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Ray Squirrell, a cartographer with the Canadian Forces and the federal 
Department of Agriculture, was restles. In 1974, he bundled his family into 
the van, revved the engine and headed west. In time he found his way to 
the Geography Department at SFU.  For the next 28 years he designed and 
produced maps to support teaching needs and departmental publications.  His 
career spanned the intervals between the line-drawing era of pen, paper and 
ink, through engraving on polyester materials and the photographic layering of 
‘information sheets’, to the present period of the computerization-of-everything.  
The roots of the ‘map idea’, however, run deep and underlie such technological 
and developmental shifts. How did Ray experience all that at SFU?  

What’s a Map?
A ‘traditional’ map is a notation ‘drawn’ according to certain rules of how 

information can be organized and expressed in diagrammatic form.  While 
the term is used in many ways and subjects, most ‘traditional’ maps portray 
environmental (i.e. geographical) information apprehended directly through 
the senses at the scale of human experience.  Thus visual, sonic, olfactory 
and tactile environments can be recorded and modeled in various forms.  

The resulting documents, 
whether of scratches in 
beach sand or the glissade 
of pen and ink on a smooth 
surface, display ordered 
patterns that provide a 
record and context for new 
insights and understanding. 
Each approach has its own 
set of rules – the ‘grammar’- 
by which locational attributes 
of a subject are plotted and 
organized.  While considering all these matters, the workplace context 
of how maps are made exemplifies the atmosphere of the ‘cartographic 
lab’, and points to what the cartographer does.  In Ray’s case, twenty-
eight years of it.

Map reading by touch 
While wayfinding may be the most obvious and common use of a 

map, various imaginative approaches take one beyond the tracing of 
routes. In the late 1970s and after, Ray and several colleagues were 
concerned with how visually handicapped students might find their 
way around campus - a built environment of daunting complexity. By 
extension, how do handicapped members 
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Ray Squirrell, with Len Evenden

Electric Power Development, BC, 1976.  Designed by Ray 
Squirrell at the time of transition among manual, mechanical-
assist and computerized approaches to map composition.  
This map accompanied the historical-geographical review of 
hydro development by the late James Wilson, SFU Professor 
and former co-director of BC Hydro.  It's apparent simplicity 
is intentional, to reduce into focus a vast amount of Hydro 
documentation, including large scale maps, to a scale at 
which a reader can comprehend the essentials, and which can 
be shown at the small scale of a desk document.  At a glance, 
the actions of the state to grapple with the physiography of 
the province, as indicated by the tracings of hydrography, are 
communicated.
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President’s ReportSimonSays

Dear members, 

I am pleased to report that we’ve 
had early successes in getting our 
social events going again, with two well 
attended occasions so far: the Ides of 
March reception in the Wosk Centre 
at SFU Downtown on March 15, and a 
Welcome Back lunch at the Admiral Pub 
and Grill in North Burnaby on May 17. 
The conversation was lively, the food was good, and people seem delighted 
to be able to interact in person again.

Save the dates and watch for announcements about upcoming events: 
- June 17. Calling all Baseball fans for the resumption of our 
traditional SFURA day of baseball on Friday, June 17th to watch 
the Vancouver Canadians at Nat Bailey Stadium. Our thanks go 
to Tom O’Shea for organizing this. 
- TBD. Tom will also be organizing a Day at the Races at 
Hastings Park to take place later in the summer.
- August 20. Enjoy an Indian Arm Luncheon Cruise on Saturday 
August 20.  We first organized this cruise a few years ago. It had 
an excellent turnout with great weather. We look forward to the 
same again. Many thanks go to Jean Trask for organizing this..

The Board always encourages people to organize small group events of your 
own choice. We can help you advertise your event. They illustrate the diversity 
of our interests and provide additional opportunities for participation. Past 
events have included tours of the Ismaili Centre in Burnaby, Temple Shalom in 
Vancouver, Vancouver Art Gallery, Vancouver Police Museum, and historical 
tour of Gastown and Chinatown. There are many possibilities, perhaps focusing 
on your own local area, and we would love to hear suggestions from you. Email 
retirees@sfu.ca.

I am delighted to report that the hardworking book-writing team on SFU’s 
early beginnings in the Arts is making great strides. It has been wonderful to 
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TR: Len Evenden, Jean Trask, Allen Seager, Carolyn Burr, Jay Burr, and Dawne Dadswell.
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see this initiative flourish through the pandemic and to receive outstanding financial support from the University. The book 
will cover the culture of Vancouver that led to the so-called Instant University and the formation of non-credit programs 
in theatre, dance, film, music, and visual arts. Unusually for a new university, the SFU Theatre was built the day SFU 
opened and was a catalyst for many vibrant arts activities that were sought out both by the campus community and the 
broader community. The book will also cover the formation of credit programs and the rich legacy for SFU and beyond. 
Our goal is to tell the story and present a trove of images from SFU Archives, in the form of a richly engaging published 
book in time for the planned new Marianne and Edward Gibson Art Museum and SFU’s 60th Anniversary.

Important notes:
--Parking. Retirees no longer need to display a SFURA membership card on the dashboard to occasionally 
park for free on Burnaby campus. Parking now has an online system and they scan license plates. Just 
email parking@sfu.ca and ask them to register your plate number for Retiree parking. There have been 
a few glitches in that a few people have been ticketed. If this happens to you, email parking@sfu.ca and 
remind them that you are registered for free parking. They will cancel the ticket.  

-Benefits. The SFURA benefits committee continues to work with SFU Human Resources to achieve 
improvements to the retirees’ PBC extended health package.  As always the case the process is taking 
time, but we remain optimistic we will be able to announce improvements soon.

-Membership: The SFURA Board has decided to extend free membership for another year. This is possible 
because of money not spent during the Covid lockdown. Also, the Board is rethinking membership in a 
larger sense. More about that in a later issue.

Finally, once again I would like to thank all volunteers, whether on the Board or not, who have helped out in any way 
with our various activities. 

A very happy (dry but not too hot) summer to you all! 
Frances (on behalf of the SFURA Board)

Photo: Ron Long / Flame-faced Tanager    
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of the general public find their way in public spaces? This led to months of experimentation: what materials would best 
make a map surface that could be read by touch, just as words are read in Braille?  Ray and colleagues found that a 
stiff sheet of polyester of a certain composition and strength, like a light but flexible cardboard, could be manipulated 
and moulded, hold colour dyes and permit various materials to be fused to the surface. This was important because the 
map’s basic physical-world subject matter, such as streams, vegetation, buildings, roads, sidewalks, stairs, curbs, railings 
and elevators, among many others, would have to be differentiated by textural qualities so they could be known by touch 
alone. Further, for such a map to make sense to the user, scale would have to be held constant across the map so that 
distances could be estimated – something that a back-of-the-envelope sketch doesn’t do well. 

Ray realized that, to be helpful to users, it would be necessary to produce a portable map that could be folded and 
perhaps mounted on walls and in doorways. In this way they could serve the needs of the sighted as well as the blind. 
After many attempts, Ray came up with “a silk-screening method to represent maps on clear plastic”, a material that he 
found would also support the layering of ink to give a raised image that could be ‘read’ by touch. Test maps were produced 
and tried out in various locations by potential users and professional workers concerned with the impact of vision loss on 
individuals.  These places included SFU, Stanley Park and UBC, and were edited as to symbol size, shape and textural 
character: “sand, powdered glass and wool or cotton flock” were among the best. Who would have guessed? While this 
work did not change the system of directional signage on campus or other public places, it demonstrated an application 
of dedicated research as when “In the early 1980s, he (Ray) rendered the Atlas of British Columbia into a tactile map 
that is used today by the blind to study the province’s geography.” (1)

Map reading by app.
But wait.  Others too have found this and related spatial analyses to be of interest in the life of the community at large.  

Check out the recent issue of the Canadian Geographic, February 2022, the journal carried in larger drug stores.  The 
author, Ashley Nemeth, who works with the CNIB in Saskatchewan and Manitoba, reports that experiments there have 
been devoted to trying to make ‘visible’ the principal park spaces of central Regina, especially the Wascana Centre.  
This semi-wild open space, over 900 hectares in extent and accessible by a network of paths, stretches south from 
the city centre to the parliamentary precinct.  It is “difficult to navigate for individuals like me, who are blind or partially 
sighted and use a guide dog or white cane.”  But it becomes ‘visible’ when the GPS (Global Positioning System) app 

called BlindSquare is used: over 200 “beacons” have been 
scattered about the parks, emitting signals that, when detected 
through this app, provide locational information about features of 
interest and necessity.  Some surrounding businesses, hoping 
they might appeal to the park’s visitors, have also started to link 
into the system. (2)  Just think: to transform the landmarks of 
physical space into guide posts, such that a human handicap 
may be overcome, becomes an unforeseen opportunity.  That 
is: if visually apprehended personal space be denied, tactile 
and aurally perceived spaces may be substituted. Wayfinding 
indeed!

Muddy boots and celestial surveys 
As a data-gathering technique, aerial photography became 

a battleground tool as far back as World War 1. In the following 
decades, broader territorial mapping tasks were undertaken, 
for example of the vast Canadian North, for inventory work in 
agriculture and forestry, or for boundary establishment. Aircraft 
for such tasks were often difficult to handle in the variable 
weathers that might be encountered.  It was hard to keep to 
a straight course and prevent the craft from dipping its wings 
from side to side: the “crab and tilt” and “overlap” problems.  
Further, if two authorities were to use different equipment 
and protocols in surveying the same area, the results might 
not match consistently.  Take the Canada-USA boundary, for 

continued from page1

illustration of tactile symbols : Fine Sand, Flock, and Glass Beads



Vol XIX Number 2 5

example. Do separately devised systems always match 
at the boundary?

By convention, Canadian topographic maps were often 
drawn from a selected starting point. (3)  At the scale of 
one inch to the mile, expressed as 1:63,360 on the map, 
conveniently-sized map sheets were published. (4) While 
such a map was satisfactory for many purposes, such 
as teaching, drive-by observation, property division or 
locating mining claims, it differed from the U.S. system. 

