, especially when it came to walking up the two flights of stairs in our house. 

				One time, a guy was so drunk he came to our house—probably thinking it was his—and started to harass Mom. With her bad heart, stress could be very bad for her. Dad was outside in the garden, and one of my brothers went to get him. While the drunk was asking Mom for some food, Dad hurried inside to confront him. In a few seconds, he had the guy by the shirt collar and up against the wall, telling him that it was in his best interest to stay away from our home.

				My brother Hubert passed away on Boxing Day, 2013. He was buried with Mom and Dad at Mount Carmel Cemetery on the Boulevard in St. John’s. Angus, our youngest brother, passed away on November 27, 2015. The two best friends went only two years apart. Ank and Hubert were not only brothers but the best of friends. Ank is buried next to Hubert, as he requested.

			

		

	
		
			
				Charlie O’Day: Master Checkers Player

				I came across some great guys at Holy Cross who are still my friends to this day. People like Damian Hayes, Johnny Doyle, Bobby Anderson, Ron Fitzpatrick, Garry Philpott, Steve March, Jerry Coady, Dick Christopher, and others who have been nice guys to know. They’ve influenced my life for the better in a lot of ways. Chief among them was my best friend, Dickie White. Tommy Dodd was another great friend. Both became friends I could count on to always watch my back. There were many more who would stick by me in times of trouble as well as times of laughter. Charlie O’Day was one of them. 

				I’m not sure when I met Charlie, just that I went to gym class one afternoon and he was just there. He was a bit of a character, and we instantly became good buddies. Now, Dickie was a year behind me, but Charlie and I went through all the grades together. Charlie was a practical joker, always a laugh. For someone so young, nothing seemed to worry him. He was one of the funniest guys I ever knew.

				One day, when we were in church for confession, there was a long lineup to go in and see Father. I happened to be sitting next to Charlie, who had this habit of throwing his voice like a ventriloquist. He was so good that when he made these ridiculous noises, you’d never know that the sounds were coming from him. Now, church was certainly not the place for two boys looking for trouble, but waiting in line for confession was boring.

				One of the Irish Christian Brothers, one of the nice ones, had the habit of grunting without knowing he was doing it. Charlie had his grunt and mannerisms down pat. He was great at mimicking people, including his friends, movie stars, singers—anyone you wanted him to make fun of, he could do it. Bob Hope was one of them. Charlie could sing just like Roy Orbison, Elvis Presley, and other great musicians of the day. When the Brother in question grunted as he kept us in line for confession, he was unmistakable. We all knew it was him. It was hard to show respect in this house of God, that is to say keep from laughing, when Charlie mimicked the Brother so well that some of the boys in the pews thought that he was right beside them!

				We’d be in a packed church and hear what sounded like a bird flying overhead, and everyone would look up to see the pigeon that had just flown into St. Patrick’s Church and was flying around trying to get out. But I knew it was Charlie. Another time he cried out like someone in pain while getting in and out of his pew, and we all laughed as the Brothers looked around to see who was hurt. Even while sitting next to him, sometimes it was hard to tell that Charlie was making those noises. He was that good at disguising them. I was one of just a few people who knew his tricks.

				One of the reasons I was drawn to Charlie was his genuine respect, even as a kid, for those with disabilities. We had a lot of disadvantaged kids at school. There were also kids in the neighbourhood whom Dickie and I took care of, whether it was helping them out with food or extra money or protecting them from bullies. Charlie was like that, too. We always sat in the front of church. There were always students who had bad eyesight or other problems, and Charlie would look after them when we went for confession or Mass. He would get up and pass his seat on to them without hesitation.

				Charlie lived close by, on the corner of John Street and Dunford Street, with his grandmother Laura and his aunt Winnie. His mother, Vera, lived in Holyrood. He stayed with them on John Street while going to school. Sometimes Dickie and I would walk home from school with him for lunch. One day on my way back to school, I stopped at his house and waited for him, and he asked me to take him on in a game of checkers. We were early, so we had time. I was pretty good, but after I won the first game, I lost three in a row to Charlie! The guy was brilliant. As good as I thought I was, he was twice as good. I think he let me win the first one just to keep me interested.

				He seemed to have figured out my next move well in advance. After a while, it became frustrating for me to play him. One day, he showed me how to think ahead of every move and to anticipate your opponent’s reaction. It worked, and I slowly caught on to how he played. I started to beat Charlie again . . . until he changed his own strategy. Then it became frustrating all over again.

				Now, Charlie being Charlie, I thought he was letting me win some games again just to keep me engaged. He said he wasn’t and assured me I was getting better. We played at least three games every day at lunchtime before heading back to class. Suddenly, it had become a thinking man’s game, and we felt like world checkers champions defending our titles and playing for our country. 

				Charlie and I were so good at checkers we earned a kind of celebrity status. Guys in school wanted to beat us at the game. Some of the boys we played had a slow game, taking their time to develop their strategies while we picked them apart. We won most of those games. I remember one time I won ten games in a row. However, Charlie had the record in school, with seventeen wins in a row. We just ate up our opponents, usually finishing in six or seven moves.

				Then a challenge came to us at Buckmaster’s Circle Drill Hall. Seeing as we were unbeatable, Charlie and I decided to show the locals that we were the best checker players in St. John’s. So, we met at the drill hall one Saturday evening, after someone at school had told us there were some really good players there. When we arrived, we saw an assembly of boys and girls facing off against each other, tournament style, in chess, checkers, and other games. 

				We knew we were going up against some of the best players in St. John’s, but that didn’t stop us, because we thought we were the best. Charlie and I were ready to take on all comers. First prize was twenty dollars, second was fifteen, and so on. Other prizes included potato chips, soda pop, and chocolate bars. The prizes had been donated by J. B. Hand Distributors on New Gower Street. 

				We were paired into different groups by random draw. The tournament was a knockout, two-out-of-three-games set. In other words, if you lost two in a row, you were out for good, but winning moved you to the semifinals, and from there you might go on to the finals, which pitted the best players in the city against each other. 

				Charlie and I were separated in the selection process. I wiped the floor with the first couple of guys I faced by winning six in a row, and Charlie did likewise. But I was cocky, and a young lady beat me in our first game. Also, I was so busy admiring how pretty she was I forgot some of my signature moves. Charlie finished his round victoriously, and he took me aside after the first game and gave me a pep talk. It worked, and I made a comeback, taking the next two against the girl. I tried to follow Charlie while I played, but there were so many people playing that I lost track of him.

				We moved from table to table as we moved toward the championship, until Charlie and I ended up playing each other. We hadn’t expected that. We were there to show everyone else how good we were—not to beat each other! But it was the luck of the draw. Now there were only eight of us left, six boys and two girls.

				Still in disbelief that I was squaring off against my friend, I played poorly in the first game and lost. The second game started poorly, too, as Charlie made several moves I had never seen him make before. I was on the verge of losing! Then a strange thing happened. Charlie started making foolish moves, seemingly on purpose. He had me in the second game . . . he could have finished me off, but when it was over, I had won. In the third game, Charlie was still not making his usual plays. Now, I liked to win, but something was missing in that third game, and again I came out the winner. I knew I had won it too easily.

				I went on to the semifinals and won, with Charlie standing up and cheering me on with every move I made. Then it was on to the finals, against a young girl we’d heard was a whiz at checkers. I won the first game and she the second, and I was beaten in the third. She had outplayed me and won. I remember she was damn good—and pretty, too, I might add. When it was over, Charlie told me that he knew I was a better player than most of the other players there, but in my heart I knew it wasn’t true. I claimed the fifteen dollars for second place and gave Charlie five for being my mentor. I split the remaining ten between me and Dickie.

				Charlie was quite a guy, always helping other people. He was never the type who wanted to win it all or to make a name for himself. He just liked playing the game. Friendship meant more to him than winning a game of checkers. He had heart and a lot of class, the makings of a real man.

				Later, he left St. John’s to go to Toronto. We had drifted apart after we finished school, as all friends do over the years. It doesn’t seem ironic to me that he went to work as an addictions counsellor in Withdrawal Management Services at St. Michael’s Hospital. His love of helping disadvantaged people lived on. He always gave, and he never stopped, until his passing in January of 2016. 

				Tom Henderson, Charlie’s boss in Ontario, sent a letter to his family to be read at his wake. 

				I worked with Charlie for about ten years at St. Michael’s Hospital. I was his manager, as if anyone could manage Charlie. No matter how stressed I was, when I talked to Charlie I would get the support and encouragement I needed. He had an amazing memory. He always instilled hope in me and was always sympathetic, and after a few minutes talking to him, I would always feel better.

				The truth is I loved Charlie for his compassion, his wit, and his sense of humour. I was not the only one. He was admired and respected by staff that came through our services over the years. Hundreds, if not thousands, of people whom he helped loved and appreciated him also. I have never heard a client say a bad word about him. Not all of our patients would get better, but Charlie never gave up on any one of them. He was a precious human being, and if there were more people like him in this world, it would be a much better place to live. I can only hope to be remembered the same way that people will remember Charlie.

				What a legacy to leave behind, to know that your friends in life thought so much of you. He was a good man with a big heart. Also, he was also one terrific checkers player. I was a pretty good player, too, but when it came to Charlie, I was a distant second.

				God love you, Charlie. You were a good man, and you will never be forgotten.

			

		

	
		
			
				Catholic and Protestant: Ruled by Religion

				One day while I was playing outside with a guy from Brazil Street, a friend of my mom’s, an elderly staunch Catholic lady, called me aside for a chat after she heard me calling out to my friend. She had talked to someone in the neighbourhood and found out that my playmate was Protestant. 

				She went into deep thought for a second, then started to tell me that Protestants were very nice people, but they didn’t believe in the same things we did nor have the same values as Roman Catholics. They would spend a lot of time in Purgatory, where lost souls of the dead are purified through suffering before going to heaven and entering into eternal life. She said this was something that, as a Catholic, I should have learned at school. It was one of many Roman Catholic beliefs in those days. Protestants thought the same way but in reverse—Catholics were the ones who received the short end of the stick, according to them!

				Children went to confession at least once or twice a month when out of school for summer holidays, and we marched down  to confession once a week when we were in class. We would never miss Mass on Sunday, as our parents would question us on the sermon of the day when we returned home to make sure you had gone. Prayers were said each day in the classroom, and I remember faithfully writing “JMJ” on top of my scribbler to signify Jesus, Mary, and Joseph. 

				At that early age, it was a big concept for me to grasp that my Protestant friend was going to be in Purgatory for a year, or perhaps hundreds of years—and maybe thousands—with no possibility of going to heaven before serving his entire sentence. I never said it to him, but I pitied him, while at the same time I was happy that Catholics like me didn’t have to go to this Purgatory place. 

				The seed had been planted, and off I rushed to tell the story of my encounter with Mom’s friend to my best friend, Dickie. Surely an older adult like her couldn’t be lying to me. When I told Dickie, we thought of the repercussions of staying friends with our buddy the Protestant. We had to find out why adults believed this. 

				One time when I was at confession, I asked Father (Monsignor) Murphy how he knew if there really was such a person as God. I was at an age when I was asking a lot of questions about faith. His answer had a slight edge to it.

				“My son, do you know where you are going, to even ask me such a question?”

				“No, Father.” Of course it was a stupid question, and I felt stupid for having asked it. I was frightened to death.

				“The Man Above is looking down at you right now and asking me where did He go wrong with this young man.”

				I looked out through the curtain slits in the confessional and up at the ceiling of St. Patrick’s Church and the stained glass windows, and I am sure that I saw an angel, with his or her wings flapping, looking down at me scornfully because I had dared ask Father that very stupid question! Feeling squeamish, I decided that I had to end this conversation quickly.

				“I’m sorry, Father, of course I knew the answer, but I just had to ask you to verify it. One of my friends asked me to ask you, as he was afraid to and he wanted an answer.”

				Father looked at me, deciding whether or not my answer was good enough. He decided it was, though I think he knew that I wanted the answer for myself.

				Before I left, Father went on to give me a solid lecture about God and his commandments and what would happen to me in the event I did not believe in the church’s rules in life and follow them to the fullest. I eventually left the church a new man on the path to righteousness, and I was ready to tell everyone around me how to save his soul. Oh, the stupid questions one dared ask as a kid, especially of a priest!

				Dickie and I, after much discussion, decided that the only way to find out why we were so different than people in other religions was to visit a Protestant church. Thus began our manhunt throughout the city of St. John’s to find ourselves and put to rest any inward wrong beliefs we had in our minds or in our souls in order to set us straight and on the right path. It was taboo for Catholics to enter a Protestant church, but we had to find out what was going on.

				Although we were determined, we were also scared to death of what might happen to us when we entered a different religion’s church. First we went to the closest church, George Street United, on Buchanan Street, just off New Gower Street. The plan was to just go there and walk right in. We needed answers, and there was only one way to get them.

				We headed down toward this forbidden place, past the boarding houses on Brazil Square, late one Friday evening after supper, when we thought no one would spot us going into one of “their” churches. This was definitely a sin, as we were taught the only true religion in the whole world was the Roman Catholic one. But we had to find out the truth.

				Upon our arrival, we tried a side door and found it locked. This led us to believe that a locked building had secrets to hide. We could go to St. Patrick’s Church on Patrick’s Street at almost any time and get in. Something was definitely amiss when a Protestant church had a locked door!

				While we were considering our options, an elderly man walking outside approached us and asked what we were doing. He was about five foot six with a white beard and white hair, a bright red face, and a black robe wrapped around himself. A short, broad man with large hands and a huge grin. He asked us again what we were doing, and in a gentle and kind voice he said, “You kids seem to want see the inside of my beautiful church. If you wish, I can help you in that department.”

				His church? Wow! We never knew anybody who owned a church before. Now, we had a plan, but it didn’t include this person asking us if we wanted to go inside his church. We wanted to go in by ourselves and scout out the inside. Dickie and I looked at each other and shrugged, at a loss for words.  

				Dickie looked at him in his black robes and said, “We were just looking around, Father.”

				Noticing our apprehension, he again asked us if we wanted to go inside and look at his church. I asked him to please excuse us and nodded to Dickie to step to the side for a little conference. Once inside, we knew we would not be in a Catholic environment, and we would therefore be on our own. Who knew what would happen once we went in there? What if it was a trap and the Devil himself was waiting inside to carry us to that dreaded place called Purgatory? For all we knew, this guy could be working for the Devil himself! It was a frightening idea as we pondered what to do next. 

				But, being adventurous young boys, we had come this far and didn’t want to back out now. We had no answers to our questions about Catholics and Protestants. Dickie and I choked down our fears, figuring that we might be the only Catholics in the long line of Catholicism in the history of Newfoundland ever to go inside a Protestant dwelling. This could be a first in religious history! Our answer to Father was a definite yes.

				As we trotted along beside him, the man said, “By the way, guys, I’m not what you guys would call a Father, as my following call me a minister. I am a little different than a Roman Catholic priest.”

				Whoa! What did he mean by that? He had a wide collar and a black suit on, so what did he mean he was not a priest? It sounded very strange to us, but we didn’t question him further. But worry we did, at least until we entered his church.

				Once inside, we looked around and wondered what all the fuss was about with the Catholic and Protestant rivalry. The church looked the same as ours. It had pews and an altar with rows upon rows of seats. There were beautiful pictures of our Saviour, the Blessed Virgin Mary, and others adorning the walls with a few statues here and there. There were also stained glass windows that let in the sunlight, as did those in St. Patrick’s Church. Nothing unusual here.

				Thanking the minister for his tour, we started walking toward the front entrance. As we strolled toward the exit, I looked around the church again, and it finally dawned on me what was wrong with this place. There were no confessional boxes in the back! I looked, and sure enough, there were none to be seen anywhere. Now I was totally confused. We thanked the minister again and bolted out the door and up Brazil Square to our clubhouse in Dickie’s back garden.

				“Did you see what I never saw, Dickie?” 

				He nodded. 

				“No friggin’ confession boxes.” I blessed myself after I said that. 

				Both of us were in awe. What was going on here? Was this not a church?

				Sure, as far as churches went it was a beautiful place to go, but why in God’s name did it not have a confessional? Did the worshipers there not commit sins like we did? At that moment we started questioning all religions—while still being careful not to offend God. 

				It was getting really frustrating as we talked about our morality. Maybe that was how they were different. We guessed that Protestants did not commit any mortal or venial sins, therefore they didn’t need a confessional and we were the only ones who did. 

				Dickie came up with a solution.

				“Bobby, the only thing left for us to do, because we certainly can’t believe even our own when it comes to religion, is to go to another Protestant church, this time a bigger one, to see if they have confession boxes. Maybe the church on New Gower Street was too small a place to put any, or they couldn’t afford them. After all, everybody knows that Protestant churches are not as rich as the Roman Catholic churches.”

				It did seem logical. Searching was the only way to get our answers. We agreed to look for another Protestant church to see if our suspicions were correct. That led us to ask George Bishop, our Protestant friend, the very next day to tell us about his church. 

				George and his brother Dave lived up the street from us. He told us that the St. John’s Anglican Cathedral on Church Hill was where he went to church. It had to be our next stop. Surely in there we would find the answers we were looking for, to dispel our doubts about our own religion and others. We were now the Crusaders we sang about in school, and the end of our quest was in sight. 

				Next stop, Saturday evening, was the Anglican Cathedral on Church Hill.

				A few hours after supper, we found ourselves looking up at the massive structure. In the minds of a couple of young boys, it looked like another haunted house, and surely we were not foolish enough to venture inside to meet its demons. We’d had other encounters with ghosts in Tessier’s Lane a while before, so we needed to be careful. We walked around the perimeter of the church to find an entrance. On the lower south side of the church was an enormous wooden door with large hinges. It lay open, seemingly to invite us in. Suddenly, we weren’t terribly cheerful about going in. 

				We opened the door fully and entered a small hallway, into what seemed like a place where altar boys, or whatever the Protestant equivalent were called, changed for service. We walked through the interior and stopped at a set of steps that led up, it seemed, to the main floor of the church itself. We looked at one another briefly before proceeding up the stairs. What lay in front of us as we reached the top was amazing. We had never seen anything like this before in our young, confused lives. What a beautiful church we had entered! It was enormous!

				Leading the way, I turned the corner of the stairway and came upon a giant altar, at which Dickie and I just stared with fascination. It was huge, certainly a lot bigger and more decorative than the altar at St. Patrick’s. It seemed as if we had been transported back in time to the era of the Crusades. The altar was so big, surely it had been created by God Himself. It was beautiful. Surely these Protestants were more in God’s favour than us Catholics. Here was evidence that He favoured them over us!

				Dickie stared at me and I at him. We looked around and saw that everything inside this church was older and much nicer than anything we had ever seen. Taking it all in, we were so absorbed in it that we hadn’t noticed a lady coming up behind us.

				“Hello. What are you boys doing inside the church? Do you not know that we are closed on Saturday evening? What can I do for you?”

				We were both startled.

				“Nothing, ma’am,” I said. “We just noticed the back door was open, and we walked in to look around.” 

				“Okay, but now that you have had a look, I will have to ask both of you to leave. We have a funeral service here shortly, and I have to get the altar ready.”

				“Yes, ma’am,” I gushed. Heading back down the stairs, I realized we had not found the answers to our questions about God and Protestants and Catholics. I turned and looked back at the lady. She, like the minister we had met yesterday, was also clothed in black.

				“Are you a minister?” I asked.

				“No, son, there are no women ministers yet in this church. But hopefully there will be someday. Why do you ask?”

				I asked her why there were such things as Catholics and Protestants. Why did one church have confession boxes while others had none? Why could there not be one religion, and all of us have the same church?

				She smiled in response and asked, “Is that why you came to this church? To find this out?”

				“Yes, ma’am,” we both said together.

				She must have seen us as two curious young boys and, being kind, decided to tell us what she believed in.

				“Well, for young boys, you ask very good questions. I have always thought about that myself. If there is one God, as I was taught in my school days, then why are there so many religions and churches in the world?”

				Dickie and I looked at each other and nodded toward her. More religions? How many were there, anyway? Now we were starting to get confused again. We always thought that there were only two: Catholic and Protestant.

				“You mean there are more than two religions in the world, ma’am?” I asked.

				She asked us to sit in a pew while she explained. 

				“Yes, there are. The world is made up of millions of people, and with so many people in so many different countries in this world, there are many different kinds of religions, too. People in this world serve only one God, but many believe that He is a different person in their eyes. But supposedly we all should believe in the same God, although many do not. I know this is confusing to you now, but when you get older, you will understand this more. As for confession boxes in our church, we pray to God and tell Him our sins. We don’t tell them to a minister like some do a priest in a confessional.”

				Whoa! Millions of people besides us. This idea was way out in left field, but somehow it seemed to make a bit of sense to us. We thanked the lady and left the church in awe of what she had just said. I wished I had asked her name. When I gave it more consideration much later, I thought that maybe she was that angel in St. Patrick’s Church, who was sent by the Man Above to set two wayward boys on the right path.

				That was the way it was in those days. Religion was one of the dominant things that ruled us, and we listened to it out of fear that we would be subject to its wrath, or the fear of a God that we did not know or fully understand. We went to church because we were taught to go. We said the rosary every night in May because we were taught to do so, and we said our prayers every night because, again, we were told to do so by our parents and our teachers. 

				I still believe there is a God and that He will one day see us all as we leave this earth. But many of the beliefs that I was told to understand have gone by the wayside as being too unrealistic. I may be proven wrong in some things when I do meet the Man Himself one day.

			

		

	
		
			
				N. J. Downey: Store Owner and Champion Prize Fighter

				In our ramblings as young boys in downtown St. John’s, Dickie and I got to know a gentleman who operated a store on New Gower Street called N. J. Downey’s. It was next door to the old Gosse’s Tavern and across the street from where the St. John’s City Hall now stands. To say the area was lively in its day would be an understatement. Mr. Downey’s store and Lar’s Fruit Store, just west of his establishment, were the mainstays of the downtown era of the 1940s, 1950s, and 1960s. 

				Norman Downey was born in Scilly Cove, now known as Winterton, Trinity Bay, on August 5, 1910. At the age of seventeen, he moved to Kitchener, Ontario, to find work. He found it at a BF Goodridge Tire manufacture plant. In 1930, while living there he was discovered by a boxing promoter who happened to be at a bar where Downey and his friends were having a few sociables after work. A fight broke out, and Norman found himself in the middle of it, when some guy decided that a Newfoundlander would be easy pickings. In the ensuing scuffle, Norman Downey proved him wrong. A reporter who happened to be in the bar at the time described it like this: “When Downey was struck by a punch he retaliated with a blow that sent his opponent to the floor.”

				The promoter approached Downey and suggested he try his natural ability at a local gym and give boxing a try. At first he ignored the man and said he had no desire to learn how to box, but he decided to go and watch a few rounds at ringside in the local gym. As time went on, his visits to the gym grew more and more frequent, and he decided to enter the ring himself in a few promotional rounds. He won all of them. Later, after some convincing, Norm Downey agreed to train hard to enter the fighting ring as a pro. 

				During his stint in Ontario, he impressed the trainers with his speed and agility, and before long they were looking for opponents. After a few victorious fights, he was ready to fight for the Ontario championships. In the title bout, Downey took on the hometown boy, and while most believed the “come from away” from Newfoundland should have won the fight, he took the loss. Everyone in the gym, and everyone listening on the radio, was surprised by the judge’s decision. The local newspapers next day screamed, “What must an outsider do to win a fight in Ontario?” To them, Downey had won it, hands down, with a decisive victory.

				He fought forty-seven fights in Ontario and parts of the United States and lost only three. By this time, Norman and his wife, Lillian (Piercey), had two children, and they decided to move back to Newfoundland, where he continued his fighting career. He lost an opportunity to fight on the much bigger circuit in Ontario, but the decision had been made. Norm, his wife, and children came back home to his beloved province. 

				In the latter part of 1931, Lillian Downey and her children moved back to Winterton, and Norm went to St. John’s to find a job and a place to live. He stayed and trained with a pair of local wrestlers, “Cowboy” Len Hughes and Ching Lee, and the trio worked together at a local gym. Norm began picking up offensive and defensive fighting styles from the wrestlers. Later, he found work as a painter with a George Pye who lived on Hamilton Avenue. Every morning, he would jog from his home on Water Street to his employer in Bowring Park, then back home again after he had finished work. He would gather his paint, his brushes, and ladder and walk through the city to paint anything the job demanded. After he finished the day’s painting, he would go and train more at the gym with his wrestler friends before beginning his long jog home again. 

				In 1936, Norman decide to enter the ring to see what he had lost—or gained—while not honing his boxing skills. In that year, he re-entered the ring and won the featherweight championship of Newfoundland over a fighter named Nat Janes. The Evening Telegram wrote the story of the fight like this: 

				Downey had a comfortable lead on points up to the end of the second round. Besides having three knockdowns to his credit, Janes was fighting gamely at the opening of the third round when Downey nailed him with a right jab that sent him down to the mat for a count of six. Scarcely had he gained his feet when Downey hit him with another blow that sent him down again for the final count.

				Two weeks after his win, he moved up in his weight class to the lightweight division. Soon he was squaring off with another tough fighter, Edward Learning, for the right to hold the Earl Haig Belt of boxing supremacy in that weight division in Newfoundland. It was donated to the Newfoundland Amateur Boxing Association by Earl Haig of England. The belt was named after the first Earl Haig, Field Marshal Sir Douglas Haig, of England, for “the title of the peerage of the United Kingdom” in 1919. It was quite an honour to receive this award as a fighter. The belt was valued at fifty pounds, or seventy-six Canadian dollars. There was an ivory carving of two boxers in the middle of the belt, with three pieces of gold, on each side of the fighters, linked together with two gold chains. 

				Downey defeated Learning in a close bout that went the full five rounds. The Evening Telegram read: 

				The first bout was equal. Downey won the second, third, and fourth by a shade. When they came out for the final round, Learning, who was behind by eight points, lashed out at Downey with a sharp right that sent his opponent to the floor. Learning meted out further punishment, and once again Downey was dropped. Gaining his feet, he traded punch for punch with Learning until the final bell. The result was a win for Downey by a total of 181-1/2 points to 178 for his opponent. Norm Downey has won the Earl Haig Belt for boxing supremacy for Newfoundland!

