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MEMBERS OF THE SENIORS AND THEIR GUESTS ARE WELCOME  TO 
THE - 

FIRST EVER  
SECHELT SENIOR IDOL! & LUNCHEON  

APRIL 15TH / 08 
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PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE  FOR APRIL 2008 

A successful meeting was held with the Chairpersons of all the Activity Groups.  Many topics 
were discussed and there were many interesting discussions and questions.  We hope to 
make these meetings a twice yearly event.  People get to know one another and it keeps the 
Activity Groups in touch with what is happening at the Centre.  
��
One topic that is an issue on the weekends and over the summer is that of all the dirty coffee 
cups because we have no one to wash these dirty dishes.  The Activity Chairpersons felt that 
users should start bringing their own coffee cups so that this does not continue to be an is-
sue.  As well, the centre will provide some paper cups. 
��
Thank you to all who came out for this meeting.  It was really appreciated. 
��
One group that works in the background and we seldom see is our Security Volunteers.  
These folks are always available, coming out at all hours, directing outside rental groups, an-
swering alarm activations, locking up every night to keep our Centre safe and secure.  On 
behalf of the General Membership, I would like to thank the following people for their dedica-
tion:  Mike McCarthy, Ton Donkersloot, Joe Clitheroe, Jim Fitzsimmons, Vern Matthaus, 
Stephen Lee, Bonnie Hewitt and Gwenda Thain. 
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DIRECTOR’S MEETING   APRIL  8TH   9:30 AM  
GENERAL MEETING   APRIL  17TH   1:30 PM 
FRIENDSHIP HOUR   APRIL   1ST     2:00 PM 
SPECIAL LUNCHEON   APRIL 15TH  12:00 NOON  
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SENIOR’S GOLDEN OLDIE RECIPES 


����������;��
��
��	�����'������
�	�������������

'������
�������

�,��
��

��������;������
����4��������
���
��������

�����

�
�<���
�����=6>�77?�:?8:�

Tues March 4th approx. forty seniors came out to the Friendship 
hour – It was a friendly bunch and the tables were done in a St. Pat-
rick’s day green theme decorated by Jean Griffiths.  Ina Grafe, intro-
duced,  Ms. Jane Tetlow, a visitor to the Coast from Qualicum 
Beach and Jerry and Marg.  Van Luven, new members of the friend-
ship group were warmly greeted.  If you missed this Friendship hour 
– there will be another one next month on Tues. April 1st. at 2:00 
pm. Be a friend and bring a friend.   

3
��18���	����
�,��1�/����
��1<� �

As much as we all love pets it has been noticed that some of the pets have been brought into 
the dining area of the centre.  Due to health regulations this is not permitted and we are told 
the only animals (apart from ourselves) allowed in the dining room are the guide dogs which 
accompany blind or severely handicapped persons.   

ATTENTION: DOG GONE-IT!!! �
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�� URROGATE MOM                   

    An old horse named Gloria came to live with us when our children were young. I did not want her to come 
to our acreage because she was past twenty years old, which is quite old for a horse. They do not live many 
years as human beings do. “She will die here and that will be a sad time for all of us,” I thought; but when I 
tried to explain this to our sixteen-year-old daughter Carol, she insisted, “She’s the one I want!” She was call-
ing by phone from Lloydminster, Alta., where she had been staying with her cousins, daughters of my twin 
sister. They had worked some shifts at Dairy Queen and Carol decided to spend her money on this horse, 
owned by her cousins and their parents. Gloria was a patient, gentle mare; an American Saddle bred with pa-
pers to prove her good breeding. Carol asked her Dad to bring a horse trailer when we came there to visit her 
Aunt Joan and Uncle Bob, so at the end of the summer we hauled a horse trailer to Lloydminster. We brought 
Carol and Gloria home to our acreage near College Heights, Alta., where our children attended school. 

    We were surprised that Gloria still had plenty of energy and could run faster than our younger horses. An-
other surprise was in store for us! After she was with us for two years, she had a baby, a little filly! We thought 
that was wonderful, but because of her age we decided we had better keep her separated from our young Ara-
bian stallion, so she would not have any more little ones to raise; but he got into the pasture where Gloria was 
and caused a problem. She didn’t want him in the pasture; most likely because her foal, only a week old, was 
there with her. She would be protective of her baby; so they had a fight! We were away from home that day, 
and heard what had happened from our friend Mr.Werner, who lived nearby and saw the clash between the 
two horses. We had bought our land from him and enjoyed having the Werners for neighbors. He explained 
that Gloria’s leg and been injured, and she fell and could not get up again.  
    The veterinarian came to try to help her, but he felt that she would not be able to recover at her age, and 
should be put out of her misery. I should have accepted his decision, but I suggested that we wait until the next 
day before giving her the lethal injection, just to see if she might possibly survive this injury; so the vet doctor 
went back to town. We brought Gloria some water and sweet clover to eat, hoping for the best. 
 