That system, equally useful in covering the same area 
in question, took its framing grid from a longitude and 
latitude base, expressed in degrees. The resulting map 
sheet was outlined as a 15minute grid scaled at 1:62,500 
- close to one inch to a mile, but not quite the same. In 
short, and with exceptions on both sides, one system 
was based on the selection of grounded starting points 
for surveyors to begin work, while the other was framed 
by longitude and latitude lines: muddy boots vs. celestial 
calculations.  Maps of such a border zone, when placed 
alongside, may match closely or not.  And, of course, 
when Canada ‘went metric’, new complications were 
introduced. Aerial photos had analogous problems: how 
could they, even when corrected for crab and tilt, resolve 

the ‘jig-saw’ puzzle to make sense of the border? 
Ray recalled that he had been approached about this very problem some years before. At that time, he had “solved” the 

problem by “photomechanical” methods, using the wonderful large camera in the darkroom attached to the cartography 
lab.  But, by the eighties, the camera was rapidly yielding its place as a dominant piece of equipment to a sprinkling of 
desktop computers. Ray rephrased the question put to him in the earlier enquiry: “... could he (Ray) up-date the aerial photo 
imagery given to them before?”  His notes carry the answer: “I explained ... that all the maps are now on the internet and 
all they needed was an iPad, and the maps would be from the latest Air Photo copies. I never heard from them again.” (5) 

Never a dull day in the “cart lab!”  Pens, ink and drafting tables are out, as are T-squares, set squares and French 
curves.  Screens, keyboards, codes and ‘magical devices’ are in.  Labs as workplaces have changed, and some have 
new names.  But the work itself, nourished as always by the tap root of the ‘map idea’, has new applications.  And the 
future? The future is already here.  Members of the next generation are hard at work.  Stay tuned. (6)

Acknowledgements: 
1. President Jack Blaney presented Ray with the University’s Staff Achievement Award, citing this and other projects. 

“Ray Squirrell”. SFU News, January 11, 2001. 
2. Nemeth, Ashley.  “Wayfinding in Wascana”.  Canadian Geographic, February 2022.
3. The survey systems of the lower mainland started at the point where the international boundary meets the 

shoreline of Semiahmoo Bay.  The northward alignment from this point guided the location of the Coast Meridian Road, 
known today as 168th Street in Surrey.  The old name survives in its extensions north of the Fraser, in Port Coquitlam 
and Coquitlam.  The simplified version of boundary establishment alluded to here is easily visualized when thinking of 
the Prairie provinces and American Great Plains states.

4. One inch on the map represents 63,360 inches, or one mile, on the earth’s surface.  In the years after World War 
II, the system was changed to be based on a scale ratio of 1:50,000 and its multiples.

5. Hurd, Wilf. SFU News Vol 12, No. 10, Nov. 9, 1978; Ray Squirrell. Personal notes and discussion. 
6. Dan Turbeville (PhD, SFU) Professor Emeritus, Eastern Washington State University.  For memory and advice 

on SFU cartography during the Ray Squirrell era. May 9th, 2022
-----------------------------------------------------

Ray Squirrell Chief Cartographer Department of Geography 1974 – 2002

Photo:  Simon Fraser University chief cartographer Ray Squirrell shows a variety 
of his tactile maps designed to allow blind people better understand Canadian 
geography. Some 1500 of the maps, have been offered free to schools and 
libraries across the country. / The Columbian. Friday, June 5, 1981.
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My wife and I are on a relatively empty platform deep in the bowels of the Frankfurt main railway station on a late 
Sunday afternoon on April 3, 2022. We are waiting for the S Bahn 9 to arrive in 18 minutes to take us home. Suddenly, 
four black-clad police personnel, three male and one female, descend from nowhere on two male passengers. One is 
sitting on a steel bench in the middle of the platform, some eight meters away. The other, a youngish guy, standing beside 
him, chats amiably with his friend. Not being within earshot, I cannot hear what the interrogating officer asks the lanky, 
blond man with a short haircut. With a gesture of reluctant compliance, shrugging his shoulders, the suspect calmly does 
what he is told to do. Probably in his late twenties, he empties his pockets and drops his cellphone, jacket, wallet and 
keys clanking on the bench. He even takes off his sweater. Now in a green Tee shirt, he is frisked from head to toe. After 
they are finished with the one, they turn and perform the same procedure with the other one.

I am fascinated by the unfolding encounter and so is my spouse. Watching more discretely, I can already anticipate 
her English-colonial reprimand: “Staring at people is impolite!” Passengers spill out of an arriving train, rush by and pay 
no attention. Is this an everyday occurrence? “Probably a civilized drug raid,” I think fleetingly. While two male officers 
search the pockets of a thick rain jacket and examine a wallet, I notice that the coat has two small unrecognizable insignia 
sown onto it. An alternative suspicion arises. Perhaps this is part of a nation-wide effort to track down neo-Nazis who 
had burned the homes of asylum seekers? The media reported on it the day before.

The brown-skinned female officer stands to one side, watching motionlessly. Perhaps an Indian apprentice? “Good for 
the Frankfurt police - finally becoming a bit more multicultural 
and inclusive,” I think. I hesitate to go over and ask her what 
is going on. Do I risk hearing a cold “None of your business”? 
Finally, the squad leaves. 

I go to the two harassed men and ask in my mother tongue: 
“My apologies. Why did they search you?’’ In flawless, 
unaccented German the lanky one replies unemotionally, “They 
are Nazis. They do this all the time.” “But why did they search 
you? Was it arbitrary?” I ask. “No,” he replies pointing to his 
friend, “Because of his dark skin.” I look up to his friend and 
indeed notice a slightly darker face. I am speechless and cannot 
believe it. “Did they apologize?” I ask. He shrugs. “Of course, 
not.” 

Pretending to be a journalist, I promise to write about the 
incident. Why are people in democratic Germany randomly and 
arbitrarily profiled without specific evidence of wrongdoing? 
Is Germany emulating the US? Am I naïve in my assumption 
that Germany learned the hard lessons of her past? At the 
same time, I wonder does ingrained racial prejudice in a 
male, militarized police subculture justify the label Nazi?  As 
somebody once wrote: ‘If everything is fascism, then nothing is 
fascism’. My inner voice also cautions against generalization. 
I feel an urge to get involved in the obviously inadequate 
police training in political literacy. Why do they not realize that 
racism damages their own, as well as the country’s image in a 
multicultural world?

Comparative Perceptions of German and Canadian Police 
Behaviour 
By Heribert Adam

Photo:  Frankfurt Railway Station / Maksym Kaharlytskyi / Unsplash
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Our train arrives and we rush in before the doors close. I ask my wife, if she noticed anything about the two guys 
they searched? “No, I thought it was a drug raid.”  “But cops have no right to frisk people on mere suspicion without any 
evidence?” And so we ponder why and how police undertake, and get away with, illegal random searches in Germany, 
while similar behavior would be condemned in Canada (our home of 55 years). We reach no conclusions on the half an 
hour train ride back to my childhood home in Dietesheim.

A short time afterwards the conservative national newspaper Frankfurter   Allgemeine Zeitung (21/04/2022) published 
an article, titled “System Failure with Police Violence in Germany”. This report by the UN special envoy for torture, callous 
and inhuman treatment pointed to evidence - particularly videos he had seen of Covid demonstrations – where passive 
onlookers were pulled from their bikes and thrown to the ground by overeager officers. He asked the Berlin government for 
comment and statistics on how many police were charged for using disproportionate force. Response: “In two years, only 
one officer”. Several provinces did not even collect statistics on this. The UN diplomat concludes: “While demonstrators 
are sentenced in a hurry (Eilverfahren) many cases against the police are thrown out of court or postponed until nobody 
remembers them. This arrogance is dangerous, because it destroys the trust of the public in the police. Officials don’t 
realize how blind they are”. 

Until that encounter in the railway station, I also belonged to this category. I naïvely assumed that police transgressions 
are isolated incidents, or ‘typically American’. Yet, even in my glorified hometown Vancouver, research confirms the 
opposite. The sociologist Gillian Creese  in her ethnographic account "Where are you from?": Growing-up African-
Canadian in Vancouver (2019), discovered “almost all men who participated in the research had stories about being 
randomly stopped by the police”. In 2021 in Vancouver, even an 80 year-old black Supreme Court judge, taking a leisurely 
morning walk along the seawall, was briefly detained and handcuffed by four policemen who were searching for a 40 year 
old black man. The officers argued that the hairstyle of the judge and the photo of the suspect resembled each other. 

While illegal police violence occurs in all democracies to 
various degrees, what differs are the main target groups, the 
rationalizations and the consequences. In Germany widespread 
latent xenophobia singles out foreigners as suspects. In 
Canada, where more than half of Toronto and Vancouver 
residents are foreign-born, “foreignness” has merged into the 
new norm and a gradually expanded notion of what it means to 
be Canadian.  Open xenophobia is taboo. All political parties 
depend on a share of the immigrant vote. Paradoxically, it is 
the five percent Indigenous population who bear the brunt of 
stereotyping. Rates of imprisonment and callous treatment is far 
higher among this marginalized minority than in the so-called 
mainstream.   

Indigenous people now make up 32 percent of the federal 
prison population, while women's prisons house an even higher 
46 percent of Indigenous inmates. The police deal only with 
the symptoms of historical neglect and what rightly has been 
called “cultural genocide”. Canada should be embarrassed by 
this enduring record of colonization. v

Heribert Adam, a political sociologist, joined SFU in 1968. 
He was born in Germany and educated at the “Frankfurt 
School".



Marilyn Bowman

Your house smells very musty” was my Edmonton mother’s first comment 
on visiting me one hot summer in my old farmhouse in Kingston.  I knew 

she was right because I had been pouring Drano down every drain for days trying 
to sweeten the place up, all to no avail. I told her, and without a word she went to 
the door at the stairs down to my ancient limestone basement.  When she pulled the door open a huge billow of hot wet 
air hit us. The stairs were soaking wet, so were the walls, the basement floor had inches of water in it, and the ceiling 
dripped on us. Mom headed straight for the ancient galvanized metal hot water tank, which greeted us with a massive 

wash of fine warm water spraying out from dozens of pinhole leaks.  The culprit!
We retreated upstairs, put on raincoats and rubber boots, babushkas, armed 

ourselves with mops and buckets, and headed down to sop up the mess. We 
opened the tiny windows and mopped down every surface. I was sent out to the 
Co-op store to get a bag of calcium chloride crystals, deliquescent to soak the 
moisture out of the air, came home and sewed up a batch of cotton bags in which 
to hang these all over the basement to collect the water and drip into pails. We 
wrestled the whole thing back to normal over a few days of attack while waiting 
for the new tank. It was a great lesson in Mother Knows Best when ‘musty’ is 
the issue.

While that adventure occurred at the height of summer, the same old house 
provided a different water adventure in the deep of winter. I returned to freezing Kingston from a 2-week Christmas visit to 
Montreal with my brother Allan and his wife Sylvia in tow. When I unlocked the door the icy temperature of the house and 
the sound of rushing water struck me. Quelle horreure! The furnace 
was obviously off and pipes had been busy bursting. 

With my ears primed I traced the rushing water to a kitchen tap 
whose supply pipe had burst; the water was rushing up from the 
basement, pouring out the break, and falling back down into the 
basement. We tore down into the basement and turned off the main 
water tap to stop the torrent, and I phoned the furnace company 
to get the furnace on. The furnace man eventually showed up and 
turned it on by replacing a fuse that had apparently blown after a 
power failure during my absence and a power surge when it returned. 
Gradually the house started to warm up, the frozen toilet thawed and 
the pipes inside the walls began to thaw and burst, producing new 
sounds of cascading water. Allan went out to buy welding tools and came home to set up a rescue system for this mess. 

