CHAPTER
TWO

MY MATERNAL GRANDFATHER,
VICTOR COLONVAL
AND
HIS VERY UNIQUE STORIES
AND

MY LOVE OF MUSIC
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In November of 1959, shortly after I was promoted to "'District
Manager'' of Midwest Canada, for the Upjohn Company of Canada, 1
visited Montreal to attend a District Manager's meeting. While in
Montreal I contacted Nanny Guarino's older sister, my Auntie Nellie.
Aunt Nellie had left the old Colonval homestead at St. Lupicin, Manitoba
in her early twenties, either shortly before or during World War 1. She was
married to Gaston Qublet, a widower from St. Lupicin. Gaston had three
children by a previous marriage, and since my Auntie Nellie could not

have children she adopted them and raised them as her own.

She and Gaston had moved to Montreal in the 1920's and had
adopted three children. One of her children was Clementine (my cousin),
who was married to Joseph Imbault, a Montreal policeman. Just prior to
my visit to he had been promoted to a sergeant in the Montreal Police
Department. I spent several wonderful evenings with them in their home
in Montreal, and visited my Auntie Nellie and Gaston, who lived above a
small hardware a hardware store that their son Emile operated. I had a
wonderful visit with them. Joe took me downtown to the main Police
station and showed me the ''tank'' where all the people picked up by the
police were detained until their court appearances before a judge. He
showed me how people that were arrested were ''finger-printed'' and
"mugged'' (their picture taken). I had a wonderful visit with them. We

took home movies and I had the opportunity to meet many of my



Montreal relatives. Finally, my cousin Clementine gave the priceless gift
of the notebook in which my grandfather had written his short stories

many years previously.

The notebook was a very simple black covered five cent black
notebook that children of that era used at school. It contained about
twenty lined pages. Imagine my surprise when I learned that it contained
two short stories that my grandfather Victor Colonval had written many
years previously, while he was ''wintering'' on his homestead at St.

Lupicin, Manitoba.

Grandpa Colonval had used an ink ''dip'’ pen. I can visualize how
he wrote his stories. He would have to dip his pen into an inkwell prior to
each word or small group of two or three words. It must have been a
tedious and labourious task for him. Also, considering that electricity was
not available for my grandparents, he must have written a great deal of his
"manuscript'’ with the aid of coal oil or ""kerosene'’ lamps. It appears that
he wrote his short stories in the early ''thirties'’, during the peak of the
Great Depression. This is evident because of the remarks that he made in

his story about Mars.

On the inside of the front cover of the old black notebook, Grandpa
Colonval had written the following, in beautiful script-like handwriting.

From Victor Colopwal
St Lupicin, Manitolu. Canada

On the first page of the small black student notebook, approximately eight
and a half by eleven inches was the following title:



NOTE:

I have inserted Grandpa Colonval's stories at this point in my

autobiography, and have attempted to retain the "exact" and
"original" 1language that my he used. The apparent inaccuracies in
spelling and grammar throughout the stories ARE NOT ACCIDENTAL
(This rendition is

EXACTLY as my grandfather wrote it.)

WM Wil Twe Grooms
Short-Short, By V. Colomua

Tle otlier dasy | meet an old comanrade of College of
Yt mame of Jack Grabam, an Iisbman. He was
walling abead of me on Y sidewall and be was
Looking and acting bibe 4 drvunden man and lis
dotles, Arty. | Hallo to bim s Uat You, Jack. He
ade bards with me.

Weere ane you going 0 earky | aked lim.
[ dow'1 bnow e 2aid.



What banve you be doing my dear Jack o bave
some houble with e police and bave to pass Ue vigfd

Well 241 4 Long story To 1l you 1ight Lene in
e widdle of He street o we slop 1o some plact and
bave 4 flass of sometling | will 2l you werytling,

Alter we ane siting a1 the Table Jack 1old me, |
MWAWMMWWWWM
WMMWWM%WAMMWWM,
MIMAWMMW%WemMW
crmony Wal come Wil Ye wedding as Ye [ormality
a1 e bunch, Wen 4 Taxi ride 1o Wt park, and Aismer
1 the nertaunint and affter e damce a1 e ball room
o way far in Yo widdle of Mt 1igfl, and you bmow, |
con't mate 4 ep only wlhen | am walling. Contrary
o Mat | was in Love Wil 4 vice Ylond gnk, an orplbar
and alome in Ye werld. Sle s carbien in 4 department
Aot and W marniage was [eed for Ue 2SH. of
Auguat. So | Told Elise Hhat len pame, Hal X was Too
bard fjor me 1o gors Ybrowgh all Wore formalities, 1o ofe



il ) Al Weose Wirngs make you afpaid we conld
amringt 1o bave Enile Wil me in your place s e
boarding bovse where ofe Live. Emile will be dnessed an
Wit gpoom, be will Take me 1o We chunch, and 1o Hie
pork and after To divmer and 1o e danet in your
plact and you will be my busband just He same,
Nebody never will fmow what you s4id.

[ dow't tind Emile will Lend bimael] to suck
combination i) 2 11 ewer dlscovertd be would be

Nobody wever will bmow and 1o 1ight | am
going o ask bim.,

e et dawy | [ind len sl joie. Emile ban
corsnted and be was very fad and bappy o (UL e
W%WWWWMMJWMWWW
aee i b don't play bis pant 2igft o To e very und.

So e day of ovwr marnriage amived Yol wan
gpetrday. | saw Elise Tade a Tari with Emile or e
bunrch, | followed i anotber Taxi, after Yt ey wernt
Yo e pank, and To We nertasriont, and 1o te damet, |



beep sy [pom tose places bt a1 ddever o' lock |
Yeougfl Wat war about e Lime To show muyael] and
[ asked one of Hhe boys where was e bride 4 e
The bride be 1aid, bt sbe Lo gone wilh ben

And you aee Wem going away | asled e boy

Ae [ 22t you now Le 1aid | ewen Lelped Wem to
Yo 1ol Wil 4 comple of amall pips and some packages
[ fean e groom direet e briver 1o e Trmiruns Room
18.

Alter s revelation | began T aee ned. | wesnt
down [jour sleps a1 Yhe Bime e laing of Hhe danee ball
and Tadiong & 1 Bem mminmisten affler | wan a1 Hhe
Termins. | ron wp Yhe staing wilboud asding nolling
to nobody and anding lefore Ue door of room 18, |
bmock, we dnswer. | called Wem Elise, Emile, ma



anwer g6 | made 10 much roise Yol somebody of e
botel called e police and | was collared by Two strong
(llows and Taber To U police slation To cool down.