				After winning the title, Norm had to post a $1,000 bond to be able to take his prized possession to his hometown of Winterton to show his family and friends. The belt was displayed at E. J. Green’s local grocery store in Winterton. While most of his fights were in St. John’s, Downey did fight in Winterton, against Leo Hayward, also of St. John’s. It was fought at the Orangemen’s Lodge, and the house was packed. There were 250 people present, and when it was over, Downey had won. His cousin Ambrose Downey saw most of Norm’s fights.

				“Every time he fought, he had a ticket for me,” Ambrose said. “He had a wonderful left hook. If he got his fist under the opponent’s ribs, that’s where he would win. That’s the way he beat most of his challengers. He was a live wire and used to hold the ropes a lot, and he would use that to his advantage. He also carried the fight no matter who he was fighting against. He used to go after the guy at the start of the first round and every other round. He always went straight ahead. That’s the only way he knew how to fight. In the ring he was a smart cookie.”

				World War II broke out a few years after his victory over Ed Learning. During this time, his championship belt was stored in a velvet case at the local law offices of Stirling and Higgins for safekeeping. In the basement of the lawyers’ offices was a gym where Downey sometimes trained. Somehow, the belt was misplaced and never seen again. Norm Downey was the only fighter to ever have his name appear on it. He fought more than 147 fights in his career. Many of those took place at the old Prince’s Rink, right behind the original Hotel Newfoundland in St. John’s. He was also friends with another fighter from St. John’s, Tom “Pussyfoot” Benson, who was an instructor with us at the Catholic Boys Club in our teenage years.

				In 1939, his wife joined him in St. John’s, and the following year he opened a successful grocery store, N. J. Downey’s on New Gower Street. He ran the store with his family for forty years, until he and his wife retired in 1981. Both Norman and Lillian passed away the following year. He was inducted into the Baccalieu Trail Chamber of Commerce on August 27, 1996. 

				To us, as kids, Norm Downey was a very nice man. Dickie and I would go in his store all the time to buy treats when we made a few dollars running errands on Water or New Gower streets. Of course, we didn’t know that he was such a renowned fighter. We just knew him as Mr. Downey and, in later years as we got older, as Norm. But you could tell that you didn’t take liberties with this man. Though soft-spoken and kind to his customers, he seemed like a person who was not to be pushed around. When Dickie and I knew him, Norm Downey was short and stocky, solidly built, weighing in at about 180 pounds. 

				In 1955 or 1956, we started going to Mr. Downey’s or to Lar’s Fruit Store (operated by Lar Crocker and his wife, Winnie), on the corner of Queen’s Street, to buy treats and fruit. Both stores had some of the best selections in St. John’s. Lar’s was known for its amazing custard cones in the 1960s. I would bring Mom fresh fruit from both stores when I worked for F. W. Woolworth’s, or I’d just drop in to get a Graham Sandwich, my favourite candy bar. The stores were just around the corner from Woolworth’s on Water Street.

				I was working late one evening at Woolworth’s and on my way home when I decided make a detour to Downey’s store to get some fresh fruit for Mom as a surprise. When I walked in, two guys were getting out of hand with Mr. Downey and his wife. One guy was shouting at Lillian and another girl who worked there, while the other was leaning on the counter, laughing at the old guy and taking it all in. The tall one was singing out that he was being ripped off. I had seen it before in our neighbourhood: two young punks trying to be heroes going up again “the old guy.”

				The fellow got louder and louder, and his buddy just laughed. Mr. Downey was taking it all in stride while trying to keep calm and talk to them both. Then the tall guy made a huge mistake. He tried to grab Norm by the shirt. Norm shook himself free, asked the guy to give him a second, and turned and calmly walked toward me and an elderly lady who was also in the store. He politely asked us both if we would mind stepping outside the store for a minute or two. He said that he had to have a discussion with the two gentlemen in the store. 

				Growing up in the 1960s, I knew what the word “discussion” meant: someone was about to get a good shit-knocking. The lady and I, escorted by Mr. Downey, headed outside. However, I did look around the corner and through the door to catch a glimpse at what was happening. The tall guy still had that smirk on his face as Norm walked over to him.

				The tall guy asked Norm why he had sent us out, and I heard Mr. Downey say, calmly, “I don’t want to have any witnesses around when the police come . . . after I beat the shit out of you and your buddy.” 

				I’ll never forget the look on the short guy’s face. He stepped aside to let his buddy handle the problem. After looking at Norm for a second or two, the short guy said that he was leaving. However, Norm asked him to stay there, as he would soon have his buddy down on his knees, and then both of them would be about the same height. Then the short guy started backing toward the door.

				The taller guy tried to grab Mr. Downey by the shirt again—I guess to save face for his friend—and before he knew it, Norm grabbed his arm and twisted it and had him face down on the floor, his arm bent behind him. His buddy had seen enough: he scurried out through the door, and last I saw he was running west on New Gower Street and then up Barter’s Hill.

				As I looked back, Norm was telling the guy on the floor that he had bad manners and that one day someone, probably him by the way he had him on the floor, would knock his block off if he kept treating people like that. The bully knew he had picked the wrong person to mistreat, and he asked Mr. Downey to please let him up. 

				“Only if you do not try to be a tough guy again.” 

				Frightened to death, the man promised he would be good. 

				Norm helped him to his feet, dusted him off, and let him walk out past us, telling him all along that he should change his ways with his approach to people or he could be in big trouble in the future. I think the guy learned his lesson. All the way out to the door, he kept nodding and saying to Mr. Downey that he would change his ways. He said thanks to him for letting him go and for not calling the police. Norm Downey probably changed his life that day!

				That was the way he was. Tough but kind. Sometimes you had to be tough in those days, or people would walk all over you. For all the years I went to his store, I never saw him without that same calm demeanour. Gentle, but not a man to be taken advantage of. He was no fool. Most men were tough and, like Norm, didn’t phone the police when they had a confrontation with someone. They took care of things themselves. It was frontier justice. 

				People had respect for Mr. Downey, as was the case when he woke one morning and looked across the street and saw a guy sitting in the back of his pickup waving to him. When Norm went across the street to ask the man why he was in the back of his truck, he replied, “Well, Mr. Downey, I was on me way home last night about two o’clock and passed by your truck when I noticed there were five cases of Good Luck Margarine in the back of it. I knew that you forgot to take them into the store. It was really late, b’y, so I didn’t want to wake you. It was such a nice night that I decided to stay in the back of the truck and have a nap until your store opened, to make sure that no one stole your butter.”

				Norm thanked the man and gave him twenty for being honest. The butter was worth about $200. He could have taken it home for himself, but Norm was so well-liked, and he had helped so many people in those days, it was the way people treated him in return. 

				Once, he and his son Wilson were delivering groceries to a store on George Street. They went inside to see a group of Portuguese fishermen who had left their ship in the harbour to go shopping. When they went in the back with their wares, the lady working there told the fishermen about Norman Downey. Among that group was the champion fighter from Portugal: Norm Downey’s equivalent in the ring. He blocked Norm and his son and threw his hands up in the form of a challenge. Norm did the same. With that, they both laughed and shook hands. 

				One night, Norm helped a police officer as he was apprehending an American who was fighting across the street. When he went to the rescue, another American tried to hit the policeman over the head with his own billy knocker, which he had somehow gotten his hands on. Norm snatched the club from him and wrestled the guy to the ground until the Black Mariah, the police van, came.

				His son told me that one night a guy came into the store saying that another fellow had just stolen a beef barrel from the front of Norm’s store. Norm chased him up the street as he rolled the barrel along. He approached the thief and said he was sure the barrel belonged to him. The man, knowing that he was caught red-handed, said to Norm, “My fault, sir. I guess that I was delivering it to the wrong store.” 

				While they talked, a policeman happened by and asked Norm if there was a problem. The thief then became very nervous, thinking he was about to be arrested, but Norm brushed it off and told the policeman that it was just an honest mistake. He said the guy meant to deliver it to his store and not the one in front of which they were standing. After the policeman left, the stranger thanked Norm, promised he would never do it again, and headed home.  

				The fate of the Earl Haig belt is a mystery, but if it’s found it should be put on display somewhere, maybe at The Rooms in St. John’s. Norm Downey Jr., Norman’s grandson, has been searching for the Earl Haig belt for decades. 

				“That is one of my goals, to find that belt. It’s unfortunate that we can’t find it, but we will keep looking. Someone out there has possession of my grandfather’s belt, and we, the family, would love to have it back.” Maybe one day it will be returned to the rightful owners.

				Norman and Lillian had eight children: Bill, Muriel, Wilson, Roy, Maude, Sandy, George, and Hazel.

			

		

	
		
			
				Joey Smallwood: A Loved and Hated Newfoundlander

				Joey Smallwood was a touchy subject in our time. My dad was a fair man, as it goes, but he didn’t think much of Mr. Joseph R. Smallwood. As far as Dad and many people in Newfoundland were concerned, Joey simply sold us down the river after Confederation came to Newfoundland in 1949. But aside from the doubters and haters, there were those who loved him, both in St. John’s and in rural Newfoundland.

				Outside of St. John’s, he was hailed as god-like, because he created work for many people in the communities who needed steady employment. Much of it was short-term, but it was still work. He was treated as a saviour and a hero by some, and by others a failure to the inhabitants of Newfoundland. His picture was found hanging next to Jesus, the Pope, or the Blessed Virgin Mary in some homes. Some thought of Smallwood as a naive person when dealing with other people and blamed him for problems that Newfoundlanders, chiefly the poor, had to face.

				Dad was not an educated man, but he wasn’t naive. Though he only completed grade five, one thing he enjoyed was talking politics. Politics was something that men and women alike could sink their teeth into. Once you were a Liberal or a Conservative, you had your political party, and most never switched sides. To do so was like a mortal sin.

				Politics, like religion, ruled the day. Most of these political leaders were educated men. When Dad worked with CN, Mr. Smallwood and his cabinet members travelled together on the trains, back and forth across Newfoundland, to Port aux Basques and in between. When I worked for Canadian National Railways as a young man, I made several trips and met the premier himself once or twice.

				CN trains were the safest means of transportation across Newfoundland at that time. The Trans-Canada Highway was not completed until 1965–66, and driving the roads of Newfoundland and Labrador in those days meant breakdowns, hazards, and trouble for vehicles. Riding the railway was cost-effective and worry-free. Though it took a full day to go across, the food and the service made the trip an enjoyable one.

				Though Dad never had much respect for Mr. Smallwood as a politician, he always respected him as a person. He told me many times when I started working there that I was to treat Mr. Smallwood and his cabinet members with dignity and respect. They were held in high regard by all the CN employees, including my father. 

				Joey came to power in March of 1949, a month after I was born, and he became the very first premier of Newfoundland and Labrador in the year we joined Canada. He ruled the island until he lost to Progressive Conservative Party leader Frank Moores’s cabinet in 1972. At that time, Joey had been premier of the province for a record total of twenty-three years. His reign in Newfoundland politics will never be matched. During those years, no one met the challenge to oust him, and when they did try, they lost.

				Many factors contributed to the failed attempts to overthrow Smallwood, including rumours. It was said during the elections in the 1950s and 1960s that voters were being plied with liquor and money. None of these claims were ever proven, but it was a common belief that all you had to do was vote for Joey if you needed a favour—a few dollars or a “drop of stuff”—and it was taken care of. There was even a car to pick you up and drop you off if you didn’t have a ride to cast your vote—providing you voted Liberal, of course.

				From the time he was elected, Joey, ran Newfoundland with an iron fist. In his day, he tried to establish large-scale projects that he hoped would “put Newfoundland on the industrial map” in Canada. The oil refinery in Come By Chance, the linerboard mill in Stephenville, and a phosphorus manufacturing plant in Long Harbour were some of his initiatives to create much-needed jobs. 

				One of the main problems Joey had was that he went unchallenged when it came to what he thought was best for the province. It was inevitable that he would make mistakes when he and his cabinet were deciding our fate. He hoped that by industrializing the province he would find jobs for future generations and produce enough revenue from modernization to help the struggling fishery and economy. He meant well.

				When Joey took power in 1949, he and his cabinet received a shock when they saw most Newfoundlanders’ quality of life and how poorly they lived. Months after his election, his office received thousands of letters from people asking for assistance. Demands came from all over the island. People focused on how to receive old-age pensions and how to apply for a family allowance from Canada. Before Confederation, relief payments were only five dollars a month, hardly enough to make ends meet. 

				When he took power, the premier realized that many Newfoundlanders were actually starving. Affordable housing was at an all-time low. People lived in slums and could not afford homes on the salaries they were making. Thousands of people were living in poverty. 

				Smallwood had promised that things would change when he took over, and people were starting to hold him to it. Many found that their incomes dropped from one payday to the next, and they could not apply for relief, because that was only for people with no income at all. Joey finally saw that for years his countrymen had been living by any means they could. One couldn’t fault him, though, when it must have been overwhelming for him to try and fix all the problems on the island. 

				He wanted to revise the dying fishery, but he soon found out that fishermen were among the hardest hit. If they had just one bad season, they might be next to apply for government help. Joey was caught in a quagmire of concerns that needed immediate attention from him and his elected people. There was no doubt he loved Newfoundland, but he realized his election promises were starting to come back to haunt him. 

				There was also no doubt that Joey meant well when it came to the province. He tried to create jobs, but, as my dad always put it, he was “dealing with crooks who were more educated than he was and only interested in putting money in their own pockets, not into the pockets of any Newfoundlanders.” So Joey and his government spent millions of dollars on deals that helped others and let down the people who needed the money most. He was also conned into thinking that the deals he was involved in would set the island of Newfoundland free financially. 

				From the time he took power, Smallwood wanted to start an industrial economy. He asked foreign investors like Alfred Valdmanis, a Latvian industrialist, to open factories in Newfoundland. Few of them were successful, and Valdmanis later admitted to taking bribes from would-be investors. When it all came out, this made Joey look small in the eyes of his constituents. Other investors, like John C. Doyle with the linerboard mill in Stephenville and John Shaheen with the Come By Chance refinery, took advantage of Joey. None of it helped Smallwood’s reputation. 

				The premier followed up with larger projects he hoped would start industrial development, but his third pulp and paper mill in Stephenville and an oil refinery in Come By Chance cost the government a great deal of money. Then along came the Churchill Falls hydroelectric project in Labrador, wherein the province made a long-term sales agreement with Hydro-Québec, giving Quebec the lion’s share of the profits. Stemming from that, Quebec made millions over the years, while Newfoundland earned a pittance.

				Joey also channelled a lot of money into infrastructure, in roads, schools, hospitals, and electricity, all of which would help modernize Newfoundland. People’s lives were vastly improved by this, but Joey’s dream of helping all Newfoundlanders was controversial. He then decided to move people from smaller, remote communities to larger centres, where they could be employed and start to contribute to the growth of the province. But many of the people who moved found that most of the jobs they were looking for were not available. In the end, they resented government’s tough approach in uprooting their lives. 

				Though Smallwood meant well, his sometimes underhanded methods were beginning to wear on people in the 1950s and 1960s. His government was carrying out orders without the consent of his cabinet. Through all this, he chose which candidates he wanted for his ridings, determined who ran to represent the province in Ottawa, and told people that the Liberal government was the only government that was responsible enough to run the province. He took no prisoners with friend and foe alike. Either you were with him or you were against him, and if you were not with him, you were out of his cabinet. It was a dictatorship. 

				All of this was starting to change by the late 1960s. The newspapers, led by renowned author and writer Harold Horwood, wrote unsavoury things about Joey and his cabinet, and newspaper columnist Ray Guy of the Evening Telegram was merciless toward Joey Smallwood in his satirical columns. Joey’s popularity was starting to wane. 

				Smallwood tried to counteract their claims by putting new brilliant men into his cabinet such as John Crosbie, Edward Roberts, and Clyde Wells. This move would cost him dearly. Once in cabinet, these educated, intelligent people started to see the folly of what was happening with the government in Newfoundland and Labrador. John Crosbie fought particularly hard against Joey and criticized his Liberals, eventually crossing the floor of the House of Assembly to join the Progressive Conservative Party.

				When the Liberals lost seats in the federal election in 1968, and later a seat in a by-election in Gander, Smallwood announced his retirement in 1969. He didn’t stay retired long, though, because he was afraid that John Crosbie, who had left his party to join the PC cabinet, would become the next premier. Joey resented Crosbie for leaving his Liberals. However, I don’t think John Crosbie wanted to be premier of Newfoundland and Labrador so much as he wanted Smallwood to be out of power. He and candidate Frank Moores of the Progressive Conservative Party wanted Joey ousted, and they joined ranks to make it happen.

				In 1971, a provincial election took place that pitted Joey and his Liberals against Frank Moores and the PC party. The battle was fought hard and long and in the trenches. When it was over, Frank Moores’s cabinet had an edge on Joey Smallwood’s government by a slim margin of twenty-one seats to twenty. Smallwood heavily contested this and would not resign until all the judicial counts were done. He held on to power until a new election in 1972 gave a clear majority to Frank Moores’s cabinet to form a new government. Joey was finally out. 

				This was the era we grew up in, the Smallwood era, and it led to much competition among working-class men who worked any hobbles they could get. When I was working, even part-time, it felt good knowing I was helping out with the house bills and taking care of my younger brothers with some pocket money. We were never lazy—we didn’t know what the word meant. I was considered a working man at the age of thirteen, and I owe my work ethic to my dad.

				When I look at old photos of Dad, I’m reminded of Joey Smallwood. He looked just like him. He was the same height, with a receding hairline and black-rimmed glasses. He even wore the same kinds of suits when going out to a function. My brothers and I would never tell him this, of course.

			

		

	
		
			
				Mahers: Our Adventure Away from Home

				Mom and Dad didn’t have a lot of possessions, not even a car, but they loved going to the country with us any time they could. Trips to Bowring Park for a day, by bus or in a neighbour’s car or truck, became a getaway they never passed on when an opportunity presented itself. The park was a popular spot known for its beauty, and fun was always free for the taking!

				We would spend the whole day enjoying its sights, playing around the large duck pond next to the Peter Pan statue, navigating the trails that entwined the area, and then heading to the Bungalow in the heart of the park, where they had a place to buy lunch. A perfect ending to a fine day for us all. Whenever Dad suggested we head to Bowring Park, not one of us stayed home!

				There was a statue of the Fighting Newfoundlander, where Dad would stop and bless himself every time we passed it. I asked Mom why he did this, and she told me that he was blessing himself to remember his friends who had died in World War II and the people from this province who gave their lives for us. When Dad passed away in 1990, I started doing the same thing whenever I went to the park. 

				Bowring Park became a haven for townies like us who just wanted to spend more time with their families without costing them a lot of money. It was mostly bus fare and a lunch. My mother loved it there. For her it was a break from the constant pressure of making ends meet with family life and from cooking dinner and supper. A trip to the park was like a holiday. 

				One day, Dad came home from work and told us that we were all going with him on his next CN train ride. We were going on a big adventure, to a cabin miles away! Of course, with Dad working for Canadian National Railways, he held a pass that allowed us to ride the train for free. 

				Vacations were a big thing then. Few people could afford them. Finally, the big day came, and my brothers and I were beside ourselves with excitement. Dad was wearing his full uniform. I don’t remember ever seeing him wearing it at home before that day. He usually changed into his uniform at the station.

				A taxi came to the house and took us to the Water Street train station. Dad was looking elegant and professional in his dress uniform. Mom loved him in it. He wore a dark suit with brass buttons up and down the front, with a jacket that had stripes around the wrists and collar, and a white shirt marked with CN decals on the collar. A black tie and black circular cap with a wide brim complemented the uniform. His shoes were shined to an immaculate gleam. To his proud children and his wife strolling along beside him at the terminal, he looked as if he owned the railway. I wanted everyone looking at us to know that this man was my father! It was the first time we had ever gone to his place of work. We often went for walks on Water Street when we were young, but we had never been inside the station or on the “Newfie Bullet” (or Caribou) train.

				Every time I go to the railway museum today, I remember that trip to the terminal and the spot where we all waited until Dad inquired about the reservations. He was gone a long time, but we didn’t mind at all. Waiting there was an adventure in itself. All around us, people bought train passes to their destinations while others chatted about their trip. The place was full of people, and there was movement everywhere in the building. I had never encountered so much noise in my young life. My brothers and I were awestruck as we looked around at the wooden floors and seats.

				Dad finally came over to us and passed Mom an envelope which I assumed held the train tickets. Dad, as part of his working duties, had to guide other people aboard the train by order of their sleeping berths before he put us on board. It was still daylight when we arrived, but when we boarded the train it was nearly dark. My last memory from that day, before I went to sleep, was the train whistle.

				Dozing, I felt dad lift me up and walk off the train with me in his arms. I knew nothing until Mom woke me up a few hours later. As I scanned my surroundings, I knew that we were no longer aboard the train. Somehow, my brothers and I were in a cabin a million miles from St. John’s.  

				We were now at Mahers, a small settlement dotted with cabins, about fifty miles from St. John’s. Someone who worked on the trains with Dad had lent him a cabin there. The train had stopped at this isolated place, and my father had carried all of his sleeping offspring, one by one, off the train and deposited us into our waiting beds. He then continued on the trip to Port aux Basques, as he was still working.

				The next morning, I awakened to a quiet that one can never hear in the big city. A deafening silence. As I walked outside the cabin for the first time, I saw fields upon fields of tall grass beckoning to me. I looked around and could see no other cabins. It was like we were the last people left on earth! My imagination soared. 

				I quickly ran back inside to awaken my brother Ed to explore our immediate surroundings with me. Mom told us to eat breakfast first, so we gulped down a quick bite, and before long her voice was drowned out by the scurry of two little boys rushing out the door. She called out to us and warned us to stay clear of the train tracks, but we barely heard her. We bounded through the grass to see what was beyond. For miles we ran as the wind blew at our backs.

				We went to the train tracks, and we imagined ourselves walking them to meet with our dad in Port aux Basques. That was probably only a mile or so up the track, we thought. We remembered Mom’s words and took care to walk on the side of the tracks. After walking a mile or two, we realized that Port aux Basques was really too far away, so we went back and proceeded in the opposite direction. After walking for a minute or so, we came upon an abandoned railway station.

				It was an old building with paint peeling off the sides of its weathered clapboard. The building was like the forts from all the westerns we had seen and read about in our comic books. It was about a hundred feet long and twenty feet wide, with a ramp that went up one side and levelled off for about another twenty feet or so before heading back down an off-ramp. Ed and I looked at each and knew right away that this was going to be our cowboy stronghold where we could defend ourselves from any Indians who would dare attack us. I was cowboy hero Roy Rogers with his horse, Trigger, and it was up to me to put up the resistance. We rushed back to the cabin to get our guns and holsters. My brothers and I spent days at that fort, conjuring up endless battles and defeating so many bad guys that surely we would return to a hero’s welcome in St. John’s when the trip was over. 

				A few days later, Ed, Calvin, and I went in search of more adventure and found it behind the house, where this enormous tree was just begging for us to climb it. It was a small boy’s delight. For hours we were transformed into tree-climbing apes. At the top, we looked around and saw miles of fields, trees, and hills. We were now kings of our own castles with no one around to invade our privacy. Those days at the cabin seemed like they would last forever. 

				When the CN train came back a few days later and blew its whistle, from the tail end of the caboose Dad tossed a parcel toward the cabin. It contained comic books, games, and a few candy treats for us. In it were also several things that Mom needed for herself. The train whistle blew again, and she waved to Dad as the train passed by. He waved back to us as the whistle blew once more and the locomotive headed into the distance. Mom told us that Dad was headed back to St. John’s but that he would join us on his next trip back this way. Then he would stay with us for a few days before we all headed back to the city. 

				The next day, we headed back to our fort. We started our walk beside the track, and we were nearly there when we came upon a train trolley car on a parallel track away from the main rail line. This was a flatbed car with a crank in the middle. It took one man to run but worked better if there were two people operating it. We played on it all day, imagining we were driving it out to meet Dad.

				We went to Mahers several times over the next few years, reliving the dreams of young boys who let their imaginations run wild. It was a great time to be a kid. We didn’t have much, but in some ways we had it all. 

			

		

	
		
			
				The Halloween Caper

				Kids will be kids, as the saying goes, and Halloween was always a time when that statement rang true. It was also a time when we knew that many of the treats that we didn’t always have at home would suddenly become readily available to us. But scurrying about the streets of our neighbourhood for treats sometimes became a real challenge. On some Halloween nights, neighbourhood bullies looked to take advantage of the smaller kids and steal their bundles of loot.  

				We always took care to protect our bags when we headed out on Halloween. When a group of us went out, we would sometimes pack together to form a small vigilante group, not only to protect ourselves but to watch out for the younger kids who patrolled our downtown streets. Sometimes we would have it out with boys who invaded our domains.

				Some kids from the areas surrounding Brazil Street and from Buckmaster’s Circle, of Prince of Wales Street fame, or those from around Sheehan’s Shute on Central Street, were never satisfied with their haul and would try to take someone else’s. This didn’t sit well with us. Halloween was a special time when we were allowed to stay out for hours on end to get treats that would keep us for days and weeks in candy, apples, and oranges. We knew that our parents couldn’t afford to give us much of what we collected. Halloween, Christmas, and Easter were the only times of the year when we could enjoy free gifts like this.

				Dickie and I headed out after supper one Halloween. When we got outside, we noticed young Marilyn Sweeney leaving her house on John Street, alone, with none of her brothers or sisters, so we decided to let her tag along with us on our journey from Brazil Square to LeMarchant Road and all the streets in between. We figured we owed her a favour—not long before, we had thrown snowballs at her and her friend. 

				We ran from door to door around Brazil Street and Brazil Square, thinking about all the treats in our pillowcases. After knocking on the doors on our street and Brazil Square, we headed to John, Haggerty, Casey, Monroe, and McFarlane streets and Flower Hill. Our pillowcases were starting to fill up with fruit and assorted candy. 