Locating all these broken pipes turned into a continuing adventure. Sylvia was stationed in the basement by the main 
water pipe while I stood watch on the ground floor beside the routes the water pipes probably took to the second floor 
bathroom. My brother was stationed upstairs. He would shout down, ‘Water On”, and I’d shout that along to Sylvia in the 
basement, who would turn the mains water on. Starting with the main floor we ‘spotters’ would stick close to the walls to 
listen for the location of the sounds of rushing water, shouting “Water Off” down to Sylvia when we found it. Allan would 
then smash open the wall into the area with the broken pipe, and use his welding tools to repair it. As each breach was 
soldered tightly back into condition, we would go through the same process again, finishing up in the bathroom. Several 
walls and one ceiling were now open wounds, but I had healed water pipes and with some dry walling all could go back 
to normal.  Whew.  

Cold water is as bad as hot when it is running where it should not be. Thanks goodness for a clever mother and 
brother!! v
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Water Hijinks

We wrestled the whole 

thing back to normal over 

a few days of attack while 

waiting for the new tank

Photo:  Matt Popovich / Unsplash
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Coffee with Howard
By A. E. Curzon

I recently received an email about a retirement 
party for physicist Howard Trottier.  It was to occur 
at 7 p.m. on May the 15th.  In the past I often 
spoke and played my guitar at such retirement 
events and ended my contribution by encouraging 
the audience to show their appreciation of the 
retiree by cheering.  Though Howard and I had 
been contemporary colleagues I could not be at 
his retirement party and this bothered me.  I had 
not been in contact with him for some time and it 
occurred to me that, at the very least, in the near 
future we should meet and have coffee together 
so I could let him know how I much valued him.  
I sent him an email and after some messages 
exchanged between us we agreed that we should 
have coffee together at Artigiano’s opposite Safeway on Hastings Street at 2 p.m. on Monday the second of May.  In 
view of his ability in astronomy it is appropriate to record that I was over the moon that he agreed to the meeting.  I 
decided that since he would actually be present I would give him a retirement present and a gift card on which I worked 
for several hours!

We met on time as arranged.  He had an exotic coffee and I had a latte 
and cookie.  Naturally we talked about our past together and I focused on 
the Trottier Observatory and Science Courtyard established by him and his 
brother Lorne.  There had been many discussions about where to locate 
it and this had led to a delay in the final opening time.   Neither Howard 
nor I could remember the actual time it was opened but I was fairly sure I 
had some photos at home and these would enable me to find the date.  I 
had brought a camera with me for the meeting and asked a server to take 
some pictures of Howard and me.  He did but when I examined the camera 
nothing was there.  Fortunately Howard had a cell phone and that worked 
excellently as you can see from the attached photo.  I gave Howard the 
present and the card and he took a photo of me holding the card. He said 

he would show it at the retirement 
party, which brought me much joy.  
We agreed to meet again in the 
near future.   When I got home I 
found some photos of the opening 
event of the Trottier Observatory 
and learned it occurred on the 17th 
of April 2015.  On the far left of the 
attached photo is Howard; next to 
him retired physicist Bob Frindt 
and his wife, Jane. Then comes Lorne Trottier, Howard’s brother who made the 
observatory possible.  As you can see it was a daylight event.  I learned that, with 
a telescope, even without being bopped on the head, it is possible to see stars in 
daylight and on that occasion I saw Vega.  Thereafter I was tempted to become 
a vega-tarian! I also saw, without bopping or telescoping, the stars Howard and 
Lorne.  The photo of the card I gave to Howard contributes the final groan for this 
article.  v

Photo: Howard and Albert having Coffee

Photo:  Albert's card to Howard

Photo:  Howard, Bob Frindt, amd Loren Trottier
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Socialist Report

Now is the Winter of our Discontent Made Glorious Summer…

Finally the clouds are clearing, the rains are receding, the rooks are roosting, and the retirees are reviving.  “Revive”…
to live once again.  The first sign of renewed life this summer was our May lunch at the Admiral Hotel that attracted 
somewhere around 45 members. Quite a remarkable number, likely strongly influenced by the prospect of a free lunch.  
Nevertheless, it was lovely to meet and greet old friends and colleagues unmasked, and in a salubrious environment.

The Socialist announced at the Admiral lunch a revival of the SFURA annual baseball game that is planned for Friday, 
June 17th, 1 pm at Nat Bailey stadium.  This year the Vancouver Canadians are playing “High A” ball, a step above 
previous years' minor league ball and are attracting large crowds.  This is your chance to see potential Toronto Blue Jays 
players before they hit the big leagues.

But wait … there’s more.  Later in the summer we plan to meet for the 
first time in three years for A Day at the Races, tentatively on Monday 
August 29th.  This has been an SFURA tradition since 2008 and is 
affectionately known as the Marg Jones Stakes in honour of Marg 
who was so active in the early days of the organization.  The event 
takes place in the Silks Restaurant at the Hastings Racetrack, a glass-
enclosed space with tables for eating and drinking.  The lunch buffet is 

very good and reasonable at around $35.  Bets are placed in an area just behind the seating area and start at $2 so your 
chances of going broke are minimal, as are your chances of winning big.  Individual restaurant/bar bills are paid on site; 
you only will need to indicate your intent to attend so we can reserve the appropriate number of tables.  

Finally, the SFURA exec has announced a repeat of 2017’s 4-hour 
Indian Arm cruise for Saturday, August 20th.  The boat will leave from 
downtown Vancouver and lunch is included in the ticket price.  More 
details to come nearer the event.  

So those are the SFURA events.  Don’t forget other possibilities.  
The Jazz Festival takes place from June 26 to July 2nd, with lots of 
free concerts on the weekends of June 25th and July 2nd.  The Indian 

Summer Festival will run from Thursday, July 7th, until Sunday, July 17th.  Cirque du Soleil is back in town at False Creek 
North with Allegria (ending June 5th) and in 

Victoria with Ovo from June 16th to 19th.  At Deer Lake 
Park in Burnaby the Roots and Blues Festival is on August 
8th.  The Vancouver Symphony’s outdoor concert at Deer 
Lake is on July 16th.  The same weekend, on July 17th, the 
Vancouver Opera will present its inaugural Deer Lake free 
evening concert “Opera at the Movies.” And, of course, the 
venerable Theatre Under the Stars continues at the Malkin 
Bowl in Stanley Park throughout July and August.  “Something 
Rotten” looks promising…I think we’ll go. 

So, lots to do.  Take advantage of our glorious summer 
before the clouds roll back in, the rains return, the rooks fly 
south, and the retirees begin their winter hibernation. v

Tom O’Shea
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For a Good Read

Reviews by Sandra Djwa, David Stouck

Good Citizens Need Not Fear  / Maria Reva ,  review by David Stouck

 When Mary-Ann and I spent two weeks in 2001 travelling with friends in Ukraine, we never expected that its 
history would once again become so tragic.  We were then in Kiev in May when the scent of lilacs suffused 
the air of the parks and church grounds, and where heroic statues stood strong along the Dnieper River.  The 
shops and cafes in spring sunshine made us feel we could have been in Paris.  Eventually we proceeded 
south to Crimea, Ukraine’s California on the Black Sea coast where in Yalta, May 1945, Roosevelt and 
Stalin signed the Livadia Treaty to end the Second World War.  Crimea, now claimed by Russia, has a 
coastal landscape of palm trees, vineyards, and the museum country home of the writer Anton Chekov.

 Inscribed on the cover of Maria Reva’s Good Citizens Need Not Fear are four 
words by Margaret Atwood: “Bright, funny, satirical and relevant.”  These are 
words generally which describe the country’s current war president, Volodymyr 
Zelenskyy, but could in fact be applied to a way of writing in Ukraine that stretches 
back to one of its earliest famous writers, Nikolai Gogol, whose book Dead Souls 
includes such famous stories as “The Nose,” “The Overcoat” and “The Diary of a 
Madman.”  Other significant Ukrainian writers include Taras Shevchenko whose 
collected narratives in Kabzar (A Bard) galvanized in the nineteenth century a 
sense of Ukrainian national identity but were banned from publication in Russia.  
In the twentieth century Andrey Kurkov, once a prison guard in Odessa and the 
author of stories for children such as “The Case of the General’s Thumb,” has 
encountered similar restraints on his creative life when writing for adults.

     Maria Reva has escaped such repressions by the fact that her family 
immigrated to Canada while she was young.  But family stories and return trips 
to Ukraine have provided her with the materials and a unique perspective from 
which to write.  Good Citizens Need Not Fear is largely a collection of biting, 
sometimes grotesque satirical stories, but there are also brief moments of 
nostalgia for people and places in Ukraine the author experienced as a child 
and this mix gives the book something of its universal appeal.  

     The opening story, “Novostroika,” is about the setting, specifically the drab 
Soviet style apartment blocks with five flights of stairs and no elevator, one-bedroom apartments with a kitchen, living 
room and toilet.  These single bedroom apartments frequently housed three, sometimes four, generations with the living 
room serving as a bedroom and the kitchen also as a laundry. If there was a balcony it was a place to keep hens.  In the 
opening story there are 14 residents in the apartment.  We are told that heating in the building is intermittent; only a few 
“disrobed down to their sweaters.”  A coffin crushes a space heater being moved.  Such humour we should understand 
is based on sad fact.

     Two central characters recur from time to time through the book.  Zaya first appears in an orphanage with a 
grotesquely deformed mouth—her teeth poke through her lip and breakfast porridge oozes from her nose.  For this harelip, 
crudely sewn up by an old baba who made leather boots, she is nicknamed Little Rabbit.  In the story “Miss USSR” 
we are introduced to Konstantyn Illych, a local poet repeatedly humiliated by his sadistic wife, but a man with artistic 
ambitions—he becomes the head of the Kirovka Cultural Club and sponsors a local girl Orynko Bondar to compete in the 
new Miss USSR beauty pageant.  The latter turns out to be Zaya transformed by make-up and styling to be an unusual 
but striking competitor (though Konstantyn still sees her as a feral animal).  The activities surrounding the pageant are 
a parody of such events in both America and the USSR and owe much I think to the frenetic pacing of a Gogol story.  I 
will not divulge the plot of this story except to say it has an amazing “reveal” and for action and political ideas is one of 
the best in the collection.

   Good Citizens is divided into two sections: stories set before and stories set after the fall of the iron curtain.  In the 
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first part, the “benchers” are described, older women who sit together in front of their apartment building and discuss 
life as they know it.  They all have health news to share; some of them are terminally ill and conscious of Chernobyl.  To 
make a little money, one transcribes popular American songs on to X-ray film; the narrator, not impressed, says, “The 
records are scratching and bubbling as if the singers were being drowned.”  Their conversation ranges from cabbage pie 
to clinics with death quotas to Pink Floyd on a “bone record” (as the X-ray recordings are described).