Now ewerything s over | can't daim Ebise e
g Wit dnd | can't 1l on e otlen [lhow

wow whal | sam 1o Ae.

Wba\’adéiéwwualamfwéahaw
what |

M%WW,mWoWWWA
mamnitd Elae for Limatl] and bane been i Love witl e
gl for guite 4 while and as Elise prefered Enile 1o you
e was heeging you in e resrwe and a1 e date you
only bnow by bimatl] was ol 40t ready and you
speed lim wp amd gue bim e best chance of Yo world
%Wﬂm%ww.

“THE EAR”



Note:

Grandpa Colonval spent most of his spare time during one
winter writing his short stories. When my Auntie Nellie and her
husband Gaston

Oublet left St. Lupicin for Montreal during “The Great
Depression”, my grandfather gave them his little black scribbler with
the two stories that he had written. The following is the second story

that he had written. Again, I have "reproduced" it EXACTLY as he
had written it.) P.S. I added the illustration of the planetary
system (below) to head up his title.

Os Dlanet Mars inn 4 Dream

By V. Colomual

(The diagram above was inserted into this document)

# s worder|ul Low (4ot 4 drtam havel. 4
(o diys ag0 | went 1o bed 41 e ordiomarsy Time about
MWo'M%M%MWWW
W,WWWW%W’MAM
Yot carny me To plarnet Mars. when | 461 fool in 4
billant swnsbine Ye [irot Yirk | 2w was 4 bunel of
et by a1 rolling and pusbing Toward He river 4
big canot made oul of 4 big Tree, | heep wrder cover of



some bl BZU | was nean Yem and | lad Y biggedt
wwrprise in my Lo, a1 Mo mera were sl covered with
bain Libe mondeys and [pom e weck o ball) way down
Yo cbeat and back Wy bad 4 mane of bain bLibe 4 male
Lor AU 1l mers over 2ix [eets amd well built and
(e specimens of Wt buman race | was very much
apaid and embarrassed ot man was busy To pudk 4
WM%WWO&WWMWoWW
pruging T wp 10 To e Yhe otlen [lla chance to bave bin
noller well wnden and all west back 1o e rean and one
of Hhem yelled (Pusba Aclaine) Mat <o old [pench and
W%WwMWmFWWWM
Wit peasarts amd i called (Patois) 10 wnderstanding
Wis banguage well | showed mustl] 1o Wem and s6id
(Bonjourney Certont) ot mean good day wervbody,
Yoy were as musch swrprised s | was no lain on mysdl]
Libee Yham but my wnderwean on, | ashed Wem 1o be
Tader o Hein lirf 16 | conld sbow lim my presnce on
bis domain, one of Mt mens come with me and | was
whoductd 1o an old man wearky Sewes Feets Tall with
lis bain amd mane whitle 41 Snow.



You are very welcome be said and | am very pleased
Wil your il Wil ws i mans. | presume you ane
coming (pom some otlin world as | see you do 1ol bave

and 1 very [ar away and | don't wen bomow bow | ¢ot
lene a1 L.

[ began 1o ask e old (llow Gueitions.

Well minter s fr 4 | cam aee Yert is me
bt 1rees all Loaded will sty of) ll binds rom
cocoruts 1o based st WMWWM&MM

Well e old mand said we ead wothing loe
Yebr 1uts, wery stason tach [amily pick bis own
wpply of 1its for The yean and store e in 4
buikding back of bis bovse, we actualy bave enongf
wits stored to Laat s Mree yeans and pretly soom we
will bave another crop of wtts To fick wp, | am afpaid
weryhody bene will be sbort of room To store Wem, we

alia bawe e sofft [reits of all bimds, Apples, peans,
Grapes, cbervies, Pluma, Rasberries, Shawberries and



MWO&WWWewwmmWW
of e yean.

[5n Mans e Lts or bonses ane buidd rownd
e bout ciglteen 1o wewlyy ety dismeter build Lile
WwMaw%MWWKMMWoWA
between Wem, 1 is after plastered inside and outside
witl oy, e roof o buidd Wil poles and Wateled
Wil Lovg U grass  ere Lo 4 bole Left on The Top [or
Ve amole To come out e [ineplace Lo build i The
bl way down in e gpownd and come wp about We
[eets above He [loor Level Thene Lo 4 bole Left for door
and 4 [ow Lttle boles 1o allow 4 Lttle Ligft,

Belind each bt there Lo anotlien buikding about
2

I s village Hhere ia 4 row of about 4 bundned
buts in 4 sraighl Lime on Y riven bande and a2 Ui
place e river L spliling and betweer He twa [orks
Yere L am ilard Wil 4 bigh dlining montain in He



et we went across Hhe river with e old man and
[our others mems Yool padled wa to Me ollen side,
Figure my sprise 1o (ind Hat e most part of Wis
O&WWMMWWWWWMAMO{MVM%
Ve mansisms 43 ey do 1ol bane any wie for monty
and do not weed .

Alter exploning the iland where Hhere s Lot of
tees sl well Loaded with suds we come back o e old
man place on Uis side of e river and | ashed bim
MWW%W&WRWMWM

Mara.

Well fe said | don'T bmow notbing about what
WWWW’W@%W%%M.

would lave To gwe away 4 part of your wuts ffor Taxes
MWWWWWMMWWWwﬂ
fae 1 giue amctlen pant of mits i the Firme W ane



sige To bave e night T pick tem and e ol o he
Bt you will barely Lave enough 1 Ul for yourself
wrd your family

IMMMMVW/MMM

How i1 about religion | supprose you lmow

Ne | down'? bmow what Mot is

Well sy old [piend o e eanth we bave Lots of
believe inn 1 and some amant (llows will 2l you ot
Ve buwmdnn ract 1 made of Wwe pant Yhe body and e
soul  when e body died e 1ol Yt 2o M Lving
4 going To anoltber world in baver or in Hll, Yon
(llows sy Yol baven 1o 4 very [ime place where 1 ia
very 1ot 1o Live you don't ewer bave To pick wp sy
wits Went, and you ane Yene (or Hhe dernity.