     For many years we had a wonderful pet; a dog, part German Shepherd and part Golden Lab, whose name 
was Shane. The day Gloria was injured, I felt impressed at midnight to go out to the pasture and stay awhile 
with her, and Shane came along with me. I covered Gloria with a canvas tarp to protect her from the cool night 
air, and sat beside her on a bale of hay. She seemed very agitated and kept throwing her legs around, trying to 
stand on her feet. In her pitiful struggle to get up, she had dug holes in the ground with her hoofs. Suddenly I 
became alarmed; for now I heard what Gloria had been hearing ---coyotes howling, first far away, but coming 
closer! I knew that they would try to steal her foal and likely attack her. I spoke to her, reassuring her that we 
would take care of her baby for her, but I knew that Shane could not run off a whole pack of coyotes. There 
was no way of knowing how many of these creatures there were, and we were a long distance from our house. 
I thought that if necessary I would run to our neighbor, young Ralph                                           
 
 Werner, whose mobile home was just across the road from where Gloria fell. I prayed                                                     
to Jesus, asking Him to keep the coyotes away. I thought of singing to Gloria so that she  might be able to re-
lax, and at the same time the coyotes would hear and know that she was not alone.    
    I started singing:  “ There’ll be peace in the valley for me some day, 
                                   There’ll be peace in the valley for me. 
                                   No more sorrow or sadness, or trouble will be, 
                                   There’ll be peace in the valley for me!” 
 
     Gloria quit throwing her legs around. The hungry coyotes backed away into the night, and all was quiet in 
the countryside. 
�����

OUR SILVER THREADS MEMOIRS - BY JEAN CLEARY  
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OUR SILVER THREADS  MEMOIRS -  JEAN CLEARY  CONT… �

After the threat from the coyotes was past, I hurried back to the house with Shane, and Carol’s Dad got out of 
bed and went out to the pasture to stay with Gloria. The next morning she refused to eat or drink, so we had to 
call the vet doctor back, to give her the injection she needed to put her out of her misery. I asked the veterinar-
ian if he thought her little foal should be brought to a corral closer to the house. He said that she would surely 
hurt herself trying to return to where her mother’s still body was; therefore it was best to leave her there for a 
little while until she came to understand that her mother was no longer with her. I felt very sad when I saw the 
hungry little one nibble on the tip of one ear that was not covered by the canvas tarp over the mare’s body. 
    Standing nearby watching from the other side of the fence, was another mare named Star. She also had a 
little filly, and plenty of milk. Looking into her one eye that I could 
see, I spoke to her, suggesting that she might give this hungry little one a drink of her 
milk. Her eye seemed to flicker, and I had the impression that she understood; but she refused! Throwing her 
head high, and whinnying to her own foal to follow, she ran away! Our dog Shane seemed to understand that 
something very sad had happened, and stood nearby for a long time. 
The veterinarian had calf manna for sale, but he was in grave doubt that a foal so young could survive without 
the attention of its mother. Then Mr.Werner’s daughter Grace, friends with our youngest daughter Dale, re-
membered a picture she had seen of a foal that had been nursed by a nanny goat. I wondered who in our area 
might have goats so I phoned a friend who lived in Lacombe for many years, Jean Wood. She had seen goats 
not far north of College Heights, in Morningside. 
    Our son Michael, who had just passed his driving exam and bought an old car, helped me to find the goat 
farm. When I told the farmer we needed goats’ milk and why, he said that he didn’t milk his goats; “but you 
can milk one if you like,” he added with a grin. “Would you sell one of your goats?” I asked him. This friendly 
farmer had a solution to our problem; a little nanny that had lost its kid the same day Gloria died! She should 
be the ideal surrogate mom for our pitiful little foal! 
    He asked for only $40.00, which we thought was a fair price. We had been expecting to buy milk that day. I 
had only $20.00 in my purse, but Michael had $20.00, so we bought her on the spot. Eyeing the man’s half-ton 
truck, I asked him, “How shall we transport her?” He replied, “Put her in your car!” I was glad that Michael 
had brought me there in his old car. We spread some newspapers in the back of the car, and the farmer lifted 
the unhappy, bawling nanny into the car beside Mike’s friend Al, who had accompanied us. On the way home, 
over all the commotion in the back seat, I said to Mike, “We forgot to get a receipt for our money!” “No mat-
ter Mom,” Mike replied, “We’ve got the goat!” 
    When we arrived home, Mrs.Werner gave us a large nipple she had used for feeding young calves, so Mike 
and Al milked the goat and put the milk into a pop bottle. Our little foal had her first drink of goat’s milk.  My 
husband Ernie took on the task of milking the goat until we realized that her new nanny was nursing this 
adopted kid. Thanks to Nanny, she survived, and we named her Belle, but that first day when our attention was 
elsewhere, this goat ate our small willow tree, all of it. We had to keep her tied up until we wound chicken 
wire all around the fencing of the small corral.  
     Whenever they lay down to sleep Nanny would cuddle up close with her head on Belle’s neck.  She cried 
and complained whenever we took Belle out of the corral for exercise. When I brought clover from the side of 
the road and branches from certain kinds of trees for a treat, Nanny would lay her head on my shoulder and 
look at me with those strange eyes goats have; somewhat like a cat’s eyes. The little horse would also eat the 
branches, which horses do not usually eat. 
     I was glad we had been able to keep my promise to Gloria to take care of her baby. 
Though Belle was growing fast, Nanny was very protective of her.  
    Belle had Nanny’s undivided attention, but when we brought her outside their corral into the pasture it was a 
very different situation. The other horses did not want her near them. It could have been because the scent of 
the goat on her was noticeable to a horse. The mares would kick at her and chase her away and this worried 
me; so I called the veterinarian to speak to him about this problem. I was afraid that Belle might be hurt; as her 
mother had been seriously injured. What could we do to protect Belle when she was out in the pasture? 