   In the stories that comprise “After the Fall,” there is a range of emotions at play.  At the orphanage where Zaya 
was raised the chief draw for tourists is the body of a local saint, which the narrator says, “basked in the fluorescent 
lamp like a glazed roast.”  After an accident the saint loses its teeth and Zaya shatters some of her own when she falls 
searching for them.  But this grotesque comic view yields to a tender story about elderly grandparents who are given 
a jewel-encrusted roach to amuse them, and another story titled “The Ermine Coat” which is a deftly wrought piece of 
nostalgia for childhood that embraces (like some of Alice Munro’s stories) not only human eccentricities but feelings for 
a poor place and humble memories.

   The last story “Homecoming” is about turning places remembered for their poverty into places for tourists to visit.  
Zaya is running such a program where tourists pay to have frightening experiences—to have clumps of dirt thrown at 
them, to be abandoned in the night, to scramble out of a pit.  Good Citizens is a remarkable collection of stories and, if 
she could read them, I am certain Alice Munro would agree with me. v

It was 2015 and I was on campus 
to take in some of SFU’s 50th 
Anniversary festivities. It was a 
pleasant day – I recognized a few 
of the very old guard – and after 
wandering around to investigate 
the many changes to a few of my 
old haunts, I decided to check into 
the theatre complex to watch a 
panel of speakers set to discuss the 
University’s rather noisy early days. 

 The place was packed but I was 
able to find an aisle seat a couple rows 
from the back wall. The panel was just 
getting into their conversation when, 
much to my surprise, Ken Strand 
appeared out of the doorlight and sat 
down in the aisle chair opposite me. 
After he settled into his seat I gave 
him a few moments of peace before 
turning in his direction, smiling widely, 
and flashing him my jacket lapel, 
resplendent with a red Louis Riel 
University button. He smiled back and 
flipped over the lapel of his suit jacket, 
revealing his own hidden Louis Riel 
button. I think I snorted out a laugh 
so loud I had to leave the room. Ken 
was always prepared!. v

Fifty Buttons
By  Rick McGrath
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Snow Day 
By  Shelagh MacDonald

It’s snowing!” Nothing causes more concern than snowfall on Burnaby 
Mountain. Depending on the years spent on campus, it can seem comical, 
terrifying, or evoke warm memories of shared adventures: snow parties, even 
sleepovers.

I was on a temporary assignment in the Registrar’s Office in the mid-1980s 
when a snow alert was broadcast. A new friend ran through the office shouting, “I 
have a truck. I can take three people off the mountain!” It seemed to be something 
you should volunteer for, so I took a ride and made a few new friends.

I’m originally from the Yukon where we were expected to adapt to every kind 
of winter weather. Prior to global warming when January could mean two or three 
weeks of 60 degrees below (F), Yukoners were expected to show up for work and, 
buried under the weight of parkas, toques, gauntlets, and mukluks, contend with 
square tires and frozen car seats. The goal: to survive the elements. 

“This is the life!” I thought as we rocketed off the mountain.
Smugness was short lived.  Hydroplaning is dangerous and sliding down the 

side of a mountain frightening, especially when you are on the road with people 
who’ve never seen snow, never bought a snow tire, and have no idea how to 
drive under winter conditions.

The most terrifying experience was in the early 2000s. My husband picked up 
our eight-year-old daughter, Catriona, from daycare, then me, and finally Nancy 
Mah who ran the student copy centre. We found ourselves skidding in and around abandoned cars, past pedestrians 
walking in the middle of the road, some wearing sandals.  We could have ditched the car at the side of the road and 
followed a path through the woods off Gaglardi, but Nancy had injured herself and was in a cast. While it can take as 
little as fifteen minutes to travel from SFU to Gaglardi and Lougheed, this trip took three hours! It was so frightening 
that Catriona grabbed our cell phone, called her teenage sister who was safe at home and cried, “Pray for us!” It was a 
sentiment shared by all the adults in the car.

Fortunately, we had a happier experience during that time. SFU started staggering the release of cars from the parking 
lots and that meant we were trapped on the mountain for an indeterminate amount of time. I picked Catriona up from 
daycare and headed back to the History department where I was working. All the cafeterias and the university club were 
jam-packed, so Manager Heather Skibeneckyj opened up the cupboards and dinner was popcorn and hot chocolate, 
enjoyed with anyone else who showed up at the time.

Heather was great at improvising. When the word went out to book available rooms in the residences, she found a spot 
in Madge Hogarth for the three of us. We met international students, socialized with other stranded staff, and spent the 
night in bunk beds. Catriona loved it so 
much that she would beg to have another 
sleepover whenever a snowstorm moved 
in.

Her enthusiasm matched the 
experience I had when I first started 
work on campus. By the time I retired 
thirty-three years later, I’d moved through 
the comical, the terrifying, and shared 
adventures. But I must say that while all 
of this makes for pleasant memories, I’m 
grateful I’ll never have to deal with trip 
down the mountain in snowy conditions 
ever again. v

Students trekking to SFU after buses got stuck this morning( @Nagiation / Twitter)

Photo: Courtesy of  Simon Fraser University
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While not very active in other than 
academic campus activities, in 1970 
the formation of the SFU Madrigal 
Singers under the direction of Phyllis 
Mailing attracted my attention.  The 
group was formed to sing at the first 
World Shakespeare Conference co-
hosted by SFU and UBC.  What an 
amazing experience that was, as I 
also volunteered as a student host at 
both campuses.  The Madrigal Singers 
lasted well beyond the conference 
and were well reviewed for the 
concerts around metro Vancouver.  
We performed on campus, at the 
Vancouver Art Gallery, churches 
and other venues around town.  The 
Madrigal Singers were the chorus in 
the SFU production of Purcell’s opera 
Dido and Aeneas in June, 1973.  My 
most memorable association with the 
SFU Madrigal Singers was when they 
sang at my wedding in 
April 1973, two weeks 
after my final exam and 
completion of my degree.

While originally 
planning on a teaching 
degree and going on to 
PDP in the Education 
Faculty, I was offered 
a continuing position 
in the Bennett Library 
Serial Division. As a 
newlywed, finances 
were a consideration, 
so I accepted the 
job.  Over time, the 
department morphed 
into the Acquisitions and 
Serials Division, then the 
Processing Department 
and was accommodated 
over the years of my 
employment on almost all 
of the floors in the Library 
Building.  

I ended up working in 
the SFU Library for over 
forty years before an 
early retirement in 2013.  
I do occasionally miss 

the mountain view from my seventh-
floor desk by the north windows.  
During my time in the Library, I saw 
the end of the card catalogue, the 
Kardex system of recording incoming 
new issues of periodicals, numerous 
printed resources and the evolution of 
new electronic records and systems 
for running an academic library.  The 
learning curve with each change was 
always a challenge and fraught with 
peril, but things evolved.  Books and 
periodicals have increasingly been 
replaced by electronic resources.  The 
campus also expanded considerably 
over those forty years, as did the 
student population and the addition 
of UniverCity.  It is a different world 
now, compared to the scene when 
my teenaged self arrived on Burnaby 
Mountain. v

My memories of SFU are both as 
a student and a retiree, as I spent 
45 years commuting to the Burnaby 
campus.  I came to SFU as a student 
in 1968 when the campus still was 
known for its “radical” elements 
and growing pains as B.C.’s newest 
university.  I loved the architecture 
and that it was new, innovative with 
the semester system, and had a much 
smaller student population than UBC.  
I commuted from North Vancouver 
in my trusty 1963 VW Beetle and it 
always made it up the hill.  In winter, 
extra traction was provided by 
hitchhikers picked up at the bottom of 
the hill.  I was an English major and 
recall classes with some of the great 
professors in that department: John 
Mills, Rudy Habenicht, Rob Dunham, 
David Stouck and Kris Paulson were 
favorites.  

Needing to fund my studies, and not 
having the best experience in working 
off campus, I was able to secure a 
“student assistant” job in the Bennett 
Library, filling various roles in the 
Social Sciences Division, then College 
Processing and finally the Serials 
Division. I was a duplicate searcher 
for new orders, then processed books 
arriving for Vancouver Community 
College, Douglas College and 
Capilano College, as SFU Library 
provided this service for the local 
colleges at the time.   Remember the 
large card catalogue on the main floor 
of the library and the huge print out 
of currently held serial publications?  
There was a computer room in the 
Bennett Library where keypunchers 
input all the updated data each week 
and downstairs on the Library’s main 
floor was a small cafeteria!  The 
SFU administration offices were then 
housed on the main floor of the Library 
and at one point were “occupied” in 
protest.  All long ago and gone.

SFU Memories 
By  Ainslie Mills 

L to R Front Row: Larry Boland (Economics), Keith 
Slessor (Chemistry). 2nd Row: Dee 
Cirsovius, June Davis, Elaine Dunn (Library), Bill 
Richards (Biochemistry) 3rd Row: Jill Karaim, 
Lisa Fagerlund (Library) , Marilyn Cairns (Faculty of 
Arts). 4th Row: Walter Weller, Helen
Elliott, Suzanne Lloyd, Ainslie Mills (Undergrad), 
Kathleen Swink (Undergrad). 5th Row:
Andrew Yim , David Karecki (Grad Student). Photo 
SFU Archives
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On 31 May our valued colleague Tim Takaro will retire. While not unique, it is particularly special for him because of 
what he is doing two weeks later. There will be a deserved celebration in the Faculty of Health Sciences on Tuesday. If 
you open his CV link just above my name below you’ll know about his long contribution to the worlds of industrial health, 
air quality, toxicology, asbestosis, health risk, research methodology, etc.

 
Tim Takaro is a reason why, with others, I built the “Devs-Group” at SFU to link researchers involved in ‘development 

and sustainability’ research. I am pleased to say it has grown, not diminished.

But all that academic work by Tim (see his 
CV) was punctuated by his dedicated focus on 
our immediate surroundings, the bitumen tanks 
on our mountain, the pipe tunnel under our 
mountain, the pipeline which delivers the diluted 
bitumen to tankers in the harbour. In the latter 
case the line requires the cutting and removal 
of about 3000 significant trees within Burnaby 
(yes, about three thousand).

I am writing to remind all of us that there were 
consequences flowing from the spectacular 
image of Dr Tim Takaro talking to RCMP 
officers sent up to arrest him high above the 
ground [Burnaby Now 26 Nov 2021]. A Supreme 
Court justice Shelly Fitzpatrick decided he was 
guilty of ‘criminal contempt for violating a court-

ordered injunction’. And she can sentence him to 28 days in prison on 13 June.

It is the archaic practice in our BC justice system to punish civil disobedience rather than seek remedies and negotiate 
alternate outcomes; in this case it is a tutorial in punishment in the Fairy Creek style. She will retire Tim again for a second 
time on 13 June, but behind locked gates. Perhaps the learned judge should spend a couple of nights in that tree, to 
reflect on her judgement and learn more about forests and birds.