				On the way to LeMarchant Road, we noticed that Marilyn was lagging along behind us. As I left a house on Prince of Wales Street with Dickie a door behind me, I turned and noticed two guys struggling with Marilyn. She was a few doors back, and I knew what was happening. She screamed while she fought with her two attackers. Dickie and I rushed toward her just as the two guys took off with her bag in their hands. They headed up Prince of Wales Street with us in pursuit, leaving Marilyn in tears on the side of the street. 

				I couldn’t leave her alone, so I let Dickie run after the culprits. If he caught up with them, he’d have a better chance against them than I did, anyway. Luckily, a few buddies from school came along, and I asked them if they could walk Marilyn home. I promised her Dickie and I would share some of our candy with her if we weren’t able to get hers back. Satisfied, I headed back up the street to see what had become of Dickie. 

				He was nowhere in sight. I walked through Buckmaster’s Circle, thinking I was nuts to be there by myself, then turned and headed back toward my house to see if Dickie had taken another route back home. On arriving, I searched around and still couldn’t find him.

				I began to worry. Could some Halloween ghosts or goblins have taken my friend to who knows where? Or was he in a confrontation after following those guys? I couldn’t go next door to Mary or Blackie—Dickie’s parents—and ask if they had seen him. It would only make them worry, and that would put an end to our night.

				After I hid my treats in our clubhouse, I ventured off toward the Circle again. I had just gotten to the middle of Prince of Wales Street, on my way over Ricketts Road, near the scene of the robbery, when I saw Dickie coming down the road with only one bag in his hand: his own. I took it that he hadn’t caught the guys who had stolen Marilyn’s. But when he came closer, I noticed he had a big grin on his face. Worried yet relieved to see him, I asked what the foolish grin was about.

				“You know that idiot in school, Pushy Whelan?” We called him Pushy because he was always pushing some kid around. 

				I nodded, and he grinned again. 

				“Well, after I left you and chased the two guys up Prince of Wales Street, I nearly lost them. But then I caught up to the slower guy as he headed into the Circle. I took a shortcut behind one of the townhouses and came out just when both of them were going inside.”

				Apparently, Mr. Whelan had just gotten home from work at the same time Dickie had spotted the two lads going into the house. So, as bold as you please, he approached Mr. Whelan and told him what had happened. He could tell the man was ticked off. Mr. Whelan didn’t need an angry father, or even a police officer, coming to his door. With that, he told Dickie to wait a moment and went inside. A little while later, he came out holding each boy by the collar and asked them how they had gotten an extra pillowcase of treats. Both knew after seeing Dickie that lying would not get them off the hook.

				Mr. Whelan took the boys inside, then he came back out and said to Dickie, “I’m not doubting your word, son, but I want you to bring the young lady back here with you to identify my son and his friend, and I will give her back her candy and more. I just want her to tell me what happened.”

				“Yes, sir,” was Dickie’s quick reply.

				It was at that point I had seen Dickie running down the street. So, we hurried down to Marilyn’s house on John Street. Ronnie, one of her brothers, wanted to go back to the house with us after we told him the story. The four of us went up Brazil Street and into Buckmaster’s Circle. Strictly speaking, Ronnie wanted to go along so he could give the two boys a “shit-knocking.” 

				When we arrived, Mr. Whelan met us in front of the house. He apologized to Marilyn and Ronnie for the trouble his son and his buddy had caused. Ronnie accepted that and asked to see the boys. After Marilyn identified Pushy Whelan and his friend, the man fulfilled his promise and made the boys return the bag to her. He then went in the house and returned with the boys’ Halloween treats! The lads looked like they were in shock.

				When we left, we heard Mr. Whelan send his son’s friend home, telling him he would be phoning his father. Then he yelled at his son, saying what a shameful thing he had done. We looked back to see him grab his son by the collar and push him inside the house. Dickie and I figured the boy would feel the wrath of his father’s hands soon enough. Mr. Whelan wouldn’t phone the police—a beating was likely to happen at the Whelan house tonight. 

				I walked down from the Circle thinking that, although the area had a bad name, that night one man held our respect. I was young, but I knew what respect was, and Mr. Whelan had earned mine. He seemed like a hard-working man who held himself responsible for his family’s actions. That night he made me think that not all people from the Circle were bad, and maybe not as many of them as I had thought. 

				Marilyn looked at Dickie and me that evening with a new-found admiration for taking care of her. We ended up sharing the boys’ treats between the three of us. 

				A few weeks later, I was at Beck’s Cove on Water Street with Dickie, selling cod tongues for Blackie and his fisherman buddies, and I saw the same Mr. Whelan buying some fish from Blackie. He recognized us and waved. Dickie told his father that Mr. Whelan was the man from Halloween night, and Blackie gave him back his money. Mr. Whelan then used that money to buy some cod tongues for an older lady nearby who didn’t have enough money on her for the fish she wanted. Dickie and I thought he was a class act. 

				Fifty years later, Marilyn and I renewed our friendship when we joined the same seniors club together here in St. John’s.

			

		

	
		
			
				Copper, Sheet Metal, and Car Batteries

				When we were kids, there was a metal shop on George Street, next door to where Green Sleeves Pub is now located. I believe it was called City Scrap Metal. In the late 1950s and early 1960s, there might have been a dozen scrap metal places in St. John’s cashing in on old homes being torn down. Valuable house metals such as copper were in demand. But Dickie and I would go to George Street because the owner there always seemed to pay the highest prices for copper, iron, and old car batteries compared to other shops in the city. A friend of ours, Willie Rodden, would bring his stash of metal, and he knew the owner well. 

				We could sometimes get twenty cents a pound for copper, iron got us ten cents, sheet metal fifteen cents a pound, and car batteries could fetch us one to three dollars or more—five if they were in mint condition. They were hard to find, though: other kids in St. John’s had the same idea. Some kids even tried to steal batteries from people’s cars.

				Prices were paid according to the condition of the metals. The shop also collected brass and aluminum, which were rare. Sometimes we would get good prices, but they were always fluctuating up and down according to demand. I think some of the dealers were supplying their own metal, too.

				We would never have known that places in the city actually paid you for these items until my younger brother Hubert told us. He was always going to old houses with his friends looking for items to sell, and he said he had been selling materials to places like City Scrap for years. He had worked part-time tearing down old houses in the city on weekends—I believe he worked for Harding’s Trucking on Springdale Street—and had been paid good money for the materials he found. From the time we found this out, we were on a hunt for metal, and no part of the city was safe. 

				Dickie and I left no stone unturned when it came to dilapidated houses. We searched everywhere in our part of the city, usually within a three-mile radius from home. But one such “pot of gold” nearly led us into a lot of trouble. We would soon find out that such metals could be dangerous to get, particularly when it came to entering some of these old homes. 

				Row houses were being torn down in the east end, and in the middle of Central Street, to make way for new townhouses and apartment buildings. It was part of the city restructuring plan the provincial and the federal governments had come up with to revitalize St. John’s. Many contractors were hired to tear down houses all over the city.

				We couldn’t go to an old house while the men were working, so we waited until they had retired for the evening or for the weekend. If we bothered men while they were working, our parents would find out and reprimand us. Also, the men themselves would probably give us a kick in the rear end for loitering.

				One such place that was ready to be torn down was at the bottom of Springdale Street. It was falling apart. Actually, there were two houses built together there. One was being torn down, while the other was still intact. The tenants had moved out months before. In those days, most contractors had to start at the top when taking the house down, because they didn’t have the equipment to just go in and demolish the entire structure. It was hard work, and many were hurt when they fell through unstable floors. Rules regarding safety were ignored, and people took their chances.  

				One late Friday evening, Dickie, my brother Hubert, and I went to this old three-storey house to see what we could salvage. We had seen men taking copper water pipes from it while on our way home from school that day. The doors and windows on the first floor were all boarded up, so we made a makeshift ladder to climb up to a broken window at the back of the second floor. We then climbed the steps to the third storey, where we found that the roof of the house was almost gone. On the second and third floors, all the walls had been torn out. We noticed that the basement had not yet been touched. All the interior walls had been torn down, but the copper pipes were still intact. 

				We focused on the first floor, as it had piping that was easy to extract. Within a few minutes, we had the copper pipes torn out of the walls. Soon we had several pounds of it piled up in the middle of the floor. Next, we headed down to the basement to see what we could salvage. Big mistake. When we closed the door leading down, we got barred in. We didn’t realize until after that a piece of another old door had fallen and jammed against the door, blocking it.

				But the copper came first, and we would worry about getting out later. Within another few minutes, we had another ten pounds or so. Then we noticed an old hot water boiler leaning against a wall in a smaller room. In those days, boilers were made of cast iron, and we knew that it could fetch us five to seven dollars, maybe even more. The previous homeowners must have had money. These water boilers were not cheap. All we knew was that it was going out with us, one way or another. 

				We headed upstairs when we remembered that the door leading to the first floor would not open. Pushing against it didn’t help. Three of us threw our full weight against it, but it wouldn’t budge. We started to panic. What would happen if we couldn’t get out? The windows were heavily boarded up and nailed tight, inside and out. We hadn’t told our parents where we were going—after all, they would have forbidden us entering this old house.

				We found a crowbar and hammer left behind by a worker and tried to beat the wood off the windows, but to no avail. Next, we took turns beating upward through the bottom of the first floor between the floor joists. Thanks be to God they had taken out some of the ceiling in the basement, so it only took us half an hour. Hubert, a small fellow, weighed in at about seventy or eighty pounds. He was just small enough to get in between the floor joists and climb up into the kitchen. He kicked away the board jamming the door and set us free. By now it was getting dark, but we were not leaving our cargo behind. We weren’t leaving without that old hot water boiler, either. Five dollars or more—that was a ton of money!

				It took two trips for the three of us to carry the ten to fifteen pounds of copper and lay it outdoors. Then we returned to the basement a third time to get the boiler. The cast-iron boilers of our day were a challenge to lift, coming in at somewhere between fifty and sixty pounds. We fought to get it up the stairs to the first floor and out through the back door. In the process, I slipped and skinned my leg, and Dickie scratched up his arm on an old nail protruding through a post. Hubert already had bruises from his journey through the floor. We were in pretty rough shape by the time we got the boiler out through the back door. Forget about using the front door and risking someone seeing us!

				Our next step was to hide the boiler until a later date. We hadn’t planned it out as well as we should have. It was getting dark, and the metalwork place was closed until Monday, so we dragged it over to Horwood’s Lumber Yard behind the old house and hid it next to the wire fence. We dug out a large hole and covered the tank with old roofing. Back again we went to the basement and first floor to see if we had missed anything else of value. After a few more minutes, we left the house to retrieve our copper.

				You guessed it. The copper was gone. While we were getting the boiler up the stairs from the basement, someone had come along and taken the copper piping we had laid beside the house. After all the work we had done, someone else would be enjoying the fruits of our labour! What a bunch of dirtbags! If we had found out who they were—and we never did—we would have skinned them alive! The boiler would get us more money than the copper would, of course, but that didn’t matter. 

				But we did have some success for our troubles. When we went back the next morning, our boiler was still intact. We loaded it aboard a makeshift cart we had borrowed from our buddy Willie Rodden, who had built it for just such events. When we got it down to City Scrap, the owner offered us more than we had thought it was worth—it could be sold again as a fairly new boiler, and we received seven dollars for our troubles! We were elated. Willie only wanted a dollar for the use of his cart, but we split it four equal ways. Over the course of that summer, we decided we had to make a cart like Willie’s. After our next scrap-collecting adventure, we had more than enough money to begin construction. 

				About a week later, we were hiking up Southside Hills when we discovered a bunch of car batteries by an old war bunker. At first we were reluctant to take them, and we decided that we would check on them from time to time. If no one claimed them, then we would confiscate the cargo. First and foremost, we didn’t want to anger anyone who lived on the Brow. People in Shea Heights could be our worst enemies if we wronged them in some way. We’d heard rumours that people—including kids—had been taken into the woods on the hill to be shot or tortured. For several days we monitored the batteries, planning to claim them at the end of one week. When that day came, the batteries were ours.

				They were left out in the open, but we should have known something was amiss, as the six batteries were in a fairly new box. We knew it had been sheltered there under a large tree to conceal it from view. However, we had waited a whole week, and no one else had disturbed the batteries.

				Dickie, Hubert, Willie, and I worked out a plan to retrieve them. We had to lift the large box down over the hill and bring it all the way to George Street. It would take a lot of effort. In those days, car batteries could be used over and over again, as the cells in them could be refilled after they went dry. When a used battery was brought in for sale, the cell was filled with acid, and it was as good as new. During the summer, you could even refill the cell with water. You didn’t use water in the winter, though, as it would freeze and your car wouldn’t start.

				So, that Saturday after supper, we went up the hill to see if our batteries were still there. When we arrived at the site, they lay exactly where we had left them. Okay, we reasoned, no one owned them. If so, they would have been taken away by now. If they were owned by the military, being in front of the bunker as they were, then they must have been forgotten. With Dickie, Hubert, Willie, and I each lifting a side of our cargo, we proceeded downhill toward the scrap metal shop. Here were four boys walking down Water Street, up Waldegrave Street, and onto George Street with this large box. The damn thing was so heavy that we had to stop several times to take a rest. Luckily, no police officer had spotted us. He would have taken the box and probably sold the batteries and kept the money himself!

				Finally, we reached our destination and spoke to the owner. We told him what we had, and he came outside to view the box and its contents. Of course, his first question after seeing what we had was, “Where did you boys steal these at?” The voice of a seasoned veteran who had seen it all. 

				We just shrugged our shoulders and let Willie handle the transaction, as he knew the guy well. The guy had his shop a little ways down and across the street from Willie’s uncle Lou O’Keefe’s grocery store.

				“Hello, Mr. P. I can speak for the boys and tell you they did not steal these from anyone. They found them sitting on the side of the mountain on Southside Hill.”

				The shopowner quickly ushered us inside and called Willie into his office. We could see them chatting through the small window. It seemed like Willie was bargaining with him, as his arms were flying around everywhere. It was comical, actually, a twelve-year-old boy chatting it up about price with an adult at least four times his age. Mr. P. then took a box from a safe, opened it, and gave Willie some money from it. After a few minutes, Willie emerged from the office and told us to follow him outside. When I looked back, I saw two guys quickly taking the box of batteries and heading into the back of the shop with them.

				When we were a block away, Willie took the money out of his pocket, and we stared at it in amazement. It was thirty-six dollars! That was a fortune! We were in shock. We thought the batteries were worth around four or five dollars apiece, but he had gotten six for each. The obvious question came from me. 

				“How did you get that much money from him?”

				Willie smiled and said, “That old bastard said he wanted the batteries for two bucks apiece or he would call the cops and say that we had stolen them. I told him seven because they were practically brand new. He hoped I would buckle after he said he would phone the police, or that he would go across the street to see Uncle Lou and tell him that we had stolen them. I knew it was a scare tactic.” 

				He stopped to catch his breath.

				“I guess he doesn’t know me very well. I dealt with him before. He always tries to get the best price for everything, and I guess I can’t blame him for that. I told him if he calls the cops, I will them that he takes stolen items from other boys. I even told him I could get a few guys to say that to a cop. I would have to pay them a quarter each, but it would be worth it.” 

				Mr. P. would probably sell the batteries for fifteen to twenty dollars each after filling them with acid because they were in such good condition. Practically brand new.

				Willie was a real politician. He split the money between us, and we all went into John D. Snow’s second-hand store to spend some of it. 

				We never did find out who owned the batteries, nor did we hear anything about them from our elders. That was just fine with us. But God love the person who left them behind, as he kept us all going in pocket money for weeks. 

			

		

	
		
			
				Nasty Nancy

				Some of my former schoolmates went on to work for the federal and provincial governments: in social services, student loans, and city council. Many of these guys and gals were very nice people, but there were also some who were not so nice. Nearly all who were taught at our school level at Holy Cross have made an impact on Dickie and me. And the teachers? Regardless of abuse in the school system, many Holy Cross and St. Patrick’s teachers inspired students to excel.

				But there was one person in particular, a young girl, whom Dickie and I thought would make a good prison guard, a tough politician, or an officer in charge of a firing squad. She was, to say the least, a spirited young lady who loved showing boys and girls alike that being a woman wouldn’t hold her back from kicking the crap out of us if we looked at her the wrong way. She was good-looking but tough as nails, as were most of her brothers. So, let me start at the beginning and tell the tale of dear old Nasty Nancy. 

				Nancy had a bit of trouble with boys. She didn’t like them looking at her the wrong way. Sometimes it resulted in lost teeth. Nancy went to St. Patrick’s School, across the street from Holy Cross. She lived around the corner from St. Patrick’s Church, but I never saw her in church when I went to Sunday Mass. 

				When we went to school, we sometimes walked down to New Gower Street, up Hamilton Avenue, and down Patrick’s Street. If we were in no hurry to get home, we would take an alternate route back: down Patrick Street, over Deanery Avenue, left onto Brine Street or right onto Plank Road, up Job Street to New Gower, and then home. It took roughly the same time to get back home that way, but there was a girl named Mary Doyle who took the latter route, and I hoped I would spot her. 

				I was on my way home alone one evening when I came across a few guys standing around Deanery Avenue. They proceeded to shove me around. Great odds: three against one. Wishing Dickie were there with me, I told the ringleader that I knew him from school, and if he kept it up I would have a chat with him when my buddy was with me. He knew Dickie, and seeing the light, he eased off, and they let me continue on toward home. 

				But it didn’t end there. I heard that a rumour had somehow gotten back to Nancy, the ringleader’s sister . . . that I had attacked him and his friends! Me, fighting three guys? One on one, yes, but certainly not three. Anyway, I heard from a school buddy that Nancy and some of her motley crew were out looking for me and Dickie. But why Dickie? She knew that we knocked around together, and I guessed she wanted to prove something to all her friends. 

				Maybe she also wanted to prove a point, that she could take any boy in a fight, and Dickie was a big boy for his age. Or maybe her brother had it in for us both. Who knew? I had yet to meet his sister, but I soon would. 

				That weekend, Dickie and I were taking a dip at the Victoria Park swimming pool, when a large girl entered the pool and made a beeline for us. Nancy didn’t need an introduction. She was huge! We guessed that trouble was brewing. When she jumped in the pool, the water level rose about a foot. When she got close to us, she asked the obvious question.

				“Are you Hunt and White?”

				I looked at Dickie. Okay, we could play her game, but we would change the rules.

				“No, but we did see them here a few minutes ago. I think they went up to the ball diamond to watch the softball game.” I pointed up the hill.

				She glared at us and screamed at a volume that I am sure would tear the nuts off a steel bridge.

				“You guys had better not be lying to me, or I’ll come back and beat the crap put of both of you!”

				Lovely, gentle young lady. A real sweetheart! And with such a delicate way with words. We had to admit that she was not shy. She headed out of the pool—the water level went back down another foot—and into the ladies’ changing room. Again we looked at one another.

				“What in the hell was that all about?” was my only question as I looked at Dickie. 

				“I’ll give you two guesses who she is,” Dickie answered.

				Though we had never met her, we knew this had to be Nasty Nancy. After all, she had asked for us by our last names. By the look of her, we were in deep trouble. She was probably five years older than us, a little on the heavy side, scary—and to tell the truth, we didn’t want anything to do with her. Until now, we’d never had any trouble from the girls at school. Most of them were very friendly. We were not going to fight a girl, no way, no how. It just wasn’t right. 

				When we went to school the next day, we started asking about Nasty Nancy. It seemed she had a reputation as something of a bully. A few boys and girls from Holy Cross and St. Patrick’s said they didn’t like her, and the rest just stayed away from her. We had to figure out a way to get her off of our backs. It was time for Dickie and I to put our heads together and come up with a solution. This wasn’t going to be easy, because she was on the warpath, ready to take scalps. 

				Now, not everything is gained through violence. We found out, through the grapevine in the neighbourhood, that a certain guy we knew of who lived on Central Street had a crush on Nasty Nancy—for whatever reason. Maybe he had a death wish. But to each his own. We just wanted her of our backs. Anyway, we knew we had to get our misguided new friend, Gus, and Nancy together. In desperation, we turned to my younger brother.

				Hubert was very good-looking and a hit with the ladies in school. We told him our concerns. He said he would try to get them together, but it was going to cost Dickie and me two bucks for his services. After all, he might wind up getting killed by Nasty Nancy. We were desperate, so we accepted. We had no idea how he was going to get them together, but we didn’t care.

				After a few days of hiding, we checked in with Hubert. He said he was working on it. His idea was to write a love note to Nancy and give it to her sister, to the effect that Gus thought she was cute and wanted to go out with her. Then Dickie and I would work on Gus and convince him that Nasty Nancy liked him. 

				Over the next few days, we spoke to Gus and told him that Nancy was talking about him. Hubert took the dangerous part of the mission, God love him. Dickie and I hid in fear of retribution, taking care to stay away from Nancy, her friends, and her fickle brother.  

				On our way home from school a few days later, Dickie asked me to take the old route home. He had seen Nasty Nancy across the street, so he knew she would not be around her house. I was sure he had his reasons, so I followed him. Heading home via Deanery Road, we spotted Nancy’s brother and his friends. Dickie called him aside and spoke to him out of earshot. The others backed away from me; I sensed that they were afraid of Dickie. A few minutes later, Dickie came back over and nodded at me, and we started for home. 

				“Okay, what was that all about? What did you say to him?” I asked.

				Now, Dickie was the type of guy who rarely went looking for trouble, but if trouble went looking for him, he didn’t back down.

				“I just told him that if his sister does anything to us down the road, I will pass it on to him. He said he didn’t do anything wrong, but I asked him why his sister was looking for us. He said he would talk to her about it.”

				Ah, the magic of words.

				A few days later, we saw Gus and Nasty Nancy walking up Patrick Street toward school, hand in hand. She passed us, and we braced ourselves for a confrontation, but none came. She and Gus didn’t even know we existed. They were in love. We breathed a sigh of relief. Dickie’s words to her brother, and Hubert’s words to her sister, must have done the trick. Hubert had earned his two dollars! For whatever reason, Nasty Nancy’s brother had tried to start a fight between us, but his plan had backfired.

				But it didn’t really end there. Nancy went to our school, Holy Cross, and spoke to a few of the Irish Christian Brothers. She said that Dickie and I were harassing her on Patrick Street after school. In our day, harassing one of the girls across the street at St. Patrick’s School was considered a capital crime. At least by the Brothers. She, like her brother, had tried to start something out of nothing. We had detention  after school for several days, during which we had to write in our scribblers, fifty times each, “Boys at Holy Cross do not bully girls at St. Patrick’s.” She had won that time.

				When Gus and Nancy met, they were about ten or eleven years old. They dated for the longest time, and then for us they faded out of memory. But they must have had something special, indeed . . . for they have been happily married for over fifty years! I met Gus at Tim Hortons a few years ago, and he told me the whole story. 

				Love can be a strange thing!

			

		

	
		
			
				Shorty and Conk

				In the days of the old Hotel Newfoundland on Cavendish Square, Dickie White and I would go there to do messages for the Americans stationed at Fort Pepperrell. We often wondered why they had us deliver messages when a phone call was easier, but we didn’t care as long as they paid us. We just took the notes, envelopes, and parcels and delivered them, no questions asked.

				To say the hotel was elegant wouldn’t do it justice. It was by far the grandest hotel in all of Newfoundland. Over the years, people from all walks of life went through its doors. I’m sure it was the only hotel that catered to the rich as well as the middle class. Rich and famous people like Frank Sinatra, Bob Hope, and even Winston Churchill frequented the old hotel during the 1930s and 1940s, when the Second World War was at its height. Dignitaries and prime ministers have stayed there. Its grandeur and service were unmatched.

				Once the Americans got to know us, we were treated like part of a family. We didn’t cause any problems there. John, the elderly man who worked on the door, was always courteous to us. When we had a message to deliver, we had to grease the busboys’ palms, but then we had the run of the hotel. Of course, we had to let them know what we were doing there first, and we couldn’t enter without notifying the staff. 

				In those days, we gave nicknames to many of the employees at the hotel. Just about everyone had an alternative name. We gave good names to those we liked, and other names to those we didn’t get along with. We named one of the bellhops Conk, and the other we named Shorty. They were two of the good guys.

				Conk was a name given to someone who had a face that was a bit hard to look at, as in “Look at the conk on that.” When we were growing up, we saw a few people who could scare the crap out of you just by looking at you. They were fighters who could go a round or two with Cassius Clay if they had a few beers in them. Some of the guys from Mundy Pond or the Brow were like that. Conk the bellhop was a nice fellow . . . just scary-looking. He had a lot of expensive-looking rings on his fingers. His nose was slewed and didn’t seem to be a natural part of his body. It was about four inches long. His ears were big and looked deformed. He was broad and always looked like he had just been in a fight. We guessed the hotel hired guys like him to handle any unpleasant situations that came its way.

				Conk was nice but also a bit stern. He was anywhere from twenty-five to thirty years old. One always had to follow his rules while in the building. He was kind to us when we were there, but we knew he was in control, so we followed his orders. I remember he always looked immaculate when he was in uniform. 

				Shorty was . . . just that. Short. Five foot nothing. He had to look up at many of the hotel’s patrons. He was stocky, though, and could pass for a wrestler like the ones we saw on television. You could say that he was a good-looking guy, but his height and grey hair made him look a lot older. We heard that he was a part-time bouncer at the hotel’s club, the Admiral’s Keg. He looked ancient to us, but he was probably only forty years old.

				It always worked like this. We received a message from an American serviceman or servicewomen at Pepperrell, and then we headed to the hotel. It was usually a note or package to pass along to a boyfriend or girlfriend, or just someone the Americans knew. Parcels were common, and the bellhops would escort us to the room when we got there. We would tip the guy a quarter, and he would escort us back to the lobby. After a while, we didn’t need to be escorted anymore—sometimes they were really busy and let us go on our way—but we still had to pay the quarter. When we first starting going there, we had a rough time with an employee who tried to rip us off. Later, we found out that he no longer worked at the hotel, and we let out a sigh of relief. 

				One evening, while dropping off a parcel unescorted, we ended up on the top floor. As we were walking down the hall to our designated room with our delivery, we noticed a ladder in the middle of the floor that seemed to lead to the top of the building. Standing beneath it and looking up, we could see a large opening and plenty of sky. Being the curious young boys we were, Dickie and I climbed up for a better look. Before we knew it, we were looking out over St. John’s. The view was spectacular. We looked down at Duckworth Street and Water Street to the left and Military Road and King’s Bridge Road to the right.