    The vet suggested that we separate the other two foals on our property from their mothers and put all three 
young ones together. He said that they were old enough to be weaned from their mothers’ milk and that the 
mares would soon be weaning their young. He thought that the younger horses would accept Belle. This was 
good advice and they did get along very well together. Horses, like children, do not stay babies forever; eventu-
ally they grow up and take their place in the world. 
    The cold Alberta winter was approaching and we worried about Nanny, as we did not have a good place to 
shelter her from the freezing cold weather. Before we moved Belle out of the corral that was home to her and 
Nanny, I called the goat farmer and offered to give Nanny back to him. I thought that her familiar home with 
the goat farmer and his goats would be the best place for her now. The man came with his half-ton truck and 
insisted on giving back half of the purchase price we paid for her; though I felt that she had done a great service 
for us in raising our little horse. When he picked her up and placed her into the back of his truck she resisted 
loudly, bawling and complaining just as she had when he put her into Michael’s car. He said not to worry about 
her; that he had a mate waiting for her and she would have her own kid in the Springtime. Then she would be 
content! 
Thank you Jean for sharing your memoirs – Jean works in our kitchen, for which we are very grateful . 
 Jean  would be happy to tell you even more of  her story – as there was too much for our small paper.  
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OUR SILVER THREADS  MEMOIRS -  JEAN CLEARY CONT... �
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A dog is truly a man's best friend.  If you 
don't believe it, just try this experiment: 
  
            1. Lock both your dog and your 
wife together in the trunk of your car for 
an hour. 
            2. When you open the trunk, see 
which one is really happy to see you! 

DON’T FORGET YOUR TAX FORMS 
   Every Thurs. in the Reeve Farish room at 
11:00 am - 3:30 pm only until  April 24th.  Louis Le-
gal and his helper volunteer to do your taxes if you 
meet the minimum requirement.    It is not necessary 
to make an appointment.  It is on a first come, first 
serve basis.  When you arrive you will be given a 
number and you will be taken in that order.  �

TAX TIME  AGAIN! 

S.O.S. for the Kitchen 
    Our kitchen volunteers  have kept the kitchen 
fully staffed five days a week since Fall and 
have done such an excellent job preparing and 
serving meals to our members.  As everyone 
knows, our Friday fish and chips has drawn in 
good size crowds to enjoy Laura's popular fish 
and chips recipe. 
   However we need some help.  We have an 
excellent number of volunteers who are helping 
as dishwashers, but we're working with a short 
list of dishwashers. 

 
We need a few more people to help out as dish-
washers. 
  
