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When you take on an impossible task,
the universe conspires to help you.
—Johann Wolfgang von Goethe
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FOREWORD

has at last fully found a voice of her own.
Her late husband, Neil McKenty, was one of
Montreal’s highest-rated radio talk show hosts. His open
line talk show, Exchange, which ran on CJAD during the “70s,
became a sort of public confessional where listeners exchanged
ideas in an atmosphere of civility. With him she co-authored
a best-selling book about the history of the Laurentian Lodge
Club. She acted as his right-hand during the intense months
of writing the John Main biography, In the Stillness Dancing.
On her own she mined her family’s rich Irish history for her
engaging tale, Polly of Bridgewater Farm. But during their 40
years of marriage Neil was the outspoken voice of the family.
Catharine was every inch Neil’s intellectual equal. She
had an Honour’s degree in English from Victoria College at
the University of Toronto, studying under Northrop Frye.
After the war she spent four years in reconciliation work with
people from all over Europe, with winters in Germany during
its reconstruction. She worked as a research editor for Pace
magazine in Los Angeles and as a speechwriter for Ontario’s
Minister of Education.

ﬁ s Catharine McKenty celebrates her goth birthday she
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Catharine has never ridden an elephant, but she lived
with an elephant in the room, the illness no one talked about.

Two years after she married Neil, Catharine was
shocked to discover that her husband had had a history of
mental illness. She also understood that Neil was a man who
was used to getting his own way, who “had very little idea of
the give and take of relationships.”

Their marriage should not have worked, but it did.
Both deeply spiritual people in their own way, she accepted
the challenge of coping with his deep-seated depression and
unpredictable bipolar behaviour.

Any number of books have been written about
depression. Neil even wrote about it in his autobiography,
The Inside Story. Catharine views it from the outside. With
this book Catharine returns to her distinguished family’s Irish
roots and writes about what only she could know about her
husband’s illness and how her ancestry helped her cope. As
she writes, “she grew up with people who were not quitters.”
She was not only Neil’s wife but his guardian angel, confident
that she would find the strength when she needed it to make
the marriage work.

Catharine is deceptively tough. She is a true original
with a shrewd understanding of people. She can be demanding.
Since Neil’s death in 2012 she has been relentless in her efforts
to keep his memory alive and at the same time help provide a
nuanced understanding of his condition so others can better
understand the bipolar condition.

“We need more stories of hope in this world,” she has
written. “Neil’s story and mine, intertwined for forty years are
each, in their own way, stories of hope in spite of unsettling
challenges.”

—Alan Hustak



PREFACE

y hope in writing this is that some aspect of my story
l \ / I will bring encouragement and even laughter to those
who might be facing difficult times.

Even though 1 was able to talk to doctors about Neil’s
mood swings, 1 choked on my anguish for years before
attending a support group. In our family, troubles were not
talked about. You simply went through them. My ride on the
elephant was a journey that might have very well ended in
tragedy.

1 am encouraged by public figures such as actress Glenn
Close who spoke openly in support of her bipolar sister Jessie.

The story begins with my earliest childhood memories.

—Catharine McKenty
Montreal, 2020






EARLY YEARS — TORONTO
1930 - 1952

Toronto, on Don Mills Road.

The household included a grandmother who was
involved in medical services for women in India, my mother
who had spent two years in China learning Mandarin, several
aunts, an uncle, and fifty-six cows kept in line by a couple of
bossybulls. There were also cats, squirrels, and tiny chipmunks.
One of my earliest memories is of a little nest of baby rabbits
snuggling together at the base of a corn stook, with killdeer
calling over the cornfield.

As 1 think about my childhood, an image arises in my
mind. It was my grandmother’s living room, the afternoon
sunlight streaming in through the west window. A fire was
crackling in the stone fireplace. A plate of cinnamon toast and
a covered silver dish full of hot, buttered crumpets were set
out near the green Aynsley china tea set. This room was the
stage setting for the comings and goings of an extended family
whose women in particular inspired me by their courage.

The living room was the heart of a deep-cellared,
oblong house built of rose-grey fieldstone. The Don River ran

I was fortunate to grow up on a farm at the western edge of
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right through the farm, with a maple wood on its bank. In
1930, when my young widowed mother brought me there as a
baby, the farm was eight miles outside the Toronto city limits.
The house was set on a slight rise on the west side of Don
Mills Road, giving it a commanding view of the surrounding
countryside. The Eglinton Avenue bridge had not yet been
built. During the Depression, a steady stream of homeless
men found work in the fields.

I don’t think the places and people we have loved
ever cease to be part of us. Quantum physicists tell us those
connections continue on as part of a mysterious whole that
surrounds us and expresses itself through us.

To this day whenever 1 see a sign for North on a
highway, a huge cow barn with 56 black-and-white Holstein
cows is right there, superimposed on whatever other North
images I've acquired since. East is irrevocably the great maple
woods at the back of the farm, with the early morning sun
rising over a Don River valley that was filled with violets and
trilliums every spring.

South is cornfields stretching to the horizon, marked
off by old wooden fences. West is Grandmother’s living room
with the setting sun stirring up a bunch of lazy flies droning
on the window sill, and refracting dancing points of colour
from the French prisms on the mantelpiece.

My own deepest connection with the earth goes back
to those first ten years of my life. From the time 1 was four,
1 spent hours riding on a wheel rim of the old red Massey
Harris tractor driven by toothless Angus McNab. Angus had
worked as a shepherd in Scotland, came out to Canada, met
my grandfather, and became foreman of Grandfather’s farm. 1
spent happy hours in total silence while Angus ploughed one
perfect furrow after another of the farm’s upper fields. 1 can
still hear the sound of the plough’s gearshift releasing at the
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end of a furrow, the chug of the engine as it lumbered around
to plough in the opposite direction. Angus had a serene
radiance in his face, and he smiled his toothless smile as he
worked wordlessly until the sun went down.

Iwould stop off at the barns to see the cows being milked
by hand or pet the cats that came streaking along when a pail
of foaming milk was kicked over. Often, 1 spent time patting
the soft noses of the calves as | offered them a carrot. Then
1 went tight-rope walking over the long, ploughed furrows,
listening to the wind singing in the telephone wires.

In spring the farmhands tapped the maple trees that
sloped down to the Don River. Maple syrup was always
available whenever we had porridge or pancakes. Needless
to say, years later, at Beauty’s restaurant in Montreal, there
was no question whether 1 would have maple syrup on my
pancakes while my parsimonious husband insisted on using
the house table syrup, thus saving a dollar.

One early spring day during my childhood 1 went
skipping alone down to the lower garden. There in the shelter
of a single volcanic rock was a patch of earth warmed by the
sun, with the melting snow banked around it. A single blue
flower, a scilla, blossomed in the brown earth. 1 had the
strongest feeling this jaunty little flower was trying to tell me
something that 1 couldn’t quite understand.

Years later, it occurred to me that it was saying, “Bloom
for the day.”

Eighty years later 1 am still listening.

At the heart of Donlands was my Irish grandmother,
Lydia Orford Fleming. People who met her for the first time
were sometimes intimidated. With her erect posture, beautiful
skin and full crown of silvery-white hair, she was sometimes
known as “the Duchess.” Many more knew her simply as their
friend and often as their friend in times of need. Her eight
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children had found her strict. 1 experienced the gentler side
of her.

At Donlands farm in the spring, my beloved Granny
Fleming would hold my five-year-old hand as she inspected her
flowerbeds. I remember the first tulip bud poking its head up
through the earth. Later, turnips, potatoes and carrots would
land up in the root cellar under the house. It was unknown
then for families like ours to buy vegetables from California.
You ate what you grew and could store.

DONLANDS FARM

When my widowed Mum and 1 came to live in that
mainly adult household, word went out, “This child will not
be spoiled.” But when my grandmother put me in a corner
for some misdemeanor, 1 thought to myself, “She didn’t really
mean it.” When | came out of the corner, I would go down to
the lower field to see the first asparagus shoots appearing in
the soil or lean out the window of my tiny bedroom to breathe
in the smell of lilac.

I was allowed to spend a surprising amount of time out-
of-doors alone, accompanied only by my Airedale dog, Fieldy,
wandering over the fields. I would lie on my back on the warm
earth in the shadow of a large field stone, trying to get a cloud
above my head to move along with an imaginary push of my
hand.

To my enchantment, another child just my size suddenly
appeared to share in my delights. Her name was Lydia, like my
grandmother, the only child of Aunt Agnes and Uncle Eric. She
had an irrepressible sense of fun. She and her mother would
sometimes get the giggles, to my great astonishment. No one
else at Donlands did such a thing. All the family remembered
when Aunt Agnes, as a child, got a fit of giggles at the big
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mahogany table at St. Clair Avenue. “Get down immediately,
baby!” roared Grandfather, instructing her to leave the table.
Now the giggles were back, in a household where children
were still expected to be seen and not heard.
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Living room at Donlands Farm, 1931. Catharine’s mother Victoria, Aunt Reba (standing),
Granny Fleming and baby Catharine, with Grandfather R.Js portrait over the fireplace,
flanked by the prisms that refracted the afternoon light.

Together Lydia and 1 were a match for any grown-up,
no matter how strict. We raced around madly on our tricycles
on the big verandah at the back of the house and invented
a game called ‘Hiding from grown-ups. Giggling hysterically,
we would peek through banisters, hide in linen closets and
appear for a supper of brown bread and fresh cow’s milk at the
last possible moment. One time, Uncle Murray put us up on
the back of his pony. We laughed so hard that we slid off, no
damage done except dust on our clothes.
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After Lydia left, ] was once again the only child. The
grownups had dinner in the evening at the great mahogany
dining table in the long dining room with the glass doors
looking out at Grandmother’s garden. 1 was not allowed to eat
with them but was given an early supper alone in a room with
only my teddy bear for company. Supper was often a dish of
hot milk with squares of bread broken into it. When the dishes
were being cleared after the first course, my mother would
excuse herself and slip upstairs to tuck me in. She would say
she was “putting in the sleeping-winkers” as she pressed my
eyelids. Then she would whisper the words of King David in
his Psalm 23.

The Lord is my shepherd; | shall not want.

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures; he
leadeth me beside still waters.

He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of
righteousness for his name’s sake.

Yea, though | walk through the valley of the shadow
of death, | will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy
rod and thy staff they comfort me.

Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of
mine enemies: thou annointest my head with oil; my
cup runneth over.

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the
days of my life: and | will dwell in the house of the
Lord forever.

I realized later that as she repeated these words, she
herself was finding healing. 1 had wonderful moments with
my mother all during those years. Her room was just down
the hall from mine and 1 was always welcome. But she was
also under the thumb of her older sister Reba, and a little
uncertain of her role as a mother.
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Very early in life, 1 realized that other children had a
father and 1 didn’t. This included most of my cousins. In 1930,
just before my sixth birthday, 1 entered kindergarten at Bishop
Strachan School, a noble and very strict school for girls. There,
almost all my classmates seemed to have fathers who were
very present in their lives.

My older cousin Bob had a vivid memory of the
summer of 1929, following my parents’ July wedding, when
Dad took him and his brother fishing out in a deeper part of
the lake. Off they went in Dad’s sturdy Peterborough canoe.
Bob remembered the strong sense of connection he felt that
was missing with his own father.

The grown-ups at Donlands must have had a hard time
knowing what to say to me about my father. For my mother
the grief was still too present. Then one evening the silent
movie of my parents’ wedding was to be shown in the living
room at Donlands. For the first time 1 would be able to see my
father as others had seen him.

At the last minute, a decision was made by my elders
that 1 was to be sent to bed instead. Imagine my fury and
heartbreak. 1 suppose they were afraid I'd be haunted by
the image; so little was known then about grief therapy.
Something closed down in me. The whole idea of my father
became like a frozen river in my innermost being, not to be
talked about until 1 became an adult. It was only much later
that I realized how lucky 1 was to be raised by a courageous
mother who made a life for both of us at a time when it was
not easy for single women. It was a full eighty years later that
I finally saw that film.

My father, Walter Turnbull, was a man with a radiant
faith in God that communicated itself to all who knew him.
As a boy, he was a real rebel. His father had walked out of the
local Baptist Church with his four tall sons when the sermon
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had proved too narrow-minded for his progressive approach.
He founded another Baptist church in their hometown of
Peterborough, Ontario where all Christians were welcome.
Dad was given a basket of apples to take to the new minister
from the single apple tree in the backyard of the house where
he grew up. The minister reported with a wink that a bite had
been taken out of each apple. That apple tree also allowed Dad
and his brothers to climb out of the bedroom window at night.