				Here we were, eight or ten storeys above the city, with not a care in the world. The sun was setting, and the sky was a dazzling orange all the way to the horizon. Our thrill was short-lived. Some men who were working at something on the roof came back up the ladder, and we had to hide behind some materials until they passed. Beating it back down the ladder, we didn’t stop until we got to the room where we were supposed to deliver the letter. We passed it to the lady inside, collected our fee, and headed back to the first floor to pay our dues to the boys and head home.

				A day or so later, one of the guards at the entrance gate at Fort Pepperrell asked us to bring a letter to a girl who worked in the kitchen at the hotel. Not willing to pass up the dollar he was offering, we were out through the gate and heading up King’s Bridge Road in a flash. At the main entrance we were greeted by Shorty, who told us to wait in the lobby until he gave us the okay to deliver our letter. A police car was parked outside, so we knew that something was amiss. He put us to one side and waited for the elevator to come down. A few minutes later, Conk and a few other employees joined him, and a small crowd had gathered in the area, asking what was happening. Neither Shorty nor Conk told them anything.

				The minutes ticked by until an elevator opened to reveal two police officers escorting a guy between them. They stopped to talk to one another about thirty feet from us, and then, suddenly, the guy they were escorting took a swing at one of them! The place erupted. The other policeman jumped on the guy’s back. Between the two officers, they managed to get him to the floor, but they couldn’t get their handcuffs on him. The fight went on for a few more seconds until another officer, whom we guessed had been sitting in the car, came in. The culprit got to his feet and held his ground against the three of them, until the officer who had come inside took out his billy knocker and whacked him on the side of the head. He went out like a light.

				Soon he was cuffed, and the policemen dragged him out to the squad car. It was over as quickly as it had started, but one of them had left some blood on the floor. Shorty was beside himself. He ushered the people in the lobby to their rooms and shouted to the other staff that he wanted the mess cleaned up immediately, as his hotel was not to be “like that.” Shorty was shocked, but Dickie and I shrugged. We saw fights like this on a weekly basis. We never did find out what the prisoner had done to get the lawmen’s attention in the first place. 

				A few days later, we got some business from an elderly lady who lived at the hotel. We were waiting in the lobby for an escort upstairs when this lady exited the elevator. I said hello to her while she waited for her male companion to bring her car around, and she asked Dickie and me our names. She also asked why we were waiting there, and I told her that we were delivering something to the hotel for an American lady on the base. The lady thought it over and then asked if we could deliver something for her tomorrow. She didn’t have to ask us twice. She gave us her room number, and we told her we would be back the next day. As we were leaving, we saw her talking to Shorty. We guessed she was asking him about us.

				The next day, we went back to the hotel and headed up to room 505. The same gentleman who had gotten the car for her the day before asked us to step inside and wait until he got back. What we saw was remarkable. The room was beautiful. The lady must have had money. I wondered why was this woman had asked Dickie and me, and not the man who had answered the door, to make a delivery for her. It may sound crazy, but I wanted to ask her.

				Soon, she came out and looked at Dickie and me without saying a word. Then she asked in a soft voice, “What are your names?” We told her again.

				“I spoke to the head bellhop about you boys yesterday, and he said that you were reliable and could be trusted to do a message for someone.”

				We nodded and reassured her that we would not take off with her money or her package. It was business for us, and we didn’t take our deliveries lightly. But I was uneasy.

				“My buddy and I were wondering, ma’am, why you are asking us. There’s nothing wrong with delivering a parcel for you, but you have a car, and your husband can drive.”

				The woman was taken aback. She sat back in her chair for a moment, then smiled.

				“That is very intelligent of you. I am impressed by you two young boys asking that question. The gentleman who let you in is not my husband but my butler, and he has another errand to run that will take the better part of today. I want you and your friend to deliver the parcel I have because that is the way I want it done, and I need an answer from the person you are delivering it to as soon as possible. I will pay you five dollars each for doing that for me. Would that be enough for you both?”

				Whoa! Did she say five dollars each? Now she definitely had our attention. Normally, we would have to do about a half-dozen messages to make that much money. We would deliver it to Port aux Basques for that much money if we had to!

				“Yes, ma’am. What can we do for you?”

				To this day I still don’t know why she asked us to deliver her message. She went to a drawer, took out an envelope, and passed it to me. It was just an ordinary eight-by-ten envelope, a bit bulky, but light in weight. My guess was it contained papers.

				“Now, boys, I want you to be careful with this. Please deliver it to Mr. McDonald at room 15 at Memorial University on Parade Street. I will give you and your friend five dollars now, and five more when you come back here with an answer and tell me that the parcel is delivered. Is that okay with you both?” 

				She didn’t have to tell us twice. We took the five dollars and left. As we approached the elevator, we noticed a man getting off on our floor. It was the same man the police had arrested the day before. We looked at him as he walked down the hallway, and we were surprised when he entered the elderly lady’s room!

				Now our minds went into overdrive. Here we were with this envelope that probably contained some top-secret military papers she wanted us to deliver to a person at Memorial University. For all I knew, these people could have been spies. A great cover-up, for who would expect two kids to be part of a scheme like this? We headed up Military Road, our minds reeling. Surely we were now part of some great espionage that might be in the papers by the end of the week. We hoped our parents would believe us when we told them we were not willing participants and that we just wanted to make a buck! But we knew that we would protect this envelope with our lives.

				It took forever to get to Parade Street. We entered the university and climbed the steep steps to the foyer. We asked a lady behind a desk where we could find a Mr. McDonald—which was no doubt a fake name made up by a spy. She asked us why, and we told her we had an envelope for him. When she asked us to leave it with her, we said we had to deliver it to him in person. We also wanted to see his face—if the police questioned us later, we could then pick him out of a lineup.

				A few minutes later, a gentleman came down a hallway and stopped in front of us. Smiling, he asked us if we had something for him from a Mrs. Power. I asked him his name, and he said Mr. McDonald. I then passed him the envelope.

				“Tell Mrs. Power that I will try to have the results of her son’s exams back to her by Monday or Tuesday. I know her son is still in Labrador. I will grade these papers this weekend, and I will then phone her. Can you please tell her that?” 

				Suuure we would. A likely story. We knew that he was just trying to cover up for everyone who knew about this secret mission. But our job was only half done, so we raced out of the building and headed back to the hotel. Dickie and I had questions, and we discussed them on the way.

				When we arrived, we went up to the fifth floor and knocked on the door. The butler answered and summoned the lady to speak to us. We told her we had delivered the letter and relayed to her what Mr. McDonald had said. She reached into her purse and took out another five dollars. We said thank you and departed quickly, telling her that if she ever needed us again she should let Shorty know.

				On our way out of the hotel, we stopped and spoke to Shorty and told him about our curious delivery . . . leaving out the bit about the extra money. He laughed at us when we told him our theory about the fake people in room 505 who were probably spies. Likely because he was worried we would tell our parents or the police about our suspicions and bring trouble to the hotel, he told us about the guests. 

				“Sorry, boys, but her name really is Mrs. Power, and her husband is a businessman who owns several stores here and in parts of Ontario. Her son really is in Labrador, doing a research paper on the Eskimo population. The papers you delivered really were her son’s, and the other man is a teacher. The man you saw being arrested the other day is her brother. He’s always in trouble with the law, and he had another run-in with them when you guys came here. The gentleman who answered the door really is her butler. She does stay here often, and she is quite rich.

				“Also, seeing as I told the lady that you guys were reliable to deliver her parcel, I guess that you owe me something for my trouble. If not, then the deliveries could dry up on my part.”

				He stuck out his hand, and Dickie and I gave him a two-dollar finder’s fee. Satisfied with that, he headed off down the lobby, waving goodbye to us as he left. It left four dollars each for Dickie and me.

				Dickie watched him go and said, “Everybody’s hand has to be greased, Bobby.”

				We stared at Shorty, then Dickie and I looked at each another and smiled. Sure, likely story, Shorty. I wondered how much the spies in the hotel had paid him to say that. We couldn’t have just imagined all the cloak-and-dagger stuff we had just gone through. We knew the truth, but we would tell no one. Let Shorty and Conk be a part of the big cover-up, too. We were paid for our services, so who cared?

				We never did find out why the lady had us deliver the message when she could have easily had her “butler” do it for her. We never saw her again, either. Mystery unsolved.
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						My father on a warship in St. John’s harbour in 1942. My brothers always said that Dad will always be alive while I am, as he and I looked identical! (Author photo)
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						Men fishing outside the Narrows (Postcard from early 1950s)
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						Looking down Casey Street and Brazil Square, circa 1960. To the left is the “corner” where we all gathered. The Delta Hotel now stands to the right. (Author photo)
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						Central Street photo shows dilapidated homes on Duggan Street during 1950s. (Photo courtesy of Tulk’s Glass and Key Shop)
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						The north side of the old Bowring Park swimming pool, circa 1950s (Courtesy of the City of St. John’s Archives, 19-03-045) 
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						Pioneer Restaurant, Portugal Cove Road 

						(Courtesy of the City of St. John’s Archives, 01-65-020)
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						The London, New York and Paris store on Water Street, circa 1955 (Courtesy of the City of St. John’s Archives, 26-0--16)
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						Fish being sold at Baird’s Cove on the waterfront. 

						Dickie and I used to sell fish for fishermen such as shown in this photo. 

						(Courtesy of City of St. John’s Archives, 01-41-136)
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						Picture of the young Hunt family, circa 1956. Front: Calvin, Angus, Hubert. Back: Me, Mom, Dad, Ed. (Author photo)
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						A card given to me by Brother John Buckingham at Holy Cross School in 1962. A good man and a great Irish Christian Brother. (Author photo)
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						Dad’s war claim papers, detailing what he lost aboard ship when he was torpedoed in May 1942. (Author photo)
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						Dad’s application to the War Claims Commission was accepted thirteen years later. Federal bureaucracy at its finest. (Author photo)
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						Harris’s Barber Shop in 1981, several years before demolition of Brazil Square in 1984 (Courtesy of Ed Harris and Rick Harris’s Barber Shop)
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						Brazil Square from New Gower Street in 1977, seven years before it was demolished. The Delta Hotel stands there now. (Courtesy of Paul Marette and Rick Harris’s Barber Shop)
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						The old Catholic Boys Club (left) and Knights of Columbus (right), 1955 (Courtesy of Knights of Columbus, St. Clare Avenue)
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						Hotel Newfoundland in the early 1950s. Behind the hotel is Prince’s Rink, where Norman Downey fought many of his famous fights. (Courtesy of Tulk’s Glass and Key Shop)
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						Norman Downey’s store on New Gower Street in the 1950s 

						(Courtesy of Norm Downey’s family) 
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						Taxi driver and owner of Gulliver’s Cabs, Pierce Gulliver with his wife, Nora, at a dance in St. John’s (Courtesy of Fred Gulliver)
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						Kenney’s Fruit Store on the corner of Brazil and 

						New Gower streets, circa 1950s 

						(Courtesy of Ed and Rick Harris’s Barber Shop)
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						Norm Downey with the Earl Haig Belt. He was the only man to ever wear it, after losing only three of his 147 fights in Ontario and Newfoundland. (Courtesy of Norm Downey’s family)
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						One of many trophies won by Norman Downey in his fighting career. Inscription reads: Top: Boxing 1936. Bottom: Norman J. Downey, 1936-1937, Featherweight Champion 126 lb class. (Courtesy of Norman Downey’s grandson, also named Norman)
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						Young boys riding their bikes in St. John’s. In the middle is my nephew, a young Chad Hunt. (Courtesy of Harry Husk)
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						Paramount Theatre was the most modern of its time. Circa 1940s. (Courtesy of the Telegram) 
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						Rows of dilapidated houses on Cuddihey Street, with an old car wreck, in the 1950s (Courtesy of City of St. John’s Archives, 11-02-076)
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						Slum houses that existed off Central Street, circa 1950s (Photo by Stanley Pickett Collection, Archives and Special Collections, Memorial University)
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						Home shows the deplorable conditions of many of the homes in Sheehan’s Shute, circa 1952. (Photo by Stanley Pickett Collection, Archives and Special Collections, Memorial University)
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						More slum houses. Above shows the last of the homes awaiting demolition, circa 1952–1953. (Photo by Stanley Pickett Collection, Archives and Special Collections, Memorial University)
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						The house to the left in Sheehan’s Shute had no floor, so when one stepped through the door they walked on bare rock. (Photo by Stanley Pickett, Archives and Special Collections, Memorial University)
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						East side of Casey Street looking down toward New Gower Street, circa 1950s (Courtesy of City of St. John’s, 01-12-005)

					

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				
					
						
							[image: Photo%2064.tif]
						

					

					
						Four policemen standing outside Jim Lee Laundry on Carter’s Hill. Three people were killed there by Wo Fen Game in 1922. (Courtesy of the City of St. John’s Archives, 01-13-004)
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						Casey Street at Flower Hill, circa 1950s 

						(Courtesy of City of St. John’s Archives, 11-01-223)
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						Demolition of houses on James Street. Truck in front from 

						Institute for the Blind, circa late 1950s. 

						(Courtesy of City of St. John’s Archives, 11-01-386)
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						More homes being demolished in James Street area with 

						a group of adults and children looking on 

						(Courtesy of City of St. John’s Archives, 11-02-040) 
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						Rear view of Walsh’s Bakery with Casey Street in the foreground and McFarlane Street to the left, circa 1960s (Courtesy of City of St. John’s Archives, 11-03-031)
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						Flower Hill east, looking north from Duggan Street, 1968 

						(Courtesy of City of St. John’s Archives. #18-02-009)
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						Healy’s Pharmacy, located on the corner of Monroe and Casey streets 

						(Courtesy of St. John’s Archives, 17-02-010) 
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						Last picture of me and my good friend Dickie White at a party in his mother’s house in 1982 (Courtesy of my sister-in-law, Virginia Whelan)

					

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				
					
						
							[image: Photo%2077.tif]
						

					

					
						Norm Downey’s family. Front row: Bill and Muriel. Back row: Wilson, Maude, Hazel, Sandy, Roy, and George. (Courtesy of Downey family)
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						Photo of Joey Smallwood, then premier of Newfoundland 

						(Photo owned by my brother Angus, signed by Smallwood)
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						Picture of my friend Steve Phillips (Courtesy of Phillips family)
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						Picture of Alex Faulkner playing with the Detroit Red Wings in 1961 (Courtesy of Alex Faulkner, Grand Falls, Newfoundland)
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						Station in Avondale similar to those used by CN Railways (Author photo)
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						CN train located in Avondale similar to railway we played on in Mahers (Author photo)
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						Plaque honouring war hero Tommy Ricketts located where his pharmacy once stood on the intersection of Job and Water streets across from the CN Railway Station (Author photo)
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						The altar inside the Anglican Cathedral on Church Hill, which Dickie and I visited one time to find out the difference between Catholics and Protestants (Author photo)
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						Picture of an old Kodak Hawkeye Camera (Author photo)
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						Bottom of Springdale Street. Harding’s Trucking is seen on the right. Circa 1960. (Courtesy of City of St. John’s Archives, 11-02-120)
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						Old cars parked at Sheehan’s Shute off Casey Street. Back of Walsh’s Bakery, circa late 1950s or early 1960s. (Courtesy of City of St. John’s Archives, 11-01-246)
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						War hero Tommy Ricketts (Courtesy of City of St. John’s Archives, 01-53-001)
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						Old house on Sheehan’s Shute off Central Street, circa 1957 

						(Courtesy of City of St. John’s Archives, 01-46-014)

					

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Gulliver’s Cabs, Dickie, and Me

				There were no malls in our day. One source of fun and adventure was a stone’s throw from us on Water Street. In the late 1950s, while roaming downtown for what we called a hobble—a place to make money for doing a message or a favour—Dickie and I came across Gulliver’s Cabs on Queen’s Road. It became another regular hangout for us, where we’d see if any taxi driver at the stand, or the owner, Pierce Gulliver, needed a task done.

				One hot, sunny day, when we were leaving the Arcade store on Water Street, we decided to walk up Queen’s Street on our way home when we noticed a man cleaning a cab. Dickie and I sat on the sidewalk a few feet away and watched him clean the inside first and then the outside. While doing this, from time to time he would run inside to answer the phone. He would answer the call and then come out and begin cleaning another cab. We wondered what the hell he was doing, so we asked him.

				“I’m taking calls from people who want to take a cab around the city.”

				“Why would you do that?” I asked.

				The man told us that he was the operator who told other cabbies where to go to pick up a customer. He had to stay at the outlet to send them on their way to another fare when they returned, or direct them to a new location when they phoned in. It sounded confusing. 

				We processed all this information and headed on up Queen’s Street to New Gower Street and home. All the while, we were thinking that maybe he would let us clean one of his cabs next time for a dollar or two. We would check in and ask him when we were in the area again. It could be the start of an enterprising business for us! 

				A few days later, we stood in front of Gulliver’s stand. The same guy came out, and we asked if he had any cars that needed washing. He went inside and came out with another man to have a chat with us. He was a stout man, about 250 pounds, with a bulbous nose and a gruff voice.

				“The operator told me what you guys wanted, but I don’t need any cars washed today. But I was wondering if you could go to the post office for me to get some stamps so I can mail a few letters.”

				The post office, on the corner of Water Street and Queen’s Street, was just a few hundred feet away. We wondered why he didn’t go himself, but we weren’t about to argue. Before he gave us the money, he said, “You guys look familiar. Who are your fathers? Do you kids live around here?” 

				Of course, we knew where this was leading. We were always asked the same question before anyone sent us on a message, in case we decided to take off with the money. Many kids did errands for people in the city, only to run off, cash in hand, without completing the job. But when they were caught, a swift kick in the rear end usually brought them to their senses, and they made sure the message was delivered next time.

				“Yes, sir. My name is Robert Hunt. People call me Bobby. My father, Ned Hunt, works for CN Railways. My buddy here is Malcolm ‘Dickie’ White. His dad is Blackie White, who is a fisherman. We live on Brazil Street.”

				He wasn’t familiar with my father, but he knew Blackie from Water Street. When we told him our addresses, he allowed us to head off to the post office with his money. He told us not to take too long. When we returned, he gave us a quarter each and told us to check with him every once in a while to see if he had other messages he wanted done. He said his name was Mr. Pierce Gulliver.  

				In later years, his son told me that Pierce started his taxi business in the middle of George Street, off Springdale Street and down behind the old Horwood Lumber Yard. He operated in the city with five cars—four drivers and himself. Years later, he moved his cab business to Queen’s Street, where it is still in operation today. 

				Some of the cab drivers who worked with Pierce in the early 1960s were John Kavanagh, who owned Kavanagh’s Snack Bar next to the Fleetline Buses on George Street, and Walt Tucker, who lived on Springdale Street until he moved to Empire Avenue. I became friends with Walt and his family in later years. Other drivers were George Newell from the Battery, Herb Ryan from Blackhead Road, George Locke from Southside Road, Vic Stone of Major’s Path, Randy Hutchings, who lived by the Station Tavern on Hutchings Street, and Bobby Smith. 

				Over the years, Pierce’s family told me stories about him and his work. One time, he got a call to pick up three young men at the Parker & Monroe shoe store on Water Street. He picked them up, and they told him they wanted a ride to Prince of Wales Street. When they arrived, they decided they didn’t want to pay the fare. Pierce, noticing that one of them had left a new pair of John White shoes in the cab, told the man he would “hold” the shoes at the taxi stand until they came and paid their fare. An hour later, the three men showed up at the stand to try to confiscate the footwear from Pierce. A fight ensued, and the three soon learned that Mr. Pierce Gulliver was no pushover. Most were left bloodied, and they then decided to pay the fare, after which Pierce gave the guy back his shoes.

				Another time, a man, quite inebriated, came into the taxi stand and said he wanted a ride to Queen’s Tavern. Pierce told him it was just down the road, but the drunk wouldn’t listen. He wanted a ride because he was so intoxicated he couldn’t walk. Pierce told him to go sit in the cab outside and he would be right with him. He drove the man 500 feet down the road, to the tavern at the end of Queen’s Street, and stopped to let him out. The ride took about three seconds. The guy then realized how close he was to the tavern and refused to pay the $1.50 fee for entering the cab. Pierce reminded him that he had asked for the ride in the first place. The guy ended up paying the fare before he got out and went into the bar.

				Another time, a guy who was quite drunk fell asleep in one of the cabs, which was unlocked and had been parked overnight in front of the stand. Pierce found him the next morning and gave him a ride home, free of charge, after the guy told him he thought he’d gone home and fallen asleep on his couch. He said his wife was constantly nagging him, so he broke out after several years off the booze. He told Pierce he had no money left to pay him for the ride because he had spent it all on liquor. Pierce took pity on him.

				Mr. Gulliver didn’t want his son Dave to enter the cab business, so he got him his first job at the Paramount Theatre on Harvey Road when he was eleven years old. When Dave was thirteen, his father got him a job as a bellhop on the ship Fort Townsell. You had to be seventeen, but Pierce knew the ship’s master, and before Dave knew it he was travelling from St. John’s to Corner Brook, Halifax, and New York, then heading on a twenty-one-day cruise to the Bahamas. Not a bad job for a boy in his teens! He moved on to become an apprentice with C. W. Benson, an electrical company on Campbell Avenue. He worked there for four years before taking on a second job driving a taxi.

				So began his trial by fire when he went to work with A1 Taxi on Calvert Avenue, competing against Pierce. But there was no animosity between father and son. Dave then got another car and opened Super Ace Taxi on Adams Avenue, where the Salvation Army Citadel stands today. Dave was twenty years old when he, Ern Antle, and Jim Byrne started ABC Cabs. When Dave built up the business to eight cabs, Pierce told Dave he wanted to sell his business on Queen’s Street. Dave jumped at the opportunity. He knew that the area was a gold mine for cab business.

				Much of the business for cabs in those days came from Americans soldiers who needed rides to one of their bases in Argentia, on the eastern side of Placentia, some seventy miles from Fort Pepperrell in Pleasantville, St. John’s. There were always Portuguese and Spanish fleets of ships in St. John’s harbour looking for cabs, too. Business was booming. Dave operated the business for years before passing it on to his son Peter.

				Dickie and I did messages for Pierce for years. He was always good to us, and we never had to worry about getting paid. The cab company that started with Pierce Gulliver has been in business for more than seventy years. Today it’s known as City Wide Taxi.

				I also got to know Dave’s son Pierce, who was named after his grandfather. That was when I went to work for Coca-Cola as a young man. Dave’s brother Fred and I went to school together at Holy Cross. In later years, when I began working with Rona Home & Garden here in St. John’s, I ended up working with Dave Gulliver’s wife, Linda. Dave passed away in 2014.

			

		

	
		
			
				The Regatta

				In the early days of our youth, we always looked forward to one particular holiday. This was a day that everyone in the city enjoyed. Regatta Day. The whole city of St. John’s, including schools, shut down for this day, and between forty to fifty thousand people would head to Quidi Vidi Lake to relax and enjoy the races. All businesses were closed when people heard the “all go” on the radio that morning, meaning the races would be going ahead. It was a holiday.

				The St. John’s Regatta was always held on the first Wednesday of August, weather permitting. We had good summers then. We looked forward to it as much as we did the school Sports Day at the old Holy Cross Field on Leslie Street, held every year in June. Dickie and I would save our regatta money for weeks, to spend at the games of chance and to buy the food we would be enjoying lakeside. But one particular regatta would not be a godsend to us nor our pocketbooks. 

				We had enough money to enjoy a few hours at the lake. Basically, we stayed until the money ran out. To spend the whole day there would cost about six dollars, and we certainly didn’t have that. We would start on one side of the pond, by King George V Field, work our way up and down, then walk across the bridge and do the same on the other side of the pond, all the time looking for something exciting to catch our eye. We would usually head down there at about eight o’clock in the morning, stay for a few hours, and then regroup and check out our funds. Then we would head home for a few hours, from one o’clock until about four, and then head back down to the lake again for the championship race at seven. 

				One booth that we thoroughly enjoyed was the ticket spin put on every year by Mount Cashel Orphanage, where you could buy tickets for five cents each to win money or a prize. You could win as much as five dollars. The regatta that year just seemed to be our lucky day. We won twice in the space of an hour, two dollars each time, and we didn’t have to spend a lot in order to get it. Luck of the draw.

				When we left, Dickie and I were walking down the Boulevard, the road that runs parallel to Quidi Vidi Lake, when one of our buddies from school came up to us and asked if we would help him unload a truck for a lakeside vendor. He said the pay would be fifty cents for each of us for about thirty minutes’ work. We unloaded the truck in record time, about ten minutes, collected our money, and headed down toward the Royal Canadian Legion in search of more adventure. 

				As we neared the bandstand, we noticed a large, older man who was trying to get up the steep, grassy hill by the bandstand without much success. We felt bad for him, so we went to help. He was a big man, probably 300 pounds. Taking hold of both his arms, we struggled to get him to an upright position and manoeuvre him up the steep walk. After a few minutes, we gave him one final thrust on the last incline, and with all three of us breathing heavily, we got him next to his car, where he leaned against the door on the driver’s side. When he finally caught his breath, he thanked us profusely and got in and drove away. 

				It was then we noticed a wallet on the ground where his car had been. When we opened it, we found it had nearly seventy dollars in twenties, tens, and fives—and unfortunately for us, it also contained the owner’s identification. It would have been easy for us to just keep the money and throw away the identification, but we would have felt bad. This older man was probably poor and needed it. Back to the rightful owner it had to go.

				While I counted the money, Dickie looked for any sign of his home address.

				“The guy who owns it is a Mr. Collins,” I heard him say, “and he lives in on Southside Road. It’s a little bit of a walk for us, Bobby, if he doesn’t come to pick it up.”

				There was a police officer directing the traffic coming down one of the side streets intersecting the Boulevard, but we thought twice about telling him about the money. We knew we might miss out on a reward if we gave it to him. Also, though he could be an honest cop, we didn’t really put a lot of faith in authority in those days. It was up to us to return the wallet to the gentleman.