Those Hhat goes 1o Hat place are people baving
made & Shaigft Lue on Yo carth. and never bunt Hheins
weighlors and s | am Wrding wow Seeing you 10
Spotless white Uat when you died you will be amerny



Yoo dected 1o bive on Wal e place  you people Lene
o marns wever Lane sy chanct To v ahay of He
WL%Z Liye,

Well, Well | ever Hougft aften | am dead | wild
Al be 41 bappoy a1 Wal.

wow | will 1l you about Yin place Wt o called
bell 1 i dineetly 2igft aerons Yhe Larnge Hihway (pom
baven, and A i 16id Yol A s 4 Ggantic furmace
beated a1 4 bagh Temperatine and Lo whene ll Yo bad
WW&WM, ZoWMiZWMZoW
41 Wose shealing We vty of somebody ot and cach one
gots Ynowih e [iril exanination gt where fe conld
bide and be iy Anected To bell and 10 be beep on
walling and lis mind s very busy and lefore le ia
aweart of 1 M Al waiting for bim with bia
Yaditonal (el fjork gt lim in U middle of e big
b o e ity

1lis o very monstrone 1o do 1o people.

and The Catbooliciame bave another place My call
A the porgglory A i 4 lind of dng clearing shof



whene anglody, Wat war ot really bad but bas 4 few
Lttle Ulack spots on e shin of bis s0ul lave 1o come
Yerowgh Wan place To bave Wem removed 10 be can
present limadl]) spotless 1o e gpte of Haver,

wow e old wan said | am going To explain you
MWMMWMMWW,mMW
and some [piends il lelping To put o The Hut and e
[or Yemaelyes,  each yean twery bead of 4 family 1o
plarting [ty hees 4 few yeans back A was 4 bundred
hees, bt as Yin o 4oing on for some Wonsands of
gans back we bave wow over production and very Lttle
land 1o spane for plarting Trees on 4 big acale.

Every (amily bave 4 boat ar we bave To erons The
river To bring wood fjor el and some fpuitls bome, 1o
made 4 boal bene Lo 1ot 4 amall job  we Take 4 Lange
et and work with [fire and ow dtone axe for about 4
WW%MWWMM,MAW«'IWWWA
montl To carme 1 and ikt 1 1o shape, ow Tools, axes,



brifes ane made out of bard (lindt STones and we slape
ard made & arp edge 1o em by rubling Wem on 4
ind tone we made dninding copa fpom cocornt olells
and we cany wiltr in goil dina paiks.

We bave bere some borses, cows, qoats slleep but we
do ol lave much wae [or Wem, Yey are very Tame
we jusl mille 4 [ew goats 1o bave some mil [or The
amall likdrers and [or Y old people Uat bave Lost
HWeir 1t and are winalle e dew 1ats.,

As | can aee Hhe boatt o your only way of
%WWM%W.

g dnd we only wie i o bring o [uits and
some wood [pom across e riven,

WMW’W%WWWWWKWMe
all finds of wans 1o hanyport Yings fpom onme place 1o
Ve otler somelimes very [an away, we lave He
Raibroad operated by Steam Engines Wat move several
Howrands of Tows a1 ome Losd 41 he speed o Twerty 1o
Wenty [we miles an bown,  we bave big steam sbips on
Ve water Wal cany sweral Yovnsands Toms in one Load
i1 4 very good apeed,  in e ain we bave M sinplasne



Yoot [lighs some of Hhem a1 more W 4 burdred miles
and bowr,  now we bave e Automolile hat havel very
(491 Too when on good reads,  we wwen lave some boats
WWWWMWMW@W. now we Lave
people ar¢ waing wery day do 1ulh o some other people
(4 away To Mt end of e canth.
Well, Well ll Hose Wirgs you Tl me are very

angt and bard To believe and | Wark you ane bidding

L,

Cortainty wol my old [piend, | hamow 11 14 Too

[ read i 4 paper vecently Wat one [llow or e
WﬂWMWWWMWMW%W
WM’WJMW%MWWMM ne
Electric power, na nothing for Suck an enterprioe 1o |
Wirde Wat [llow o Loving bis Time and &) be ward very



M%Wwﬂww@twmm&
will bave 1o Ao Lide mupatl] and come berne inn bis dream,

Very interesting indeed the old man said

What contrasting ways in e twe worlds  you
people fene o mans ane borin Wil 4 finne i of baing on
gouritll 1t protect you (pom the cold and heet you.
warm in e Cool 1ight witlhout e Drouble of getting 4
Live of 4 person, Affrently on e canth witlout
WWWMMWMAMWM,
bt Yy bmow sonetling Lo misring with them, 10 Wey
wtificialy are weanring epecialy Hhe womens some wice
el or billed i Yee prime when bis fur Lo a1 Yo
beat.

MWWW&«WWW%WcWW
MMWMWWMM#WW, AW
gtars ago in Canada where | come [pom 4 religions Sect
of faritics called He midivtes, 161 ot all paed on 4
Filgpimage Hnougl e courtry o mect ein Ligh Lord
Lt ey didna't ots versy fpn before Hesy all got anrested



by e police and fjorced 1o weanr some lotles, and e
Leaders were Tader 1o jail.

Now we will 1alle of the Afferents ways of Living,
hees ane beaning wery yan and ane veally satisfied and
art wery yean planting some more hees in fean 1o be
deonl.  on e el Wey 100t 0wl wery e To bave e
spact ocenpied by We sump 1o cnllivate and sow wheat
Yoot made bread and o Y main anticle of food

Tlis wheat is hasbed by 4 mackine and after 1
gots Wrowgh To anotler macline called lowr nill wlhene
waW%WMMme#WW
madet 4 paste Wil 2 and cool i in e over of len
tove and s called bread.

[ See e old mand Said 2 Lo very bard work and
W%W%WAMMM\W

What kind of Gowwverimest bane you on Mars

Well we bave no Gowversment a1 sl you et
bere | am e Head man ffor six villages and | am an

old wan | am supposed To bave He experionce of 4 Lfe



Bime and can gue good advice o We young people Hat
somelimes bave some foolish wolions, T i e same
all over Mars and ffor my srwices wery body bring me
o baskets o it So | gt oy sapply of s
withoul do ary picking mysel],

ow g old (piend | will 2l you Hat on e cantl
we bane wow Too many ([llows Wt e people are
pichang 4 Supply of wits [or Mem,  mow since what <o
called the Depression we bave Hhe relief) most some people
out of work To egplain A more dearly 1o you, Some
people ot Yere i1 o 1its for Hhem To pick.