Dad would paddle out in the Peterborough canoe at the
cottage, then throw himself overboard with a great war whoop
to scare his mother. Later he tried that trick from a boat on
the Hudson River near Nyack, NY, and nearly drowned in the
swift current.

After high school, Dad studied theology at McMaster
College in Hamilton, Ontario. The student yearbook quotes
his wish to “sail beyond the sunset,” which indeed he did. He
visited missions in China and other Asian countries. He walked
on foot through Peru looking for places to found a mission.
Off the coast there was a Russian ship with a complete radio
station on it. Somehow, he corralled that radio station and
had it brought back to New York to broadcast a message of
hope, love and forgiveness to South America. Later he would
write to my mother that her eyes reminded him of the blue of
Lake Titicaca in Peru.

1 got my love of travelling from both sides of the family.
In the early years of the twentieth century, my maternal
grandmother liked to ride elephants. An ivory string of them
marched across the radiator in her living room, trunk curled
around tail. And if you let her out of your sight, she was likely to
end up on a camel in an Egyptian desert taking in the Sphinx.
A postcard she sent to her nieces from India carries a photo
of her, majestically perched on the back of a huge elephant.
Beside her sits her rebellious daughter Evelyn and a daughter-
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in-law who stares sombrely at the camera. This was not their
idea. On the back of the card she wrote to her nieces,

“Dear Annie and Lizzie,

What do you think of our mode of conveyance? It
gave me a great thrill to go up a steep hill mounted
thus—camels, peacocks, monkeys here are very
numerous—an everyday sight. This is being a
wonderful experience for us all. There will be much
to tell on return home.”

Grandmother in India with two daughters and a daughter-in-law

Granny always had much to tell. In the early morning,
when only the two of us were awake, 1 would go down the
hall to her room and snuggle down beside her under the big
eiderdown that smelled of lavender. She would share a sip
from her thermos of hot water with me and we would chatter
away. Stories about the magic of India and China would begin
there in the bedroom and end later around the fire downstairs.
I remember a charming photo of her in China roaring along
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in a rickshaw. Once on her way home from India, she stopped
off in Egypt to see the pyramids. From there she brought
home an unusual watercolour of a Bedouin kneeling in the
desert in silent prayer, with his camel standing nearby in
complete stillness. The picture hung on the wall above the
green horsehair sofa, opposite the fireplace in the living room
at Donlands. 1 often sat on that sofa, communing with the
picture. Today it hangs in a place of honour in my own room,
where it catches the light.

In 1935 she found herself going up the Yangtze River in
China to visit her daughter who had married a Presbyterian
missionary. The scenery was spectacular and the only available
mode of transport was a narrow, rickety boat. Passengers were
obliged to carry all their money with them in the form of
heavy coins in order to buy food for their journey. There was a
famine in the area. All their coins were hidden in the thatched
roof of the boat. Suddenly a gang of fierce-looking bandits
brandishing swords appeared from nowhere, demanding that
they stop. Grandmother and my mother, who had come with
her on this trip, prayed heartily. The bandits took all the food
on the boat and vanished.

Later I learned more about my grandmother and the
serious side of her interest in India and China. As a young girl,
she and a close friend, Rosalind Bell-Smith, daughter of the
well-known watercolour artist Frederic Marlett Bell-Smith,
worked (and played piano) in a Toronto inner city mission
known as the Sackville Street Mission. Rosalind went to
China as a missionary in her own right and as the wife of one
of the pioneering Presbyterian missionaries of the time, Dr.
Jonathan Goforth. Her letters to Grandmother Lydia from
1890 through 1913 paint a moving picture of the hardships and
danger endured by those families.
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At 17, Lydia married a promising young politician,
Robert Fleming, an alderman who later became Mayor of
Toronto. His first wife, Mary Jane Breadon of Montreal, had
died leaving two children. The oldest, Rebecca, was not much
younger than Lydia herself. When her father told her of his
impending marriage, Reba exclaimed, “That angel!” about her
new step-mother, my grandmother.

Robert, or RJJ. as people called him, had been assisting
Lydia’s widowed mother. He advised her on property and kept
in touch with her only son who repeatedly sold whatever he
had, including his clothes, to buy alcohol. Eventually, Lydia’s
brother died of alcoholism in the Don Jail in Toronto. Lydia
never spoke of him again. He was buried apart from the rest
of the family. Even her own children believed she had been an
only child.

Lydia and Robert were married in 1888 and lived at
first on Parliament Street in Toronto. In 1886 Robert had
supported Mayor William Holmes Howland in a municipal
election whose central issue was the closing of half of the bars
in Toronto. Doctors supported the cause and living rooms all
over town became hotbeds of political activity. Motivated by
his own family’s experience and the experiences of countless
Irish families, R.J. threw himselfinto the temperance fray. They
were up against powerful liquor interests. Families opposed
to temperance, such as the Gooderhams, enlisted their fellow
Anglicans. R.J. called on the Toronto Orangemen. Cartoons of
the day made hay with the comic side of the election. A small
volume called The Methodist Bicycle Revolution captures some
of the flavour of the contest.

Other issues were of long-term concern to R.J. He had
grown up in a Cabbagetown where many of the Irish families
eked out a precarious existence. The area had been given that
name after the many sturdy cabbages grown in the front yards.
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His sister had, like many other women, died in childbirth,
intensifying the family hardships. He was passionate about the
needs of working people. Beginning in his teens, he had built
up a haying business. Then he bought houses to rent out and
opened a real estate office. His letters show a man determined
to lift his family out of the surrounding poverty. To a friend
who had invited him to a concert he wrote, “I am unable to
accept your kind invitation now or in the foreseeable future.
At present, 1 am doing the work of two men.”

In school he had gotten into a number of fights. Anyone
who tried to cheat him soon recognized the error of their
ways. In another letter, he admitted to a friend his gratitude
that the Methodist Church and his sister Polly had taken hold
of him. “Otherwise, 1 would have been in serious trouble.” His
Methodism reinforced his sense of justice. In 1892, during the
first of his mayoralty campaigns, he became known as “the
people’s Bob” and was elected with the largest majority until
then in Toronto’s history. He successfully fought to raise the
minimum wage for working people from ten to fifteen cents
an hour.

He campaigned against the Toronto Street Railway, a
monopoly, to get cheaper access to the waterfront for working
families. Later, he fought Sir Adam Beck to keep hydro lines
away from the waterfront which he insisted should be kept
for public use. He lost on this issue, and he lost his ongoing
struggle to get City Council to think ahead for the good of the
whole city, with projects such as the widening of Yonge Street.

My motherwasbornini1897, the year of Queen Victoria’s
6oth Jubilee. She was named Alexandrina Victoria Fleming,
and nicknamed “Queenie” by her brothers and sisters. City
Council presented her father with a two-handled silver loving
cup with her name on it. That year, he resigned as mayor
to become Assessment Commissioner and earn some more
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money for his growing family. Later in his career he became
manager of the Toronto Street Railway, another challenge for
this talented man.

During his years as mayor, the real estate boom came
to an end. He had invested heavily in property and could not
pay the taxes. His affairs were broadcast in all the newspapers.
The contents of his household waste bin were scavenged to
uncover material against him. Friends, including some of his
political opponents, lent him money without interest. Years
later, he paid back every cent with interest to his creditors or
their widows.

He never held a grudge. After a hard-fought election, he
would shake hands with his opponent. But he said quietly to
my mother, “Queenie, public life is a bruising and sometimes
thankless affair.” She remembered that Canada’s Prime
Minister Mackenzie King offered him any post he would take
in his cabinet. He refused. No written proof exists of this
offer, but my mother remembered hearing it more than once.
She also remembered and internalized his often-repeated
injunction, “Queenie, think in large terms.”

In 1899, R.J. and Lydia, with the help of Lydia’s mother,
Mrs. Orford, bought a property “way out in the country” for
very little money. The house was at the corner of St. Clair and
Bathurst, where there were no sidewalks, and which was a
field of mud in the spring. It had orchards and a ravine on one
side. The reason for the move was that several of his children
had become sick in the city. Also, the neighbours had objected
to the smell of cows on Parliament Street, which R.J. insisted
on keeping to provide fresh milk for his family. My mother,
Victoria, talked about getting her white dress filthy from the
mud of St. Clair Avenue. As the family grew, more wings and an
ample verandah were added. A cherry orchard and vegetable
beds surrounded two sides of the house.
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RJ. and Lydia’s children: Catharine’s mother, Victoria, with brothers and sisters
at the home on St Clair Avenue, 1905

Later, the house was bought for an orphanage by
Mother Irene, Head of the Sisters of Loretto, whom R.J. had
advised on real estate matters. It was an interesting friendship
for a Northern Irish Protestant whose children remained
persistently suspicious of Rome even up to the time of my
own marriage. The orphanage has since been replaced by a
car wash, gas station and parking lot.

At Donlands farm, my mother and aunts often
reminisced about growing up on St. Clair Avenue. There were
never less than 30 people at Sunday tea, from the latest baby
to my stately grandparents. Grandmother Lydia poured tea
with great style while Grandfather R.J. answered questions
about livestock and politics. RJs older sister Polly and her
husband John Verner came over from their house just across
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the street. Reba and younger brother Everett were old enough
to pass around the tea cups, while my mother waited for the
day that she would be old enough to handle those china cups.
Uncle Murray was a rambunctious four-year-old, overseen by
his older sister Stella. Mum’s cousins Caul and Vern McAree
were being raised by Aunt Polly after their mother died. Young
Russell was the son who grew to share his father’s passion for
the care of livestock. There were plates full of cookies and
sandwiches to accompany English tea.

Later, school friends arrived for skating parties on the
ice rink or musical evenings with Uncle Russell playing the
piano by ear. Paul Goforth, son of Aunt Stella’s missionary
friend Rosalind Goforth, arrived from China to spend his
school years as part of the family. When the entire Salvation
Army band went down with their ship in a storm, Grandfather
R.J. offered to adopt one of the orphans. The whole house was
turned into a hospital during a diphtheria epidemic.

Grandfather Fleming bought one of the first cars in
Toronto, although he never learned to drive. His 12-year-old
daughter Evelyn, however, was a superb driver, and would
drive along King Street to pick up her father at his office. She
had to sit on a cushion to see over the steering wheel. One day,
a policeman asked her, “What on earth do you think you are
doing?” She airily explained her purpose and he waved her on.

Usually, however, the children used a pony cart pulled
by Rodney, a shaggy Shetland, who had appeared beside the
Christmas tree one year with a red bow around his neck. They
would fetch the mail dropped off by the train at Dupont Street,
then head down University Avenue for a look at the lake.

Later, Uncle Murray would canter up to the house with
the whole of the Hunt Club on horseback to salute his mother.
A magnificent portrait of him dressed in his red huntingjacket,
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called “pinks” by those in the know, now hangs in Toronto’s
Hunt Club.

One day a company of two hundred soldiers arrived at
St. Clair Avenue to salute my grandfather and ask for a drink
of water. My mother said, “Oh Daddy, can’'t we give them
lunch? They look so hungry and tired.” Her father agreed,
but Grandmother and my aunts were silently furious at little
Queenie. Her penchant for “thinking in large terms” had
gone too far. However, without a murmur, they set to work
alongside household staff to set up picnic tables and produce
lunch.

This silent disregard for herself was typical of my
grandmother’s attitude. Whatever her private feelings, she had
a strong sense of duty and public service. She threw herself
into her role as wife of a controversial mayor and mother of
a growing brood composed of two step-children and eight
children of her own.

R.J. was invited to become manager of the very Toronto
Street Railway he had fought so hard against. He accepted
this challenge. When the Twelfth of July came around and
marching Orangemen began to create a ruckus, he had all the
streetcars promptly stopped in their tracks. It didn’t take long
for things to calm down.

Grandmother Lydia travelled with him to England,
where her capacity for friendship brought her many new
friends. Among them was a Maharani from India, wife of a
well-known Maharaja. She asked for Lydia’s help to improve
access to medical services for women in India. From then on,
Lydia worked tirelessly to raise money in her own living room,
in the homes of friends and at public events. She became an
experienced storyteller in the process.