				So, off we went to find a place to get his phone number and make contact with him. Maybe it didn’t belong to the same man we had helped. We stopped at the Royal Canadian Legion and asked a lady there if we could use the phone. She put us in a small room, where we read Mr. Collins’s address on his driver’s licence and looked it up in the phone book. I dialled the number. 

				It rang for a few seconds before a rough, hoarse voice answered.

				“Could I speak to Mr. Collins, please?”

				“Yes, this is him speaking. What can I do for you?”

				“Mr. Collins. My friend and I were at the regatta today, and we think you could be the gentleman we helped up over the hill by the bandstand. Are you not him?” 

				A pause. “Yes, I am. Two boys did help me. I guess you’re calling because you found my lost wallet?”

				“Yes, sir, we found your wallet by your car after you left us.”

				“I just finished searching my car and house for it. I’m happy that you called. I do hate to go back to the regatta with all that traffic down there. Is there a way that you can bring it to me? I will give you guys a reward for returning it.”

				I looked at Dickie and asked Mr. Collins for a moment to chat with my friend. We agreed to bring the wallet back to him on Southside Road. It was noon, and we didn’t want to give up the rest of our day at the pond, but the wallet was his. We decided to walk all the way to Southside Road, about six miles away, and come back to the regatta later. It was a long walk, but surely there was a big reward, meaning extra money for us to spend at the regatta.

				So, off we went, up King’s Bridge Road, down Hill O’ Chips to Water Street, and then on to Southside Road. It was a long walk, even for us, and by the time we reached Mr. Collins’s house we were pretty exhausted. Dickie walked up the front steps and knocked on the door. When it opened, the same man we had helped up the hill took the wallet from him.

				He looked at it and thanked us both, then started to back into his house. I’m sure Dickie thought the same thing as I did: no reward. But all was not lost. He sat on a chair in the hallway and looked at us both before saying, “I have some money to give to you. But first I would like to ask you to do me just one more little favour, and then I will pay you.” 

				Dickie and I looked at each other and shrugged. Why not?

				He nodded toward his car in the driveway.

				“I find it very hard to wash my car, and I was wondering if you boys could do that for me. I will pay you when you are finished.”

				“Okay,” Dickie said, “but it will cost you four dollars. We did return your wallet, we helped you at the regatta, and now you want us to wash you car, so we think that should do it.” 

				It would only take us another fifteen minutes, then we would collect our reward and head back to the pond with lots of time to kill and some extra money to spend. We were going to head back later for the championship race anyway, so this delay wouldn’t hurt.

				Mr. Collins reached to the side and, as if by magic, a bucket, soap, and cloths appeared in our hands, as if he’d anticipated us agreeing to the task.

				We spent about thirty minutes on the car, and when we were done it gleamed in the sunlight. It was a 1960 Chevy, white and green. We walked up the steps with the bucket and knocked on the door. There was no answer.

				We knocked a second time, then a third and a fourth. It was then we realized we had been duped. He wasn’t going to answer his door. We felt stupid as we stood there in front of his door.

				All the time I had known him, I had never seen Dickie as mad as I saw him that day. I tugged on his arm and said, “Come on, Dickie. We’ve been had. Just grin and bear it. Shag him.”

				But Dickie wasn’t going to let it go. He banged on the door twice more. Again there was no answer. He threw the bucket and cloth over the side railing into the bushes. We thought we saw a glimpse of the man behind the curtains as we walked away from the house. Probably laughing at us. A real nice guy. 

				We left Southside Road and headed for home. All the while, my buddy never said a word as he sulked all the way up Water Street. That was strange for Dickie. I tried speaking to him but gave up when he refused to answer me. We went to our clubhouse in Dickie’s backyard and got some money we had hidden there. It was only when we were heading back to the regatta that Dickie spoke again. 

				“Bobby, it isn’t fair. It’s just not right.”

				“Leave it alone, Dickie. I don’t like it either, but we were taken. It’s done and we lost one.”

				But Dickie was not be put off so easily. He looked at me and winked. It was then I knew that he had something up his sleeve. 

				“Okay, I’ve seen that look before. Tell me what you have in mind.”

				“Just let me take care if it.”

				He was on his own mission, so I let it go. If he wanted me to know, he would have told me then and there. As kids we never bugged one another when we had something on our minds.

				A few days later, Dickie and I went to our clubhouse. He had the biggest grin on his face that I had ever seen. He kept laughing to himself and smiling at me. He was laughing so hard he could hardly talk.

				“Okay, what’s going on?” I asked.

				He shook his head. 

				“You know what that fat buddy did to us after we gave him back his wallet and cleaned his car? Well, he may have to clean it again or at least spray it down.” 

				Here’s what happened. The day before, he told his parents after supper that he was going back to school with some buddies for a study session. Instead, he went back to Southside Road and to the wharf farther down the road where some of the fishing stages were located. He filled a brine bag with fish parts and then headed back to buddy’s house. 

				The guy was not at home when he arrived, so Dickie waited until he pulled up in his driveway. When he went into his house, Dickie stayed hidden until dark. Then he tried the doors—he wanted to lay the fish on the back floor—but they were locked. He looked around to see if anyone was about. When he knew the coast was clear, he crawled underneath the car and jammed the bag up behind the gas tank, between the exhaust system and muffler. I could guess what happened when the car was started the next day. 

				“I may get in trouble for this, Bobby, but it was worth it, and I didn’t want you to be a part of it. But I’m guessing by now he knows that you should pay your debts and never rip people off. I wouldn’t want to smell his car today, not after the hot exhaust burnt the fish. The smell nearly killed me when I was carrying it up the road! It may take him a while to figure out where the smell is coming from. And it will take him another while to get the stink out of his car. And of course, if he ever did find out it was me, well, I was at school with the boys the night it happened. I looked around when I left and saw no one, so I’m sure no one saw me.”

				I laughed until I cried. It was a strange thing for Dickie to do, but then again, it took a lot to get him riled up. We always used to say that what goes around comes around. I guess Mr. Collins found that out the hard way.

			

		

	
		
			
				Return To Summer Camp In Bay Bulls

				In the early 1960s, Dickie and I, along with Tommy Dodd, joined the Catholic Boys Club. That was a great move on our part. It made us appreciate what we had in life—we weren’t the richest kids on the block. The positive influence of the club can be attributed to four wonderful men. Bill Power was the club manager, Cecil Joy the fitness instructor, Tom “Pussyfoot” Benson was a former pro fighter and boxer, and Tom Mason was another great instructor who, I was told, had been a great hockey player who played with many teams in the St. John’s area.

				The club was located where the Knights of Columbus now stands, on St. Clare Avenue. It was an old wooden building that could have gone up in flames if a match had been put to it. The club catered to young men all over St. John’s who wanted to put their energy to constructive use instead of using it to cause trouble. We were taught to do something valuable with our lives.

				The top part of the building was reserved for boys who would eventually become Knights of Columbus members. The Knights were located in the lower part of the building. I’ve been a member since 1976.

				It had everything. My friends and I loved anything to do with the NHL and street hockey, and we played some of the roughest floor hockey one could play. We used five-foot-long wooden sticks and, for a puck, a black circular ring that was taken off a bowling pin. There were also aerobics instructions, floor mat exercises, boxing, and many more games that taught sportsmanship and healthy competitiveness. 

				A school friend at Holy Cross told me about the club, and in turn I told Dickie and Tommy. Tommy was a great floor hockey player who could outmanoeuvre anyone else who played. He was a great stickhandler, too.

				We joined the club around 1963. Our first year in camp was not as enjoyable as the second—it took us a while to feel comfortable. Our second year in the club, the call came out again to go to summer camp. Tom Mason put up a notice on the bulletin board that all were invited to attend summer camp in Bay Bulls, about twenty miles away. The cost was three dollars, and it promised two weeks of fun for all involved. We immediately rushed home to get permission from our moms and dads. 

				We had only left the city of St. John’s twice: to go to the same camp the year before, and on a trip to Holyrood the year before that. We had been bused to Holyrood, and after spending our money on treats, we had to walk the thirty kilometres back, which we fully regretted.

				Our parents, knowing that they would have us out of their hair for those weeks, readily agreed to let us go. The cost was a bit of a problem—we hadn’t saved any of the money we made from our trips down to Water Street doing chores—but we had a month or so to put it together. Our parents wanted to contribute a small amount they had saved, but we wanted to earn it ourselves. For the next few weeks, we scoured St. John’s for employment opportunities. Finally, after many hours of hard work, we had enough to cover the cost and to give ourselves some spending money on the trip. We rushed back to the club and paid in full, and we were told that we would be leaving in the middle of June, the day after summer holidays began. 

				We could hardly wait! When the magic day came and we took out our duffle bags—Christmas gifts from our parents—Dickie and I packed our toothbrushes, face cloths, and soap before heading out on our new adventure. We met at the club and boarded a school bus. Tommy couldn’t go with us this year either. I think he went on vacation with his family instead. 

				We rode the bus for what seemed like an eternity, but it was really only an hour or so. The camp looked like the shape of an egg had been cut out of the woods. Flags flew in the centre of the field, and two open firepits and a woodpile as high as one could imagine sat beside the flagpoles. At the edge of the oval-shaped field were the headquarters and sleeping compound of the instructors in charge: Bill Power, Cecil Joy, and Tom Mason. A building adjoining theirs was the place where we would all eat. The quarters where we slept four to a hut were arranged in a circle around the area. There were other instructors, too, but they were older boys in the club whom we didn’t know. Most were from a Boy Scout troop and would help the instructors during our three-week stay. 

				Our time at camp was a lot different than how we usually spent our summers. It was one of structure and teamwork. We used the time to show everyone that we were the best—however you want to look at the word “best”—campers that one could be. Now that Dickie and I were old hands at this camp business, as this was year two for us, it was now our turn to have some fun with the new campers. 

				We took under our wing a few guys who had never been away from home before. One such guy was Ronnie, a kid we nicknamed Batman because he had a Batman knapsack and lunch tin. He was nuts about the superhero, always talking about the Caped Crusader every time we got together. We sent Batman on some of the same wild goose chases we had been sent on in our first year at camp.

				One time, we sent Batman for a “bucket of steam,” and he searched high and low. Someone got to him, though, and told him it was a gag. He turned the trick on us by returning with an empty bucket. When Dickie and I asked him what had happened to the steam, his reply was so funny that we instantly made him our friend.

				“Sorry, boys, but I had the bucket with the steam in it. I walked all the way to Bay Bulls to get it at Crane’s Store, but on the way back to camp, some Protestant guys stopped me and took the steam right out of the bucket!” 

				We laughed for days at that one. Ronnie spent the rest of our camp time with Dickie and me.

				Another time, we asked Sam—whom we called Shirley, but not to his face, as he was even bigger than Dickie—to go get us a “thumb puller,” as I wanted to lengthen my thumb by a few inches. Shirley spent several days looking for the imaginary item. We told him he had to find it on his own without anyone’s help. On the second-last day of the week, we told him there was no such thing as a thumb puller, but he said we weren’t telling the truth. His grandfather had one, and he swore that he would show us when we got back to St. John’s! But of course we never saw him again after camp.

				One of the instructors played a good joke on us. Cecil Joy and three others ran the camp from start to finish. Cecil was always a great person who lived for a bit of fun. For some reason he took to Dickie and me, and one day he convinced us that he had a look-alike brother living in Bay Bulls. He asked us to see if we could find him when we went down there on the weekend. 

				Cecil said he couldn’t go, because his brother hadn’t spoken to him in years and he would feel funny talking to him, so he asked us to do him this favour by finding him and saying hello. He asked us to tell no one of this little mission, because he wanted it kept secret from the other instructors, who didn’t know that he had a brother. We assured him we wouldn’t tell a soul.

				We went to Crane’s several times that weekend, and people must have thought we were nuts: we kept asking everyone we met if they knew a man called “Knuckles” Joy who lived in the area. No luck. We gave up and reported back to Cecil. Cecil, being a gentleman, thanked us profusely. But it didn’t end there.

				Every Sunday, when visitors came to camp, Cecil introduced us to a person he claimed was “Knuckles” Joy, who told Cecil that he had met us several times at Crane’s store. The guy went on to say that he had told us he was Cecil’s brother and that we hadn’t believed him! Cecil and his buddy kept it up, even though we swore up and down that we had never seen the guy before. Finally, Cecil gave in and told us that “Knuckles” was a friend of his and not his brother. He laughed at that many times over the course of the following week. 

				Cecil Joy was an outstanding fellow. As I look at pictures of that old building, I think of Cecil Joy and the instructors who were instrumental in changing the way we looked at the world. God love them all. They were all good men. 

				Looking at that picture, I remember walking through the huge front doors that deposited me at the foot of a mountain of steps that I had to climb before I even got to the main floor. I counted them the first night, and I continued to do so every time I went through those doors. The steps, all wooden, had to be at least twelve feet wide, and it certainly felt like climbing a mountain. Sixteen steps to climb before you got to the first landing, and then eighteen more before you arrived on the top level. Thirty-four in total. I must have counted those steps a thousands times over the years I went there. 

				I’ll always remember the smell of that old building. It had a scent like a dusty room or an old locker room. But to us, a group of kids who didn’t have a lot of things in life, it was refreshing like a country breeze. The old wooden building, having outlived its usefulness, was finally torn down in 1972. The new Knights of Columbus Building #1452 now stands in its place.

			

		

	
		
			
				The Guy Fawkes Adventure

				On November 5 of each year, Guy Fawkes’ Night, also known as the Gunpowder Plot, is celebrated to commemorate the failure of Guy Fawkes and his group of activists to assassinate King James I and his ministers by blowing up the Palace of Westminster during the opening of Parliament in 1605 in England. Fawkes and his conspirators were to set a fuse to kegs of gunpowder in the basement in the House of Lords, which would destroy all those in attendance in Parliament.

				However, this plot was foiled when guards were alerted by an informer moments before Guy Fawkes lit the fuse. He was then tortured and interrogated to reveal the names of all those involved. Fawkes and his cohorts were bought to justice and were either hanged or imprisoned. Afterwards, Parliament declared November 5, 1606, Guy Fawkes’ Day, a national holiday. 

				Guy Fawkes was not a hero to us, not like Superman or Batman. We’d never even heard of the guy, though we knew that the night named after him was commonly lit up with bonfires in his honour. To us, all Guy Fawkes meant was a time to have some fun. We were hesitant to start a bonfire of our own, but Dickie and I did roam St. John’s one year in search of one that was already in progress. Unfortunately, one started without our help. 

				At eight or nine years old, Dickie and I knew that fire, gasoline, and children did not mix. Our parents had drilled this into us, so, naturally, we had to find out if this were true or not. We took some matches and decided that our own Guy Fawkes’ Night was going to be very special. But where to start our little fire? We knew that if we started one it would have to be put out right away—if our fathers ever found out that we had matches, we would have been killed. 

				So, on Guy Fawkes’ Night, we headed to the top of Brazil Street to a place we called the Horses Field. It’s where the Cabot Street apartments now stand. We often played baseball and softball there. I ran the length of it many times and sometimes just lay down on its grass and looked up at the sky. It was a large playground about a thousand feet in length and four hundred or more in width.

				We had our matches, a few pieces of wood, a drop of oil from the oil tank, some paper, and two containers of water to douse the fire before it got out of control. This was really just an experiment. We wanted to see what would happen if and when the fire really got going.

				When we arrived at the field, we were surprised to meet up with several kids who had come over from the adjoining Cabot Street area. They had the same idea as we did, but their materials, all piled into this one spot, rivalled our own. Dickie and I recognized one of the kids as a bigmouth from high school who liked to push younger guys around. Many of us stayed away from him and his crowd. 

				He didn’t bother us that night. We were just there to start our own bonfire, as small as it may be, and he and his friends were more interested in starting theirs. They had set up several car tires, along with a mountain of wood and paper, in the middle of the field. It looked like they were trying to catch all of St. John’s on fire. Dickie and I were awestruck. The group asked us to add our small pile to their monstrous one, then told us to stand back about forty feet. 

				We were concerned, but we’d never seen a fire that big before. Besides, these guys were about fifteen years old, and surely they knew what they were doing. However, we played it safe and backed up to let them do their thing.

				There were houses all around the perimeter of the field. The backs of these homes bordered LeMarchant Road and Monroe Street, so they had a clear view of the area. They were in no danger, as the middle of the field was at least a few hundred feet from the nearest house. Our new firebugs poured several cans of fluid over the pile—furnace oil, they said—and set a match to it.

				When it caught, the fire started out small, but it quickly grew out of control. I could see that adding more and more wood, as the Cabot Street guys were doing, was only making it worse. People were coming out of their houses now to see how this wildfire in their back gardens had begun, and Dickie and I had seen enough. We retreated, not wanting to be held accountable for starting it.

				We ran out of the field, down Brazil Street, and hid in our clubhouse. Worrying what was happening up there quickened our decision to go tell our parents. More than likely we would save our own backsides if we got ahead of the news. We went and told them that we had seen the blaze as we were coming down Brazil Street. Our parents phoned the fire hall.

				As we started up the street with several adults, we saw that the fire trucks were just getting to the field. Of course, the ones who started it had scattered to their homes as soon as the fire got out of hand. People were now gathering at the top of Brazil Street as we reached the base of the hill. 

				But Dickie and I had another dilemma. Should we tell the firefighters or our parents that we knew who had started the fire? We didn’t know their names, but we knew they lived on Cabot Street. I’d seen one of them at our school and guessed he was a high school student. Simply put, we felt guilty.

				To squeal or not to squeal? We didn’t see why we should start now, but we needed to speak to someone about what had happened. So, we decided to go—where else?—to confession. We knew that a priest had to keep our secrets to himself. Confessions at our church took place on Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday, so we went that Tuesday night after supper. It was no trouble getting out of the house on a school night if you said that you were going to confession. Our parents didn’t mind that at all. We just hoped we wouldn’t get stuck with Monsignor Murphy. He was strict when it came to penance, and we figured our penance for this would probably be one hundred Our Fathers and one hundred Hail Marys. 

				When we got to St. Patrick’s Church, we were dismayed to learn that Monsignor Murphy was indeed in the confessional. I told Dickie that I would go in, as I thought Monsignor and I were good buddies. He’d bawled me out many times after hearing my confessions, so what could he say to me now that I hadn’t already heard?

				While I was waiting in line, I went over what I was going to say. I didn’t have long to think before it was my turn. Dickie gave me the thumb’s up for good luck. Once inside, I waited until the wicket opened.

				“Bless me, Father, for I have sinned,” I began. “It has been one week since my last confession.”

				“Yes, my son, and what do you have to tell me this evening?”

				Okay, here goes, I thought, settling into the darkness and listening to Father’s heavy breathing on the other side of the wire mesh window.

				“Father, I have a question to ask, if you don’t mind,” I said as calmly as I could.

				“A question? Those who come into a confession usually tell their sins. Why are you not doing that?” 

				Father was starting to confuse me. I had to get to the point.

				“I know, Father, but I really need to ask you something that may be a sin, and I can’t tell you mine if I don’t know if what I have to ask you is a sin.” 

				That sentence confused both him and me, I think. There was a long silence before he spoke again.

				“Okay, son. Before I hear your confession, I will answer your question.”

				I told him the story of the fire at Horses Field. Father listened intently. I could tell that he was waiting for the story to end so I could get to my question.

				“So, you see, Father, my friend Dickie and I have a bit of a problem squealing on someone. There was no damage done, and it was in the middle of an open field, so do we tell on the boys or not? Also, those Cabot Street guys are pretty tough, and we would have to avoid them if they knew that we told on them.”

				His answer actually made all my fears of going to confession—and of Monsignor Murphy himself—disappear. To this day, I have the greatest respect for him for the advice he gave to me that evening.

				“Son, you do have a problem. On one hand, you want to tell your parents what happened in this field, and you want to tell on the boys who started the fire, which may bring punishment to you by your parents. On the other hand, if you do tell on them, you may have this group of boys from Cabot Street coming after you, and this may have a bad result. Am I correct?” 

				I nodded.

				“Well, what do you think you should do?”

				Oh, God. He had put it back on me. How did I know he would do that? I claimed innocence.

				“I’m not really sure, Father. I hoped that you could advise me . . . eh, us, on that very thing.” 

				“Ah, okay. I think that you and your friend should talk it over with one another and look at both sides of this. One, you saw something happen that was wrong, and you both know that it was. Secondly, you have to ask yourselves, what if something had gone wrong with that fire and someone got injured? Would you and your friend be able to live with that? And third, if the crowd from Cabot Street come after you and your friend, then you can tell them that you have spoken to me about this, and you will give me their names and tell them I will go talk to their parents about what really did happen with the fire. Does that satisfy and help you?”

				One hundred per cent, father! I felt like saying it out loud and giving him a hug, but I just said yes and thanked him. I left, thinking that, although he had shouted at me before in the confessional box, he was not such a bad guy. I was actually starting to like him! 

				When I told Dickie what Father had said, even he was impressed. We left St. Patrick’s Church and headed to our clubhouse in the back of Dickie’s garden for a conference. After a short while, we knew what we had to do.

				We went to my dad and asked him if he’d heard anything about the fire in the field. He said there wasn’t anything new, and he heard the firemen didn’t have a clue how it had started. That was good enough for us. 

				When school started at Holy Cross on Monday, we searched the playground for any sign of the four boys who were at the fire. We couldn’t find them anywhere. But when we left the building, we saw one of them talking to some friends in the schoolyard by Patrick Street. We approached him and asked if we could talk to him. 

				“I was looking for you guys, too, and so were my friends. I was just asking these guys if they had seen you.” As he spoke, a few of his buddies entered the picture, and they had us both surrounded. 

				“It seems we forgot to tell you to keep your mouth shut, if you know what’s good for you. The police and fire department are looking for whoever started the fire, and I’m sure I don’t have to tell you twice to keep your big mouths shut. Savvy?”

				Regardless how big they were, we didn’t like anyone telling us what to do. I looked at Dickie, and I knew I had to tell them that I had talked with Monsignor Murphy. Now, even tough guys like these didn’t want their fathers or mothers to know that a priest was involved in what they had done. They’d sooner face the police and firefighters than have a priest come to their homes. 

				“Listen, my buddy. I don’t like being threatened. You want to go later, then try me first. Just you and me, later on, when you’re alone. Anyway, I will let you know that we won’t squeal on you. We’re not like that. But if you ever threaten me or my friend, we will chat with Monsignor Murphy again. We already did, about what happened. And he will take it from there and go see your parents about the fire. So, if you stay away from us, we will stay away from you, and we will keep your little secret.”

				Silence. He conferred with his pals for a moment before coming back over. He looked at Dickie.

				“You guys are lucky that we don’t hold grudges. So let’s just drop it and forget this ever happened. Okay?”

				We both nodded, and they were on their way.

				After they left, Dickie said he still didn’t trust those guys. But we were satisfied. We figured they could get us one way or another down the road, but if they did we would go back and chat with my new-found buddy, Monsignor Murphy.

				We let it go. No harm was done, and no one got hurt. Though we should have told someone in authority, we chose not to. The guys from Cabot Street never did bother us again. And we never lit another fire, even on Guy Fawkes’ Night.

			

		

	
		
			
				Fort Pepperrell: Another Assignment

				When some people talk of the Americans who were here from the 1940s to the 1960s, they say the “Yanks” were pompous and full of themselves. But the Americans that Dickie and I knew were far from that. Actually, we found them to be kind. Many of the Newfoundlanders who worked for them would agree. Some are divided in their opinions of the Americans, but I would fully disagree with anyone who spoke badly of them. 

				The main complaint Newfoundlanders had was that the Americans were always chasing their women, whether it was those who worked for them on the base or the women they met at dances or nightclubs. After all, the Americans were charming. They had plenty of charisma, and they loved to party. Newfoundland women were enthralled by them, and it caused many a fight with their counterparts from this province. 

				During our time running errands for the Americans at Fort Pepperrell, not once did an American raise his voice to us. We always took them as courteous, easygoing, and genuinely interested in us. Many, if not all, were well-educated.

				When we were hungry or looking to run a message, we always headed down to Fort Pepperrell, across from Quidi Vidi Lake, to see if we could do something for the Yanks in order to earn a meal or make extra money. Dickie and I rarely left the base empty-handed. At the very least, the American servicemen and servicewomen always had a snack for us, even if we hadn’t done anything to earn it. 

				Even my dad, who travelled with these men and women when they travelled on the Canadian National Railways’ “Newfie Bullet” or Caribou, said they were polite—and big tippers! They always answered with a “yes, sir” or “no, sir” when asked a question by the railway employees. Dad said they were class acts.

				We had nicknames for all of these men, but we never uttered them while in their presence. To do so would have been disrespectful. Though we joked about some of their habits, we knew not to bite the hand that fed us. Strangely, they showed more respect for the people in Newfoundland than the townies or baymen showed them. 

				Another thing we noticed: they loved their flag! The stars-and-stripes was a symbol of freedom to them, and it flew everywhere on the base at Fort Pepperrell. We saw it on the buildings, in the mess hall, and when we entered the base from the Boulevard and the Bally Haly Road entrance. Every soldier who walked by a flagpole saluted it.

				In the course of doing favours for their men and women, we met two lady officers who would feed us at the mess hall where all the soldiers ate their meals. Both women were very kind to us. We nicknamed one of them Corporal Cook because she was a corporal and also a cook. We found out later her name was Corporal Harrison. She worked with another lady, a Corporal Jesperson, who also worked in the mess hall. We carried messages for both of them for food or coin. They baked the best pies, especially blueberry!

				We wondered how we had gotten onto the base so easily, but we didn’t give it too much thought. After all, we were just kids and not a security threat. We started going down there when we were about seven or eight years old, and we continued until they left in 1961, when we were young teenagers. There was never a dull moment there.

				Corporal Harrison would tell us stories about her hometown in Ohio. We were fascinated by these tales of far-off places. The stories took Dickie and me to another world we had never known. We were pirates going into a strange land. Captains of our own ships. These people were so interesting!