How <o about war | don't Suppose you wen bad

M Wary o MM/I

Ne lere om Mars we never bad sy wars and
wery body Lo [piendly with lis weigllors  Sometimes
we bave some private Lttle (gl between some of o
Young mens and 4 greraly bappen when o of Uhem
art in Love with Hhe Same Gk, bt Hey never funt
Yenaelyes very mudh.,

Now my old [piend | will 1l you st on e
il Wey abwanys bad wars Simee He creation, Hal



(it Stanted between e Two Sons of Hhe [iril man and
bis wife Adamas and Eve Wat necording o e Seriptunes
were We ot people on Y cantl at Yol time. | am
Swre Yey Ad [ft about 4 GAl as e only woman
m%wmmnwmawﬂy

Coin filled Lo brothen Abel, now ey are filling
MM@MW,MWWWWWM
of e Lime [jor Wis Gold Watl you bave 10 munch. of A
M«'x&oﬁwwhwwﬂq Mwmmlﬂzy
i Short of i and by any mears are huing To Get
Some mont, in e Last war about ety yeans age and
A lasted over [ounr years sveral willions of Wein young
menms were Jilled and sweral millions were maimed for
Le.

Tat very Sthange Mose Wangs bapper on earth
WWW%%WKM%MWWW

Yeo centaindy | Libe Yis place well and i1 is 20
Wlaﬁwcﬂou MWMAWWWWW06

[ #at care we ll ane going 1o lebp willl your



bovat ard your Storage Room and alse [ind 4 wile for
gou  we bave swerad wice young Girls and We 4
would be 4 good matel fjor you one Lo ELaaleth and e
other Josephine.

WeWaQMWW%W&%MM
ago of e vame of ELaabetl | lean She was 4 very bad
Womdmn, W,Ma//»aawaoéFWoﬁmmMoﬁ
Josepline and was e wile of e best warrior at Yl
time called Nagoleon.  le Averad ber 1o marry 4
WWW@&m&{Meﬁ,W%WW
To e hont of France  She was 4 very Good womsn.

Excust me [or 4 mirde my old [niend Said |
s going To Send Some Young boy 1o 1l fer 1o come
Lene

[ #esn asbed Mo olA mdnn bow old le wans
[ Aot brow exactly bt | bave i sutched Adown

ol

el fjor ewery bawest of mits and b Took 4 wice



haigft Lttle pole about aie feets Long and we connted
wintly Yhnee sl 10 bin age was winely Ynee yeans
old.

[ asbed lim & be bad a wife and bikdrers

My wile is death be Said [or over Tew Years |
Mﬂmea/m%ﬁa WWMMWJKKMW
Mv%gzwfmﬂuzﬂadm.

Ther Jospline come in and Sle abready bmow
Yere was 4 shange mém in Y village baving bean A
[rom e mers Wat | [irat meet with Hhe boat.

[ 2e1d [or you Jospline Said e old man 4s |
wanted 1o inthoduct you To Yis man 4 shanger Hal
just come bere [prom anotber world and as e s going To
Lve with va 20 | Yougft you would Lide 1o bave lim
[0r your man e bane beern Talling of e canth Ui
wold [pom where be Come and be Told me some

tomioline U
So ectending my 1241 bard To ber | 1aid | am

VWW%MWMWW VMWW

ard you bave 4 very 1oft [ on Yousel] as | was



petting ber on He back and Shoulders.

My dean Josepline, you will excuse me i The
WIM,MMWMMWW%, [
bnow | would be Looking very muek better T you & |
MMWW%, bt circomatances Hat |
M'ZMWWWWW@WMM.
What botlier me smow s Mat sl my lothes are Left Were
MWWMWW&M!MeWW%ww’Z
last me very Long. | suppose | will bave 1o do Like
RMWWM&WMO&MWW
land be bave to Tailor limatl] 4 Suit of Goal Shina.

We bave 4t bome Joesplinme WW@W{:&
MMWMWWWWMW,’
am going T el you 4 Sl {pom Yem and | will do all
Y sewing el

As T was gtting late in Hhe evering and | was
[eeling very Bired | ashed my old [piend I le ban 4 bed
To Spant fjor me Watl wigfl 10 | Took Leave of) josepline
wter baving ber promise To maeel again The et
10 e Left wirking me Good 1ight and Guing me 4



[ after ashed e old man & X was much of 4
WWMWOWWW'

Of 1o be 16id Hat very Simple We man and
wWoman come fare srd ane willing 1o Live Together and |
Happiness  we don't leep any records and 3 ey
wand To venender e dates of anytling Ual bapper in
i e i g ey G To g o Ly ol
arnd ol sudeler on 4 a0 we wend To bed wisking eack

other & good reatful wight,

My gprand Surprioe waling wp Late in e
WWMWMWMW%MVWW
wter such 4 Long returin Dip 10 | Trn Rownd for
anotber four or e bows of dreandess Sleep but | am
Al Wording of Jospbine on Mars and who lows she
WM@MA&WMWW%MSM«Z#
Goat Sbima.

"THE END"



NOTE:

Grandpa Colonval not only fancied himself as a writer, but also as
a philosopher. From his two short stories, it appears that also attempted to
be a “satirist”. He had another unusual hobby. It involved his life-long
determination to build a machine that incorporated the principle of
""Perpetual motion'' (i.e. an apparatus or machine that would run by
itself). He was obsessed with this principal, and produced a large variety

of what he termed "'Perpetual motion' machines. In most instances, they

centered around a wheel with an assortment of weights which would shift
according to the position of the wheel and thus cause the wheel to turn,
(i.e. in his mind producing '"perpetual motion."). He was obsessed with
this idea all of his life. He also argued that if the power of ''gravity'' could
be utilized, he would have discovered ''Perpetual Motion''. Of course
scientists would readily refute that assertion, by referring to the predicted
life span of our universe at approximately ten billion years. The life of our
universe is “limited”. Concomitantly, he felt that if he could “discover” a
way of doing creating his “perpetual motion machine” , that he would

become a successful ‘“inventor”’, and become a “millionaire”.

While we were still home, Vic and I discovered one of his
"machines'' in some old things that Grandpa Colonval had stored in the
unfinished attic of our home. It was a bicycle wheel, which had about a
dozen small metal tubes approximately 1/4 inch by two inches in length
which were attached to the outer rim of the wheel. No matter what Vic
and I attempted to do in respect to shifting and replacing those tubes with
a half dozen or so ball bearings in each of them, we could not get the

wheel to turn by itself.