Meanwhile, Grandfather had more free time and
enough money to go back to his first love, farming. In June of
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1924 he had moved the whole family from St. Clair Avenue to
Donlands farm, well beyond the city limits. Once again, their
house in the growing city was no longer a place for cows. He
had been holding a mortgage on Donlands farm. When the
owner couldn’t pay, he gave him a year’s extension and then
foreclosed. The owner’s family hated him from then on. My
mother decided she would never hold a mortgage.

Grandfather was interested in improving the quality of
Canadian livestock. He made a number of trips to Scotland,
Ireland, and the islands of Jersey and Guernsey to purchase the
finest sheep, horses and cattle. From Scotland he brought out
another farmhand, Dick Hornby. Dick was a silent, reassuring
presence around Donlands, as my grandmother’s faithful,
almost deaf handyman, and was accompanied by an equally
deaf dog, Bowser. The asparagus and tulip beds he planted
grew better than anyone else’s.

The youngest of the four Fleming daughters, Agnes,
rode horses with a special flair. “There wasn’t a horse she was
afraid of,” my mother would say. In their early twenties, Agnes
and Murray lined the shelves of Donlands with silver trophies
from Madison Square Gardens and the Royal Winter Fair.
Two of the prizewinning horses they rode, Sharavogue and
Deraney, were still at Donlands in the 1930s when 1 lived there.
Grandfather enjoyed the trips to watch them and exchange
information with other breeders.

In 1925, five years before I was born, Grandfather R.J. was
helping the farm hands round up calves that had gotten loose
while being driven aboard the freight train that stopped at the
Don Mills Road cross-point. He caught a chill that developed
into pleurisy and ended his life. In his bed at Donlands farm,
his last words were, “Children, keep the family together. Love
one another.”
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His funeral was one of the largest Toronto had seen.
One editorialist wrote, “He never lost the common touch.”

Being troubled about a couple of his sons and not
knowing how to divide up his estate, he left no will. The
prizewinning Jersey herd and the flock of sheep were sold to
pay estate taxes. One of Canada’s first politicians of African
descent, William Peyton Hubbard, whose talent R.J. had
spotted when he was a junior clerk, became advisor and a
tower of strength to Grandmother and later her daughters.
I knew him as Mr. Hubbard, a tall, open-hearted man who
instilled confidence.

Grandfather’s por-
trait hung over the man-
telpiece in the living room
at Donlands. It dominated
the whole room. He had a
white moustache and eyes
thatlooked straight at you.
At his death, he weighed
a portly 240 pounds. To
my mother’s annoyance,
his idea of Saturday af-
ternoon  entertainment
was to drive down to the
farm at Whitby and talk
cattle with his son Russell,
while the women cooked a

Portrait of Grandfather R. ]. Fleming, taken while
he was Mayor of Toronto. A painted portrait huge goose for supper. MY

of him hung over the fireplace at Donlands, mother had other ideas
serenely presiding over the living room and use

by his oldest daughters as a weapon to demand about how to Spend a Sat-
that the grandchildren live up to impossible urday.
standards.
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R.J. cast a large shadow for his sons to live under. He
could be a stern taskmaster, forbidding his children ever to
fight with each other, instructing them to keep quiet at table
and to listen to their betters. There was little language in the
family for sorting out differences. To me, he was something of
a legend, hanging over the fireplace. Over the years it became
tiresome to be told that our generation was supposed to live up
to his achievements and messages. For decades after his death,
Aunt Stella would call out to him as a perennial authority,
“Father! Oh Father!” in worshipful tones. Under my breath 1
used to say “nuts” to Grandfather.

Fifty years later, my mother asked my husband and me
what to do with the many volumes of Grandfather’s public
and private letters that she had hidden under a tarpaulin for
years in the top floor of her cottage. They had been rescued
from the 1940 fire at Donlands and stored by Aunt Stella. As
I read these letters of a grandfather 1 had never met, I could
approach R.J. without all the strictures and see him as a person
who had genuinely suffered. His strength was in my genes and
1 could accept his story as part of my own. 1 donated the letters
to the City of Toronto Archives.

After her husband’s death, Grandmother Lydia decided
it was time she went to see for herself the medical work in
India that she had been helping to fund. The Maharani invited
her to be her guest. She took with her two of her daughters,
Evelyn and Agnes, whom she felt were far too caught up in the
flapper lifestyle of the 1920s.

Aunt Evelyn was a young medical student, one of
the few women to graduate in 1926. India appalled her. The
poverty she saw just outside the gates of the Maharani’s palace
upset her profoundly. She couldn’t sleep and the climate made
her ill. A photo shows her sitting miserably in a tent, almost
immobilized by a severe attack of rheumatoid arthritis.
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With a sigh of relief, Evelyn returned to London to
continue her medical studies. She was received at court,
sailing in on the arm of Jamal, the darkly handsome son of a
Middle Eastern aristocrat. She wore a silvery silk dress with
a train and three ostrich feathers in a band around her head.

A few days later, she was strolling along the side of
Hyde Park, just down the road from the Dorchester Hotel
where she loved to go for high tea. Suddenly, a feeling of great
warmth and light came over her. She knew with complete
certainty that she was to go back to India as a doctor. Within a
few years, she became chief surgeon at a hospital in Northern
India serving a million people. Through strict attention to
diet, including regular juice fasting, she overcame her arthritis
and it never returned.

She sewed up farm-
ers who had been attacked
by tigers. Sight was re-
stored to many through eye
surgery she learned during
visits from a British spe-
cialist, Sir Henry Holland.

Aunt Ev’s daily life
in India became an inte-
gral part of life at Donlands
through the letters and
photographs she sent back.
I remember particularly a
photo of a young girl my
20 R ) own age who had been left

Aunt Ev (left), ca. 1937, found a little girl with to die of gangrene. Aunt
gangrene who had been left to die. Evamputated Ev removed her I‘ight leg at

the leg and saved her life. With Indian nurse on
right, at the hospital south of Darjeeling. the knee, gave her crutches

Pl -
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and became her friend. In a letter, she described picking up a
filthy bundle of rags that hid a little boy of eight. She carried
him into the hospital and nursed him back to life.

“My greatest fear became my greatest joy,” she told
me. Some of her letters home revealed the homesickness of
a young woman far away from her family. Living conditions
in her first years were difficult. On her rare visits home to
Donlands, none of this was mentioned. Stories of the beauty
of India and its people, the dedicated young Indian nurses at
the hospital, and a parade of colourful personalities expanded
the walls of that living room.

Later, during World War 11, Aunt Ev donned a uniform
and returned from furlough on a troop ship, running with
no lights and too few lifeboats through submarine-infested
waters. Nothing could keep her away from India. By 1930,
her mother had developed a heart murmur. The doctor
advised Lydia to live a normal life, while her daughters tried
to protect her, keeping the house as quiet as they could with
all the comings and goings. In 1937, Grandmother ignored
their protests and set off for India once again to visit Aunt Ev.
Once again, she inspected the hospital, talking to the patients
and asking questions with great interest. She was becoming
something of a local celebrity in India.

LAKE SIMCOE

Some of my happiest and most nourishing childhood
memories are of summers spent at my grandmother’s cottage
at Lake Simcoe. My mother shared with me her memory of
travelling with her father, R. ]. Fleming, all around the lake
looking for a suitable vacation property to buy. Finally, he
found a farm off the 10th concession of Innisfil, a few miles
from Stroud and south of Barrie, Ontario. His son, Goldie,
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had the first cottage built for my grandmother. She named it
Goldwynden, after her son.

My earliest memory of Lake Simcoe was of being
driven up to that cottage from Donlands with my mother by
her brother Lloyd in the jaunty two-seater Hupmobile with
a rumble seat. | was five years old. It was late on a summer
evening when we left, and 1 fell asleep in the car. The next
morning, 1 woke up to the sound of water lapping on the
shore. Magical. Days were spent pottering down to the sandy
beach with pail and shovel, standing up to my knees in the
warm, sun-speckled water, feeling the tiny fishes nibbling my
toes as | hung onto the old wooden dock, or running across
the lawn under the pine trees while my granny sat serenely
rocking in her chair.

When other cousins arrived, a long table for children
was set up on the screened porch. 1 celebrated my sixth
birthday that September and was given my first tiny bottle of
perfume as 1 sat wriggling happily at the head of the table,
scratching the odd mosquito bite. As a special treat we might
even have toasted marshmallows, sitting around a big bonfire
down on the shore.

Of course, there were no refrigerators in those days.
Instead there was a wooden icebox. The ice was cut in earliest
spring from far out in the lake, then stored in the grey wooden
icehouse back of the cottage.

Heat for the living room was provided by a wood-
burning fireplace with a big iron mesh screen in front. Every
evening during supper and in the living room afterward, we
set aside the screen to enjoy the heat and the beauty of the
fire.

1 remember my mother driving me from Lake Simcoe
to the Toronto Exhibition with my cousins from the farm at
Pickering, Ontario. These five were the children of my Uncle
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Russell and Aunt Doris. My mother wore a hat with a very tall
feather on it that stood straight up so we could always find
her. She wanted us children to expand our horizons. We were
allowed to wander through as much of the grounds as we
could manage, with the understanding that we would meet at
a certain hour for the trip home.

On other occasions, Mum would drive us down to the
farm at Pickering where my five cousins greeted me warmly.
Sometimes 1 would join them when they went out into the
back field to rake up the hay into a stook. One time 1 egged
them on to make the stook bigger and bigger until it was a
towering size. Uncle Russell made his displeasure known, 1
heard later.

Many years later, my cousin Betty told me how terrified
she and her siblings were of their Dad’s temper. There are
some indications that he had a degree of mental trouble. He
would come down from the barn, rubbing his hands hard with
anger. All the children would hide under the nearest piece
of furniture. One time, Betty was home with a broken hip
after a bad fall cycling on the highway. She fell on the floor in
front of her Dad. He kicked her angrily and told her to get up
immediately. She hated him. Many years later when she and
other members of our family were involved in reconciliation
work in Europe, she apologized to him for her hatred. The
apology triggered a deep healing in his psyche and when Betty
came to live with him several years later, he never had another
outburst of anger. “We became the best of friends,” Betty told
me.

One Sunday at Granny’s cottage, in 1937, we had just
finished noon dinner when we heard a strange crackling from
upstairs, along with the sound of small objects dropping on
the floor as though squirrels were throwing acorns.
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Bob and Lou went up to investigate and 1 followed
after them. Lou was first down the hall. Then he pelted back
towards us yelling, “Fire, fire!” The three of us ran down the
stairs, yelling “fire, fire” all the way. One of the grownups
grabbed a phone and called the fire department. Someone else
must have called Uncle Goldie and Aunt Jean, living in their
own cottage on the other side of Mum’s cottage, Peribonka.

The fire truck from Barrie arrived after some delay,
but their hoses proved too short to bring water from the lake
to the house. Aunt Jean climbed onto the roof with pails of
water, but the wooden roof burned relentlessly. At one point,
two of the pine trees caught fire, a truly horrifying sight. At
this moment, the younger cousins and 1 were hurried off to
Uncle Goldie’s, where 1 remember sitting down to a second
Sunday dinner, dazed and in shock.

Later, the only positive thing we could think of was
that our darling Granny would never know of the fire at her
cottage. That summer of 1937, she had gone back to India for
a third visit, had fallen ill, and had died in Aunt Evelyn’s arms.
We were thankful that she didn’t have to know about this
loss. We were all gathered at my mother’s cottage, Peribonka,
when the cable arrived, announcing Granny’s death. It was
a moment out of time, when we came together as a family
absorbing the shock.

Aunt Evelyn later told me that when she saw her
mother’s coffin being lowered into the hold of a Cunard
ship for the long trip returning to Canada, it was the darkest
moment of her life. Then she heard a quiet voice beside her.
It was the ship’s captain, saying, “Remember this is not your
mother’s body. She now has a risen, glorified body.”

1937 was a sad Christmas back at Donlands. I remember
huddling with the women of the house, for once treated as an
adult, and the quiet sound of weeping. There was no Christmas
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tree and no presents. We waited while the ship made its way
slowly through the Strait of Gibraltar. Uncle Lloyd boarded
the ship there for one of his rare visits back to Donlands.

That casket came to rest in the living room at Donlands
where it was piled high with flowers before being taken to
Mount Pleasant Cemetery in Toronto. | remember taking a
single rose and placing it among the other flowers. 1 learned
from my grandmother to love, to commit and never to look
back, whatever the circumstances.