The prison experience for Dr Takaro begins two weeks after his retirement. This is what I am writing to you about. 
He combined his youth-skills of rock climbing and tree-house construction, his growing ecological knowledge, and his 
willingness to put himself on the line in service of ‘virtuous obstruction’ [my phrase] in order to spend weeks and months 
hanging up high. He began to ‘hang up’ in August 2020 and was brought down in November 2021.

This is not about juxtaposition and contradiction. Those are obvious interpretations of this story. No, Tim’s way has 
been to integrate these contradictions and teach us that professors can do both, push the limit of the law and reveal its 
willful ecological blindness.

I took an Important Person to meet Tim during the heat dome of 2021. I felt they needed to learn applied ecology 
directly from him. He descended from his tree house with a grin, and graciously engaged in a lively conversation with this 
person. I hung back; forty five minutes passed in a moment, and the Person realized that the fifteen-twenty minutes they 
had scheduled had passed in a twinkling. Even there, standing in criminal contempt, he was a very effective teacher, as 
that Person explained to me on the way home through the forest. They won’t forget Tim, and nor will we.

https://www.sfu.ca/fhs/about/people/profiles/tim-takaro.html  v

Tim Takaro:  From Retirement May 31 to Prison  June13?
By Bob Anderson, Devs-Group and Communication, 30 May 2022

Burnaby Now 26 November 2021. RCMP used a bucket lift to reach 
Trans Mountain protester Dr. Tim Takaro in Burnaby/ Cornelia Naylor

https://www.sfu.ca/fhs/about/people/profiles/tim-takaro.html
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Memory and Common Themes
By Jared Curtis

I am grateful to Simon Fraser University for the gift of freedom and the opportunity to teach the poetry I love for thirty-
five years from 1971 to 1996 as a faculty member in its English Department, and for the resources and encouragement I 
received to research and write about that poetry. The thoughts I offer below do not concern a specific memory or cache 
of memories of those years, but rather query the role of memory in the construction of my take on the world, the way I live 
in it, and how I respond to it. Mnemosyne, one of the ancient Greek Titans, figures who were not viewed so much as gods 
to be worshipped but as the original beings who created the world, was the daughter of Uranus and Gaia. Mnemosyne 
was the mother of the nine Muses, but in practice Greek poets and writers treated her as the Muse of Memory, central 
to all the creative arts and sciences in the Greek world.

Recently, I wrote a note to a friend and neighbour, a writer of many novels, to say how much I enjoyed her latest book, 
remarking on her cleverness in leaving loose threads at the end to be picked up and woven into the fabric of a novel not 
yet written. She replied, “Yes, these days I never close doors in my books” and went on to say she, and writers who are 
her friends, return “again and again to the themes and conflicts that compelled us back at the start of our careers.” She 
then asked me, “When you look at your own poetry, do you see recurring themes and motivations and questions?” While 
I have not been writing poems as long as she has been writing fiction, I thought it was a good question to try to answer.

I told her that I had been thinking about that very question for some time. Without being conscious of doing so when I 
wrote it, I put some of this thought into a short piece on Milton's Sonnet 19 on the poetry page of an issue of the monthly 
community newsletter I publish in Seattle. The sonnet, about the poet’s blindness, begins, “When I consider how my light 
is spent,” a disarmingly casual but searching reflection on past life for most of us to make. When I consider how my light 
is spent, it is to reflect on whether I have used my talents to good purpose and with compassion. Without the benefit of 
Milton's religious faith, my secular faith is in words, the words of others, of poets old and new, but also my own: those 
of a son, nephew, lover, husband, teacher, father, and friend speaking my own words and remembering the words and 
actions of others to find “a way forward” in the mess that is life.

When I decided in 2020 to gather up some of the poems I’d written over the years since retirement and especially those 
I was composing at the time, I selected and placed them to explore this notion of seeking a way forward, and the Muse of 
Memory was at the heart of this exercise. Recollections of the joy of discovery, the pleasure of insight, the complexities 
and power of love and loss, the pain and the gifts of isolation, the calm and grace that the natural world can bring, and 
the humor and delight in human quirkiness are the common themes that run through my writings.

Those of my poems that have appeared in Simon Says have illustrated some of these themes. I offer another.

Take down the photographs,
clear the bureau top, unclutter
the dining room table,
make room for love.

Jettison old clothes and shoes,
find space for hers to be hung,
open windows at night to clear the air,
make room for love.

Learn new dishes to make,
get the dishwasher repaired,
tidy the cupboards, clean the fridge,
make room for love.

Stuff after all is only stuff, 
solid but weighted with freight,
slowing the blood – let it go,
make room for love.

©Jared Curtis

MAKE ROOM FOR LOVE
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The Inestimable Value of Volunteering
By Marcia Toms

In August 2009, just two months after retiring from my Vancouver School Board teaching career, I began volunteering. 
I found myself, not accidentally, right back in an educational environment: the Strathcona Community School Breakfast 
Program.  Run by my friend, Jane Newton-Moss, it used a pioneering approach, serving nutritious breakfasts both to 
kids and their caregivers.  An irresistible kind of well-organized chaos ruled as we created what was an action-based 
curriculum. We soon recruited kids in grades 6 and 7 as Breakfast Buddies to help the really young. Everyone learned 
skills: how to cook eggs, make toast, mix blueberries into yoghurt, and clean up. After a couple of years, with more 
volunteers, parents eager to help and community college students needing to complete practicums, we had a full kitchen 
and province-wide recognition. I felt ready to move on. 

I landed at Tillicum Annex, a small East Van school for K – 3 students. Out of the blue, my friend, Steve Boyce, recently 
retired as the Kiwassa Neighbourhood House Executive Director, had phoned me, getting straight to the point: “We need 
Reading Buddies to help little kids improve their skills.” True confession, which I didn’t tell Steve: I love teenagers, but 
tiny children are a mystery and I never associate with them unless they’re my relations.  Still, how could I say no to the 
challenge?  “I’m in.” 

All the reading was one-to-one and the cohort of youngsters remained the 
same, so we could get to know one another. Just my Buddy and me: usually 
eager, often shy and occasionally, charming. I was happy to ride my bike over to 
Cambridge and Nanaimo and ride home, usually stopping to shop on Hastings.  
I had no meltdowns – nor did the kids – no going on strike and refusing to read, 
very little pouting, and no marking required.  After about two years a chance 
meeting in my front garden encouraged me to make a change.

One early afternoon, friend and neighbour Diane Wilman found me up to my 
chin in weeds. “What do you do when you’re not gardening?” she asked. I told 
her and, raising an eyebrow, she said “Tillicum! Why so far away?” Distance 
is relative in East Van. She went on: “We need you at Frog Hollow for our 
new English Conversation Club.” What a thrill. I was being poached. She asked 
me to drop by for a longer chat and I did. Frog Hollow, one of Vancouver’s 

Neighbourhood Houses, is at the corner of 5th and Renfrew, a mere block and a half from my home.
It took no selling from Diane for me to make a commitment.  A club not a class, with a volunteer leader (me) and 

participants ready to improve their English speaking skills. No grammar drills, no pressure, no tests, just building confidence 
and friendship in a relaxing setting.  Perfect. That was 9 years ago and with a necessary but unwelcome Covid break 
for 2 ¼ years, we are still at it. 

The program took many and varied approaches. First were early evenings in a small upstairs room at Frog Hollow with 
12 - 18 participants, mostly women who were Cantonese speakers. Then, we changed to 10 a.m. to walk and talk, after 
that it was looking at and sitting in gardens and talking. Spanish speakers joined. Cooking, talking and sharing recipes 
were highlights. Soon, it was the very late fall of 2015. The Canadian government announced it would welcome about 
25,000 Syrian refugees, and some of them would be arriving in Vancouver.  

Working with other immigrant services groups, Frog Hollow dove into response mode. By late February 2016, we 
contacted a number of Syrian families who needed help navigating their new home. It is a well-worn cliché, but this 
happenstance invigorated my life.  

I first met Anwar, Fadia and their 5 children in early March 2016. They had arrived in Montreal from Jordan in December 
and after a short stopover, flew to Vancouver, a city they had only just heard of.  After a short stay in a Richmond hotel, 
RainCity Housing found them a 3 bedroom walkup apartment on East 11th, a block from Main Street. It was small and 
modest, but clean and safe, in a lively, urban location. 

The moment I arrived, I was welcomed with smiles, tea and curiosity. My new friends could count to 10 and say Welcome 
in English. The kids recited the alphabet. That was it.

They had fled their home in Daraa as soon as the civil war began in 2011. Two of the girls have a hereditary blood 
disorder requiring monthly transfusions and Anwar supported the opposition to Assad. They could not stay. They left 

“We need you at Frog 

Hollow for our new English 

Conversation Club.” What a 

thrill. I was being poached.
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behind a big house with a modern kitchen where Fadia honed her 
remarkable culinary skills. Anwar was a barber. As refugees in 
Jordan, they could not work and the kids could not go to school. 

They found themselves in a northern nation, with a limited 
street life and, let’s be honest, here in Vancouver, sartorial 
chaos. They were absolutely determined to make the best of it. 
As observant Muslims, they would miss the public call to prayer, 
but cell phone help came quickly, as did advice about where to 
buy Halal products. 

Over the first two years, I helped them feel comfortable with 
the school system and supported both Anwar and Fadia as they 
learned English – quickly – but not as quickly as their kids who 
were taking everything in stride, including Christmas. They were 
familiar with Syrian Baba Noel celebrations, so here they had 
their pictures taken with Santa. All of them thrived at school and 
participated in community sporting activities. Anwar found work as 
a barber right away. Fadia helped out at the elementary school as 
soon as she could, and she had another baby: born a Canadian 
boy, a fact of immense pride for the family.  The eldest, a boy soon 
found a soccer group to hang out with. We all went ice-skating. 
At least, they skated and I looked after the baby.

By January 2020, they had been in Canada for 4 years and we 
were friends. It was time to apply for citizenship. Fadia and then 
Anwar had each reached the appropriate level of spoken English 

and both were ready to write the required test. Fadia = 20/20. Anwar = 19/20. We heard about that for some time afterward.
In mid-February 2020, my husband, Peter, and I attended the in-person citizenship ceremony, one of the last before 

Covid restrictions drove the procedure on line. Everyone beamed, the few tiny children attending running around until the 
most serious moment. It was inspiring to witness, and a bit of a lesson for me. After all they had been through (including 
having their house – intact when they left it – blown apart in July of 2018 when Russian jets, mounting over 600 attacks 
in 15 hours, pounded the Daraa region) and thus taking nothing for granted, they were grateful and happy to become 
Canadians. I’m pretty sure I know who got the better part of the deal. As for me, I delight in another family to add to my 
existing one. Volunteering gets all the credit. 