Many years later, I discussed my grandfather's experiments with my

University Physics professor. He chuckled and simply remarked
""Perpetual motion has been proven impossible.

""Because of friction and wear, no machine can exist into

perpetuity, even if during its life span it can operate on its own."
He also added:

“Even our universe will eventually self destruct, and the energy of

our sun is exhausted”.

Reflecting back now to my grandfather's experiments, even if his
machine had worked, it would have required such a gigantic wheel of
Jantastic proportions to produce a very small amount of energy that for all

practical purposes, it could be considered as being absolutely ''useless''.

He and my father ""Papa Joe'' had great difficulty in "accepting'’
each other. I remember many evenings when Grandpa Colonval visited
our home. He would leave his own home on Waller Avenue in Fort Garry
to work in the Locomotive Supply House at the Fort Rouge Roundhouse.
Invariably he would question Papa Joe or make innuendoe's that Papa Joe
was “slow” and ““ignorant” and wasn’t aware of what was going on in the
world. On a few occasions Papa Joe told him to get his ""butt' out of our
house. In turn, this annoyed my mother “Nanny Guarino”. Thus, for a

few weeks the atmosphere around our home was very 'touchy''.

At the time, Warsaw Avenue had not been completely developed as a

street. It was only a graded mud road with gentle sloping ditches on



either side. All the children in the neighborhood used this street as a large
playground. In the summer we played softball, baseball, football, hide and
seek, and even English ""Rugger'’ on this mud road. In the winter we
played field hockey wearing only moccasins instead of skates. Later, with
the help of all the neighborhood parents, due to the efforts of our parents,
we were able to persuade the city of Winnipeg to flood some of the vacant
lots that were located around the neighborhood. We built shacks close to
the rinks using old discarded grain doors from railway box cars. Thus, we
could put on our skates, in the warmth of the shed, and periodically during
our skating come in to get warm. Usually someone would have an old
wood stove of some sort that we could use as a heater in the shack. Often,
one was fashioned out of an empty oil drum, and suspended on large
concrete blocks on the mud floor, with a stove pipe through a hole in the
roof. All the families in the two block area of Jessie Avenue and Warsaw
Avenue east of Pembina Highway were deeply involved in community

activities, and were very friendly and communicative with each other.

The ""Prior' family lived next to my grandparents on the east side.
My grandparents address was 473 Jessie and the Priors lived at 471. Mr.
Prior was a streetcar conductor for the Winnipeg Street Railway, the
Jorerunner of our present Transit system. He worked very erratic hours.
He had to report to work three or four times each day. Basically at the
peak hours that the travelling public used the street car service. There
were few automobiles, and most people had to travel by streetcar to get to
work. The Priors had a large family. The older children were boys and
girls in their late teens, or perhaps even their early twenties. As a little boy

I better remember the younger girls, Irene, and Dora. Irene was about my



age, and Dora was slightly younger than Vic.

The Huggins family lived next to the Priors on their east side.
Jamily. Mr. Huggins was a blacksmith in the C.N.R. shops. Their home
was a gray, two storey structure, as was the Prior home. I believe the old
Huggin’s home is still intact on the corner of Warsaw Avenue and the lane
running north to Jessie Avenue. The Huggins also had a large family, and
while I recall the older girls, I never did get to know them well. However,
Joey, Vic and I knew the younger boys, Jed, Walter and Teddy very well
and were good boyhood friends.

The Marshall family lived next to my grandparents home, on the
west side. My grandparents liked them very much, especially their two
older girls, Tommy and Queenie. My grandparents had two younger
daughters ""Anna'' and "Eva'’, who still lived with them. Both Anna and
Eva were great friends of the Marshall girls. The Marshalls also had an
older girl ""Minnie'', who later married George Harley, a young man who
also worked in the CNR shops. After they married, they lived in an old
home at the corner of Ainlie and Warsaw avenue, about two blocks west of

Pembina Highway.

The '""Sharp'" family lived at 477 Warsaw Avenue, which was two
doors west of my grandparents, or immediately west of the Marshall home.
The neighborhood referred to Mr. Sharp, as "'Old Joe Sharp'’, because he
was so ill-tempered, ill-mannered, and grumpy, as well as being grossly
overweight. His wife ""Nellie'' was constantly abused both verbally and
physically by ""Old Joe'', who seemed to enjoy berating and browbeating

her in the presence of all the neighbours. The ''Pelletier'' Brewery, which



was nearby on the east side of the Osborne Subway, delivered at least four
or five ""'twenty-fours'' of beer each week to the Sharp home. No doubt
this contributed greatly to ""Old Joe's' disposition and obesity. He was an
upholsterer in the C.N.R. passenger coach yard of the Fort Rouge Shops,
and his work mainly involved the maintenance and repair of the seats of
the passenger coaches on the Railway. The Sharp's had a little boy,
""Frankie' who one year older than me. Later, we became very close

childhood and teenage friends.

I have vivid recollections of Mrs. Marshall and her nice daughters,
Tommy and Queenie, who still lived at home with her. My recollections of
Mrs Marshall and her home are still very vivid, because of the evening

that my little brother ''Joey'' was born.

I remember that both my brother Victor and I were sent to Mrs.
Marshall's home where we were given a very nice supper. I also recall
that we stayed there because my grandmother was spending the evening
with our mother. Both Queenie and Tommy were home and they talked
and played with us. However, later in the evening when we expected to
return to our home, they advised us that we would be spending the night
with them. I don't remember where or how we slept, (maybe Vic might)
but I do remember returning home around five or six o'clock the next
evening. Both Vic and I were introduced to a newborn baby, (Our little
brother '"Joey''). Naturally, we were very surprised and also very intrigued

in learning that we had a anew baby in our family.

Now in looking back at those years, I am always amazed at how our

little family survived in that little four room home, that was so terribly



inadequate and primitive by today's standards. I don't recall my mother
having a crib for little ""Joey'', and I can only presume that he slept with
my Mother and Father. A few years later, my mother placed a Toronto
couch in our living room, and Joey spent the next ten or twelve years
sleeping in there until my father built an additional two bedrooms and a
bathroom in our attic. As Joey became older (in his young teens), he used
to look forward to the coming of summer, because then he could move out

into the ''unheated'' verandah and sleep there until late fall.