1 was seven years old and so glad to see Uncle Lloyd
during that rare visit. He had won my admiration on an earlier
visit by appearing to blow smoke rings out of his ears. Years
later, when my mother and 1 visited him at his home in Spain,
my affection and respect for him deepened. I met some of the
people he had been able to help through his own struggle with
alcohol. He had founded Alcoholics Anonymous in Spain.

Another vivid personality who was briefly part of the
household was Aunt Stella’s husband, Murdoch MacKenzie.
He had grown up in Scotland on a regime of porridge and a
fourteen-mile walk to school. For thirty years, he travelled on
foot as a missionary from village to village in China. Eventually,
he became founding Moderator of the Presbyterian Church in
China. His first wife died there. He was thirty years older than
Aunt Stella when he asked her to marry him and go back with
him to China. It took her seven years to make up her mind,
much to my mother’s exasperation. Mother made up her mind
rapidly, and rarely hedged thereafter. But Aunt Stella knew all
too well from the letters of her friend Rosalind Goforth what
conditions would be like. Rosalind had lost three children to
dysentery and malaria.

In the end, Aunt Stella spent nine years in China, and
grew to love the country and its people. Then she brought
Uncle Murdoch back to Donlands. His health had failed but
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his spirit had not. He brought with him a large carton of great
books of the world which he had buried deep in the earth
during the Boxer Rebellion of 1899 - 1901 in China. 1 spent
magical hours listening to Aunt Stella read aloud from those
books and others. 1 remember her reading with excitement
about the discovery of insulin by the Canadian physician
Frederick Banting and medical student Charles H. Best, who
discovered the hormone in the pancreatic extracts of dogs. On
July 30, 1921, they injected the hormone into a diabetic dog
and found that it effectively lowered the dog’s blood glucose
levels to normal. The subliminal theme of both the book and
Uncle Murdoch’s stories of China was, “Don’t give up, no
matter what.”

On Saturday afternoons, the stories of Tristan and Isolde,
La Bohéme and La Traviata would billow into the living room
through the brown bell-shaped radio. There was never a dull
moment with these characters. The mellow tones of Milton
Cross, the radio host, kept us posted on what was happening
during the Saturday afternoon Metropolitan Opera broadcast.

Another character who suddenly appeared on centre
stage at Donlands was Uncle Murray. A debonair man about
town, he had just been divorced by his wife. He added a great
deal of colour to our gatherings and was very meticulous.
“Girls!” he would bellow to his sisters. “Who left these
newspapers lying about?” At night 1 would creep down the
stairs to listen to the gravelly voices of Amos and Andy, which
he turned on during supper to drown out what he called “the
religious twitter” of his older sisters.

Every day, Uncle Murray methodically brushed his
hair 100 strokes so it wouldn't fall out. 1 spent hours happily
pottering along in his company, helping him to inspect his
race horses in the back barn. 1 loved offering a lump of sugar
under the velvet snuffling of the colts or lingering in the tack



Riding the Elephant 27

room with its smell of highly polished leather or listening in
on endless conferences with the head groom. Sharavogue, a
show-stopping Irish jumper, was the star of the back stable.
Occasionally, 1 was given a lift up to the dizzying height of his
back after 1 eagerly promised not to tell my mother.

Of course, one of the great joys of those years was the
occasional visit from my energetic cousin Lydia who lived in
Montreal. Her parents travelled a lot but for long periods of
time they lived in Montreal with the Hallward family.

One day when | was four and Lydia was three, the front
door of the livingroom burst open and there were two identical
curly-haired boys. Our twin cousins, Bob and Lou, had arrived
with their mother Helen, a glamorous American who wore
silk stockings. The twins were about five years older than me
and immediately displayed their superior building skills. To
our great delight, Tinker Toys appeared like magic all over the
carpet of our grandmother’s well-ordered living room. A tall
windmill appeared before you could say jackrabbit. On that
same visit, the doorbell started ringing madly in the middle
of the night. No one could get it to stop. Lou had rigged the
wiring. Dangerous chemical experiments now took place in
the attic room formerly devoted to ironing. Bob was close to
blowing us all to smithereens.

Sometimes five of the cousins would arrive from
Pickering, Ontario, to join in the fun, children of Uncle
Russell and Aunt Doris. One day, Bob and Lou dragged out
the old horse-drawn sleigh from the barn and brought it
across the fields to the steepest hill. With a mighty push, the
sleigh was sent hurtling downbhill to a narrow gap between
two fence posts, with all of us on board, legs dangling out
either side. Cousin Everett shouted, “We're going to be killed!”
Fortunately, the sleigh shot straight through the gap without
mishap. None of us breathed a word to the adults.
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It was always a delight in summer when the five
Pickering cousins moved into the icehouse behind Granny’s
cottage at Lake Simcoe. One time, Aunt Doris was frying
sausages. The smell was intoxicating. Jumping the queue, my
cheeky six-year-old self-demanded, “Three sausages, please.”
1 was never allowed to live it down. “Three sausages, please,”
was repeated at my 8oth birthday celebration.

One summer day, my twin cousins invited me to join
them for a paddle in my Dad’s Peterborough canoe. Eagerly, |
accepted the offer. The boys paddled out to Uncle Goldie’s raft,
a fair distance from shore. They invited me to be first onto the
raft. Then they paddled furiously away, leaving me stranded.

Granny Bentley had been watching from the shore.
Now she jumped up and down in fury, shouting, “You dreadful
boys, bring her back immediately,” holding her green umbrella
over her head to protect against the sun.

I enjoyed the whole adventure immensely. 1 sat down
on the raft and pretended 1 was Huckleberry Finn, sailing
down the Mississippi. Eventually Bob and Lou paddled back
to rescue me, to the relief of the grown-ups gathered on the
shore.

Another time, the boys dug a cave deep under the
earth behind Granny’s cottage. We younger ones ventured
down there once or twice. Fortunately, none of us were in the
underground cabin when the rain-softened roof collapsed.

Occasionally, 1 would write short skits for my cousins
to perform in front of long-suffering grown-ups. My first
effort went down in history. After Sunday lunch the grown-

ups were duly assembled. The play was entitled Murder when
the Clock Strikes Thirteen.

We struck a gong once, twice, and up to twelve times.
“The clock didn’t strike thirteen,” I announced, “so there will
be no murder.” The appreciative audience applauded and



Riding the Elephant 29

shouted, “Author, author!” Now the sleepy grown-ups, vastly
relieved, were able to head for their after-dinner nap, and 1
was praised for my creativity.

To my dismay, these cousins all had a way of suddenly
vanishing. Bob and Lou were sent off to a strict boarding-
school by Grandmother when a football knocked down her
ivory elephants. Lydia disappeared to Jamaica with her parents,
sending back postcards of donkeys and palm trees.

One day, an ambulance arrived at Donlands with
a polio-stricken Bob in it. It was the height of an epidemic
that closed most of the schools, including my own. 1 was
immensely pleased with this new development. Here was a
cousin who would finally stay put. To occupy his active mind
in my mother’s room where he was ensconced, he was given
the gift of a multiplying family of white rats.

With all this coming and going, my mother remained a
warm and stable presence. A rebel herself, she did her best to
mitigate the Victorian rules of the house. She obeyed Uncle
Murray’s injunction to appear properly dressed promptly
at seven o'clock for dinner. There was no time to read me a
bedtime story. But when the maid, Bella, changed the plates,
my mother slipped upstairs to kiss me goodnight, dressed in
her long green velvet dress, smelling of spinach and roast beef.
When 1 let a flowerpot full of earth and geraniums roll down
the front stairs just to see what would happen, she could
hardly hide her laughter. 1 am still amazed at the freedom
she allowed me to wander on my own over the front part of
the farm, including the barn, the plowed fields, and Granny’s
garden.

In the big kitchen at Donlands, Aunt Stella would
join Mrs. Gates, the cook, to pickle beets. Until the advent of
pasteurization, Aunt Reba churned butter by hand from the
fresh milk brought over each day from the barn. My mother
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won prizes for her bread at the Toronto Exhibition. I loved to
hang out in the big kitchen where a soup pot always simmered
away on the big wood stove. Mrs. Gates was often crotchety,
but she tolerated my presence in the kitchen. When 1 asked
her what dessert was going to be, it was always “wait-and-see
pudding.” Too often, that meant tapioca pudding. Even my
aunts failed to budge her rigid idea of a varied menu. White,
grandmother’s chauffeur, would often drop by to wheedle a
cup of tea and liven things up.

Before school days began, the task of bringing this
exuberant child into line fell mainly to Aunt Reba. Aunt Reba
had already helped her step-mother raise eight children,
including my mother. She must have thought it was the last
straw to have yet another energetic child land on her doorstep
just when she was concerned about Grandmother’s health.

One day when 1 was a preschooler, 1 lingered in the
kitchen after I'd been ordered upstairs for my afternoon nap.
I stayed behind to help the cook, Mrs. Gates, wash the dishes.
We were chatting away when 1 heard the voice of Aunt Reba
approaching from the far end of the hall.  dashed and managed
to slip up the stairs unseen. 1 was just tugging my undershirt
over my head when 1 heard her footsteps coming up the stairs.
1 grabbed a pair of scissors and cut the shoulder straps, then
tried to hide under the covers, scissors, debris and all.

Aunt Reba had eyes in the back of her head. In silent
fury, she hauled me along the hall to her room, insisted 1
kneel down at her footstool and ask God for forgiveness for
being such a wicked, disobedient child. She informed me that
God could see everything I did and would punish me for the
slightest infraction. 1 was just four years old. 1 didn’t disbelieve
her. 1 was terrified.

Another time, when 1 was laughing with guests in front
of our house, my aunt yanked me back into the house and
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silenced me because children were not to be heard.

It was the beginning of a period of self-blame and self-
doubt that would reappear over many years. In my twenties,
I had a dream in which Aunt Reba and Aunt Stella said to me,
“We didn’t mean to stop you from laughing.” I was then able
to let go the childhood hurt.

But because of that early incident, 1 added God to my
list of formidable grown-ups to be steered clear of whenever
possible. It was only much later that 1 realized we didn’t have
to be defined by childhood trauma.

Amazingly, an escape from Aunt Reba’s clutches was at
hand. Mum received a letter from England saying that Aunt Ev
was coming to England on furlough accompanied by Granny.
Could my mother meet them there with a car? Of course she
could. Mum decided 1 was to go with her. Next thing 1 knew
my four-year-old self was hurtling along in a train to Montreal.
When Mum was served tea, 1 boldly asked if 1 could have a sip.
With no one to tell her what to do, my wish was granted. A
bonding moment.

Next we climbed up the ramp onto one of the huge
Cunard liners. Fortunately, neither of us was seasick, so the
journey was pure pleasure, with hours out on deck, tucked
under a warm rug, and delicious meals.

At one point 1 went down to the ladies’ washroom.
Standing at one of the sinks was a young woman. For some
unknown reason | blurted out, “Parlez-vous francais?”
She answered me! 1 was hooked for life by the pure joy of
communicating in a different language, even though I had no
idea what she was saying.

When we arrived at our hotel in London, there were
hugs all around from Granny and Aunt Ev. The next days
were a whirl. 1 remember being lifted up by a policeman onto
his shoulder so 1 could watch the changing of the guard at
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Buckingham Palace over the heads of the crowds in front of
us.

Of course we had to visit the London zoo. The guide
told us the story of Winnie, the little brown bear who was
placed there by a soldier in 1914. He was made famous in the
1926 book Winnie the Pooh by A.A. Milne, written for his son,
Christopher Robin. That story had been read to me over and
over.

Later in life 1 was amazed to discover that Winnie the
Pooh was actually a Canadian bear. Lindsay Mattick tells the
story in her fascinating book, Finding Winnie. She is the great-
granddaughter of Harry Coleburn, the Canadian veterinarian
who went off to war in 1914. When his train stopped briefly
he found a little brown bear sitting forlornly on a bench
beside a farmer who had shot the bear’s mother. He bought
the little bear for twenty dollars and brought him onto the
train. He named him Winnie after his hometown, Winnipeg.
When Harry’s commander saw the bear, he said, “Get rid of
that wild animal immediately.” Winnie rose up on his hind
legs. “Well, what have we got here?” was the commander’s
startled response. Winnie became the mascot of the regiment.
Every night he slept under Harry’s bed until it was time for the
regiment to go to war. Harry then put Winnie in the London
zoo where he won the hearts of all the visiting children.