				One summer’s day, we decided to head to Pepperrell to see what we could muster up in business. We could make more money in a day dealing with the Americans than by doing a few odd jobs around town. When we arrived at the mess hall, we met Corporal Andrews, a man we also did messages for, and he sent us over to Corporal Jesperson to do an errand. While there, we found out that Corporal Harrison’s mother had passed away and she had gone home on leave for a few weeks. We felt bad for, so we asked Corporal Jesperson if we could do anything for her when she got back from Ohio.  

				“You guys think of something to do for her. After what she is going through, I’m sure she will appreciate anything that you can do.”

				For days Dickie and I racked our brains trying to decide what to do. We were young, and we didn’t know how to process death as adults did. As far as we knew, it was as simple as going away to see God. We had no real idea what this lady was going through.

				We had stashed away a few dollars for emergencies, and surely this was an emergency! But figuring out what to do with it to show this lady that we appreciated what she had done for us was a real problem. We ended up roaming Water Street in search of something that we could purchase for her. 

				At the Bowring Brothers store, we spoke to a saleslady behind a counter.

				“Miss, we have a lady friend at the base in Fort Pepperrell who has gone away, and we want to get something for her when she comes back.”

				“That’s very nice of you boys. So, what size is she?”

				Dickie and I had never blushed so much in our lives!

				“Size, ma’am? What do you mean?”

				She put her hand over her mouth to suppress a smile. 

				“It may not be what you guys were thinking. I meant size in a sweater, coat, or shoes.”

				“Yes, ma’am. She has been very nice to us,” I said.

				“Well, we have some nice sweaters that I am sure she will really like. Do you know what size sweater she wears?”

				We told her we didn’t know. Corporal Harrison was tiny, like the lady serving us, so that’s what we told her. That didn’t draw any more questions about size. She proceeded to tell us the price of the purple mohair sweater she had in mind. We thought $4.75 was expensive for a sweater, but it looked really nice. The saleslady began to wrap it up. 

				“Now, if it doesn’t fit her, save the receipt and bring it back to the store. But if you do that, make sure you do ask her what size she wears.” 

				We thanked the lady for her help and headed home to store our gift until the weekend, when we would visit the base again. It was a lot of money to pay for a gift, and it was the most we had ever spent on anyone but our own mothers, but we didn’t care. We were very fond of Corporal Harrison.

				That week in school went by slowly. After dinner on Sunday, we made our way back to Fort Pepperrell, hoping that Corporal Harrison had returned from Ohio. We made our rounds of the base and headed to the mess hall. Soon we met up with Corporal Jesperson and asked about the lady in question. She saw the wrapped package in our hands and went to get Corporal Harrison. 

				When Corporal Harrison stood in front of us, we passed her the package.

				“We heard about your mom and wanted you to have this,” I said. “We are really sorry.”

				She took the parcel from us and began to unwrap it. When she saw what it was, she looked up in astonishment, tears welling up in her eyes. She didn’t cry, though, and we didn’t want her to. A few seconds of silence followed, and then she hugged me and Dickie, thanking us with a huge smile on her face. To us it was just a gift, but her reaction told us that it meant more than that to a lady.

				We were sure that word of what we had done had spread to other parts of the base. A few days later, when we delivered a message from Corporal Harrison to another part of Pepperrell, we were given an American ten-dollar bill for our service! It was worth a lot more than we had paid for the sweater. What a great bunch of people the Yanks were! As I think back on those men and women from the United States, I wonder if some of them are still alive today and where they are living.

			

		

	
		
			
				My Buddies and Me and NHL Hockey

				I couldn’t have found better buddies than Malcolm “Dickie” White and Tommy Dodd. I met Dickie first because he was my next-door neighbour, and I met Tommy in school a few years later. You couldn’t ask for two nicer friends or more loyal guys. I had other friends growing up, of course, but these guys were two of the best. We went to school together from the early grades at Holy Cross. Tommy and I graduated at the same time, while Dickie, a year behind, graduated the following year.

				Though Dickie and I spent most of our time together, Tommy would get together with us every once in while. We beat around as adventurous kids, but in the years we spent together, hockey was the common bond that kept us close. In the summer, I wanted to be a major league baseball player when I grew up, and in winter, like all kids, I wanted to be an NHL player. Hockey was as important a part of our lives as eating. We were friends before the game started but rival enemies when we got on the playing surface. Hockey was a great passion for Newfoundlanders of all ages. It still is.

				We played anywhere we could, like in our back garden on Brazil Street, which we converted into a hockey rink when winter came. We even spent weeks removing a curved bank one summer to make a flat surface for the drop of the puck come wintertime. We cleared it off when snow fell, then watered it to make the ice. When we got together to play, it would turn into a bitter rivalry, like in the NHL games on television. It was not just a game to us. We became mortal enemies! Sometimes we even played for money. One thing was certain: we all took the game of hockey very seriously.

				We had guys like Ed Sweeney, one of the best goaltenders you could hope for when someone slipped by your defence. There was Dave Murphy, who was tough, ready, and willing to take on any opponent who dared skate in front of him. You were better off trying to get around Davey than confront him straight on. Of course, Bobby Janes, who was as tough and broad as a heavyweight boxer and also hit like one, mostly played as a centre. My buddy Dickie White was built like Bobby and just as tough. Tommy Dodd loved the game and was ready for the drop of the puck any time. 

				My brothers, Ed, Calvin, Hubert, and Angus, were welcome additions to any team they were on, and they all loved the game. When there were two teams or when Ed Sweeney was not around to play, Harry Husk from John Street made another great goaltender on the other side. There were others, too, like Tommy Brewer, who loved to engage in the game. Valentine (Vally), Bobby, Doug Gruchy, and Tommy, all from Pleasant Street and John Street, also frequented our back garden, or the spot we sometimes used on the St. John’s wharf for a quick game. 

				We also played in Harry’s garden when he converted it into a large rink like ours. It was wide enough but sloped downward a bit, and the ball kept going over the fence when someone took a wild shot at the goalie. Someone would have to hop over the fence to retrieve it. The garden is now an empty parking lot next to the Delta Hotel on New Gower Street. Anywhere there was a game, or a rival willing to challenge us to a game, we were ready. And sometimes the games could get a wee bit rough.

				In those days, the National Hockey League was made up of only six teams: the Toronto Maple Leafs, the Montreal Canadiens, the Detroit Red Wings, the Boston Bruins, the Chicago Blackhawks, and the New York Rangers. When you talk to some of the baby boomers who love hockey, they will surely tell you that they were fans of one of those original six teams, and you can bet they are still faithful to their team, as I have been to my Detroit Red Wings for sixty years. My brothers were also big fans. Edward Jr. was a Montreal Canadiens fan, Calvin loved the Toronto Maple Leafs, Hubert was loyal to the Chicago Blackhawks (as was my buddy Dickie White), and Angus and Dad were diehard followers of the Detroit Red Wings. 

				We were all religious watchers of the early NHL with our parents. Television had only come to Newfoundland when I was six years old, in 1955. My father purchased a second-hand set for twenty dollars around 1956. The picture was black and white—colour television wouldn’t become a reality until the early 1960s. Television was a big thing then, and when we got one, we were all in heaven. We had plenty of trouble with our old RCA Victor, and we would have to jiggle the antennas—two rabbit ears which were a pair of extension rods connected by two wires to the back of the set—to adjust the screen and get the “snow” out of it so we could watch a program.

				Hockey Night in Canada came on, live from the old Maple Leaf Gardens, with play-by-play commentator Foster Hewitt, or later commentators Danny Gallivan or Brian McFarlane broadcasting from the old Montreal Forum. We would only get the games in the middle of the second period because we had to wait for the CBC network from the mainland to hook up to our services in Newfoundland. So, we usually missed the first period and five or six minutes of the second.

				Another one of our favourite places to play was a fenced-in area on Water Street, just east of the CN station and in front of the St. John’s dockyard. This area, surrounded by barbwire fence, held oil drums—mostly full—ready for shipping to other ports. Some of those oil containers weighed about twenty pounds when they were empty, and we could easily roll them into place to serve as goalposts. We would pretend we were our hockey heroes, like Bobby Hull of the Chicago Blackhawks, Bobby Orr of the Boston Bruins, Gordie Howe of the Detroit Red Wings. 

				We had to climb over the wire fence because the gate was usually locked. A guard watched over the barrels so nobody would steal them, but most times he would just let us play. He never bothered any of us unless we caused him trouble. If we did, then out we went. 

				In the early 1960s, a Newfoundlander named Alex Faulkner went to the Detroit Red Wings. He was the first person from the province to play in “the show.” His inaugural game, on November 7, 1961, was with the Toronto Maple Leafs, before he was traded to Detroit the following year. He played with my Red Wings for part of three seasons, from 1962 to 1964. Interest in NHL hockey was at an all-time high for people of the province. Here was a homegrown boy from Bishop’s Falls, Newfoundland, who had made it to the big game!

				People who hadn’t followed the game before were now strong supporters of it, especially after Alex’s season of 1963, when he broke onto the scene wearing the number 12 and scoring five goals in eight games, including two game winners, in that year’s playoffs against goaltender Glenn Hall. The Red Wings had just eliminated the powerful Chicago Blackhawks, who were the Stanley Cup favourites, and they would now face the Toronto Maple Leafs, Alex’s former team, in the final. They lost to the Leafs in five games, but Faulkner scored twice in the only game they won.

				Alex played with many of my hockey heroes, such as Gordie Howe, Terry Sawchuk, Alex Delvecchio, and Ted Lindsey. Later, he went on to play with the San Diego Gulls before coming home to Newfoundland to play with several teams here. He left the NHL after sustaining several injuries to his hand and knee. Faulkner played 101 games in the NHL, and he was elected to the Newfoundland Hall of Fame in 1994. One day in the late 1990s, I was playing golf with some friends at Clovelly golf course here in St. John’s, and I met Alex Faulkner for the first time. It was a real pleasure to talk to Newfoundland’s first man to reach the NHL! He signed all of our scorecards, which was a real treat for us. 

				His older brother George could have made it to the NHL, but he decided to persuade Alex to take a shot at it instead. However, George did manage to earn a spot with Canada’s World Senior Hockey Team, coached by the infamous Father David Bauer. They proceeded to win a bronze medal in the Canadian Hockey Championships in Yugoslavia in 1954. George led the event, with seven goals and three assists, to become the top scorer. What great talent they were! People at the time said that George had the skills to make it to the big leagues. He played in the Quebec Senior Hockey League with the Shawinigan Falls Cataracts, which was then a farm team for the Montreal Canadiens. At that time, it was hard to break into the lineup on the Montreal team because they had the likes of John Beliveau, Maurice “The Rocket” Richard, Dickie Moore, Doug Harvey, Jacques Plante, and many other skilled players, so George Faulkner came back home and played hockey in Newfoundland. He was the right player with the right skills to be in the NHL, but it was the wrong time for him. He was elected to the Newfoundland Hall of Fame in 1984.

				There’s another interesting story here. The Faulkners’ younger brother Jack played professional hockey with the San Diego Gulls of the Western Professional Hockey League. Alex became the first Newfoundlander to play in the NHL, George the first to play professional hockey, and Jack to play in the WHL, making them the first three Newfoundlanders to play professional hockey! Not a bad legacy.

				The NHL was a different calibre of hockey then. Today’s players are pampered with million-dollar contracts, and though they are probably in better condition, they most certainly are not as tough as the players of the 1960s. For one thing, those old guys didn’t wear the protection players use today. No face protection for their eyes, teeth, nose, or head. Goalies like Johnny Bower of the Leafs and Terry Sawchuk of the Red Wings only started wearing face masks in the late 1960s after playing in the league for years. NHL guys in that era were tough as nails and fought toe to toe, mostly using their fists as weapons.  

				My younger brother Angus and I followed in our dad’s footsteps and became Detroit Red Wings fans. I still cheer for the red and white after all these years. I remember watching a game between the Montreal Canadiens and our Red Wings at the house one evening. Dad didn’t like the Habs, who were leading the Red Wings by the end of the second period. A friend of my brother Ed’s came in to watch the game and cheered for Les Canadiens. When Montreal scored a goal, he jumped to his feet and cheered, “Great shot, Beliveau!” Dad swiftly escorted him to the front door, saying, “No one for the Canadiens is going to cheer for them in this house.” My older brother Ed was also a Habs fan, but he didn’t tell Dad.

				One night at “the wharf,” we took on a rival team from around the area of Carter’s Hill. I knew we were in trouble when I saw some of the guys they had on their team. Most of them were giants. They came over to the street one evening to challenge us to a game, saying they heard that we were practically unbeatable, and they wanted to play a “friendly” game to show us they had a good team, too. It was always lit up on the wharf, because the pole lights from Water Street shone on the fenced-in area. An old guy we called Shithouse Fred was the watchman. He was a great guy who let us play there as long as we didn’t damage the property. But what could we do to a bunch of oil barrels?

				I’m not sure who was playing that night, but I believe it was Dickie and Tommy Dodd on our team, with Bobby James, Willie Rodden, Dave Murphy, Doug Gruchy, and my brother Hubert, with Harry Husk as the goalie. I believe Tommy Brewer was there, too. Bobby “Bottles” James was built like a middle linebacker, and if he hit you . . . well, you knew you had been hit. Willie was pound for pound one of the toughest people I have ever known. Dave Murphy, when he did play, was another guy you didn’t fool with. We thought he ate nails for breakfast. Dougie was a masterful stickhandler, and Harry was a great goalie. Tommy, Dickie, and I could also hold our own.

				It started quietly, with each team evenly matched, passing the puck to one another efficiently, getting shots on both goalies, and generally enjoying a good game. We usually played two five-minute periods in our backyard, but with a bigger area to play on—approximately an eighty-by-thirty-foot rink—we increased that to three ten-minute periods. Thirty minutes was easy for young and vigorous boys. By the end of the first period, we were getting pretty scrappy when it came to slashing and checking. Tommy and Dave were keeping us in the game with tough defence. The rest of us were just having fun and playing our own game. Harry kept shutting them out in net. 

				It was not just a game. It was bragging rights, especially when it came to beating a team from Carter’s Hill: they were known as a tough and scrappy crowd. Ed Sweeney, another great goalie who played in our back garden, couldn’t play that night, so we had picked up Harry as our netminder. He’d been hacked quite a bit during the game.

				It wasn’t until the second period started that I had a loose ball deposited on my stick and I was moving in on their goalie with no one between him and me. I was moving down the side of the wire fence when, all of a sudden, something hit me. One of the opposing team members had sideswiped me. He then creamed Willie from behind as he came up the left side, and as he fell, Willie struck the oil barrel goalpost with a force that knocked the wind out of him. He saw stars when he hit the ground. 

				I felt my head and noticed a small bit of blood running down my face. I guessed I had gotten the cut when I struck the wire fence. It had to be from the guy who hit me, or maybe it was a high stick. My head had struck the fence, and I had hit part of an oil barrel when I fell. 

				“You okay, Willie?” I asked. 

				In a dazed state, Willie replied that he was, but he asked if anyone got the number of the truck that hit him. We all laughed at that.

				“Okay, it started out as a friendly game, but the boys want it rough,” I said. “Then let’s give them rough. By the way, Willie, the guy that hit you and me is the one with the Blackhawks jacket on, and he laughed his head off after he creamed us both. He’s acting like a hero to his buddies. You want I should go at him, or are you up to it? Never did much like that crowd from Carter’s Hill.”

				It was bad enough that he had hit me and Willie from behind, but not checking to see if we were okay was definitely a no-no. It was one of those unwritten codes of conduct. He had just walked away. And to add insult to injury, he laughed at us after the hits! To him it was just a casual hit and run, but not to us. 

				Still smarting from the hit but not on the ropes just yet, Willie said to Dickie and me, “No, boy, I’m okay, and I owe him one. But let’s line him up. If he wants a rough game, let’s give him one back. Okay, boys?” 

				We nodded. 

				“You guys go after him with me tailing behind you. See if you can make him turn, and send him back my way.”

				We played for another few minutes, when Dickie gave me a nod. After chasing the guy for a few seconds, we made him turn around. Mr. Blackhawk spun back in my direction. He was too busy looking back at Dickie to see me coming. In all my days of playing hockey, it was the one hit I put everything into. I didn’t hit him fully—I just got his side as he moved toward me—but Willie creamed him. Mr. Blackhawk saw us at the last second, too late to turn. He hit the wire fence with a thud and then dropped to the pavement like a ton of bricks. I could hear him scream as he hit solid ground. Eye for an eye. Action on the pavement stopped at once. One of his teammates gave me and Willie a threatening look, but he changed his mind. After all, it was only two guys getting even with the fellow who had flattened them. 

				I was in a bit of a panic, though. The guy was still down on the ground, groaning. Willie and I started to feel bad for him. I kneeled down to check him out while Willie stood over us. Looking him over, I took off my cap and waved it in his face to see if he was alert. After a few minutes, he came around and started to sit up. Still feeling bad, I apologized. Willie followed that with a nod. The Blackhawks fan shrugged it off, and my friends and I helped him up.

				He and Willie and I were still a bit wobbly, so we called the game and decided to play again the following weekend. All hands left the waterfront a short time later, no worse for wear. For a whole week I had a ringing in my ears like a CN train was coming down the track toward me.

				The next time we met, the scuffles were forgotten and we played the game without any dirty tactics. We lost that game. The crowd from Carter’s Hill showed us that they were the better team. And yes, we shook hands after it was over, with no bad feelings.

			

		

	
		
			
				My Kodak Camera

				In the 1960s, I discovered the world of photography. It was the start of some of the best times in my young life. I bought my first camera, a Kodak Hawkeye Flash Fun, which took what was then a new type of film, called Verichrome Colour Film 127. The camera had a bulb in a push-in socket on the front that flashed when you snapped a picture. The instructions on the back of the camera said to use Verichrome pan film only when standing five to twenty feet away from your subject, but when using Colour Film 127 you should stand five to nine feet away. It was a young man’s delight! I’d never had anything like this before to call my own. 

				That I was able to afford the camera out of my own money was quite a treat for me. I was on my way to finding my own Orphan Lake, a mythical place that Dickie and I had invented years before to signify when someone had everything they needed in life. I had a part-time job, money in my pocket, and no worries. Life was good. I was working, and in a few years I would be finished school. Not only that, I also had a savings account at the Bank of Nova Scotia on Water Street. As far as I knew, I was the only one in school who had one. The money I had saved was hard-earned.

				I was also the only one I knew who had a camera. At the time I was working two part-time jobs, Bob Glasco’s Meats and F. W. Woolworth’s, and over the last few months I had put away enough extra money to be able to pay for this superb invention without even touching my bank account. It cost me about seven dollars. The film cost me about two dollars for twelve exposures. But sometimes the flashes would misfire and I’d lose some bulbs. When this happened, the picture was wasted. You could end up having nine or ten usable pictures out of twelve.

				It had always been a dream of mine to own a camera. I wanted a wristwatch, too, and I eventually got one—a Timex worth about ten dollars—also with my own money. The wristwatch, a pocket knife, and clothes all came later—the camera was my first reward to myself for hard work.

				I wanted it badly. This was the first time I had spent money on myself. Yes, sir, I was now looking at myself as Mr. Independent, old enough to think that I didn’t need any more money from my parents. I was now a working man like my dad, and I was even supporting the family, helping them out with cash I earned.

				To me, it was more than just a camera. It gave me a sense of freedom. When I bought it at Tooton’s Photography on Water Street, I stored it in my room on the third floor of my house and hid it in a storage space behind a partitioned wall. I didn’t want any of my brothers to take it and use up all the film. For months I had looked at that camera in the store’s showroom. In its day, it was one of the best cameras one could buy. I couldn’t afford a real photographer’s camera, of course. They cost anywhere from fifty to seventy-five dollars at the time. But my Kodak was perfect. 

				The only other person in the world who knew about it was my buddy Dickie White. God, how I wish I had the pictures now that I took with that camera! For months I enjoyed taking picture after picture around town. Alas, my beloved camera was stolen after I had foolishly left it in our clubhouse one night and failed to lock the door. Of course, I never did find out who took it. 

				I bought the Kodak camera on a weekend in late May of 1963. The next day, a rare day off work for me, was a day to scour St. John’s to take my first pictures. I might even be able to sell my snapshots to the Evening Telegram or the Daily News and be rewarded with a contract with them to roam the city and take more pictures! The possibilities were endless. Tomorrow would be the day that the world’s greatest photographer was to be born. Within months I could be receiving awards for my photography!

				That Saturday morning, I was out of bed bright and early and headed down to Water Street alone. I didn’t want Dickie with me just yet, not until I had taken some pictures and developed them. In those days, photographers had to take their cameras to places like Tooton’s at the top of Brazil Street or Water Street, where they took the film out and developed it. It usually took a day or so. Each picture cost ten or fifteen cents to develop. The colour was not as clear as what you would see today, but the pictures were magnificent compared to the black-and-whites that we had before then.

				On my way downtown, I went into Frank “Fossie” Furlong’s store on our corner and took my very first picture. As I think of that first snap, I can see the inside of his store with perfect clarity. When you walked in, the first thing you noticed was a solid wooden floor that must have been fifty years old or more. To the left was an old Coca-Cola water cooler. Ammonia chilled the water to make the soft drinks icy cold. To the right was the counter where you were served. On the left of the counter was a display case which showed fresh buns and pastries for sale. Behind the counter and toward the centre of the store were shelves filled with products for sale to the public. I picture the store every time I pass by Brazil Street.

				First photograph down and many more to go. I was sure to get a few good pictures while walking the busy streets of downtown St. John’s. There was always something interesting to see on Water Street, with plenty of people out shopping. On Saturdays, everyone in the city went to Water Street.

				I popped into my place of work at Woolworth’s and looked around to see what my second picture would be. I snapped only one there: a picture of people riding the escalator. From there I went on to explore Water Street. I shot a picture of an old lady getting out of a cab. A Newfoundland dog became my next subject, followed by a drunk who was asleep on the sidewalk, then two young boys playing behind their mother as she shopped, and a view of old Water Street looking toward the east end. Maybe one day someone would use that shot for a postcard.

				I turned a corner onto George Street and went into O’Keefe’s Grocery to buy a candy bar. While eating it, I peered out a window overlooking the street and noticed two men coming from across the way who were arguing with each other. The verbal fight soon turned physical, and a few pushes and shoves went back and forth. Then, someone who was parked in a car nearby came over and tried to intervene. It was then the real fighting started. Two of the men started ganging up on the other. Instinctively, I lifted my camera and started snapping a few pictures of the fight through Lou O’Keefe’s window. I was only about a dozen feet away from the action. I never thought of it as anything that could land me in trouble with the law. I just thought it would make a really good picture for my first new roll of film.

				I snapped several pictures until I was satisfied that I had taken enough. A minute or two later, I left O’Keefe’s Grocery in search of more interesting sights. After an hour of walking around Duckworth Street and George Street taking pictures, I headed home to enjoy my supper. 

				You can imagine my surprise when I arrived home and Dad said that a police officer had come by the house and wanted to talk to me about some pictures I had taken with my camera! He said the police officer told him I was not in trouble, but he wanted to see me at the Fort Townshend police station. Either that or he would drop by the house again later.

				Apparently, Lou O’Keefe, who was my friend Willie Rodden’s uncle, had seen me taking some pictures of the ruckus through his store’s window. After serving a customer, he came over to talk to me, but I was already out of the store and on my way. He had seen the brawl, too, and when the police came to break it up, he had told them that I was taking pictures—and maybe I had taken something they could use. I was not impressed by Lou at the time, but I knew deep down that he had good intentions.

				After I explained to Dad what had happened, I went to Fort Townshend, where The Rooms cultural facility now stands. Dad had given me the name of the police officer so I could get in contact with him. When I arrived, I nervously asked a secretary where I could find the officer. She told me to take a left down a long hallway and to ask another person there. I followed her instructions, and another officer led me into a small room to wait for another few minutes. 

				I didn’t have to wait long. A tall man I assumed to be a police officer came in with a woman who was holding a notepad. The guy was dressed in plainclothes and not the usual black police uniform. Both said a friendly hello to me. I returned a quick hello and asked them if I was in trouble. The man laughed and asked me why I thought that. He said I would only be in trouble if I had robbed a bank. Right away, I said that I had never robbed a bank, would never do that, and had no plans to do so. He and the lady laughed at that.

				“Now, Robert, you can certainly help us catch some bad guys if you co-operate with us. I have a couple of questions for you. Don’t be nervous, because you are not in trouble, and this lady here will write down anything you say that can help us.”

				Well, it was like Dragnet, a popular television show at the time, all over again. They could be looking for a killer, and in all likelihood I had all the evidence they needed to solve the case in my camera. Now I was on the edge of my seat. 

				“Mr. O’Keefe said that you were inside his store taking pictures when a fight started earlier today. Is that true? And if so, tell us about it.”

				Now, we only lied to authority to protect ourselves, but I knew that to lie to a cop when I might have witnessed something bad was to put my head in a noose. I straightened myself up in the chair and proceeded to fill them in on what I had seen.

				“Two men were fighting when I was in Mr. O’Keefe’s Grocery, and they were just arguing until it became more than that and they started pushing one another.” 

				I mustered up all the courage I could. After all, I was in a police station and had to play the part.

				“While they were fighting, another man entered the fight and started shoving one of them. Then what I saw was two against one, and the other guy who had gotten out of the car, bigger than both of them, started arguing with one of them. I decided to take out my camera and take some pictures when two of them started to grab and hit the other guy, and one held the other as he was punched. I felt bad for him.”

				Now it was the policeman’s turn to fill me in on what had happened.

				Unbeknownst to me, a police officer had seen the two men fighting as he drove by. He then got into the fray and punched the guy who had pushed the other. Both of the attackers were police officers. They tried to apprehend the other guy, but he fought back. Finally, the two policemen had had enough. They proceeded to take out a pair of handcuffs and detained the lone man. 

				He said all of this happened while both men were off duty. In those days, a lot of police, council workers, and other officials drank a lot on and off the job. But seeing drunk people fight was nothing new to me. I’d seen it many times before.

				It was a great story, but it was not what I saw. I knew he wasn’t telling me the truth, or that the other police officer in the fight had not told him the truth. I saw two drunk police officers—if they were police officers—gang up on one guy. But who was I to tell a cop he was wrong, especially when I was in a police station? 