Papa Joe could not play a musical instrument but he loved music,
especially the Classics. As a five year old, I remember going to an Opera
with him. I believe it was IL Trovatore, because the beautiful scene in
which the Anvil Chorus was performed is still very vivid in my mind. Later,
while attending Earl Grey Junior High School, I was greatly surprised
when I heard the ''School Song'' played, because it was set to the music of
Il Trovatore's ""Anvil Chorus''. We attended this Opera at the old
"Orpheum'' theatre which was located on east side of Fort Street, about a

half block south of Portage Ave.

Around this period in my life, both Nanny Guarino and Papa Joe
felt that I should learn to play a musical instrument, and because I had
previously given some indication or preference for the violin, they planned
to start me on it. I was given a lovely three quarter size violin, and

arrangements were made for me to take lessons.

One evening, my father and I went downtown by streetcar, for my
first lesson. We visited a young, small statured, curly haired, thin,

mustached, Italian gentleman named Charlie Mazzoni. His studio was



located on the second floor of the Birks building, situated on the south-east
corner of Portage Avenue and Smith Street. It was my first and also my
last lesson with him, because he was terribly impatient, and totally
inexperienced in teaching young children. I came away from this lesson
with the feeling that learning to play the violin was likely going to become
an agonizing task, and as far as I was concerned I wanted no part of it.
Mpr. Mazzoni was very demanding, and totally lacked patience, and
expected too much, far too quickly from a young student. I thoroughly did
not like or care for him and I suppose he too, felt the same way towards

me.

One episode that occurred prior to my taking the music lesson with
Charlie Mazzoni, and which still stands out in my memory is when Papa
Joe stopped by a newsstand just prior to my lesson and bought a musical
book or rather a magazine for me. It featured some of the great
composers of all time, such as Beethoven, Schubert, Schumann, Verdi,
Brahms, and others. I treasured that magazine and still have it today as
part of ""MY MEMORABILIA'. Later in my life, my musical career
placed me in direct contact again with Charlie Mazzoni, however it was in
an employer-employee relationship. I played lead trumpet in his
orchestra, at the supper dance at the Marlborough Hotel in downtown
Winnipeg on Saturday evenings. Charlie had now become known as '""'Don
Carlos'. That is another story that I will relate to in a later section of this

book.

It was rather fortunate that Mrs. Wilson, our informal
neighborhood leader, and self-appointed representative for the area, had a

daughter ""Ruby'’, who was about six or seven years older than me. She



had been very successful in learning to play the violin. On several
occasions, Mrs. Wilson had raved to my mother about Ruby's wonderful
teacher. Nanny Guarino learned that Ruby's teacher was a Mr. Eddy
Walker, who lived about a mile south of us, in the first block of Morley
Avenue east of Osborne Street. Mr. Walker turned out to be a young,
handsome, newly-married young Englishman, who was slight of build,
dark, handsome, mustached, and extremely good natured. In contrast to
Charlie Mazzoni, he was a very gentle, good-humoured and patient
teacher, whose students loved him. In turn, he was able to not only get his
students to deeply love their instrument, but he was also able to bring out
the very best efforts of each student to perform to the very best of their
abilities. Because of Eddy Walker's teaching and influence, I learned to
play the violin very quickly. My studying with him, became a very

enjoyable growth experience.

Each year Eddy Walker held a concert for his students, so their
parents and friends could see the progress each one was making. It was
the gala event of the year, and as students we practiced whatever musical
selections that we would play at the concert for many months in advance

of the concert.

I remember the very first concert in which I participated as one of
Eddy Walker's neophyte students. For at least six months, I had practiced
a very simplified, first level version of "'Adeste Fidelis'' for my first
concert. I was to play it as a solo, illustrating the progress that a new
student of five years of age could make after seven or eight months of
studying. I am certain that my mother remembers ''Adeste Fidelis'', as

well as I did, because I practiced it for at least half an hour a day for at



least six months, prior to the concert. Nanny Guarino, who at this writing
is ninety-one years old, still gets quite a chuckle when we reminisce about
how much I practiced that one musical selection over and over again. She
certainly must have wanted me to learn to play the violin so very much, to
have suffered the listening of my practicing one musical constantly for

over Six months.

Finally, the day of the concert arrived. Eddy Walker had arranged
Jor the use of the church hall at Rosedale United Church, on Beresford
Avenue, one block west of Osborne Street. My mother was very proud of
me and had saved very diligently so that she could buy a lovely pair of
white flannel trousers, and a navy blue jacket for me. She wanted me to
look very good when I played my violin on concert stage. We left our
home on Jessie Avenue allowing ample time, so that we would be relaxed,
and hopeful that all would go well during my solo performance. When I
took my violin from its case, and prepared to put rosin on my bow, I
discovered that I had forgotten the rosin at home. Without it, my bow
would not properly contact the strings and it would greatly affect the
quality of the sound from the violin. Thus I made a critical decision (all on
my own). Reasoning that we had approximately three quarters of an hour
prior to the beginning of the concert, I decided to return home to get my

rosin.

Without my mother knowing, I left for our home, which was about
a mile away. (Looking back at this decision now, I realize that I should
have simply borrowed some rosin from one of the other students who were
performing at the concert.) I had another great surprise when I did arrive

home. Our home was locked, and I did not have a key. Being young, and



resourceful, I easily overcame this problem. I remembered that I could
get into the house by opening the coal chute doors from our back landing,
and by going down the coal chute get into the coal bin in the basement.
From there I was to get up to the main floor where I could get my rosin.
This procedure worked fine, and I soon had my rosin and started back to
the concert in ample time to take my place with all of Eddy Walker's
students for the opening number. Usually he started the concert with all
his students taking part, and similarly when the finale was played, all
students were involved. After the opening selection, Eddy usually allowed
the younger students to play their solos first. Being one of his youngest
students, I was scheduled to perform my long practiced solo ""Adeste

Fidelis'', as the second performer on the program.

Imagine my mother's horrendous surprise, when she saw me come
on stage wearing very badly soiled white flannel trousers. I had badly
soiled them by going down the coal chute of our home to get my rosin. All
her frugal saving to purchase my fine white flannels had been in vain.
However, there was a redeeming feature to the incident, because I did
perform exceptionally well, in spite of wearing badly soiled white flannels.
My dishevelled appearance caused a ripple of amusement and laughter

Jrom the audience.