That time in London was the beginning of my lifelong
love affair with that city, shared by my mother and later by my
husband.

After London, our family spent many hours touring the
lovely coastline of England. One sunny July day, we arrived at
Clovelly. We left the car Mother had rented in a parking lot. It
was a pleasant walk down a steep incline to the sea. 1 skipped
blithely along. Later that afternoon, as we started the climb
back up to the car, Mother noticed that Granny was breathing
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heavily. She had been living with a heart murmur for several
years. Mum and Aunt Ev got Granny seated, told me to keep
an eye on her and went looking for help. Help arrived in a
few minutes in the form of a diminutive donkey. Granny was
seated firmly astride his back. Then he plodded steadily up
the hill, his rider waving to passers-by with serene aplomb, as
though she did this every day of her life.

BisSHOP STRACHAN SCHOOL

Granny arranged for me to enter kindergarten at
the excellent Anglican girls’ school, Bishop Strachan. Her
chauffeur, Thomas White, drove me the eleven miles from
Donlands to school Monday to Friday. Just for fun, he would
drive the yellow Hupmobile to the top of the steep slope on
Don Mills Road, leading down to the yellow brick bridge
across the Don River. Then he would turn off the motor to see
how far we could coast down the hill, over the bridge and up
the other side.

Kindergarten was a whole new experience. Every day
1 was surrounded by a roomful of children. Thanks to Mum,
I could already read. The teaching was relaxed under the
supervision of Miss O’'Rourke from England and I made some
lifelong friends. In Junior One, the next year, we got a superb
grounding in French from Madame Allen, for which 1 will
always be grateful.

One of the special moments of that year was the
invitation to be the youngest shepherd in the nativity play at
Christmas. The audience sat in enthralled silence as the sacred
story unfolded.

One warm summer evening when I was eight years old,
1 was hanging out of the one window of my small bedroom at
the top of the front stairs. The grown-ups were all at dinner.
The smell of the petunia bed was so strong | can almost smell
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it as 1 write. Just across from me on the far side of the gravel
driveway was a huge Siberian elm tree. For over an hour on
that summer evening 1 hung there communing with the tree,
watching the early stars come out, listening to the cicadas and
a whole bunch of insects whose names 1 didn’t know carrying
on in the grass.

Something wonderful was going on around me, a
magnificent story that 1 belonged in, so powerful that 1 knew
I had to try to find out somewhere, somehow, what the story
was and how 1 could live out of it. I felt my consciousness
expanding up, up to the stars and beyond, and 1 knew with
complete certainty that 1 was held, and I was loved.

While 1 was growing up, my mother told me stories
about “Holy Ann,” as she was known. Mum remembered
seeing her sitting out in the sun when Mum herself was only
eight years old. “Holy Ann” was born Ann Preston in 1810
on a farm at Ballamacally in Ireland. After a week in school,
the teacher gave up trying to teach her the alphabet, tapped
her on the forehead and said, “Poor Ann! She can never learn
anything.” She was taken out of school and put to herding
cows and minding children.

She ended up working for Dr. Reid and his wife, who
had seven children. Eventually he decided to move the family
to Canada, to a small farm in Thornhill, north of Toronto,
where his wife later died. Ann cared faithfully for the children.
Unfortunately, she would explode with temper whenever one
of the children did something that annoyed her. Through the
Methodist Church of her employer she discovered the power
of prayer, and that miraculously she could decipher the words
of the Bible. She began to pray about everything. “Father,
where did 1 put that laundry?” or “Father, help me through
the day today.” Her temper tantrums disappeared. She was led
into a new and joyful life.
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The small well on the farm was always dry for several
months in the summer. This meant the sons had to walk half
a mile to fetch water for the family and the livestock. One
day when Ann was talking to the children about a prayer-
answering God, Henry Reid teased her with, “Ann, why don’t
you ask your Father to send water in that well and not have us
boys work so hard?”

Alone that night, she prayed for water and added,
“Father, you heard what Henry said tonight. If 1 get up in the
class-meeting and quote the verse, ‘My God shall supply all
your needs according to his riches in glory by Jesus Christ,
and you haven’t sent water to that well, they’ll never believe
a word again.” She continued to pray, received an assurance,
and fell asleep.

The next morning, Henry was getting ready for his
long, strenuous walk, when he saw Ann pick up two empty
pails and head for the well he had called “as dry as the kitchen
floor.” To his astonishment, she came back to the house with
the buckets filled to the brim with clear water. All he could
manage to blurt out was, “Why didn’t you do that long ago
and save us all that work?” Years later, a friend of Ann’s who
knew the truth of the incident said that from that time on the
well was never dry again, even in the hottest summer.

After some time, she became ill. The doctor told her
she needed eggs and milk if she were to regain her strength. It
was mid-winter and there were no eggs in the entire village.
She began to pray for eggs. The next day a small white hen
arrived at her front door, came in and went hopping up the
short flight of stairs to the landing. Then it disappeared.
Painfully she hoisted herself up the stairs. The little hen had
laid a single egg in a small box on the landing. It did the same
thing every morning for three months. Then the doctor told
her he was now prescribing beef tea instead of eggs and milk.



36 Catharine McKenty

The little hen laid one last egg, gave a brief cackle, and was
never seen again.

Soon neighbours began flocking to her side to receive
prayers and healing. When she died at the age of 96, countless
friends gathered at her funeral along with clergy of six
denominations.

Clergyacrossthe province spoke ofherin their churches.
The Mayor of Toronto said, “This week 1 had two honours. 1
met with the President of the USA and 1 was pall-bearer to
Holy Ann. | regard the latter as the greater honour.” The life
of Ann Preston was recorded in a book by Helen E. Bingham
of Toronto entitled An Irish Saint. When 1 was last in Toronto
1 discovered that the small farm in Thornhill had been turned
into a museum recognised by the Ontario Historical Society,
with a plaque and shrine commemorating Holy Ann. She was
buried in Mount Pleasant Cemetery.

In January 1940, when 1 was ten years old, a couple
driving along Don Mills Road noticed flames coming from the
roof of a house. They arrived at the front door of Donlands
shouting, “Your house is on fire! Your house is on fire!” All the
adults were gathered in the living room after dinner. | heard
the shouts from upstairs in my room, and someone shouting,
“The child, the child!” Aunt Margie, a cousin of my mother’s
who was staying with us came quietly up the stairs, helped me
to put on winter leggings and a warm coat, pick up my teddy
bear and a battered old doll and, with no sign of panic, walk
quietly down the stairs and out into the night.

For the next hour I stood in the snow, holding my
hysterical Airedale dog by the collar to keep her from rushing
back into the house. With a great crash of glass an upstairs
window fell outwards and there was my mother throwing
out pillows and blankets. A fireman shouted at her to get her
photos and her letters. She was too dazed to hear him, and all
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my father’s letters were lost. They had been stored in a trunk
in the attic. Downstairs, farmhands unscrewed the legs of my
grandmother’s piano and carried it out into the snow beside
the mahogany dining room table. The chairs stood lopsidedly
around itin a caricature of a dinner party. Finally Uncle Murray
took me over to the boarding house where the foreman Angus
McNab and his wife lived. Someone gave me a raisin tart. For
years after | could not eat raisin tarts without feeling sick. My
whole world had gone up in flames.

When 1 look back at that evening 1 can see it as one of
the defining moments in my life. At the time it seemed like a
catastrophe, the loss of my home, the loss of a way of life. Now
1 realize that we were all fortunate to have escaped unharmed.
That event allowed me to begin to understand others whose
losses in war were far more terrible.

My mother and 1 moved into a city apartment building
with a smokestack that belched soot in through our windows.
The small bedroom 1 shared with two students from the
Toronto Bible School, Myra and Margaret, looked out on a
brick wall. On rare visits back to the farm, I saw my dog. She
had gone wild and eventually had to be put down.

1 had no words to talk about what had happened. In our
family at that time, troubles were not talked about. You simply
went through them. That’s exactly what my mother did. She
was a fighter and set out to create a new life for both of us.
Years later someone said to me, “You were lucky she did not
become depressed.” Indeed 1 was. She threw herself into the
Opera Guild, the Symphony, the Girl Guides, and a book club.
She arranged music lessons for me and the next Christmas
a Pomeranian puppy appeared under the Christmas tree, so
small it could sit in my hand.

My mother’s qualities as a fighter and my stubbornness
led to friction.1begged her tolet me change schools. My mother
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loved the beauty of Bishop Strachan with its Anglican chapel
and stone buildings. She got on well with the headmistress. 1
desperately wanted to go to a public high school so that I could
meet boys. The answer was no, and there was no discussion.
We had no common language to discuss issues or the feelings
around them. My anger turned inward.

Often I arrived late for school, when all the other girls
had gone in to chapel. One day, 1 slipped into the principal’s
office, opened the lost-and-found drawer in a desk, snaffled
a purse full of coins, put on my white veil and slid into my
seat in the chapel. For a brief moment, 1 felt a respite from
my profound inner sense of neediness. On another foray, 1
discovered how to pry a wallet loose from the locker of the
wealthiest girl in the class. In daylight, 1 thought of it as an
adventure. At night, 1 woke up in a cold sweat. 1 felt cut off
from all my classmates. As 1 walked down the street, 1 searched
for fallen coins and bus tickets. A preoccupation with money
had taken hold of my life.

Then several things happened. One evening my cous-
in Margaret Fleming invited me to come with her for a walk
through the woods and fields behind Peribonka. She stopped
for a moment in the middle of one of the fields.

As we stood silently, she said quietly, “Look up, Catha-
rine.” Sure enough, there were those same stars twinkling se-
renely in the night sky. She didn’t say another word. No ques-
tions, no advice, just an experience of unconditional love.
That cousin became a supportive older sister to me then, and
later at Camp Tanamakoon in Algonquin Park where 1 was a
camper, and she a highly respected counsellor.

The following year, a genuine friendship devel-
oped between Margaret’s younger sister, Barbara, and
me. She and her whole family lived just across the road
from Mum and me in a huge house where 1 loved to go.
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Barbara and 1
hung semaphore sig-
nals in our windows
to communicate with
each other. At school,
1 began to rediscov-
er my earlier love of
learning for its own
sake. Classes in Lat-
in and French were
stimulating. ~ There
were only six of us
in the German class
and we raced ahead.

After  school,
1 practiced for a
language scholarship
exam with the help
of an old hand-
cranked gramophone.
When the oral exam
time came, a teacher
| whispered, “Why is
this girl speaking with
such a dram-at-ische
Akzent?” 1 had been
turning the handle of the gramophone too slowly. Nevertheless,
1 won several scholarships and was finalist for the Governor
General’s Medal in Grade 13.

After school, there was also basketball. 1 loved the
exhilaration of moving down the court at full speed in
complete sync with my teammates, everything else forgotten.
I learned that if I crashed into an opponent, the team would

Catharine wanted to go to public school
so she could meet boys.
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suffer a penalty. If 1 were blocked, 1 could simply step back a
pace, throw the ball to a teammate and go looking for an empty
space within goal range, an approach I've found valuable in
groups ever since.

One day a teacher called me aside after class. She said
to me, “I realize that you are dealing with some difficulties in
your life. But there are one or two in your class who are worse
off. Perhaps you can look around a little.”

It was like a door being opened out of the intense self-
absorption 1 had fallen into. 1 noticed one of my classmates,
in particular, was closing in on herself. 1 reached out and we
became friends. I was glad that we were able to give each other
some companionship. Much later when our lives took us in
different directions, I learned she had committed suicide.

During my teenage years, no matter how hard 1 tried,
1 felt 1 could never live up to my mother’s expectations. She
was so fast and so decisive, 1 simply froze around her. If I were
washing dishes at my own pace, no doubt daydreaming, she
would come up behind me and say, “Hurry up.” Those quiet
evenings together disappeared and 1 could feel a cloud of
depression descending.

By now, my Mum had bought a house down the road
from the school. When 1 came home after school, the Warren
Road house was often empty as she pursued her own interests.
Left on my own, I would turn on the gramophone or the radio
and dance around the house. Or 1 would go for long walks
along St. Clair Avenue and look longingly in shop windows. 1
had no money but I could look.