      Dishwashers work from about 11:30 to 2 
PM(depending on the day) and are trained by 
one of the current experienced dishwashers.  It 
isn't a difficult task to learn.  So if you're will-
ing and have a little extra time to commit once 
or twice per month, please give Elizabeth a call 
@ 604-885-8845.  Thank you. 
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Come for lunch on Tues. April 15th /08 and enjoy a nice 
lunch of :   
CHICKEN SOUVLAKI WITH RICE  & A GREEK SALAD.  
SALLY’S  DELICIOUS BAKLAVA FOR DESSERT.  
OUR BAR IS OPEN FOR REFRESHMENTS. 
PRICE:  $10.00 PER/ERSON  

OTHER EVENTS TO WATCH FOR :   
MAY   TUES. 13TH SPRING FLING  
JUNE  TUES. 17TH   SHERLOCK 
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TO BECOME THE NEXT SECHELT SENIOR IDOL - DUST OFF T HOSE DANCING 
SHOES, OIL UP THOSE SINGING PIPES, DIG OUT THAT ACCORDIAN OR ANY 
OTHER INSTRUMENT YOU LIKE TO PLAY AND THERE IS ROOM  FOR ALL YOU 
COMEDIANS TOO.  GET READY TO PERFORM AT THE SENIOR’ S SPRING FLING 
LUNCHEON. 
 YOU COULD IMPRESS THE JUDGES AND WALK AWAY WITH TH E TITLE OF  
SENIOR IDOL.  IT IS ALL FOR FUN . 

NOTE FROM BUS COMMITTEE:  REFUNDS FOR CANCELLED BUS  TRIPS 
CAN BE PICKED UP FROM MARILYN O’SEEN, YOUR BUS CO-O RDINATOR, 
EVERY MONDAY FROM 11:30 - 3:00 PM .  
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EVENTS: FRIDAYS  AT THE MOVIE - 1:15PM 
  PLAN TO COME FOR FISH & CHIPS   
  AND STAY FOR THE MOVIE .  
  CHECK OUT THE NOTICE BOARD  
IN THE LOBBY OR THE SENIORS WEBSITE FOR THE 
MOVIE TITLE.   �

ATTENTION:   
 
ALL DANCERS  
 
WELCOME TO  
 
TEA DANCES - Sun-
day,  March 30 th  be-
tween 2:00 – 4:00  

WANTED!!!!! 
Our Seniors Hayward bus committee is seeking additional 
drivers for day trips.  If you have a Class 4 driver’s license  
consider volunteering to drive our 20 passenger bus. 
For more information  please phone the office and leave your  
name and number. 604-885-8910 

FRIDAY AT THE MOVIES  

GENERAL MEETINGS EVERY THIRD THURSDAY OF THE MONTH  AT 1:30PM AND AF-
TER THE MEETING WE HAVE A SOCIAL REFRESHMENT BREAK.  HELP IS REQUIRED 
TO PUT OUT THE  COFFEE , TEA AND GOODIES ONCE A MONTH .  IF YOU WOULD LIKE 
TO BE SO KIND AS TO DO THIS  EACH MONTH.  PLEASE CALL THE OFFICE AND 
LEAVE YOUR NAME AND NUMBER  OR BETTER YET COME IN AND VISIT US.   
604-885-8910 

Over one hundred members and their guests came in to the centre for a St. Patrick’s Day lunch-
eon.  The décor was the traditional Shamrocks and plenty of green they were O’ wearin.  Ina 
Grafe welcomed all and introduced Dawne Thorne, who made an appeal to all the grannies to 
please bring in their pennies to help the grannies in Africa who are raising their grandchildren 
due to the aids epidemic.  The Red Hatters showed up in their red hats and they also were in 
green – a real colourful lot.  Reg Dickson was a roving troubadour leading everyone in a num-
ber of old favourite Irish tunes. Joe and Anne Clitheroe were congratulated for having reached 
their fifty-second anniversary. President, Wilma Lorimer, greeted everyone and thanked the 
cook, Laura, and  all the people who worked in the kitchen to put out the luncheon. Prizes were 
won by :  Alice Matthaus, Gwen Southin,  Jean Romalis. 50/50 was won by Robin Davies and 
Lynn Lowden.  All in all Twas a good day with even a few jokes told on the Irish. 

ST. PADDY’S DAY LUNCH-

Our maintenance co-ordinator, Ron, is asking for volunteers to come forward who have knowl-
edge in several areas such as electrical, climbing ladders to change light bulbs, plumbing, car-
pentry, painting, mechanical, welding knowledge would be appreciated and gardening.  If you 
can help in any of these areas please sign the form at the desk in the lobby or phone the centre 
and leave your name and number and Ron will get back to you.   