It had been worthwhile for my mother to have heard the same piece
of music rehearsed daily and repeated over and over, for the previous six
or eight months prior to the concert. I performed exceptionally well for a
little guy of six or seven and the audience applauded me, in spite of my
comedic appearance with soiled white flannels. Thus today, a

conversation with '"Nanny'"', relating to my first violin concert and my



""new'' white flannel trousers invariably brings back humorous, yet joyful

memories of almost sixty years ago.

I progressed very well on the violin and it wasn't very long before
my father arranged for me to audition with the Kelvin High School
Symphony Orchestra. Mr. Padwick, the Conductor carefully listened to
my audition and immediately placed me in the first violin section. The
orchestra rehearsed in the old Kelvin High School Auditorium once a
week, and Papa Joe always took me for these rehearsals. We took the
Cordon Avenue Street car to Stafford Street, and transferred to an
Academy Road streetcar, which brought us to Kelvin High School. Papa
Joe loved to sit in the auditorium while the orchestra rehearsed, which

sometimes lasted two and half to three hours.

He loved classical music. Once a month on a Saturday morning, our
orchestra performed on CBC radio. The station as I remember was CKY,
and it was located on the east side of Sherbrook Street, in the Manitoba
Telephone System building, just south of Portage Avenue. Again, Papa
Joe was intrigued with seeing the radio station in action. We performed in
a studio which was sound proofed against any exterior noises. The
announcer would advice Mr. Padwick as to when and how he should take
his cue to start the orchestra. There was an '"'green'' light signal that
indicated when the station was "'off"' the air. Most importantly, when we

went "'on the air'', the green signal light changed to ''red"".

The highlight of the year was the performance of the Manitoba
High School Symphony Orchestra in the old '"Walker Theatre'' which

later became the Odeon Theatre. It was located on Notre Dame Avenue



and Smith Street. It was a beautiful old theatre and I remember that it had
three levels of seating, much like the Centennial Concert Hall of today. In
one of the first concerts, Papa Joe took me to the theatre by streetcar, and
we first visited one of his old Italian buddies that ran a restaurant on
Portage Avenue, called the Venice Cafe. It was then, that I met my God
Father, Mr. Gus Badali, who owned the Cafe and was one of Papa Joe'
best friends. He and my auntie Dora were my Godparents when I was
baptized. Today, the famous hockey play '"Wayne Gretsky'', has an agent
named Gus Badali living in Toronto, who is a son of my father's old
Winnipeg friend Gus Badali. Of Course my father ""bragged'’ about his
"gifted'’ son, who was going to perform in the fine old Walker Theatre,
with a High School Symphony Orchestra. Mr. Badali was very nice, and
along with treating me to an ice cream soda, encouraged me to play well

and to continue to study.

I can very vividly recall that first performance with the symphony
because I ended up watching the orchestra perform sitting in the third
balcony with my father. Just as I had seated on the stage and had ''tuned'
my violin, I placed it horizontally under my right arm, and inadvertently
disturbed the bridge, causing it to tip, and unfortunately break. I didn't
have a spare, and with a broken bridge on my violin, I was totally
inactivated. My father however, took this in his stride, and treated it
accordingly as an "accident''. Later, when I was to perform on
subsequent concerts he always advised me to take care not to "'break'' my

violin bridge.

Nanny Guarino loved to play the violin, and her repertoire consisted

of jigs, quadrilles, schottisches, and assorted old time fiddling music. She



had learned these as a child playing the violin with her brothers, Joe,
George, and Charlie, and her sister Jenny, as little children on the farm.
Nanny was born in Altamont, Manitoba and spent her youth in the little
village or town of St. Lupicin which was close to Altamont. Being a farm
setting, at the turn of the century, farm people had to provide their own
entertainment and amusement. The favourite musical instrument was the
violin, and few if any of the youngsters had the opportunity to take lessons,
so they learned to play ''by ear'’, listening to and copying each other. I had
learned a few basic chords on the piano, thus at the very early age of seven
or eight I used to accompany Nanny on the piano when she played her
"old time music''. Papa Joe dearly loved music, and had an excellent
voice. However, he did not have the patience, inclination or persistence to

actually learn an instrument.

One evening he returned from downtown Winnipeg, and after an
afternoon of shopping he unwrapped a large parcel which contained a
Spanish guitar. (He couldn't afford to buy the case for it.) It wasn't an
inexpensive instrument, yet he was very proud of it. The very next time
Nanny and I started to play together, my father picked up his guitar and
without tuning it simply strummed across the strings of the untuned guitar.
He simply placed his fingers anywhere on the fingerboard and pretended
that he had really mastered the instrument and was chording for us. Then
he joined Nanny and me, as a rhythm guitar. The resulting ''noise'’, was
horrendous. In addition, he could not keep proper time and his joining us
was terribly disconcerting and disheartening. Fortunately for Nanny and

me, his ambition to play the guitar waned very quickly.

Over the next few years, he played it less and less, and finally he



only picked it up when we had company. He wanted to impress our
company that he too could play an instrument. Some years later, when he
had almost quit joining us, and his guitar was lying unused in his clothes
closet, I started playing hockey on our neighborhood rinks, and I badly
needed shin pads to protect the front of my legs and my knees. Another
older friend of mine, Art Peake, who lived on Cordon Avenue, advised me
that he had shin pads that would fit me. He was anxious to learn to play a
guitar, and badly needed an instrument. Without my father knowing, 1
made a trade with Art; my father's guitar for a pair of hockey shin pads.
It was several years later that my father learned of my trade. He thought it
was ''funny'’, because by that time, he had entirely lost his desire to play
the guitar. He was much more content to just watch and listen to Nanny

and I play.

During this period of my life, I had the opportunity to meet my great
grandmother, my grandmother Michella's mother. The only name that 1
ever heard concerning her was '"Nunna Calutza''. She was very old and
Jrail, and wore typical "'peasant'’ clothes. I first met her when she lived in
an old home on a central street Notre Dame avenue, close to where I was
born (488 Notre Dame). She had married for a second time to a Frank
Grano, who worked in the back shops of the CNR at Don Avenue and
Osborne Street (site of the Winnipeg Transit Buses, today). Later she and
Frank had moved into an old dilapidated house on Don Avenue, which
Papa Joe had found for them. I vividly remember visiting them in their
old run-down home and felt very ill at ease, because of the terrible
condition of their home. It seemed to consist of only a living room which

was also used as a kitchen, and a small bedroom, and a one piece



bathroom (consisting of only a toilet).