During a school holiday, 1 went with my cousin Lydia to
see a play put on by a group of teenagers called The Drugstore
Revolution. Something in that play caught my attention and
at that moment 1 decided to give back the money 1 had stolen
and look for a new focus in my life. At the start of my final
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year, 1 walked into the principal’s office and returned to her
the money 1 had stolen four years earlier. 1 did the same with
the girl whose wallet 1 had taken. It was only much later that 1
found the words to tell my closest classmates. But there was a
sense of a new beginning.

In 1946, when 1 was sixteen, my mother bought a new
car. Gas rationing had just ended after the war. She decided to
drive us across the country to attend the Banff summer school
in the Canadian Rockies. She wanted me to see our continent
before 1 travelled elsewhere, as she guessed 1 surely would.

The Canadian roads west of the Great Lakes were
sparsely travelled and pretty rough in parts. So Mum drove
south across the American border. Our most memorable stop
was at Yellowstone National Park. I remember with awe the
power of Old Faithful, the geyser shooting steam eighteen feet
in the air, and the pools of bubbling mud formed by acidic
chemicals in the water that dissolved the surrounding rock.

I marvelled at the amazing array of creatures that made
the Park their home. Few Canadians of my age had ever seen
a bison or a big-horn sheep. 1 had seen moose before, but here
they roamed freely in a landscape of exceptional beauty, the
world’s first National Park. There was a waterfall higher than
Niagara and a wide canyon of a depth that took my breath
away. The range of landscape and animal life was a fresh
revelation to me of the wonder of creation.

ViCcTORIA COLLEGE

Freshman year at Victoria College at the University of
Toronto was sheer delight. I stayed in residence with young
women from towns all over Ontario. 1 joined the Debating
Parliament and the chorus of Ruddigore, a Gilbert and Sullivan
operetta. We were trained by a former director of the D’Oyly
Carte Company in London. Our soloists were superb and
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the conductor, Godfrey Ridout, pushed and cajoled a good
performance out of us. Thatyear, 1 joined the crowd of students
pouring down Bay Street behind our winning football team to
plant the goalposts on the steps of City Hall.

I looked in on the various Christian groups on campus,
but decided they were far too staid. At a rally conducted by a
visiting Anglican priest from Britain who spoke extremely well,
I decided firmly not to give my life to Christ. In Philosophy 1A,
1 had learned that even the existence of God could be a matter
of some doubt. Descartes’ “I think, therefore 1 am” was a great
relief. A whole inner structure of beliefs came crashing down.

Much more fun were fraternity parties, football games,
and dates over coffee at Murray’s Restaurant with idealistic
discussions about life.

Five days before 1 was to enter the Modern Languages
Honours course, two friends had advised me separately to
switch to Honours English where the teaching was superb.
It was good advice. For four years, 1 experienced a degree of
excellence in thought and learning with Northrop Frye that
I had not known existed. Immersed in 700 years of English
Literature, 1 kept asking myself, “Where do you find the way
into the mystery of the elm tree? How could you live today in a
way that would match the magnificence of the landscape you
had known as a child?” Answers escaped me.

In my second year, under pressure from my mother, 1
broke off a year-long relationship with a boy 1 had fallen in
love with. 1t was a difficult and painful decision. As soon as
1 had made the decision, an inner image rose up that was so
powerful it took over my mind for the next few days. | found
myself alone in the middle of a vast desert with a mountain
rising up out of it. Having turned down the Christians, 1
hadn’t expected to find myself with Moses in the middle of
the Jewish scriptures. But there it was. It was clear that I was
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to climb the mountain, but the symbolism perplexed me, and
after a few days the image vanished.

I dated another student and eventually ended up
wearing his fraternity pin. It was a carefree and happy time. 1
experienced a heady freedom from obligation. He eventually
put an engagement ring made of seaweed on my finger as we
walked along the beach at Peribonka. That, too, ended when 1
left for Europe after graduation.

In my third year,
I took part in a close-
ly-contested election for |
the post of College Repre- |
sentative to the National
Federation of Canadian
University Students. My |
opponent was one of the
few professed commu-
nists on campus. Her par-
ents had been missionar-
ies in China.

1 won the election
but came out of it with
an uneasy feeling that she
was committed to some-
thing beyond herself in
a way 1 was not. 1 hadn’t

. . Catharine Turnbull at Victoria College,
agl’eed Wlth hel’ ldeaS, but about age 19 (ca. 1950)

as 1 looked around Toronto in the fifties, 1 thought, “There has
to be more to life than this.” Montrealers would heartily agree
with this assessment of Toronto, but that’s not what I meant
as a college student.



EUROPE 1950 — 1956

vitation arrived to meet my Aunt Evelyn in Europe. She

was buying a new car to ship back to India, and had a
few weeks free to drive through Europe. My mother made all
the arrangements for the car and off we sailed on a Cunard
steamship.

For the next six weeks, we explored Holland, France,
Monaco and Italy. My cousin Lydia was working as conference
staff at a hotel up a mountain at Caux-sur-Montreux in
Switzerland. 1 left the others and went to spend a few days
with her.

The mountain had materialised. It looked out on one
of the more beautiful views in the world, down the length of
Lake Geneva, with the snowy caps of the Mont Blanc range at
eye level.

The elegant hotel had been occupied by refugees
during the war who left it in shambles. At war’s end, three
Swiss families donated a considerable part of their private
fortunes to turn the hotel into a centre for reconciliation.
Former enemies were meeting there for the first time. A group
of volunteers, including my friend Clare Hallward, had done a
huge clean-up of the hotel before 1 joined the group.

ﬁ t the end of my second year at Victoria College, an in-
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© CAUX—Iitiativs of Change
Mountain House, Caux-sur-Montreux, high above Lake Geneva, Switzerland

Those first days at Caux-sur-Montreux made an
indelible impression. There were over 1500 people at the hotel
from all over Europe. There were dock workers and diplomats
from Great Britain, leaders of international organizations, and
Marxist trade union leaders from the Ruhr. That first week
included a large number of Italian factory workers and their
factory owners. The energy in the plenary sessions in the great
domed hall was electric. Stories were being told whose depth
and humanity were profoundly moving.

1 had a chance to catch up with my cousin, Lydia. One
day we had lunch with other students and a fiery trade unionist
from the Ruhr, Max Bladeck. He and his Marxist comrades
had fought in the underground against Hitler. One of his
comrades, Willi Benedens, had been sent off to the Russian
front where he lost a leg. Max told us that in this atomic age,
the class war was outdated. He had learned to listen to a deep
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inner voice for a new direction in his life. He had gone back to
his Catholic roots.

I wanted to stay in Europe then and there but my
mother insisted that I finish university in Canada.

In 1952, 1 graduated with honours from Victoria
College. It had been four packed years, crammed with reading
from centuries of English literature, including Chaucer. 1
sat riveted at lectures by Northrop Frye, one of the century’s
leading literary theorists. 1 felt honoured that he and his wife
had been kind enough to invite my class to their home. 1 read
later in his notes about that evening, “Catharine Turnbull
asked an interesting question.” A nice compliment.

Those years were not, however, a good preparation for
writing. They were intimidating because we read so many
excellent writers. My future husband Neil, on the other hand,
was advised to study something he could write about, so he
studied history. 1 have noregrets. The courses were stimulating
and 1 made some good friends. I'm embarrassed to remember
that some of us would meet for coffee at Murray’s and then
walk in late to Northop Frye’s lecture. Of course he would stop
lecturing until we were all seated, much to the annoyance of
the rest of the class.

My mother had hoped 1 might become a teacher. But
all 1 wanted by the end of four years was some action. 1 was
especially bored by being asked to serve at my mother’s tea
parties where all the ladies arrived wearing ornate hats and
talked about what seemed to me to be daily nothings. It was
only much later that 1 realized they were coping as best they
could with some pretty difficult situations.

When my Aunt Agnes invited me to go back to Europe
with her husband Eric and daughter Lydia, 1 jumped at the
chance.
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When we arrived in Holland this time, 1 was awestruck
to meet Lotte Van Beuningen, a white-haired matriarch who
had been head of the Dutch Red Cross. During the war she
set herself the task of persuading six Nazi commandants,
one after the other, to allow her to send food into a nearby
concentration camp where the prisoners were starving.
Lotte prayed for guidance before each encounter. The third
commandant said brusquely to this dignified woman, “Meet
me in the brothel.” Without batting an eyelid, she did just
that. Only the sixth one proved intractable, but by then the
war was in its final phase.

That summer | was astonished once again by the
international conference for reconciliation at Caux,
Switzerland. I saw the power of their vision for transformation
in our world.

Delegates from all the European countries thathad been
at war had been invited to attend. As a green Canadian college
graduate, 1 no idea of what was expected of me. 1 worked as a
waitressin the large dining room with a magnificent view of the
countryside. One of the first people I met was my team leader,
the Canadian Patsy Beeman, who was about five years older
than me. She was a mentor who encouraged younger people
like myself to believe in our capacity to make a difference in a
world still torn apart by two wars.

1 ended up translating between the French and German
students who were also serving in the dining room. My years
at Bishop Strachan School had given me a good grounding
in both languages. Patsy ended up marrying my cousin Bob
Fleming.

1 enjoyed the cool, clear air of the Swiss Alps high above
Lake Geneva, and the fun of running the dining room with a
group of international young people. It was hard work but the
purity of the mountain air gave us energy. After our shift we
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climbed further up the mountain to a restaurant where we
could get delicious cheese fondue. I remember the mountain
goats that looked as though they had two shorter legs when
they perched on the side of the mountain.

I had the privilege that summer of rooming with
Princess Lucy of Bunyoro, daughter of the King of Bunyoro, a
kingdom in Western Uganda. She was a sturdy young woman
but someone had decided that royalty was not required to
work as hard as the rest of us. It was my pleasure to introduce
her to the other young people and to share laughter.

In the evening, it was theater time in the hotel. The work
of reconciling countries that had been at war brought out a
remarkable degree of creativity. Plays included The Forgotten
Factor, The Good Road, Jotham Valley, The Man with the Key,
and eventually The Vanishing Island. My Uncle Eric Bentley
took part in several of them. And of course the International
Chorus was on constant call, with its repertoire of songs and
national anthems from around the world. 1 vividly remember
the Prayer of St. Francis, sung by Bill Baumann. It had been
put to music by Herbie Allen, a talented and soon-to-be-
famous Californian who to my amazement became a lifelong
friend. Recently 1 found that prayer on YouTube, sung by a
young woman to Herbie’s melody.

At one point during the summer, Aunt Agnes Bentley
decided our family needed a holiday and we went for a week
of blissful relaxation at a Swiss resort.

TRANSLATING IN SWITZERLAND

Refreshed after the holiday, 1 went back again to Caux
in Switzerland. The second day, 1 was sitting on the side of
the hall not far from the speaker’s platform when a tall,
distinguished-looking German woman walked up the steps.
There was a slight flurry nearby. She was going to speak in



Riding the Elephant 49

German, and the usual German-to-English translator was
absent. Without thinking, I jumped to my feet and joined this
woman on the platform. As she spoke, she used a vocabulary
far beyond anything 1 had learned at school, and yet 1 knew
exactly what she was saying and how to translate it. Her story
went right through me and out to the audience. 1 could feel
the energy in the whole room. Her name was Frau Moni von
Cramon and she came from an aristocratic German family.
She had risked her life to try to convince the leadership of her
country to stop the preparations for war. She and her family
had been under constant surveillance by the Gestapo. Her son-
in-law had taken part in the failed Operation Valkyrie against
Hitler and had been strung up with piano wire with the other
conspirators. She told of instances when listening to an inner
voice had shown her the next step to take as she survived until
the end of the war.

In the audience that day was a French woman named
Irene Laure. She was the leader of three million French
Socialist women. During the war she had led hunger marches
through the streets of Marseilles protesting the actions of the
Nazi regime. Her son had been tortured in front of her. He
survived but her hatred of the Germans grew. When she heard
German being spoken at Caux, she headed to her room to pack
her bags. In the hallway she met someone who listened to her
and quietly asked her one question, “How will you build a new
Europe without the Germans?” She fought a bitter struggle
within herself. Over lunch the next day, she and Moni von
Cramon listened to each other’s stories and wept together.

The next day Iréne Laure got up to speak, dressed in
the simple black dress she always wore. In the audience was
a tall, blond young German named Peter Petersen, a former
member of the Hitler Youth. With his deep-set eyes and a chip
on the shoulder, he looked the part. He had sworn to leave
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immediately with his whole youth group if one word was said
against Germany.