				As I passed him my camera, he said he would have to hold the film for “evidence.” He told me there might be a reward offered if the assailant was convicted. When I heard this, I looked at the fight from a different perspective. A possible reward for taking pictures? What could be better than working with the police and earning a reward for it? I asked him how long they would hold my camera, and he said he probably only needed the film inside. I gave him my permission, as if he needed it, and with the turn dial he rolled the film to the end. He took out the roll and passed the camera back to me. 

				I signed a piece of paper the lady handed me, which verified that I had willingly given the police officer my film. She left with the document in her hand, and then the cop did a funny thing. He asked me what the film had cost me. When I told him, he went to a desk, unlocked it, and took out a strongbox. He unlocked it and took out a five-dollar bill, which he passed to me. I looked at him in amazement. 

				“Just in case we have to keep the film for evidence, you can buy some more film to use in your camera.” Not bad . . . now I had enough money for two rolls of film! I got up and started to walk away.

				“Now, Robert, this is a very serious matter, so I am sure I have your word that you will keep this between you and me. Okay?” 

				I nodded a quick yes. Fat chance, I thought. I would have to tell Dickie about this! He would never believe it.

				With the lady gone, the cop said the altercation with the men on George Street was being taken very seriously and that the police officers involved could be in serious trouble. That was all he was allowed to say. He reminded me to keep it between him and me and “Mrs. Powell,” adding that he would be in touch with me later if he needed me as a witness. The cop then shook my hand and escorted me to the front entrance. 

				To this day, I have no idea why he told me all of this. He could have just taken my camera and film and shown me to the door. After all, he was a cop and could do anything that he wanted. No one would question him for doing that. I left with the feeling that justice, or what I perceived it to be, would be done and the bad guys would be put in jail. When I got home, I told Dickie about what had happened. He didn’t know what to think. 

				I didn’t hear back from the police officer for weeks. Curious, I decided to go back to Fort Townshend. I must have been crazy at the time, but I felt that I should have heard something by now. After all, I was the main witness to a serious crime that had been committed by two police officers. 

				As soon as I arrived, one of the guys from the fight walked past me and got into a police car. I immediately went in and asked for the officer who had questioned me. After waiting in an outer room for a short period of time, I was greeted by another cop who told me that the officer I was looking for was not available. He would let him know I had dropped by and get him to call me later. 

				Weeks turned into months and I had no call from any police officer. I watched News Cavalcade daily for weeks, but nothing was reported about the fight. It was not going to happen. I then decided to head down to George Street and check with Lou O’Keefe to see if he had heard anything about the incident. He told me he hadn’t heard a thing.

				A short time later, I got in touch with a policeman friend of mine, Constable Harold Brown. We had become friends after he came to my aid while I was being picked on—and robbed—by a man in front of the Belmont. I told him what happened with the camera, and he said he would check into the incident for me. Some time later, he told me he had checked at the Fort but hadn’t heard anything about such an incident. The only thing he could figure was that maybe the police officer was friends with the accused and had taken my film to destroy the evidence.

				I often wonder what the film showed of the fight.  

				Several years ago, while I was at a local flea market, I spotted the same type of camera I had lost all those years ago. I purchased it for the exact same price: seven dollars!

			

		

	
		
			
				Come Home Year, 1966

				I briefly mentioned Come Home Year in my first book, Corner Boys, and the effect it had on my mom before she passed away the following year. She got to spend it with her brothers and sisters before the end of her life, and it meant something special to all of us. Those two weeks with my extended family are some of the best memories I have. 

				In 1966, Newfoundland and Labrador had an influx of people never seen before in its history. Those displaced Newfoundlanders who had gone away for work different parts of Canada, the United States, and other areas of the world came home to reunite with their relatives and friends. Many of them had not seen their native soil in decades. I know that my mom had not seen her brother Angus for nearly thirty years. 

				To help with the growth of the province’s economy, in 1965 the Smallwood government put together a campaign to call out to “every Newfoundland son and daughter” to come home the next year. It was a brilliant idea. People who had been away for years were asked to revisit their hometowns. Of course, Smallwood also wanted people to come back to these shores instead of leave to find work.

				So began in 1965 a major ad campaign aimed at Newfoundlanders living away. It showcased to all the people in Canada what a wonderful place the province had become since we had joined Confederation with Canada in 1949. Newspapers were filled with ads and articles about the province’s riches. Licence plates were adorned with the Come Home Year slogan and the year 1966 proudly displayed on them.

				Advertising showed the Trans-Canada Highway with cars teeming over the newly paved road. Pictures of healthy, smiling children and adults showed a successful province and none of the poverty that was prevalent sixteen years before. There were also pictures of prosperous industries, such as fish plants and new places to work in mining and lumber. The campaign showed that all was well in Newfoundland and Labrador. In the midst of this were pictures of an always smiling Joseph R. Smallwood, the premier, riding the coattails of what he had accomplished. His cabinet spent hundreds of thousands of dollars on television advertising for Come Home Year ’66. Tales of the resurgence of our economy and prosperity spread everywhere. Ours was the place to be that year. 

				Along with Come Home Year, the provincial government also announced that the Canada Assistance Program had finally passed in Ottawa. It was a plan to share the cost of assisting people on social welfare with money, and it would be put into effect on July 15, 1966. Under the Canada Assistance Program, each province would share the cost with the federal government. Parents were finally going to get much-needed help with everyday living expenses.

				Joey’s government had spent all it could on social services, and it had put a strain on the system. Money was running out. It became more difficult to bring in new services and expand the programs already in place. The main targets for the program were child welfare, homes for the aged, and generally people who couldn’t take care of themselves. Also, volunteer groups that worked with people who had special needs could also receive funding under this new plan.

				To some, it seemed funny that this program happened to coincide with Come Home Year. It could have been a fluke, or perhaps Joey had arranged for it to happen that way. Some people cringed when he said on television later that he alone was instrumental in bringing the Canada Assistance Program here to Newfoundland. Regardless of his intentions in 1965, at least he was trying to help the people of Newfoundland and Labrador and indeed jump-start the economy.

				Anyway, the program asserted that people should get help and support based on their needs and their means. They should not have to prove that they were destitute before they received assistance but should only have to show that what they survived on could not cover their basic needs. For the first time in our history, we could pay for medical services, eyeglasses, nursing home care, and other essential supports. I believe that with all these great things coming our way, Joey knew the time was ripe for Come Home Year ’66.

				I remember my dad wanted my mother to wait another year so both their families could visit. But Mom knew that with her heart condition and health concerns, this might be her only chance to see her brothers and sisters. So, they made arrangements for relatives living away to come back to the island. And come home they did! 

				All of Mom’s side of the family came back to the Rock, starting with Uncle Angus, who had been living in the United States for nearly thirty years. He visited us with his wife, Patricia, whom he had met in the US. Uncle Mack returned from Ontario after twenty years. My brothers and I had never met either uncle before. Aunt Violet and her husband, Bill Dicks Sr., came from Rushoon, and Mom’s sister Aunt Patricia came home from England with her husband, John, who was a doctor. She had met him here, and after they were married, they went back to his home in the UK. She had been living abroad for years. Finally, Aunt Josephine Barry came in from Placentia. Though it was only seventy miles away, she had not been to St. John’s for years. For once, all my mom’s family was finally home and together again!

				My nieces and nephews also came home with the adults, and many of them we had not seen before. We knew a few of them, like Isabel Dicks and Cyril Barry, who had stayed with us in the early 1960s while attending summer school at Memorial University on Parade Street. It was the biggest crowd of relatives we had ever taken into our home at one time. The house was filled with music and lots of laughter.

				One evening, Uncle Mack told us about the time Dad got lost in New York City during the Second World War. I was sitting in our back garden with Uncle Mack, who was having a drink. As the story goes, Dad was docked in New York harbour during the war years, and he decided to go ashore with a few of his shipmates and have a few drinks. They ended up in a bar in downtown New York. His friends, assuming he remembered the port at which their ship was docked, left him at the bar after he fell asleep. When we woke up, he looked around and knew that he was totally lost. He went to a gentleman working at the bar and, with only the name of the ship, asked him if he knew where he was supposed to go.

				Now, the bartender was genuinely concerned for Dad, a military man who was in danger of missing his ship, so he had a few of his friends check around the docks to see if they could find the vessel. Dad waited at the bar until they came back and told him they had managed to locate it. The bartender asked one of them to lead Dad back to his crewmates. Dad shook his hand, thanked him profusely, and left the bar. After about ten minutes driving, they pulled up alongside his ship, which was scheduled to set sail within the hour. Upon leaving the car, Dad thanked the driver. 

				“Thank you so much, sir, and please thank the owner of the bar for me. He looked familiar. What was his name?” 

				Dad nearly fainted when the driver told him, “The gentleman you spoke to was the world champion fighter Rocky Marciano, sir. He owns the bar you were just in.”

				Dad had shaken hands with the greatest heavyweight fighter in the world! Marciano had won the title by knocking out James Braddock. He went on to defend the title a record twenty-five times over a twelve-year period. The man went undefeated, winning forty-nine fights with forty-three knockouts and six TKOs, and retired without a loss. And my dad had met him. I asked Dad if Uncle Mack was telling the truth, and he said yes.

				Dad’s relatives didn’t fare as well when it came to making it home. Dad’s parents, John and Elizabeth Hunt (Thompson), had passed away in 1962 and 1965, respectively. His brother Leo was living in Montreal and could not travel home that year. His other brothers, George and Reginald, were also away and couldn’t make it, either. His sisters, Kathleen, Lillian, and Elizabeth, who lived eight hours away in Harbour Breton, also couldn’t make it home. Transportation wasn’t as easy in those days. Most roads were not paved, and travelling a long distance by car was not an easy thing to do. Nor was it affordable for most people.

				The summer of 1966 was one where it didn’t matter that we were poor. Money flowed from our relatives—those who could afford it. Everyone knew that this reunion could very well be a once-in-a-lifetime occurrence, so the idea was to spend it while they still could. A trip downtown to Water Street turned into a shopping spree of clothes that, normally, we could never afford, and from there we went to restaurants and filled our bellies. Marty’s Fish and Chips on New Gower Street and Ches’s on Freshwater Road made a fortune during those two weeks. My cousins couldn’t get enough of their food. 

				The weather was perfect for most of the two weeks. It was party time. The nights were filled with the sounds of the harmonica, the spoons, the accordion, and the guitar. Singing and dancing were the norm, lasting into the wee hours of the morning. Food and drink were plentiful, and in the household of the Hunt family, Joey’s dream of Come Home Year became a reality. Every night, someone proposed a toast to Joey for his initiative. Though Dad disliked Smallwood’s policies, he still raised a glass to him for bringing us all together. For those two weeks, Joey was king in our family, as he was in many other homes in Newfoundland and Labrador.

				Then, as quick as it had begun, the two weeks were over and our relatives had to head back home. I saw many of them pass a handful of money into Dad’s hand for allowing them to stay with us, and I heard him say to Mom later that it totalled nearly three hundred dollars. He’d never had that much free money in his hands in his life!

				It was around this time that my brother Hubert decided he wanted to quit school to broaden his horizons. He had spent several years in grade seven, and he just hated school. Mom and Dad had a fit. They wanted us all to receive a good education. So, after a week out of school—during which they had no idea he was avoiding classes—that last week of Come Home Year, they decided that he was to go back to the classroom. 

				Hubert wouldn’t hear of it. He would take his books with him and pretend he was going to school, but instead he would go with a local guy in St. John’s tearing down old houses around the city, mostly the area around Sheehan’s Shute and other deteriorating areas around town. He was paid about seven dollars a day, which was good money then. Our parents found out that he was still skipping school and that he had no intentions of going back. They relented then and allowed him to quit. After all, Dad said, he had only finished grade five himself, when he was Hubert’s age, and he had found a good job on the Canadian National coastal boats before going on to work with the CN Railway. They reasoned he could also help out with the household bills with the job he had now. 

				After a few months, Dad made arrangements for Hubert to go to Montreal to find work and live with Uncle Leo there. Hubert was the first of us to leave for the mainland, and he was gone for eighteen months. Uncle Leo got him a job at Bowe’s Transport plant in Verdun, Quebec, loading pallets for trailers and working in the warehouse. The owner paid him cash because, at fourteen, Hubert was not old enough to have a social security card. It was a sad time for my brothers and me. Hubert was always the life of the party, and we missed him.

				Aside from Hubert’s departure, that summer was one of the best we ever had. Our house was full of relatives, and some nights we had to sleep on the floor and give them our beds. That didn’t bother us. Others had to stay at boarding houses on Brazil Square and take turns staying at the house. Most of us kids slept together, four or five abreast, but no one cared. We were family, and we were all together. It was a wonderful time in our lives. 

				It was one of the best years of my young life. Everything seemed to be going right for me that year. I was working, I had money coming in, and I was independent. I had met this pretty young lady named Rita Powell (Oates), who became my first real steady girlfriend, and my friend Dickie had met a young lady named Sheila Forristall. Both were good friends to me, and they lived on McKay Street, just a few doors apart and only several doors down from where I was born. 

				Rita was a beautiful sight. She was easygoing, pretty as a picture, and she had a vibrant personality to match. We dated for a long time, and those were among the best days of my life. I believed I was well on my way to finding my own Orphan Lake.

				Come Home Year 1966 was touted as a success, not only by the Newfoundland Government, but by all the Newfoundlanders who participated in it. The best part of it was that Mom got to spend time with her brothers and sisters. Somehow she knew that 1966 would be her last year on this on earth.

			

		

	
		
			
				Tommy Ricketts and Healy’s Drugstore

				Newfoundland had many war heroes who fought on foreign soil. My father was one of them. John Croak, like many of these brave men who went to fight overseas, did not return. However, some did return, like Tommy Ricketts. These two men were decorated for their heroism and bravery; both won the Victoria Cross for facing danger in World War I. They were the only two men from Newfoundland who had the distinction of being awarded the VC for bravery. More than forty of these medals were awarded to Canadians in World War I and II. To date, only 1,351 Victorian Crosses have been awarded worldwide.

				John Croak was born in Little Bay, Newfoundland, on May 18, 1892. He was four years old when his family moved to New Aberdeen, Nova Scotia, which is now called Glace Bay. He enlisted in August 1915 with the 55th Battalion in Saint John, New Brunswick, and went to the front lines in France in April 1916. On August 8, 1918, he was killed by machine-gun fire after bravely rushing, twice, into enemy positions while his comrades were pinned down by enemy fire. Charlie Hughes, one of his fellow soldiers, paid tribute to Croak’s selflessness and courage.

				“It was a saying in our Company that if you went on a working patrol with Johnny Croak you’d always come back.” 

				The Victoria Cross is awarded for the “most conspicuous bravery, or some daring pro-eminent of valour or self-sacrifice, or extreme devotion to duty in the presence of the enemy.” The dark-brown medal contains a crown with a lion on top—guarding it—and the words “For Valour” on the bottom. The medal is one of the hardest to obtain during wartime. 

				John Croak’s citation reads that his Victoria Cross was awarded for conspicuous bravery in attack when having become separated from his group of men. He encountered a machine-gun nest, which he bombed, and he took the gun and crew hostage. Shortly afterwards, he was severely wounded but refused to stop his attack. After rejoining his platoon, he engaged in another enemy attack. Seeing his opportunity, Private Croak dashed forward alone and was almost immediately followed by the remainder of the platoon in a brilliant charge. 

				He was the first to arrive at the trench line into which he led his men, capturing machine guns and bayoneting or capturing the entire garrison. The perseverance of this soldier was tremendous. He later died of his wounds. He became an inspiration to all his fellow soldiers.

				Another hero was Tommy Ricketts, born on April 15, 1901, in Middle Arm, White Bay. He was working as a fisherman when he got the call to join the Newfoundland Regiment. He lied about his age so they would let him in. In January 1917, he sailed overseas to train in Scotland with the Regiment’s 1st Battalion. In November of the same year, he was wounded in the leg in a battle at Cambrai, Belgium. He was sent to a hospital in London, England, where he spent the next six months before rejoining the Regiment in April 1918. 

				In Ledgehem, Belgium, on October 14, 1918, heavy fire from an enemy machine gun held up an advancing column of soldiers that included Tommy Ricketts. His platoon suffered heavy casualties as gunfire rained down upon them. Private Ricketts volunteered to go with his commander, Corporal Matthew Brazil, to try and outflank the enemy, and with him he took a Lewis automatic machine gun. They advanced at a snail’s pace while trying to draw fire away from their comrades.

				Ricketts and his commander ran out of ammunition when they were only about 100 metres from the enemy. The Germans, thinking that they might capture Ricketts and his Lewis field gun, brought up their gun teams and began to advance on them. Ricketts at once realized what was happening and doubled back, under fire, to get more ammunition. He then dashed back to his commander to reload the Lewis gun. With accurate fire, he drove the enemy and their gun teams into a farm. Meanwhile, his platoon advanced with no further casualties and proceeded to capture eight Germans, four field guns, and four machine guns. Ricketts then helped his men rush another field gun and seize it.

				With no regard for his personal safety, Private Ricketts secured more ammunition from the enemy. Three times enemy bullets rang out around him, and each time he kept moving ahead. To his men he was a real hero, a brave man indeed. Along with the Victoria Cross, he was promoted to sergeant a short while later. King George V personally awarded the Victoria Cross to Tommy Ricketts on January 20, 1919. He complimented Ricketts on being the youngest VC in the army.

				When the First World War ended, Mr. Ricketts came back to live in St. John’s. Years later, Tom Ricketts and my father became good friends while Dad was working with Canadian National Railway. Mr. Ricketts was a pharmacist who had set up his practice across the street from the railway station where Dad worked. His establishment was just around the corner from Harry Summers Body Shop on Job Street. A commemorative plaque honouring Ricketts now stands in the spot where his drugstore once stood.

				My father was torpedoed in World War II while delivering supplies overseas for the war effort. He was on the SS Kitty’s Brook, owned by Bowater’s Newfoundland Pulp & Paper Mill Ltd. in Corner Brook. The vessel was attacked on May 19, 1942, after which he and twenty-four other survivors spent days floating on pieces of wreckage before they were rescued and sent to an army hospital. 

				Many of his friends had died after two torpedoes ripped the ship in half. Dad was struck by a piece of debris when he was thrown in the water, and for years after, he suffered constant migraine headaches. When he came home, he enlisted again and went to war for another year, before the headaches earned him an honourable discharge.

				While doing research for this book, I found out that his ship had been sunk by the German U-boat U-588, in the charge of Commander Victor Vogel. The submarine was built and commissioned in Hamburg, Germany, on October 31, 1940. This U-boat was sunk on July 23, 1942, approximately two months after my dad’s ship was torpedoed, by depth charges fired from the Canadian corvette HMCS Wetaskiwin and the Canadian destroyer HMCS Sheena. All forty-six men, including Victor Vogel, were killed. 

				Dad was never compensated for his war injuries. I have correspondence letters and papers, dated 1942 to 1955, from the War Claims Commission and the Department of the Secretary of State in Ottawa, outlining claims for my dad and his injury up until 1995, forty-three years after his ship was sunk. Up to then, he had still not been awarded any monies for his injuries. He was sent money for loss of clothes and property he had while aboard ship, but that took thirteen years to collect! 

				All he really wanted was money to pay for the drugs that he needed for his headaches. Eventually, he gave up trying. The War Claims Commission said they needed some kind of proof that the migraines had been caused by his war injuries—because he could have had the pain before he enlisted. A nice thank you indeed for serving his country in wartime!

				Dad and Tommy Ricketts were war veterans, and both had come close to death and had walked away from it. When he was working with CN, Dad spoke very highly of Mr. Ricketts. Spending days travelling from St. John’s to Port aux Basques was not easy for Dad. He didn’t get much relief from his headaches. Sometimes I would see him sit in his favourite chair and pound his head when they started. Most of the time he just suffered in silence.

				After my father retired from CN, he would often go to Water Street for a walk. I’d meet up with him there sometimes. He would always sit and chat with a group of older men every time he went. I noticed he always talked with the same bunch of gentlemen. One day when I left work at Woolworth’s, he introduced me to them. Later, when I asked Dad who they were, he said they were his buddies from the war. 

				They would get together on Water Street and talk about their experiences. I once asked Dad what they usually talked about, and he told me it was not for my ears and that, being so young, I would not understand it, anyway. Maybe he was right. There are some things in life you just don’t need to know. Years later, while having a drink at Christmastime, he told me about his own wartime experience. 

				One evening, during the time I was working for the railway, my father took me across the street to meet Mr. Ricketts. Dad told me that not a better nor braver Newfoundlander than Tommy Ricketts was alive on this earth today. Dad praised him up to everyone at work, and I could see the admiration that both men had for each other. He told me to be respectful when talking to Mr. Ricketts, and of course I was. Sir or Mr. Ricketts were acceptable, and never Tom or Tommy. He and Dad even joked about their formality in greeting one another. 

				“Good evening, Mr. Ricketts,” my father would say to him with a small bow.

				And of course Mr. Ricketts would respond with, “Good evening, Mr. Ned Hunt.” My dad’s friends always called him Ned, not Edward. 

				Mr. Ricketts would then give him the same bow. After their shared ritual, they would talk about the news of the day.  

				Mr. Ricketts always asked Dad to bring in “the missus” so that he could meet her. More than once he added, “her being married to such a fine man.” Dad would respond in kind about Mr. Ricketts’s wife and tell him that Mom couldn’t leave the house on account of her bad heart. He would tell Mr. Ricketts to drop by the house any time to meet her, but he never did seem to find the time to take Dad up on his offer. During all the visits I made to his drugstore before leaving St. John’s on the “Newfie Bullet,” he would remind me to say hello to my father and mother. Always.

				The trains, which were numbered 101 and 102, left the CN station anywhere from 9:00 a.m. to 10:00 p.m., en route to the other side of Newfoundland. We had our chores to do the night before every departure. When I finished my chores in the evening, I would go across the street to buy sweets and soft drinks and get something to read before bedtime. Sometimes Mr. Ricketts would be there and I would chat briefly with him, while other times he would have someone else working there in his absence. I would just say hello to them. 

				When we spoke, Mr. Ricketts came across as very quiet and humble. He always had a welcoming smile and a way about him that made you want to come back and see him again. He always had time for you. Whenever Dad and I worked the same trip together, we always walked across the street to his store before the train left St. John’s. 

				As a young man, I didn’t know much about Tommy Ricketts or World War I—or even World War II.  I remember there was a mention of Mr. Ricketts in our school history book, but I didn’t seem to grasp who he was or that he was a war hero. To me he was just Mr. Ricketts the druggist. 

				Sometimes Mr. Ricketts would let me run up a tab at his store. He’d let me take my snacks, and I would reimburse him when payday came around. I guess he allowed this because of his friendship with my father. As soon as I got paid, I would run across the street to pay him before going home. When I got home, Dad would ask me if I had done so. Paying back Mr. Ricketts was to be top priority when receiving my paycheque.

				Tom and Brian Healy are brothers who operated two Healy’s Pharmacy stores here in St. John’s for years. Their drugstores are closed now, as they have retired. They were good friends with Tommy Ricketts. In those days, many who began work in that field practised under the mentorship of an established pharmacist. They also trained at the Newfoundland Pharmaceutical School, located here in the city. Brian trained under Mr. Ricketts at his pharmacy on Water Street. Then as now, the Newfoundland Pharmaceutical Association served as the regulatory agency for the profession of pharmacy in Newfoundland and Labrador. 

				In the 1960s, people often went to a pharmacist for advice, even before seeing a doctor. They were trusted professionals who not only dispensed medication but helped patients with their concerns and illnesses. Brian told me that there was never a nicer or more helpful man than Tommy Ricketts. He was dedicated to his profession, the students who trained under him, and his patients.

				 I followed my dad’s example and always wore a poppy on Remembrance Day. He’d put one on as soon as they came out, a week or two before November 11. He wore it proudly, to honour the men and women who fought and gave their lives for all of us to be free. Every Remembrance Day, he would go to the war memorial to pay his respects. He openly cried when they played The Last Post. 

				On February 10, 1967, Brian Healy received a call from a staff member at the drugstore who told him that Mr. Ricketts had suffered a heart attack. Brian rushed to the store to see what he could do, but it was too late. Dad took Mr. Ricketts’s death really hard, and more than once I heard him say, “He’s gone home to see the boys in heaven.”

				On a plaque where Tommy Ricketts’s store used to stand are some words that describe this wonderful man.

				While the words brave, gallant, and courageous are properly used to describe Tommy Ricketts, he was by nature a very mild-mannered person. Often thrust into the limelight by his proud past and admiring fellow-veterans and other Newfoundlanders, Tommy was a reluctant war hero. He felt that all who served during the Great War deserved honour and respect. He was never happier than with loving family or serving his customers. In 1967, forty-nine years after his gallant action in World War I, Tommy Ricketts passed away at his work, right here on this spot.

				I remember when Mom passed away a few months later that same year, Dad said that maybe Tommy Ricketts will finally get to meet her. I guess by now he has, and today I imagine Dad and Mr. Ricketts are together again, telling each other their old war stories.

			

		

	
		
			
				A Man Named Hey

				I’ve always had the greatest respect for the military. My father was in the navy, and he was quite proud of it. I remember a picture of him in St. John’s harbour, taken in the early 1940s, where he is standing on a ship ready for war, with Cabot Tower and Southside Road prominent in the background. He is in full military uniform, dressed as if he’s ready to do battle.

				Dad was in the Merchant Navy, and he had served twice in the Second World War. He went back to the war a second time after he recovered from a torpedo attack. When I joined the cadets in my high school years at Holy Cross, he would say how smart I looked in my band major uniform and with my shoes spit-shined. That was on Friday nights when I attended band practice. I guess I must have reminded him of himself when he was on duty twenty years before. When I made band major before my graduation, he said he was proud of me for achieving that rank.

				No one knows what goes through the minds of war veterans like my dad. So many of them came back from the war with no assistance from the government as they tried to integrate themselves back into society. I’m sure that the memories of many atrocities stayed in their minds.