Update:
The family moved to a big house 

in Richmond. Fadia is completing the 
Langara College Early Childhood 
Education program, will graduate in July 
and have a job in September.  The baby 
is a boy who never stops talking and 
attends a Montessori pre-school. The 
eldest child, now a young man is also 
at Langara taking academic courses, 
the others are still in public school. 
Anwar is one of those skillful barbers 
responsible for Vancouver men with 
beards, mustaches and just plain hair 
looking far sharper than they did before 
the Syrians arrived! v

Daraa city, the old market in Daraa al-Balad  /  Mahmoud  
Sulaiman  / Unsplash

Popular markets in the city of Daraa, the airport district / Mahmoud Sulaiman  / 
Unsplash
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A few months ago I bought a bicycle and began riding regularly on the dikes along the Pitt River. The dikes are popular 
and during the day are crowded with dog walkers, hikers and other cyclists so early morning has become my time. Often, 
I could take a break, sit on a bench and look along the dike for a kilometre in each direction and see no one. The quiet 
is glorious: nothing but bird song all around me. 

The other day I noticed a pair of Ospreys just beginning to build a nest on top of a piling at the edge of the river. Ospreys 
are large birds, just slightly smaller than a Bald Eagle. They are not rare, but one doesn’t often get a close view of them. 

On seeing the nesting activity, I realized that there was a rare photographic opportunity here. The light was perfect 
and I would be able to approach close enough for good telephoto pictures.

When biking I don’t usually carry my big camera and lens - they are heavy - but the next day, Sunday, I was back at 
first light and suitably equipped for serious photography. 

It was a beautiful morning, sunny and mild and the Ospreys were flying back and forth bringing sticks for the nest.  I 
waited until they were away then moved carefully closer to the piling and sat down on a log. I am very aware of my affect 
on the natural behaviour of the birds I photograph. If the Ospreys didn’t return soon I would move away, but they were 
back within minutes and continued their collecting forays. The key to successful bird photography is very slow movement 
or, preferably, no movement at all. And so I kept very still and quiet.

Sitting there, with bird song and activity all around punctuated by the calls of a Barred Owl behind me, I became just 
a part of the scenery and it was absolutely wonderful. I checked my camera settings and made test exposures to make 
sure I was ready for the arrival of the birds. 

Each time an Osprey returned to the nest it flared dramatically as it landed, giving me spectacular full frame photographs. 
My feet were soaked, my shoes covered in mud and my backside numb from the hard log, but I could not have been 
happier.

Every arrival provided perfect photos. The birds almost always landed facing me and, as I had anticipated, the light 
on them was perfect. I shot and shot until, two hours later, my camera battery finally died. I had almost a thousand (976) 
photos so, although I was thoroughly enjoying myself, I decided it was time to leave. Once again I waited until the birds 
were away then stiffly made my way back to my bike.

You may wonder; why so many photos? Firstly, for me nothing could be more fun. Secondly, it was a unique opportunity 
and I wanted to be sure I had the best possible photos. It was certainly not a matter of taking hundreds of pictures and 
hoping some might turn out. Thanks to my tests I knew they all would be good. Even with so many there is always one 
that stands out. And that one is worth all the effort.v

A Beautiful Sunday Morning
By Ron Long



Abortion: a men’s issue (too).
There was a lot to write about this quarter. First it was going to be the 

trucker convoy from a class perspective. Then, Nazis in Ukraine or the very long 
history of American ambitions toward Russia. Now there has burst on the scene the 
leaked US Supreme Court draft document overturning Roe vs. Wade, a flawed 1973 decision granting the constitutional 
right (with various limitations) to abortion. Church-ridden countries like Ireland and Argentina have legalized abortion, but 
now the US can join the Philippines and others burdened with huge families and enormous poverty because of abortion 
bans (also contraception and divorce). Women across the US have demonstrated to defend Roe; groups are raising 
travel funds to legal-abortion states. The Canadian government vows to keep abortion available here—despite a vocal 
minority who, like US co-thinkers, would like to eliminate it. There’s little need to detail how the ban will affect women: 
the news is doing that pretty thoroughly.

But not much has been heard about how men will be impacted by the denial of Roe, though they will be affected at 
many levels. Here are a few:

- Janet Yellen, Secretary of the US Treasury, has pointed to “labor force 
participation” as a casualty. Many women forced to bear an unplanned or 
unwanted child will quit work in order to care for the child, or will be fired. 
There will be deaths from botched illegal or self-inflicted abortions. Men who 
own businesses employing women will lose capable employees. Husbands and 
fathers relying on a spouse’s or partner’s paycheck in the family budget will come 
up short. What will be the financial and domestic consequences? The sons of 
these families won’t enjoy the benefits brought by a mother’s or sister’s work—a 
bike? A solid meal? A college education? A feeling of security? Some women 
will leave states that ban abortion for states where it is still permitted (assuming 
that no federal anti-abortion law is passed!), creating further labor shortage, 
hence less production and less consumption. 

- A visibly outraged Lawrence O’Donnell (MSNBC, May 5) coined the term “rape dad” for a new group created 
by the abortion ban—which in most anti-abortion states allows no exception for rape or incest. An 11-year-old 
girl raped by a relative or family friend will have to complete the pregnancy. A date-raped high-schooler ditto. Any 
woman raped by any man, the same. Some rapists will be forced into marriage, perhaps by his parents or her 
parents, having to leave high school, higher education or training to support an unplanned and unwanted child. 
Some will face lawsuits whether for the crime or for child support.

- Fathers, grandfathers and other male relatives will be pressed into service for financial support and childcare 
of an unexpected or unwanted child, whether with or without an acknowledged or responsible father. What will 
this mean for their work lives and domestic relationships? Some young men will “do the right thing” and marry 
the girl they’ve impregnated, perhaps leaving school to do so, perhaps entering a loveless marriage. Fathers, 
grandfathers and other male relatives will mourn a girl or woman deceased in a botched amateur or self-performed 
abortion because she couldn’t afford to travel to another state or didn’t have a passport to come to Canada, or 
didn’t want her family to know, or couldn’t stand the future imposed on her. 

- Men doctors who have provided counseling, referrals or procedures will have to stop, or risk prison; some will 
be—as quite a few have been in recent years—targets of homicidal anti-abortion fanatics. Some will move to 
other states where their services remain legal, a fairly massive disruption to professional and personal life and 
impoverishment of medical care for men who lose a local doctor.
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Writing on the Edge

Sheila Delany
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- And, perhaps worst of all, what about the boy baby born to a mother who doesn’t want him, or who is far too 
young or emotionally immature for the task of parenting? Or too poor to care for him as she would like to? The 
emotional toll could be disastrous for the individual boy; the social consequences terrible for those around him 
should he be neglected and turn to drugs or violence. As many speakers have observed, those who claim to value 
a baby’s life before birth do very little to enhance that life once born.

- Last and perhaps least: the new anti-abortion laws will support a censorious climate. Many people won’t want 
to stay and work or teach in the same states where so-called “critical race theory” (AKA American history) is 
banned, along with hundreds of literary classics, math texts, religious and political ideas, LGBTQ support, etc. 
I’m guessing there will be a quiet flight of men and women teachers, intellectuals, writers, journalists, artists and 
fed-up folks from these states, in turn impacting men and women students, readers, the cultural environment, the 
population at large.

- My opinion? Free abortion on demand! (No parental permission required.) v
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SFURA Survey
By Gladys We

In January, we sent out a survey to all members to ask for your thoughts on how to rebuild the SFU Retirees Association 
as we are all cautiously emerging from the pandemic. 

The first prize was a $50 gift card, and the winner is Yvonne Tabin! 

Additionally, Dan McDonald and the SFU Kiva team offered a second prize 
of a $30 credit to Kiva. The winner of that prize is Thomas Brown! Some 
background on the Kiva prize: For SFU’s 50th Anniversary, SFU Team Kiva’s 
objective was to advance into the top 50 among all the 1300 university teams 
on the Kiva microlending platform. We met that goal.  By our 60th year our 
objective is to be in the top 10 among the now 1940 university teams for total 
amount loaned and for total number of loans made. 

Report on the survey results
The health insurance questions came back with a range of very useful responses that our SFURA Benefits Committee 

is now taking to SFU Human Resources. 

Under the engagement ideas to bring our members together, 31% of respondents wanted us to bring back the regular 
walking group around SFU Burnaby. Since we know that our members now live across the country, we’re trying to figure 
out if we can find leaders to coordinate walking groups by region. We’ll keep you posted in this newsletter and in the 
retirees-forum email discussion list (www.sfu.ca/retirees/contact.html).

Another 27% wanted to see more remote/online events and socials. We’re investigating how these might happen. There 
were also a few requests to bring back the Financial Planning seminars. If any members are particularly interested in 
leading this kind of seminar, we’d love to hear from you. Please email retirees@sfu.ca 

Finally, 31 people said yes to participating in a working group around SFU’s 60th anniversary. That is certainly more 
than enough people to pull together a great working group. If you would like to participate in that group, please email 
Gladys at we@sfu.ca. We will begin with a brainstorming group for this year, with ideas for projects to go into planning 
for 2023/24 and launch in the 2025/26 anniversary year. v
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Just Anything! 
By Meguido Zola

Out of the lunchtime crowds, I walk 
into the bakery café and join the end 
of the line.  In the warm, aromatic 
steaminess, I survey the biscotti and 
cakes, the muffins and pies, mulling 
over what to choose. 

I like our newest campus in the 
middle of a busy city mall linking ‘town 
and gown’. ‘Town’ gives ‘gown’ real-life 
context and validation. ‘Gown’ elevates 
the business of ‘town’.

I’m taking a momentary break from 
my other studies – life coaching that I’m 
transitioning to – practice assignments, 
supervisions, simulations.  I’m avoiding 
my saboteur who’s constantly at me to 
compete for ‘perfect’ scores.

A student tucks in line behind me 
with his two toddlers, a little frayed and 
bedraggled.

We say ‘hi’ and I look down to smile 
on the children . . . but they seem far 
away, in thrall to the open-flame oven, 
the shelves of cakes and pastries, the 
bustle of bakers in their starched white 
hats.

The toddlers are taking it all in, 
solemn in awe.

“Think about what you’d like,” the 
father invites the five-year-old girl. 

She doesn’t respond. He nudges 
her gently.  Again.

The little girl momentarily frees her 
attention from the display cases. Turns 
to look up into his face, eyes round in 
astonishment: 

“Just anything!” she exclaims in 
wonder.

I marvel at the little girl’s openness. 
Her response has coached me at my 
point of vulnerability: my misplaced 
obsession with perfection and being 
the best. 

“Perfect is the enemy of good,” 
wrote Voltaire, quoting an old Italian 
proverb, “Il meglio è nemico del bene.” 
He was arguing that as long as we are 
preoccupied with ‘perfect,’ or ‘the best,’ 
‘good’ will never be good enough: and 
we will be the losers for that.  

*  *  *
“Anything?” smiles the father. 

“Sure. But go take a look . . . and 
choose something you really want.”  

Gingerly, the five-year-old takes a 
couple of steps forward, then back to 
look up at her dad.

“Go on,” the dad smiles. “I just can’t 
come with you.”  

“Why?”

“Because we’re waiting our turn. We 
have to be in line.”

The girl moves back dutifully, tucking 
herself around her dad’s legs.