Very simply, Iréne told her story. She said, “ do not
forget the past, but I ask the Germans present for forgiveness
for my hatred of their whole people.” There was complete
silence in the hall for a time. Peter was stunned. For the next
years, he would give all his time and energy to the building of a
new Europe. Iréne Laure travelled all over Germany, speaking
in each of the State Parliaments, with the same message she
had expressed that day. In Berlin, she wept as she watched
women picking up rubble with their bare hands. “This is what
hatred does.”

With my own
eyes 1 was seeing people
finding  their = way
through the darkness of
war. 1 decided 1 would
do anything to be part of
this story. That autumn
I stayed with the parents
of the woman Peter
Petersen later married.
The Junkers had lost
most of their savings
in the aftermath of the
Versailles Treaty. Herr
Junker  painstakingly
corrected my German
R e and teased me about my

Former Hitler Youth, Peter Petersen, later active late arrival.
in European reconciliation politics, marries llse

Junker, daughter of Catharine’s first hosts in

Germany.
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1 had blithely flung myself onto the train from Bonn to
Leonberg with a few minutes to spare. When the conductor
came to punch my ticket, he said to me, “You are on the right
train but you are going in the wrong direction.” Indeed I was.
It was symbolic of a good deal of my life for the next few years.
I stayed with another family north of Bonn and headed for
Leonberg the next day.

Frau Junker taught me how to make spaetzle, a German
pasta, in her charming Schwibisch accent. | wandered around
their tiny village into the butcher’s shop which seemed to
display a hundred kinds of wurst, then along to the blacksmith
who was still using the old skills.

That winter 1 was invited to the home of the young
violinist, Trude Spoun, who later became Director of the
Stuttgart School of Music. Together we climbed inside the
steeple to the top of the magnificent Ulm Cathedral. All
around the foundation of the Cathedral was a huge, empty
flat space where dozens of houses had once clustered. 1 heard
about the relentless bombing when all those homes went up
in flames. Trude’s sister, Inge, lived not far away and had not
been able to get to the hospital for the birth of her first baby. 1
remembered the houses burning over my head at Lake Simcoe
and at Donlands, and understood that the difficult things we
go through can allow us to connect more deeply with other
people.

Later my mother came with me to visit that hospitable
family in Ulm. She, Trude and 1 went for a memorable meal of
Danube trout at a cosy restaurant.

FOUR WINTERS IN THE RUHR

Years later, 1 had a long conversation with Trude. Over
the phone from her home in Stuttgart, she described to me
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the whole background of the work we were part of, as she now
understood it.

“Before the war, the communists had been working
for years to infiltrate the miners. The plan was to take over
the Ruhr, then the rest of the country. Germany was to be a
threshold for the takeover of Europe. Many of us were glad
to have Hitler come along because we knew communism was
taking hold and we were afraid. The Versailles Treaty had
destroyed our economy. We were left with debts running into
this century.

“We didn’t know it at the time, but working with MRA,
we were part of history. The communists had their plan but
we were part of a cure. We created our century.”

MRA stood for Moral Re-Armament, a movement
launched on the eve of war in 1939. Both the Caux centre
and other work in which I would be involved in Europe were
sponsored by MRA.

That winter I was invited to join an international group
of young people in the mining area of Germany. My job as
one of the volunteers was to help run Haus Goldschmieding,
a mansion that had been loaned by the mining company.
I remember walking from the train station to get to my
destination. The whole area around the station had been
bombed out and only weeds were growing there. It was a
desolate scene.

There were not many Canadian students travelling in
Europe so soon after the war. 1 found myself working with
former Norwegian and Danish resistance fighters at Haus
Goldschmieding. A senior member of the team was a Czech,
John Pribram, who had lost both his parents and his leg in
the war. I valued the friendship of these people a great deal,
and their courage in returning to the country of their former
enemy. There was an honesty in the group, which included



Riding the Elephant 53

young Germans, and the camaraderie of working towards a
shift in the direction of history. I was unsure of my own role.
1 had no dramatic story to tell and not much to say. 1 simply
worked hard at whatever needed doing. Once 1 climbed nearly
eighteen feet on a tall ladder to wash the walls and ceilings
of the huge house. Haus Goldschmieding was a place where
miners and management could meet to hammer out a new
partnership. Later this partnership was evaluated as a major
factor in preventing the takeover of the whole of the Ruhr by
Marxism.

1 was also supposed to chip in with the cooking. John
Pribram commented kindly if slightly sarcastically about my
amateur efforts. In time, he became a supportive older brother
when I felt most down and discouraged. Later he went to the
U.S. and trained as a mediation counsellor. We kept in touch
over the years and 1 learned a lot about mediation from him.

During those years in Europe, 1 spent every summer
at Caux, often heading up a work team in one of the dining
rooms. There 1 would translate German into French, with
some garbled Italian thrown in as we rushed to make coffee for
the stream of people arriving. It was hard work but we were
rejuvenated by long hikes up the mountain through gentian-
covered meadows where cow-bells sounded steadily from the
necks of the mountain cattle.

For part of one winter I travelled as a stagehand with the
German cast of a play originally produced at Caux to express a
new approach to diplomacy. We stayed with different families
every few days, talking with them about a new Europe. My job
was to find props for the play in every new town and to see
that everything on stage was in its proper place.

After the play, we went out into the audience and talked
until after midnight. 1 worked with the other stagehands to
haul all the props up by rope to the only part of the great
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Stuttgart Opera House that was intact after the waves of
bombing. I was good at my job but it was exhausting.

1 also spent some time in England. One day I received
a letter from my cousin, Margaret Fleming, saying she was
arriving by plane two days later. I went out to meet her at the
airport and immediately sensed that something was wrong.
Over supper, she told me that she had become engaged to a
fellow student whom she described in glowing terms. But when
her father discovered he was Catholic, he told her if she married
this young man, she would never set foot in his house again.

Margaret broke off the engagement but she didn’t
speak to her father for six months. I was troubled by how pale
and listless Margaret seemed. The following week 1 was due to
return to Caux for the summer and I persuaded her to come
with me.

At Caux, Margaret met Juliet Rodd and several other
young women. She was captivated by the vision, and in a
moment of dedication, gave her life to Christ. She even took
off the necklace containing small pearls she had been given
each year since childhood, and handed it to Paul Campbell as
her donation. He hesitated, reluctant to take it from her, but
she insisted.

She wrote a long letter to her father, apologizing for her
hatred. A few days later, he arrived with a rented car, bought
her a lovely new coat, and told her things he had never talked
about with anyone. Then he invited both of us for a short trip
around Switzerland before saying good-bye.

Later she was posted to London, where she met King
Michael of Romania in exile and his wife Anne. They became
friends but the higher-ups reassigned Margaret to less exalted
work as housekeeper. Her talents were never made use of
and when 1 saw her later in the United States, she was feeling
disillusioned and used. When 1 asked her to help me set the
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table, she blew up. When she saw me limping in pain, tears
streaming down my cheeks, she came to help.
Months later, 1 got |— "
a happy letter from her. :
She was in Japan, looking '
after the children of an
MRA couple while they ==
were away. Could 1 send |
over a game of Monopo- |
ly? 1 did so gladly. She was
also teaching English as
a second language at the

university and was in her

element. Good news in-
deed.

Then out of the
blue 1 got a phone call
from Clare Hallward that
shocked me so much 1 ‘
nearly fainted. Margaret
had accidentally tripped "

Cousin Margaret Fleming in her element teaching
and fallen over the back English in Japan before her untimely death in

of a dining room chair. 1904 at age 34

She spent a few days in bed, then had been taken to
hospital at the insistence of Dr. Paul Campbell, who happened
to be in Tokyo.

She died in the middle of the night of a blood clot. This
was a huge loss to all of us who knew her. At her funeral in
Toronto, the President of University College spoke movingly
of her as the most gifted all-round student in his many years
of experience.

As the years in Europe wore on, my inner questions
intensified. There seemed to be no time to stop and assess
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where 1 was going. 1 often felt out of my depth. An inner
desolation was reappearing. Increasingly 1 waited to respond
to what senior members of the group thought 1 should do next.
There were few moments when 1 experienced the sense of
elation 1 had known during the first days at Caux. I translated
in public as seldom as possible to avoid the sharp criticism
that could descend on anyone, and especially on any woman,
who had a high profile on the full-time team. A friend said to
me, “You seem to have put your personality on the shelf.” It
was clear that 1 had lost a sense of responsibility for my life
and actions.

Later 1 found a description of this state in a book called,
The Wrong Way Home. Its author, psychiatrist Arthur Deikman,
outlined ways of thinking that allow people to be manipulated
by a surprising number of organizations to which they belong.
He called it the desire deep in all of us to sit in the back seat of
a car — to be taken care of. It leads perfectly ordinary people
to take part in cults.

It is embarrassing to see this behaviour in oneself, so
we bury our awareness. My college friends had become all
too aware that something had changed in me when 1 came
back from Caux the first time, but they would not discuss it
with me. Too quickly 1 had adopted the language and even
the slogans of other people. 1 dropped out of the music club
and most other college activities. | stopped wearing make-up.
Since 1 was anaemic at the time, this gave me a suitably pale
and dedicated look. 1 had the trappings of a True Believer.

The truth was that my new-found freedom at college
had scared the hell out of me. 1 didn’t know what to do with
it beyond a certain point. The protective colouring of a group
exerted a strong pull. I had found a Cause.

Much later when 1 read The True Believer by
longshoreman philosopher, Eric Hoffer, I came to terms with
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this embarrassingly predictable behaviour. 1 also paid attention
to its tendency to resurface. Hoffer’s experience told him that
“true belief” takes us a certain distance along the way we are
seeking. It is not totally bad. But real growth occurs only when
we go beyond.

For me there is no question that the post-war work
of Caux made a significant contribution. 1 was there when
Robert Schuman, Foreign Minister of France, arrived, asking,
“Where are the Germans I can trust?” Together, he and Konrad
Adenauer created a coal union, the foundation for the future
European Union. There were too many outstanding people
involved to be able to dismiss the work with a shrug. There
were also some quite serious casualties, and a tendency to
devalue outsiders. Whole books have been written evaluating
both sides of this work.

My friend Trude Spoun reflected, “When 1 look back
at all that was accomplished in the many countries I travelled
to, the benefits of MRA far outweigh the negatives. 1 am also
grateful for the friends around the world that are part of my
life.”

Much later 1 would find the experience of immense
value in sorting out what works in groups and what does not.
Some of my friends went on to make significant contributions
in their own right. As 1 mentioned, John Pribram, my Czech
friend from the Ruhr, worked as an effective arbitrator for the
courts of Minnesota. At one point he was named Arbitrator
of the Year. 1 think church groups and sociology departments
would find the study of the story of Caux both inspiring and
cautionary.

When any one group or individual claims to have
snaffled a monopoly on wisdom, it is time to watch out. And
as 1 had found at my cost, it is important to have a good grasp
on one’s own story.
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The name Moral Re-Armament has since been changed
to “Initiatives of Change” by a younger generation who didn’t
like the old name any better than 1did. I've long since distanced
myself both from the name and from the organisation, as have
many of my friends. 1 was never happy about the criticism,
especially of strong women, or the demand that volunteers
like me live up to impossibly high standards of behaviour,
working long hours without pay. Once a Danish girl and 1
were setting tables for four hundred people. We were literally
running in order to finish the settings in time for lunch. One
woman who had never spoken to me before, snapped, “Your
problem is impurity.” MRA supporters were supposed to
measure themselves against four absolute moral standards:
honesty, purity, unselfishness, and love. All 1 could think of
was that, not knowing me, she said this because I was pretty. 1
was profoundly upset; what was 1 supposed to do?

Years later 1 met that critical woman, Emmy Pyer,
when 1 went to Taizé in France for a week. How different
the conversation was. She told me she had been criticized so
harshly that she nearly committed suicide. Yet she and her
husband were one of the three couples who had given their
entire fortunes to buy Caux. After leaving Caux, she and her
husband met Brother Roger, a founder of Taizé. The meeting
was transformative. Brother Roger talked freely with them
about his own concerns in creating a monastic community.
Emmy and Eric had found a new outlet for their creative
energy.