				Every year, I go to the war memorial on Water Street and give thanks to those who gave their lives for us. When I went a few years ago, the silence there was broken by what sounded like a bomb exploding in the distance. It had probably come from a simulated cannon fired aboard a ship in the harbour. I imagined how frightening it must have been for men and women to hear that kind of noise every day during the war. 

				When we asked him about war, Dad would change the subject or say that the war was over with and it was not to be talked about. He kept his secrets. The only time he ever spoke of the war was after he’d had a few drinks of rum one Christmas. We were shocked when he told us how many of his buddies were lost when they were torpedoed on the open seas in May 1942. His eyes welled up, and we could hear the sadness in his voice as he talked about his dead friends lying in the water. We never asked him about the war again.

				I knew veterans talked to each other about the war. Dad would go to Water Street to meet up with his buddies, and they would sit and chat for hours. I sensed that they would only talk to each other about what they experienced. Civilians just wouldn’t understand the sacrifices they’d made. 

				In the years we strolled along Water Street, we’d run into some characters. People might call them bums today. They bummed money for liquor or food. Though he didn’t have much, my father always helped these people when they were in need. He would say that maybe one of them was the Lord Himself in disguise, or he could be a war veteran who was down on his luck and needed a helping hand. 

				While roaming downtown, we came across such a guy. His nickname was Hey. He walked around Water Street slumped over, in a bit of a crouch. The guy was tall, but his body was twisted and hunched over. He weighed about 170 pounds, his hair was wavy, and he had a stare that made him look abnormal. With his grey hair and turned-up coat, he looked kind of sinister, like he was hiding something. He also had a bit of a shake to him, like he was convulsing. The man always looked as if something was bothering him. He was scary, so we stayed away from him for the most part.

				No one knew where he came from. It seemed like he had just appeared one day and started lurching around the streets. He was harmless enough until you called him Hey, and then his whole personality changed. Whatever he had in his hand, whether it was an apple or an orange, a rock or a hammer, it was sure to come heading your way. There were rumours that Hey had been shell-shocked in the war, but no one could verify it.

				Kids can be cruel, of course, and he was teased a lot. In fact, some adults teased him, too. Why they did that was always a mystery to me. The poor guy wasn’t hurting anyone. He was just a bit simple-minded and wanted to be left alone. We never teased him, or anyone like him, for that matter—Dad would have killed us.

				One day, Dickie and I were on Water Street and met up with Dad when he was sitting with a few of his war buddies. While we were talking, Hey walked up the street. Some teenagers were pestering him and making fun of him. They called out “retard” and “stupid” and pushed him as they kept pace with him.

				Suddenly, my father became aggressive. One of his veteran friends walked over with him and placed himself in the middle of the young kids. As we looked on, my father faced the leader of the group and warned him to “leave the poor man alone.” When the teenager asked why he should do that, my father gave him a hard look. I’d never seen him like that before. Even Dickie backed away.

				“My son, it’s better that you leave this man alone,” Dad calmly told the leader of the group.

				The young man could sense that things were about to get serious. Dad was about forty-five years old, short but solid and tough-looking. There was no doubt he could hold his own in a fight. But that look . . . it was damn scary.

				“Why should I do that?” the punk asked, trying to be the hero while his friends were around. He was starting to feel afraid, though. I could tell. 

				Dad just looked at him before speaking again, just as calmly.

				“First of all, my friend, this man has done nothing to you, and secondly, he is a friend of mine from the war. He deserves your respect, so don’t make me ask you again. As I said, I want you and your friends to leave him be. I won’t ask you again.”

				Wow! He was telling, not asking, these teenagers to quit while they were ahead. Dad’s friend stood by, ready for anything. The silence was deafening. 

				The teenager knew that Dad wasn’t kidding. He looked at his buddies and, without a word, turned and walked away. A few seconds later, his friends followed his lead. I would have bet on my dad and his pal against anyone in the city that day.

				Dad went over to Hey and spoke to him. We couldn’t hear what he said, but Hey moved his head every now and then, nodding with understanding. Dad took some money out of his pocket and passed it to him. The chat lasted a few more minutes, and Hey nodded one last time before he walked away. He backed up a few steps, turned, and waved at Dad and his friends. The men at the table clapped Dad and the other veteran on the back when they returned to their seats, but Dad just shrugged. My father. That was him, always taking up for the downtrodden.

				The man called Hey didn’t speak to most people. He just wandered around downtown, talking to himself. Years later, after Hey had passed away, we found out that he was indeed a war veteran who had fought in World War II. People said that the war had done considerable damage to him, that he suffered from post-traumatic stress disorder, and he was never properly treated. Dad told me that Hey had been injured while helping his fellow soldiers who were under fire. A shell had exploded next to him and sent him to hospital for several months.  

				Those punks who teased Hey on Water Street never knew what Dad and his friends had gone through in the war. To Dad, Hey was a war hero, just like the rest of them, and he deserved the same level of respect. Hopefully those boys learned a lesson that day.

			

		

	
		
			
				My Last Trips with Canadian National Railways

				As a small boy I would lie awake at nights listening to the sound of the train and its whistle as it left the station on Water Street. I knew that my father was aboard those trains many times, heading west to Port aux Basques, which seemed like a millions miles away. I would say to Dad that one day I would love to take a trip with him on the Caribou, which was also known as the “Newfie Bullet.” His reply was always, “One of these days. We’ll see.” Little did I know that one day my dream would come true. Not only did my family take a few trips with Dad when we were young, I ended up working with him for two summers.

				When I turned seventeen, my father got me a job with CN during the summer holidays. My first year working was 1966, when my relatives went back home after Come Home Year. My older brother Edward was also working for CN. He had started the previous year. I didn’t work with him and Dad, as there were always two trains running to Port aux Basques on different shifts, but Ed and Dad worked together. I was on the 101, and Ed and Dad were on the 102. When I was working, they were at home, and vice versa. I made two trips with Dad my second year, but only one in 1966, when Dad was doing some overtime. Billy Hayes, Mom’s first cousin who lived at the top of Brazil Street, also worked with us on the “Bullet.” He and I took many trips to Port aux Basques together. He sort of took my father’s place looking out for me that year when Dad was working on the Caribou. 

				When one train left St. John’s, the other was on its way back to the city, and they would meet for a changeover in Corner Brook. If I’m not mistaken, the changeover took place at a spot called Cook’s Brook. One train stopped on the side of the tracks while the other passed by on its return route to St. John’s. The name “Newfie Bullet” was an affectionate joke. It was really the slowest, but friendliest, passenger train in the world. The Newfoundland Railway had been in operation after making its first trip across Newfoundland in 1898. 

				The trips to Port aux Basques in the late 1960s took twenty-two to twenty-four hours to complete, and of course it took about the same time—adjusting for stops along the way—to get back to St. John’s. The train left the city at eight-thirty or nine o’clock in the evening, and after stopping to drop off passengers and freight all through the night, it finally arrived at its destination 555 miles away.

				I’ll always remember the sound of the train as it moved over the tracks. The click, click, click of steel hitting steel beneath the coaches would lull you sleep. It always soothed me. 

				It was hard work—actually, the hardest work I had ever done. Catering to a train full of people who had to be fed was sometimes overwhelming. I worked alone in the pantry area, cleaning all the dirty dishes after the meals. This included breakfast, dinner, and supper dishes for everyone on board, both crew and passengers. Each meal, from serving to cleanup, took about three hours, and only then would we get a break. I remember running to use the bathroom once and then hurrying back to find another mountain of dirty dishes!

				I was paid $144 every two weeks, a huge amount of money in those days. CNR paid its employees very, very well. It worked out to be about three dollars an hour in labour. I think Dad received overtime, because he was a full-time union worker, but I was working part-time and only during the summer months, so I didn’t get any. However, I did get some tips, as the guys working with me always included the pantry guy in their share of those gratuities. My pay went toward the upkeep of our house. Nearly all working kids in those days had to pay rent or help their parents with the household bills. So, about seventy dollars every payday went to Dad and Mom. I still had about seventy-five for those two weeks, and I put about thirty of that into a savings account.

				When we left St. John’s, it always seemed as if we had a full load of passengers. They were always friendly. I never encountered anyone who got out of hand. Sometimes the lead engine would have six or seven coaches tagging along behind, and other times we’d have two engines lugging eight to ten coaches.

				CN prided itself on giving people more than what they had paid for, and employees went out of their way to ensure that the passengers’ few hours or full night aboard was comfortable and that they were treated with respect. I helped people with their luggage and other things when my regular shift had finished. My father would always tell me to take notice of people’s concerns and to never say no to a stranger riding with us, regardless of what they were asking. If we had a problem with a passenger, then we should talk to someone in charge. Never attempt to solve it alone.

				But I didn’t have any major problems the two years I worked there. People were good to me, and I never saw a fight aboard any of my shifts. No one argued, and I didn’t see any of the staff trying to outdo one another. We took our jobs in stride and did them professionally. My dad and Uncle Billy loved their jobs and knew that they were lucky to have them. They made good money, plus tips, while other men in town were out of work. 

				Our number one priority was service, and the second was to help other employees when we were off duty. Those who were disabled had a hard time getting aboard a train, even with the stepstools at the entrances. That first step was about two feet off the ground. I remember one night when a lady who was overweight had trouble getting up the first step. Billy Hayes and another porter and I had to help push this large lady aboard. We spent ten minutes trying to assist her—she must have weighed about 350 pounds—but we succeeded after one last, mighty shove. She thanked us with a dollar tip to each of us after we helped her to her seat.

				I dealt with important people who used the trains for business. Premier Joseph Roberts Smallwood and his cabinet used the rails quite often, and they had a full coach to conduct the busy work of Newfoundland and Labrador politics. They usually kept to themselves when they were aboard, and food and liquor were usually delivered to them. We didn’t bother them except to check on them from time to time to see that they had all they needed. 

				Hockey teams from Corner Brook, Grand Falls, St. John’s, and other points in between used the trains to head out to play one another, mostly on weekends. Government officials, lawyers, doctors, nurses, and the common man travelled to St. John’s using the CN railway system. After Newfoundland entered Confederation, the railway was still largely used as the main mode of transportation for many people in the province, and the train was filled to capacity each trip, until the Trans-Canada Highway was completed. Owning a motor vehicle was limited to those who could afford them, so transportation across Newfoundland was done mostly by rail.

				One night, we had a child about five years old who was with her mother, and we were told by train personnel to handle this girl very gently. She had just come from the General Hospital in St. John’s after having an operation to correct damage done to both her legs, as they had turned inward a few years after she was born. She had a splint and brace between her legs, with a bar separating her legs to make sure that they would keep straight during the healing process.

				Before leaving St. John’s, Shannon Coombs and I were sent into the railway station to help this young lady board the train. Her mother was very protective of her. The little girl couldn’t walk, even with crutches, so we had to carry her from her wheelchair to the boarding steps. Being very careful not to hit her legs, we took her from the station, walked her about a hundred feet to the train, and then lifted her up to the landing. There, two men then had to turn the girl sideways to make her fit through the narrow opening that led into the coach. When we stopped to let the woman and her daughter off in Corner Brook, she passed one of the stewards an envelope that contained ten dollars, which worked out to $2.50 each for the care we had given them. It was very generous.

				One evening, a guy named Dave Power and I were on our way back to St. John’s and got left at the station stop in Windsor. The train had stopped for an hour or so after a group of cattle blocked the tracks. Dave wanted to go to the bar across the track for a beer, but I didn’t. After some persuading on his part, I accompanied him on his walk to this establishment. We were only about two or three minutes away from the train, and we kept an ear out for the whistle.

				Up to that point, the only other bar I had ever been in was the Belmont on New Gower Street, so to go with him was a treat. Dave was about ten years older than me. He said he only wanted to have one beer. Well, one cold one led to another, and before we knew it, the train whistle was blowing. I grabbed Dave by the arm and hustled him through the door just as the train was leaving. We missed it by about a hundred feet, and now we were stranded in Windsor. Luckily, a man with a car took pity on us, and we raced up the road to catch the 102 before it left its next stop, which was several miles away! That little ride cost us ten dollars, five apiece. I never left the train with anyone again! Dave gave me the five dollars on the next trip for the trouble he had put me through. 

				The food that CN served in its dining room was unmatched by anyone in the service industry. I’ve heard it said so many times that it was the best food you could ever eat. For the two summers I worked there, no one complained about the food. From their hot roast beef and turkey sandwiches to their pork and steak dinners, their food was the talk of the whole province. Billy, Shannon, and I shared some incredible meals together.

				They had several prepared desserts, and their butterscotch pudding and cobbler pie were to die for. The best part was I could eat any of it to my heart’s content. Meals were free for employees. They also had small candy mints, with the CN logo on the package, which had to be laid by the customer’s plate at each and every meal. Great care was taken with this. When places were set before meals, all the plates, cups, and saucers—all with their own circular green CN logo on them—along with forks and knives were laid out in a certain pattern. The places were set every night for the breakfast to follow in the morning, and the procedure was repeated again before lunch and supper.

				One night we had someone who decided he was going to eat every bit of food on the train. A friend and I knew by the way he spoke that he had tons of money. He also dressed immaculately. Likely some kind of businessman from St. John’s. The man seemed nice at first, but he was loud when he wanted service. He waved his hand when he needed something, and with the big tips he offered, he got it. 

				The trouble started when he decided to go to the bar, which was behind the front engine, to belt back a few rum-and-Cokes before he started eating. Now, this was not a good idea, as he weighed about 300 pounds. He was quite inebriated when suppertime came around. Keep in mind that the rolling of the train over the tracks was like a ship’s rolling on the open sea. 

				The large man had devoured three large plates of roast beef, gravy and all, and was on his second or third dessert when it happened. He moved as if to get up, starting gurgling, and proceeded to throw up all over the table. Onlookers got sick as well, and the cabin was quickly cleared. It wasn’t pretty, and someone had to clean it up before anyone else came in. Luckily, with a big crowd aboard this trip, we had two dining coaches. A few porters escorted the man back to his berth and into bed, but the problem of the mess still remained. 

				Someone looked at me like I should do the dirty work, but the porter said that he and another crewman should take care of it. They looked meaningfully at the five-dollar tip the man had left on the table, and so it was decided. Five dollars was a big tip, but I didn’t want it that badly. I found out later that the porter had just wrapped up the tablecloth, silverware and all, and deposited the contents over the side of the train and into the woods! 

				I picked up so much from watching the other men caring for the customers that it followed me for years later into my working life. Great care went into dealing with each individual. The stewards and porters treated everyone with dignity and respect, as if he was the only customer on board. Courtesy was a CN trademark, and we took care of every little detail to ensure a pleasant trip. Passengers were called sir and ma’am. 

				Another evening, I was dead tired after cleaning up five full coaches. I was still cleaning dishes at ten o’clock that night, when we usually finished. But before I knew it, Billy, Shannon Coombs, and another hand were telling me to go to bed, because tomorrow would be another busy day. They entered the pantry, and the last thing I heard as I was leaving was the clanking of plates and cutlery while the three of them washed and sorted. I felt bad that I was so far behind in the cleanup, but we’d had a big crowd that trip. I was grateful for what they were doing for me. What an exceptional group of people.

				I did have some quiet time to myself, respites which grew less frequent the busier the summer became. When I had free time, I would go back to our coach, the second-last from the caboose, sit by the window, and watch the beautiful Newfoundland scenery drift by while I smoked a cigarette. I listened to the rhythm and sounds of the “Bullet” as it headed to its next destination. 

				The years 1966 and 1967 were the last I spent with CN. The next few years spelled the end of the passenger train run in Newfoundland. 

				Dad retired from CN in 1970 or 1971. He ended up working in the train station sorting parcels and letters for delivery across Newfoundland, but he was never really happy after the passenger trains were taken off in 1969. He told me that his days on the CN trains were the happiest of his working life.

			

		

	
		
			
				The Final Chapter

				One day, I was on my way home from work when I was stopped by a police officer who had followed me up Waldegrave Street. He shouted for me to stop. I had just left F. W. Woolworth’s on Water Street, where I was employed on weekends, the summer, and on the Easter and Christmas holidays, as well as for a few extra shifts in the evenings while still going to school.

				The officer walked up behind me. When I turned around, all I saw was the coal-black uniform. I froze in my tracks. In our younger days, fear of authority, especially cops, was palpable. I asked him, in a cordial manner, why he had stopped me. He said that he was the one who asked the questions and not me, whereupon he proceeded to search through my pockets. Inside my jacket was a small pocket knife I had bought at Woolworth’s weeks earlier. He asked me where I had gotten it. Still not sure why he had stopped me, I told him the truth.

				Instinctively, I knew that word of this incident would soon travel like lightning to the powers that be. By now it was on its way to Brazil Street and my parents. 

				The cop was a big dude, and he had a small scar across his cheek. His face looked like it had been on the losing side of many fights. His right eyelid had a large black mark over it, and I guessed he had been in some kind of brawl recently. It looked like his nose had been broken once or twice, as it slewed to one side. This guy was scary. He was about six feet tall and very broad, but the uniform frightened me more than anything else.

				He asked me where I lived. When a police officer asked you where you lived, it could mean trouble, so I said that unless he told me why he had stopped me, I was not going to answer his question. Defying him was a big mistake.

				Whack! He cuffed me on the side of the head, then grabbed me by the coat. Today he would have been charged with assault, but back then the cops reigned supreme. It was a fact of life, and it really used to tick me off, especially at that moment. After all, I had done nothing wrong.

				Some Irish Christian Brothers in school treated us the same way when we didn’t answer a question properly—or quickly. I always wished I were bigger so that I could teach my tormentors a lesson. I believed punishment should only come from parents.

				Satisfied that I was not the kid he was looking for, the policeman told me to go straight home. He didn’t have to tell me twice. Quickly, I ran to my house, equally ticked off because I had been stopped for something that I didn’t do and because I didn’t even know why he had stopped me in the first place. He never did give me a reason. I suppose I should have been thankful that he never “confiscated” my pocket knife.

				Unbeknownst to me, a neighbour had told Dad that a police officer had stopped me on the street. The gossip column was alive and well. My dad was a fair guy, as parents go, and he was pretty lenient when it came to discipline, but if one of his children had an encounter with an adult, and if that adult was a policeman . . . look out! 

				But all was forgiven when I told Dad that the police officer was looking for someone else. Dad knew that I had been working that day, so my story rang true to him. He did tell me, though, that the day a cop brought me or any of my brothers home was the day that trouble would begin inside the house. Mom and Dad were like most parents of the day. They put authority on a very high pedestal. When a priest, a Christian Brother, or a cop spoke to you, you listened. 

				After I left Canadian National Railway, I bought my first car, a light-green 1968 Pontiac Laurentian. It was a year old. I paid $700 for it, taxes in, which I had saved for years. It doesn’t seem like a lot by today’s standards, but it certainly was in those days. That car was my pride and joy for years. I got $500 for it when I sold it in 1971, because I kept it in good condition.

				I spent twenty-four and a half years working for Coca-Cola, until the plant on O’Leary Avenue closed in 1991. It is now a Rona Home & Garden store. When the plant shut down, I went back to school to earn my grade twelve and to re-educate. When I finished, I spent the next several years working as a student loans officer for a private school in the city. After that school closed, it was on to the St. John’s International Airport as a warrant officer with the Canadian Corps of Commissionaires for another eleven years. My friend Tommy Dodd was my boss there. We lost that contract there in 2010, and I became unemployed. I retired for approximately five months before returning to work, this time at Rona on Torbay Road here in St. John’s. 

				As the years move on, people move on with them. Dickie and I slowly drifted apart, as our time off work didn’t mesh. I was living on the other side of St. John’s, miles away from Brazil Street, Tommy had joined the military, Dickie was working long hours with the St. John’s Municipal Council, and I was working long hours with Coca-Cola. 

				As a young man, and throughout my working life, I always had the desire to write. I even told my dad when I was thirteen or fourteen years old that I would one day write my memoirs. He believed me. I had been jotting things down since I was about ten years old.

				I hope I have succeeded in painting a clear picture of what it was like to grow up in the 1950s and 1960s in St. John’s. Every day while writing my biographical trilogy—Corner Boys, Townies, and now Brazil Street—I knew that this, the final chapter, would have to be written, and I’ve approached it with no small degree of sadness. In everything there is a beginning and an end, and so it is with these books. I’ve enjoyed writing every single word. I said what I needed to say, and hopefully I’ve given my readers some enjoyment. 

				In these three books, I’ve written down everything that I could remember from my childhood. I did it so that my children, their children, and the next generation will know how we lived, how we survived, and how we became the people we are today. 

				I will always remember the fun that Dickie White, Tommy Dodd, and I had during the 1950s and 1960s. My best buddy, Dickie White, passed away in December 2006. I’m sure that if he were alive today he would have enjoyed reading about all of our exploits. Any words I write will not do Dickie justice, but the words of his sister Laura Martin, shared in a Facebook post, will:

				He was my big teddy bear / father / friend and best brother in the world, but the best thing of all, he was our mother’s right arm after Dad died. He became the man of the house, and he kept us all on the straight and narrow. My mother had the best son when it came to Dickie. He looked after her until the day he passed away. That is why we loved him so much. I could tell you a million things about how good my brother was, but one thing I will tell you is he had a very good heart, and we loved him with all of ours.

				What could I possible add to that? As Laura said, he was a great man. To me he was the best. 

				My parents had a great influence on me and my brothers. Edward Jr. told me when Dad passed away that he thought the world of us all . . .  but he said that I was Dad’s favourite. That meant a lot to me. Dad also taught me to be strong in life because we only go this way once. With Mom’s passing, so went part of my life. We were very close, and I miss her. I know that a part of Dad died, too. I know that I will see her and Dad again someday.

				My brother Hubert passed away on Boxing Day, 2013. The best way to describe him is he was crazy funny. He wrote the book on don’t-give-a-damn. He was the life of the party, and without him, the party just wasn’t fun. Ed, Calvin, and Angus all agreed that he was the funniest guy in the world. I never saw him sad, and his positive attitude was contagious. Angus and Hubert were very close. You would rarely see one without the other. 

				As I mentioned, Hubert quit school at fourteen and went off to Verdun, Quebec, to work. His lack of education didn’t hold him back. He was smarter than any of his four brothers, and we all finished school! He could, as the old saying goes, put an arse in a cat. He once told us that he was the smartest Hunt boy because he had spent seven years in grade seven.

				Sometimes I wish I could be more like him, as nothing seemed to bother him, not even his COPD diagnosis, and then cancer, a few years before he died. He even joked that he had to die first because we, his brothers, were so stunned that we needed him up there in heaven to haul us through the gate. Hubert was funny right up to the end. He was sixty years old when he passed away.

				While I was writing this book, another one of my brothers went to meet his Maker. The youngest of the family, Angus, passed away on November 27, 2015. He was another wonderful man. Angus and Hubert were not only our brothers but great friends, and I am sure that now they are together again. 

				Another sad note to add is the passing of my friend Stephen Phillips in August of 2015. He was a great guy who loved life and his family, and he was one of the nicest people I have ever had the pleasure of knowing. Stephen went out of his way to do things for me, and I always felt like I had a true friend with him around. He loved my writing and was both my supporter and critic. He’d joke that he should have been in my memoirs, though he was ten years my junior. So, Steve, here’s to you. You now have a place in my books. You take care.

				Life sometimes throws us twists and turns. On the night of June 14, 2012, my daughter, Heather, who lives in Calgary, phoned me at work to say that my son, Stephen, who also lives there, was involved in a major car accident while on the Deerfoot Highway. He was unconscious and in an induced coma. The guy who was working with him that day said he just collapsed behind the wheel, proceeded to drive over an embankment, and then struck a concrete pillar. He had several seizures before they got him into Foot Hills Hospital in Calgary. His friend was unhurt. The doctors guessed that a piece of surveying equipment had struck my son in the head before the truck came to a complete stop. Neither one can remember the crash.

				To say that his mother and I were in shock would be putting it mildly. I still play that phone call from my daughter over and over in my mind. It will never leave me. Luckily, due in part to my previous job at the St. John’s International Airport, my better half, Marion, and I, along with my ex-wife, Sharon, and her man, Jim, were on a plane the next morning and on our way to Calgary, thanks to the good people at Air Canada. We arrived there late in the evening. 

				I hope that no one who reads this has to look at his or her child in an ICU ward. It is a helpless feeling. Stephen required sixty-three stitches to close the head wound he sustained in the accident. His condition was diagnosed as TBI, or traumatic brain injury. Today, people use all kinds of excuses to dismiss God. But several days later I saw my son come back to life again. Slowly, he started to come around, and by the time we left Calgary, he had been given clearance to go home. Though he was left with short-term memory loss, he was alive, and that was all that mattered to me and his mother.

				Stephen celebrated his thirty-ninth birthday on February 3, 2017. He can’t go back to work now and probably never will. While he was in hospital, his wife, Cheryl, gave birth to our grandson Joshua, on Friday, July 13, 2012. Stephen had to be transported by ambulance from one hospital to another to see his newborn son. I got to hold my grandson before we left for home. 

				More good news: a few years later, my daughter, Heather, gave birth to my granddaughter, her first child, Maria, on November 14, 2014. But living so far away, I don’t get to see them as much as I like. 

				It has taken many years, but I can say that I have found my Orphan Lake. Dickie would be proud. 

				When I penned my first book in this trilogy, I searched for a poem I had written years ago, called “Orphan Lake.” I had dedicated it to my good friend Malcolm “Dickie” White. It describes the belief we had that one day we would both find our lake—whatever we conceived it to be. Here it is.

			

		

	
		
			
				Orphan Lake

				We were lost in a sea of uncertainty

				As we looked for our Orphan Lake

				Where time and love does not stand still

				Life’s changes it would make

				We dreamt our dream that we did chase

				As our lives quickly moved along

				To a magical place we needed to be

				Where nothing could go wrong

				Our Orphan Lake was a visioned way of hope

				To the life that we searched for

				In our minds it took us from our past

				And it would last forevermore

				We challenged life and its mysteries

				And we seemed to find the way

				To find that lake within our dreams

				That we knew we would have someday

				We saw it there within our minds

				Of that we did not deny

				To us it held the many secrets of life

				And we would not let it pass us by

				Dedicated to

				Malcolm “Dickie “ White 

				(May 18, 1950 – December 28, 2006)
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