“But you don’t have to stand in line,” 
he encourages again.

The little girl looks confused. She 
wants to please her dad. But she feels 
no particular urge to decide for one 
thing over others. 

Everything is good. No one thing is 
the best.

“Cookie!” the two-year-old boy’s face 
lights up with sudden comprehension: 
“Cookie!” he repeats triumphantly.

The five-year-old turns to her little 
brother, clasps him in a bear hug; they 
nuzzle each other’s faces. 

“Cookie!” she echoes.
 

Photo:  Brooke Lark /Unsplash
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IT’S ALL ABOUT YOU
Evelyn  Palmer

More Books, more authors!

Selma Wassermann has done it again, another book has been released.  
It is a brand new edition of her old book, Teaching Elementary Science: Who’s Afraid 

of Spiders?  that was co-written with former Dean of Education, George  Ivany, who then went on to the presidency of 
the University of Saskatchewan.  George is retired and living in Kelowna and was happy to collaborate once again with 
Selma to put their science book into a new version — especially relevant for our times.

It is listed on our website at: https://www.sfu.ca/content/sfu/retirees/Books_By_Retirees/Science_as_Active_Inquiry.
html

 
Brian Hayden writes;  A few years ago, the editor of the Newsletter was casting around for stories on interesting research 

that retirees were still involved in.  At the time, I think I wrote a short bit on my work in the Paleolithic French Caves. If this 
kind of thing is still of interest, I thought you might like to know that I have developed a new way of transmitting my insights 
into the use of the painted French caves to a more general audience––notably to young readers.  I have developed an 
adventure story in the form of a novel for children c. 9-14 years old, set in Southwest France about 20,000 years ago.  
The title is: The Eyes of the Leopard (published by Granville Island Publishing, 2022).  It combines all the insights that I 
have developed over my career in studying hunting and gathering peoples, both ethnographically and archaeologically (I 
studied stone tool making with Australian Aborigines for my PhD) and have worked with Indigenous groups around Lillooet 
for 35 years, as well as studying French cave paintings).  I have been very pleased with the comments on the book that 
we have received from both professional archaeologists in France, and young readers (and adult readers). Read all about 
it at: https://www.sfu.ca/content/sfu/retirees/Books_By_Retirees/The_Eyes_of_the_Leopard.html

David Kaufman’s book Super Happy was published in February, 2022. It is a Self-Help book with the subtitle A Practical 
Guide to Banish Worry, Anxiety, and Stress and Reclaim Joy and Inner Peace. From 2001 to 2008,  David served as 
Director of the Teaching and Learning Centre at SFU. He also has been a Professor in the Faculty of Education at SFU 
since 2003 and an Associate Member of the Gerontology Department and Faculty of Health Sciences. The book is listed 
on our SFURA website at: https://www.sfu.ca/content/sfu/retirees/Books_By_Retirees/Super_Happy.html

Rick McGrath has been working on two books this spring. One is called Deep Ends 2022 and it’s his annual anthology 
of fiction, photos, art, interviews, reviews, and more inspired or influenced by the work of the late British writer, J.G. Ballard. 
This will be the eighth anthology produced by his publishing house, The Terminal Press. He is also the co-editor — with 
Maxim Jakubowski — of an yet-unnamed anthology of Ballardian short stories to be published in 2023 by Titan Books of 
the U.K. One of Rick’s stories has been accepted in it, and they expect the book will contain about 25 contributions from 
major writers in the UK and USA.

Parveen Bawa would like to recommend three books related to the development of the atomic bomb.
She writes: I have just finished reading three inter-related books about the development of the atomic bomb during WWII.  

The first book “Hitler’s Uranium Club” by Jeremy Bernstein is about 10 German nuclear physicists who were captured by 
the British and Americans, held for six months (July 1945 – January 1946) in Farm Hall near Cambridge.  Farm Hall was 
comfortable, but bugged with microphones.  This book contains transcripts of secret recordings made in 1945 and released 
in 1993.  These nuclear physicists were at Farm Hall when atom bombs were dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki; Otto 
Hahn (one of the prisoners) received news of his Nobel Prize on fission while at Farm Hall.  The second very related 
book is “Heisenberg’s War” by Thomas Powers.  The information is valuable, but there are too many names.  I found this 
book better than “Hitler’s Uranium Club”; it is more coherent, but unnecessarily long.  The third related book “Trinity” by  
Frank Close, is a historical spy novel, a page turner.  The main character is Fuchs, an anti-Nazi German physicist, who 
fled to the UK and established himself as one of the top researchers during and after WWII. 

https://www.sfu.ca/content/sfu/retirees/Books_By_Retirees/Science_as_Active_Inquiry.html
https://www.sfu.ca/content/sfu/retirees/Books_By_Retirees/Science_as_Active_Inquiry.html
https://www.sfu.ca/content/sfu/retirees/Books_By_Retirees/The_Eyes_of_the_Leopard.html
 https://www.sfu.ca/retirees/Books_By_Retirees.html?q=Selma+Wassermann
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Retirement living; Judy and Fred Einstein have moved to Victoria and are now near their children and grandchildren.  
Linda and Hal Weinberg are staying put in Anmore, in  their working home and retirement home. Please let  me know 
at <evelyn@sfu.ca> if you want to let other members know that you have moved. You could start SFURA clusters on 
some of the popular islands.

Congratulations to Stella Atkins who was awarded the prestigious Computing Science/Info-Can Lifetime Achievement 
Award for her outstanding and sustained contributions in research, teaching and service over her career as a computer 
scientist. See the story from last week’s What’s On at: https://www.sfu.ca/computing/newsandevents/2022/sfu-cs-
professor-emeritus-receives-achievement-award.html?_ccCt=bvcv-2jdcte-3sgxdr-5e8aoa50

Stella is now on holiday in Corsica, but she responded to my email with the following comments; “I’d like to say how 
grateful I am to the SFU computing science department and to NSERC for supporting my interdisciplinary research which 
was really new in the 1980s when I joined. Prior to that, CpSc research was based mainly in theory, data structures and 
operating systems; human-computer interaction and applied computing were new fields which were considered “soft” 
computing, i.e. not really serious. 

Thankfully the department took an inclusive approach to such research and my career flourished with the help of 
several great graduate and undergraduate researchers”. 

Professor Martyn Poliakoff of the University of Nottingham produces popular YouTube videos about the chemical 
elements in his series, a Periodic Table of Videos, and other chemistry videos. One of his most recent ones, The Most 
Massive Molecule, reports on the possible structure of the the theoretical molecule  OgTs4, Organesson Tetratenneside. 
This would be Element 118, Organesson, surrounded by four atoms of Tennessine, Element 117, the two heaviest elements 
in the periodic table. This molecule would have 586 electrons.  See: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5YQwFjJ9GX4

This video was based on the work of Gulzarri Malli from the SFU Chemistry Department and his team of theoreticians 
in an article published  in Chemical and Engineering News concerning OgTs4. See: https://cen.acs.org/physical-chemistry/
theoretical-chemistry/Introducing-oganesson-tetratennesside/99/i23. 

Professor Poliakoff in The Most Massive Molecule did a remarkable job summarizing the key points of the paper, 
including the influence of relativistic effects on stability, and comparisons with other noble-halide compounds.

Gulzari’s team has recently been awarded additional funding to continue work on his project “Superheavy” using The 
National Energy Research Scientific Computing Center (NERSC) newest and largest supercomputer Cori at UC Berkeley. 

Club 85 welcomes Tom Bell, Ralph Korteling and Gulzari Malli in addition to the 65 (wow!) members of this 
distinguished body. If you will reach the age of 85 within the next membership year ending September 2023 you will be 
given life membership in the SFURA. Please let me know at <evelyn@sfu.ca>.

Please join Tom O'Shea and your fellow SFU retirees at 
Nat Bailey Stadium, Friday, June 17!
About this event
Calling all Baseball fans for Friday, June 17th!
We are pleased to announce the resumption of our 
traditional SFU Retirees Association day of baseball to 
watch the Vancouver Canadians at Nat Bailey Stadium.
For details:  https://sfura-baseball-2022.eventbrite.ca

SFURA  EVENT: Let’s go out to the ball game!

mailto:evelyn%40sfu.ca?subject=updates
https://www.sfu.ca/computing/newsandevents/2022/sfu-cs-professor-emeritus-receives-achievement-award.html?_ccCt=bvcv-2jdcte-3sgxdr-5e8aoa50
https://www.sfu.ca/computing/newsandevents/2022/sfu-cs-professor-emeritus-receives-achievement-award.html?_ccCt=bvcv-2jdcte-3sgxdr-5e8aoa50
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5YQwFjJ9GX4
https://cen.acs.org/physical-chemistry/theoretical-chemistry/Introducing-oganesson-tetratennesside/99/i23
https://cen.acs.org/physical-chemistry/theoretical-chemistry/Introducing-oganesson-tetratennesside/99/i23
https://sfura-baseball-2022.eventbrite.ca
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We ask any of you who have further information about any deceased SFU retirees to submit obituaries to the SFURA 
Webmaster on the link provided on our website at: https://www.sfu.ca/retirees/in-memoriam/a_g.html .  We post names 
of all deceased SFU retirees whom we are aware of, not only those who were SFURA members. We welcome tributes 
to your former colleagues. We will place them with their obituaries on the website.

Kieran Egan from the Faculty of Education passed away May 12, 2022 ten days short of his 80th birthday. He was 
born on May 22, 1942 in Clonmel, County Tipperary, Ireland. He received his PhD in Philosophy of Education at Cornell 
University and came to SFU in 1973. His areas of interest included educational and curriculum theory, conceptions of 
development in education, and the way cognitive tools shape our learning and understanding. He won many prizes and 
awards or his work in Education.

There is an obituary from the Faculty of Education at: https://www.sfu.ca/education/newsevents/foe-news/2022/may-
2022/in-memoriam--kieran-egan.html?_ccCt=bvcv-2jcf02-3lx5bj-5e8aoa56

Two of his books are listed on our website among Books by Retirees; Tenure and Amplified Silence. See http://www.
sfu.ca/retirees/Books_By_Retirees.html?q=Kieran+Egan.  He wrote poetry, his most recent book of poetry is Seven Oaks 
Ago.  Some of his poetry is quoted in the obituary shown on our website; https://www.sfu.ca/content/dam/sfu/retirees/
memoriam/2022/Egan_obit22.pdf

Mae Sherwood passed away in Campbell River on January 31, 2022, eight days short of her 91st birthday. She 
started at SFU in 1965, and soon moved to the Department of Biological Sciences where she served as Secretary to the 
Chair for many years. Her husband Alden Sherwood was on the  faculty of the Chemistry Department. They lived on 
the west side of Burnaby Mountain near Sperling school until they retired, then they moved to Cortes Island in a house 
of their own design.