What I remember most of Nunna Calutza was her funeral. When
she died, Papa Charlie and Nunna Michella (my father ''Papa Joe's
mother and father) had a "'wake'' for her in their home. I don't remember
why or the cause of Nunna Calutza's death, but I do vividly remember her
funeral. The tradition of Italian families at that time, was to have a
""wake'' in the deceased family's home. My grandparents lived in a run-
down row housing development on Edmonton Street just south of York
Avenue (near the present day convention centre), in the downtown section
of Winnipeg. It was the slum area of that day, in the downtown section of

Winnipeg.

After her death, Nunna Calutza's body was sent to Barker's funeral
home on Donald Street, near Broadway for preparation. As soon as her
body was prepared (embalmed, etc.) Barker's Funeral Home returned her
body in a coffin to the Guarino residence on Edmonton Street (on the
present site of the Sheraton Motor Hotel). The funeral directors found
that they could not get the coffin through the front door and the small hall
and negotiate it into the front living room. My father '"Papa Joe'' solved
the problem. The living room had a large bay window overlooking the
Jfront street, so Papa Joe simply took out one of the large centre windows,
and the funeral directors passed the coffin containing Nunna Calutza's
body through it, into the living room. As soon as the Undertakers left, my
three aunties, (Aunties Julia, Dora, and Lena) began their "'mourning'’.
Their mourning consisted of a hysterical wailing, and crying. This went on
Jor three days and nights. Of course, other Italian families paid their

respects, and on those occasions, the trio of my aunties's augmented their



wailing to "'shrieking and yelling'' as well as crying. It seemed that they
were showing how much they cared for my grandmother by the intensity of

their weeping, and wailing.

The burial was scheduled to take place in St. Mary's cemetery on
South Osborne Street. The process of getting the coffin out of the home
through the front room was repeated in reverse, and then the body was
taken to the Church for a funeral mass. At that time, the Holy Rosary
(The Italian church) was located on the corner of Sherbrook St. and Emily
Ave (on the present site of the Re-hab Hospital). Of course, throughout
the mass there was a tremendous amount of crying and wailing. Everyone
(especially the women, and mainly my aunties were completely dressed in
black, with black net vales covering their faces. The mass seemed to last

forever, in actuality over two hours.

The funeral procession to the cemetery came next. Italian tradition
called for the procession to “PASS BY THE DECEASED'S
RESIDENCE'"' before going on the cemetery, at which point the
procession stoppped for a minute or so with the hearse stationed directly in
Jront of the old residence. This was done as a gesture of "'"A LAST
FAREWELL'. My aunties continued with their crying and wailing during
the entire church service and again were “uncontrollable” in the funeral
car on it’s way to the cemetery. At the cemetery, it reached a climax,
especially as the casket was lowered slightly into the grave. At that point
my aunties wanted to have a last look at Nunna Calutza, and begged and
badgered the undertaker to open the casket once more. When he did so,
they began to lean over the casket, and kiss and caress my grandmother.

They screamed that they wanted to be buried with her. Both my father and



my Uncle Gus had to forcibly pry them from the casket and return them to

their waiting car in the funeral procession.

Italian custom also called for all of the immediate family to mourn
Jor one full year. The women dressed entirely in black, and the men wore
a black tie and black armband about three inches wide on their left arm
Jor the full year. As a youngster, I found all this very confusing, especially
when comparing it with the funerals held for the predominantly Anglo-

saxon culture of Winnipeg at that time.

Many years later, when I was in my teens, and attended Grade XI at
Kelvin Technical High School, the entire process was repeated again,
when my grandmother '""Nunna Michella'' died. My grandfather '"Papa
Charlie'', and my two aunties ""'Dora'’ and ''Lena'’, along with my two
uncles lived at 468 Spence Street. Nunna Michella had been sick and
confined to bed for several years. She suffered from a congestive heart
condition. My two aunties had made a bedroom of the living room, at the
Jront of the house, and they did give here a wonderful amount of love and
care. My uncle Gus was still a ''single'' man, and my other "'adopted'

uncle ""Noel'', who was one year older than me, also lived with them.

Eventually, my Grandmother Michella died in her bed in the front
room of my grandparent’s home at 458 Spence Street. Of course, the
whole procedure of the "'wake'', funeral mass and cortege was repeated as
with my great grandmother Nunna Calutza. But because it was their
immediate mother, rather than a grandmother, the wailing and crying and
even screaming was even more vociferous and intense. Even the events at

the grave site were repeated. For Vic and myself and because we were



now very young men, we experienced terrible difficulties with the whole
process. Papa Joe was adamant that we both were dark clothes, and
because I wore a tie and shirt while attending Kelvin, had to wear a
"BLACK TIE" for at least a year. It was terribly embarrassing to
constantly wear a black tie and a black armband. Both Vic and I solved
that quickly, because as soon as we left home and were on our way to
school, we would stop (we used bicycles) and take off our black ties, and

change them for a normal tie.

Because my aunties were so deeply into their mourning, and at their
request, Papa Joe persuaded one of the tinsmiths in the back shops of the
CNR, to make a lantern, which had RED glass windows. Inside it, he
placed an oil well and wick system used that was used on the tail-lights of
cabooses, using coal oil (kerosene) as a fuel. This type of lamp could stay
light for at least a week. Then he rigged a stand which held the lamp
about two feet off the ground, and placed this on Nunna Michella's grave,
in St. Mary's Cemetery on Osborne Street south. Her grave was only fifty
or sixty feet from Osborne street, thus the lamp and its red light could be

readily seen from Osborne street.

One evening after Mom and I became Boy and Girl friends, while
Mom and I were walking by St. Mary's cemetery, Mom remarked about
the ''weird, red light'' that could always be seen coming from the Cemetery
as one passed by it along Osborne Street. It seems that many people felt
that the Cemetery was "'spooky'' and ""haunted'' and that caused the red
light. Mom had wondered about the spooky ''red'' light on many
occasions herself. When I told her how the ''Red light'' came to be, she
had a hard time believing me. We had many laughs together about the



silly antics of the traditions that were held and maintained by most of the

Italian populace of Winnipeg during that era.

The mystery of the eerie, "'weird ghostly red light'' seen at night in
St. Mary's Cemetery, which confused so many Fort Rouge and Riverview

area residents for years, was finally solved for Mom.
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