Mae had a gift for organization and administration and was heavily involved in activities and events of the Biosciences 
Department and SFU. She continued these activities on Cortes Island, and she and Alden helped to organize classical 
musical concerts and other community events. They had many visitors through the years, including the musicians, and 
were generous hosts.

After Alden’s death in 2014, Mae stayed on Cortes island, but later moved to the Berwick Retirement Home in Campbell 
River. Her obituary on our website is at; http://www.sfu.ca/content/dam/sfu/retirees/memoriam/2022/Mae_Sherwood_Obit.
pdf

Katherine Young was at SFU for more than 40 years, in the Department of Finance and in the School of Engineering 
Science where she spent  the second 20 years. She passed away on April 1, 2022 at age 63. Please read her beautiful 
obituary at; http://www.sfu.ca/content/dam/sfu/retirees/memoriam/2022/YoungKatherineObit.pdf

In Memoriam
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Physical activity is considered important for health irrespective of a person’s age 
or physical ability. The questions often asked are about the optimal level of physical 

activity for seniors and the best way to keep track of it.  Walking is thought to be the best and the safest physical activity, 
particularly for older adults.   During the pandemic when gyms, theatres and parks were closed and public transit was 
scary, walking for exercise, walking to work and walking with friends helped us keep our sanity. One can walk anywhere: 
on sidewalks, on trails, in rural or urban areas.  Walking makes it easy to stop anywhere, admire a scene and walk on.  

Walking represents a person’s basic mobility; initiation of each step represents transfer of whole-body weight from 
one leg to the other.  Counting steps/minute (cadence) gives us the speed of walking, and total steps taken provides an 
estimate of the total physical activity.  All of us have heard about taking 10,000 steps per day to stay fit.  What do these 
10,000 steps include and how to get an estimate? 

There are different methods to 
measure physical activity; the expensive 
scientific laboratory techniques 
(doubly labelled water, calorimetry) 
are very reliable but not practical for 
everyday use.  Questionnaires are 
cheap but unreliable.   Motion sensors 
- pedometers and accelerometers - 
are small devices that make it easy 
to quantify activity.  It has been 
demonstrated that data obtained 
from these tiny motion sensors, when 
compared with those obtained from 
calorimetry and double labelled water 
techniques, provide reliable information 
when tested on people including older 

populations.  Accelerometers are not easy to use, they are really meant for use in the laboratory while pedometers are 
cheaper and easier to use by an average person.  Most cell phones carry pedometers; counting steps with cell phone 
pedometers is quite reliable, while estimates of distance are not.  Such devices have moved studies out from the controlled 
in-laboratory observations to free-living step accumulation patterns.  Free-living patterns can involve purposeful walking 
and running or just sporadic steps around the house or shopping.  Walking patterns are considered slow 60-79 steps/
min; medium 80-99 steps/min; brisk 100-119 steps/min; fastest being 120 or more steps/min.  

Every mobile person takes a certain “habitual” or baseline number of steps per day, the range being 2000-9000 steps/
day. It depends on how much housework, socialising and shopping we do.  The range of baseline activity decreases 
with age, obesity, and disability.  Gentle baseline activity is important for mobility and joints, but it does not benefit the 
cardio-respiratory systems or result in increased oxygen to the brain; one needs to walk briskly in order to attain cardiac 
and cognitive benefits.  The body needs moderate-to-vigorous physical activity (MVPA) on top of the everyday baseline 
activity. For able bodied older adults, governments from all over the world recommend at least 150 minutes of MVPA 
per week, which means at least 30 minutes of walking per day, 5 times a week at moderate speed of 3 miles/hour or 5 
Km/hr.  In quantitative terms of steps, moderate speed translates to 100 steps/minute or 3000 steps for 30 minutes of 
exercise. If you do not have 30 minutes, three bouts of 10 minutes each will provide the same benefit.  Ten minutes of 
brisk walking will get your heart going.  Many of you might find 100 steps/min too slow; in that case find the level of a brisk 
walk for yourself.  During a brisk walk you should get warmed up, feel an increase in your heart rate and breathing, but 
you should be able to carry on a conversation comfortably.   If you happen to go hiking every weekend and walk briskly 
for three-four hours, that does not imply that you have done enough for the whole week.   You still need to get out and 
walk 4-5 times a week to benefit the cardio-respiratory and the musculo-skeletal systems, taking 5-6 days off during the 
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week is not helpful.  Regular exercise throughout the week is needed to prevent exercise-related injuries, control levels 
of blood sugar, improve blood lipid profiles, decrease blood pressure and heart rate; it reduces brain inflammation and 
improves moods.  Long hikes only during the weekends don’t suffice. 

Does walking cause injuries?  Sure, there is evidence of injuries among elite 
athletes and military trainees but it is not true for the general civilian population. 
Walking is the safest form of exercise. Risks of physical inactivity on lifestyle 
and health exceed the risks of regular walking.  Injuries from walking can occur 
from ill fitted shoes, badly chosen trails, weather conditions and over ambitious 
walking goals. How to be successful in getting into regular exercise?  First, get 
comfortable walking shoes. When just starting out, keep a diary of your step 
goals. Start slow with maybe 10-15 minutes of walking.  Once you get used to it, 
increase the speed and/or duration until you reach the minimum recommended 
3000 steps per day.  Keeping a record of your daily progress definitely helps to 
reach your goals.  However, it should be remembered that the suggested minimum 
moderate activity does not have significant effect on weight.  To lose weight, one 
should look at what and how much one eats.  If you try to lose weight by reducing 
intake of food, exercise should be a definite part of this effort.  Without exercise, 
you will lose muscle instead of fat. 

Some studies have shown an increase in osteoarthritis with exercise while 
others, more recent data have suggested that repetitive loading of cartilage results in repair of the tissue. Loading (adding 
weight on muscles/joints/bones) benefits bones, muscles, cartilage, and tendons.  Furthermore, it has been documented 
that knee osteoarthritis is a risk factor for decline in gait speed.  Daily moderate or brisk walking reduces the risk of 
developing slow gait and associated functional limitations.  If you have osteoarthritis, keep walking.

Supervised walking is generally prescribed for various medical conditions. Studies on patients with diabetes Type 2 
have shown improved control of blood glucose when patients followed a pedometer-based walking program for over 3 
months.   Increased step count activity has also been correlated with improved gut microbiota composition. Parkinson’s 
Disease affects motor and non-motor functions of the body.  A few studies have shown that exercise therapies, including 
walking, might promote improvement in motor functions of the patients, but has no effects on the non-motor symptoms. 
Exercise therapy prescribed for patients with heart failure is safe and has the potential to improve function and quality of 
life in older people with heart failure.

There are many physical conditions which do not let a person walk at a brisk pace and/or take 3000 steps per day.  
That does not suggest watching TV instead. Any activity, at any pace, is better than none. v
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The SFU Retirees Association has booked 
an Indian Arm Luncheon Cruise for Saturday 
August 20, 2022 and we hope you can join us.

About this event
SFU Retirees Association | Harbour Cruises 
Indian Arm Luncheon Cruise
Saturday August 20, 2022 | Boarding at 10:30 
am | Return at 3:00 pm
 
Some of you may recall our highly successful similar event in 2017.

For details; https://sfuracruise2022.eventbrite.ca

SFURA  EVENT: Let’s go cruisin’

Photo:  Kitera Dent  / Unsplash

https://sfuracruise2022.eventbrite.ca 
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This is the second edition of  “Simon 
Says” for 2022. And since the first 
one, what a harrowing four months it 
has been. As I write in the USA yet 
another school shooting, 10 days 
after one at a supermarket, has ruined 
countless lives. Tears are not enough, 
nor are thoughts and prayers, but gun 
regulation through legislation might 
be a start. Covid 19, many variants 
strong, is still with us, but vaccination 
has stemmed its power, at least in 
wealthy nations with public health care 
systems.  Monkey pox, although less 
lethal than it sounds, is raising neck 
hairs. Those of us vaccinated against 
smallpox in the last century seem to 
be protected. So, a glass raised to 
Dr. Jenner who did not profit from his 
cowpox-derived vaccine, might be 
in order.  Darth – I mean Vladimir – 
Putin, despite insisting up to the last 
moment that he wouldn’t did, indeed, 
invade Ukraine.  It’s not good news, 
and as both a student and a teacher 
of twentieth century history, I’m not 
shocked, but I am appalled. The US 
Supreme Court has knocked out Roe 
v Wade, assigning the importance of 
women’s rights in the ‘greatest nation 
on earth’ (Ted Cruz’s words, not mine) 
to the nineteenth century dumpster.  
There’s more bad news, but I think I’ll 
leave that until the next issue.

To add minor insult to the major 
injuries I’ve noted thus far, Vancouver’s 
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weather - which my parents would 
not hear a word against – has been 
unrelentingly terrible, leaving many 
gardeners in despair. I lost my 
banana tree, all my rosemary and a 
huge, beautiful evergreen clematis.  
Gardening is about bouncing back, 
so I’ve already replaced the herbs and 
started fresh with monkshood taking 
over from the banana. 

This edition has much to offer, 
both serious and whimsical. Marilyn 
Bowman reflects on water and 
Sheilagh MacDonald on snow, the 
kind that predictably has SFU drivers 
biting their nails, albeit never when 
behind the wheel.  Heribert Adam 
offers a recent experience in Germany 
that sparks a pivot to policing and the 
Canadian Indigenous experience.  The 
book David Stouk reviews is firmly 
rooted in Ukraine stories. Tom O’Shea 
provides a full list of social events for 
SFU retirees to anticipate:  a welcome 
antidote to the relative gloom of the 
early months of the year.  Socializing 
is a balm for many ills and I am happily 
contemplating both an Indian Arm 
cruise and a day at Hastings Park to 
watch the ponies. 

Sheila Delaney relocates the 
women’s reproductive rights issue 
to involve men as well as women 
and reminds me of events 54 years 
ago. I was one of the two founders 
of the SFU Women’s Caucus in late 

spring 1968. It emerged from Martin 
Nicolaus’s PSA 221 class.  He had 
students work in pairs to rewrite the 
Communist Manifesto, by then, 120 
years after publication, quite dated 
and conservative.  My friend Dodie 
Weppler and I focused on women, 
ending our essay with the not very 
original “Women of the World Unite, 
you have nothing to lose but your apron 
strings and a world to win.”  When I 
read it to my Mum, she chuckled, 
remarking that if I’d ever worn an 
apron, she hadn’t seen it.  Realizing 
that a piece of paper was not enough, 
Dodie and I held a meeting, noted 
many complaints and got organizing. 
Our first, most difficult and enduring 
task was advocating for reproductive 
rights, including access to birth control 
and safe medical abortion. While the 
setback has occurred in the USA, it 
serves as a reminder to watch over 
liberties in Canada. 

I hope all readers enjoy and find 
stimulation in the excellent articles, 
photos and at least one poem by a 
talented collection of retirees. They 
prove, as ever, that both writing and 
reading are food that keeps hands, 
heads and hearts active, thoughtful 
and happy. v

Marcia Toms, Editor