After four years of winters in Germany and summers
at Caux, | found the old patterns of depression returning. The
contrast between the broad vision, the inspiring theater and a
darker side of constant criticism from some senior members,
as well as the control from the top, created some serious
conflicts that 1 was unable to resolve in myself.
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By 1950, I was 25 and it was clearly time to head home.
1 was burnt out and full of self-doubt. 1 had tremendous
gratitude for the friends 1 made and for the privilege of being
exposed to a broader world, but there were also lessons
learned about the dark side of groups and the suffering they
could cause.



RETURN HOME

DETROIT AND FRIED CHICKEN

I was exhausted, over-stimulated and had no sense of

where my life was headed. 1 decided to travel via Detroit
to visit Aunt Ella Rudy who had kept in touch with me over
the years.

The first evening 1 went toward the phone to call my
mother to say that 1 would be taking the train to Toronto
the next morning. Something stopped me almost dead in my
tracks. 1 couldn’t pick up the phone. It was as if some force
were almost physically holding me back. 1 turned around and
went back to the kitchen where Aunt Ella was standing at the
stove with her back to me, frying chicken for supper.

Aunt Ella was a short, stocky woman of eighty-one
who had been a missionary in China. The bun of hair that
curled on top of her head was still a warm brown. Every year
she wrote six hundred letters to younger and older friends all
over the world. When 1 was a girl at Donlands, she sent me a
subscription not to a religious magazine but to Child Life. Her
sister, Cora, had been married to my father and had died quite
suddenly. Aunt Ella stayed in touch with my Dad.

Returning to Canada from my volunteer work in Europe,
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As she stood at the kitchen stove frying pieces of
chicken, she began talking about my Dad in a natural way that
no other adult had been able to muster. She knew Mum was
four months pregnant with me when he had been killed in a
car accident.

Aunt Ella was able to hold the reality of life and death
with a tranquility that was new to me. My mother had known
Dad for little more than a year. To her he was an icon, the
perfect husband that no one else could ever match. It was a
level of emotion I could not share. All 1 knew of my father was
a rather distant, formal-looking photograph hanging on the
bedroom wall.

“Your father was the kind of man everybody loved,” she
said. “He had an irrepressible sense of fun, and the kind of
presence on a platform that could quiet a whole audience. He
was known as the ‘dress coat of the Alliance.” The Alliance was
the Christian Missionary Alliance, an ecumenical movement
sponsored by several churches.

Aunt Ella told me the young man who had driven the
car on the night of Dad’s death had gone to Thailand where
he had remained as a missionary ever since. He had just come
back for a week’s visit and was going to preach the following
night in her Detroit church. Would 1 like to meet him? 1
hesitated for just a moment then said, “Of course.”

The next night I stood in the pew as this man came
toward me. 1 felt a great current of love and forgiveness
running through me towards him. He said to me quite simply,
“l wished it had been me. 1 wanted to die that night and many
nights since. Your Dad was my beloved teacher. It was your
mother’s faith that kept me going. She said to me, ‘You have a
life to live and you must live it.” We talked for nearly an hour.
He told me details about the accident 1 had never heard. “Your
Dad was to take the train home from New York to be with
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your mother in their new house. 1 was then a brash young
guy with a brand-new car. 1 offered to drive him. He accepted
immediately and fell asleep in the back seat. There were no
seat belts in those days.

“All went well as we travelled north along the Hudson
River. 1 was feeling my oats. Then we turned a corner. A
considerable pile of sand had drifted across the road. 1 gunned
the car. It skidded into the ditch and the whole side of the car
was smashed in. Your Dad was thrown out and his temple hit
the stone gatepost of a large house. He was killed instantly.

“People tell me it was a freak accident, but I've blamed
myself all these years.” As the two of us sat with tears welling
up, the interior river of ice around the whole image of my Dad
melted. It was the first time | had been able to cry for the death
of my father. 1 thought of the odds of meeting this man, all
the way from Thailand for just one week. Me coming from
Europe for just twenty-four hours to Detroit of all places.
What were the odds? I never saw this student of Dad’s again,
but from then on, 1 knew at the core of my being that there
was a Presence that | called a “You” at the heart of the universe
that cared about ordinary, fragmented people like myself.

Later, my Dad’s nephew, Wally Turnbull, filled me in
on more details about Dad. My Dad’s father, John Colclough
Turnbull, was the owner of the general store in Peterborough,
Ontario. He had six sons. He offered each of them the money
for either atoo-acre farm or a college education. Three of them
decided on a farm and did very well. The other three brothers,
Walter, Louis and John decided on the college education.

Dad travelled to India, which was then a British colony,
with his brothers Louis and John. There they founded churches
and schools combined with orphanages. They did this in the
midst of the 1920s famine.
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The brothers would
pray all night for food.
In the morning, supplies
would arrive, just enough
for the most immediate
needs. During the day,
Dad would go around to
the mill owners, smartly
dressed and wearing his
top hat, to ask for jobs for
the orphans. My father
and his brothers trained
local leadership to carry
on when the time came for
them to return home.

At some point

during their stay in India,

Dad married a fellow Catharmespaternal grandfather ]ohn Colclough
Turnbull, age 35, offered each of his sons the

missionary. Together, they money for a farm or a college education.
travelled the long, hot journey by sea back to Canada.

Soon afterward, she died in childbirth. Heartbroken, he
buried his young wife in Mount Pleasant Cemetery in Toronto.

He started travelling to visit the CMA missions and to
explore locations where others could be founded. He explored
parts of Peru on foot and visited the Inca ruins of the stone
cities on the edge of Lake Titicaca. He visited Cusco, the
capital of the Inca empire, and climbed Machu Picchu, 9gooo
feet above sea level, where the sun and moon came together
to create the world. It was Peru’s Garden of Eden with an
intricate network of temples and gardens.

In the 1920s he helped found the Christian Missionary
Alliance College in Nyack, New York on the Hudson River. His
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father provided some of the early financing. Their idea was
not to impose on the students but to train them. A well-loved
teacher and Dean of Men, known for his sense of humour,
Dad used to enter into pillow fights with his students. 1 was
told he sent more missionaries to foreign service than any
man of his generation. His nephew Wally Turnbull later told
me that clearly an immense amount of creativity and long-
range thinking went into the creation of the College.

In the brief intervals between semesters, he travelled
across Canada and the U.S,, preaching in churches wherever
he went. At some point in his career, he went to China. My
mother told me that he also walked on foot in other Asian
countries, visiting missions and looking for locations for new
missions.

Well into his years at Nyack, Dad fell in love with
and married a fellow teacher, Cora Rudy, sister of Aunt Ella.
Their life together was a busy and happy one, with students
constantly in and around their welcoming home. The frequent
visits by their three young Turnbull nephews was a special
joy. Dad loved children and hoped for one of his own. But it
was not to be. Cora’s death was pure heartbreak for Dad. His
health suffered and it was a long time before he was fully back
on schedule.

In early 1928, my grandmother decided that her middle
daughter, Victoria, needed some guidance. Victoria was a rebel
who wanted to wear bloomers on Sunday. She had wanted to
go to university, but her father decided that since her sister
Stella hadn’t done much with her college degree, Victoria
would go to missionary college in Western Canada instead.
She returned home saying only that the food had been poor
and the teachers uninspiring.

Next, she persuaded her parents to let her spend
two years with her sister Stella and her husband Murdoch



Riding the Elephant 65

MacKenzie in China, where she learned basic Mandarin. Now
she was at loose ends.

Grandmother heard about a weekend seminar being
preached by Dr. Turnbull in Nyack, New York. She decided
she and Victoria would go. There were people from all over
North America attending. As Dad preached, he noticed a
young woman in the audience, listening intently. Back in his
room, he got down on his knees and prayed, “Lord, give me
a chance to meet this young woman or take her out of my
mind.” A few minutes later, there was a knock on the door. 1t
was the young woman in question, Victoria Fleming. In her
hand was a letter from my grandmother inviting him to come
to Toronto to preach. It was the first of several such letters.

Grandmother had many contacts in Toronto. As a
young woman she had played the piano in the Sackville
Street inner city mission. Later she founded the Zenana Bible
Mission. Dad managed to be in Toronto on many occasions.
At the time, my mother couldn’t understand why he accepted
invitations to preach in Toronto so often. When he proposed
to my mother, Grandmother was shocked. This famous man
wanted to marry her rebel daughter?

Plans for the wedding were made very quickly and
simply. No big church. It was to be in the living room at
Donlands with close family and friends. No white gown for
my mother, just a simple dress from a Toronto dress shop. Her
sister, Evelyn, who had just become one of the first women
in Toronto to graduate in medicine, would be her maid of
honour.

] learned more about this wedding of July 25, 1929 when
at last 1 got to see the original silent film of it at the age of
eighty-five, thanks to my friend Jean Plourde, who found the
film among the tapes of my husband’s radio show.
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Alexandrina Victoria Fleming and Walter Mason Turnbull
on their wedding day July 25, 1929

There is my beloved mother smiling from beneath her
Twenties cloche hat, with Dad contentedly in attendance.
What a gift for me after all these years to finally see my Dad
as other people saw him. There is Granny, chatting with her
guests. Only a few select friends were invited. There is Uncle
Murdoch MacKenzie, back on furlough from China, with his
white hair and beard welcoming the guests as they arrived in
a wonderful assortment of Twenties vehicles, the women all
wearing cloche hats and flapper dresses.

My mother told me she was a bundle of nerves during
the wedding, but as soon as she was alone with Dad she
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relaxed. My parents went to Quebec on their honeymoon, to
the Peribonka River which they travelled by canoe, then back
to Nyack where Dad used all his money to buy a house on
campus.

When Mum learned she was pregnant, Dad was
overjoyed. He bought a little pair of booties and a small silk
coat, both of them pink. Did he intuit that 1 was to be a girl?

Four months into her pregnancy, my mother went to
bed, knowing Dad would be coming home on a late train. She
was awakened by a gentle hand on her shoulder. The hand was
shaking. It was my grandmother who told her the shocking
news that Dad had been killed in a car accident. The following
days were a blur.

Mother insisted that Dad be buried in the family plot
in Toronto.

After the funeral she set about selling the new house
they had just bought at Nyack. Dad had no pension and little
money in the bank. She had no choice but to move back to
Donlands to her mother and a bossy older sister. 1 was born
in September 1930. Later, dapper Uncle Murray joined us after
his divorce. When Uncle Murdoch became ill in China, Aunt
Stella brought him back to Donlands for the rest of his days.

After my visit with Aunt Ella in Detroit, 1 spent a few
months with my mother to recharge my batteries, then 1
joined my friends in Moral Re-Armament on Mackinac Island,
Michigan.

The summer of 1956 was a busy one.
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June 28, 1930, No. 28.

Where He Dwells,
’Tis Always Spring
By A. B. Smurson

The love of Jesus is my sunshine,
His presence is my joy and song;
His loving kindness floods my being
And keeps me gladsome all day long;
And so my happy heart is singing—
For Jesus is my Lord and King;
His peace to me a heaven is bringing,
And, where He dwells, "tis always spring.

My day no more can sink in darkness,
My sun no more shall set in night;
Christ is my sunshine and my summer,
And God, my everlasting light;
And so my happy heart is singing—
For Jesus is my Lord and King;
His peace to me a heaven is bringing,
And, where He dwells, ’tis always spring.

These verses are from a favorite poem

frequently quoted by Dr. Turnbuil.
Walter Mason Turnbsll
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SO e O )

Memorial issue of The Alliance Weekly dedicated to
Catharine’s father, Walter Turnbull

Victoria Fleming Turnbull with baby Catharine 1930
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DELLWOOD

ne day, one of the MRA senior team members at Mack-

inac, Ellie Newton, came to see me. She told me her

niece Robley Geddes needed help at an estate where
she was housekeeper. Would 1 be willing to join her? At the
time we younger people were not allowed off the island with-
out permission. This restriction and others created a much
less inspiring experience than Europe had been, so 1 jumped
at the chance.

Dellwood turned out to be an impressive estate in the
country, an hour north of New York. It had been donated for
the work of Moral Re-Armament by Emily Hammond. A week
after 1 arrived, Robley quit and went home for good. This left
me on my own with the prestigious title of head housekeeper,
scrubbing toilets and making beds as visitors came and went.
Among the most memorable were a group of Japanese involved
in reconciliation.

Iwasexpected toserve supperaround eight o'clock when
the team came home from New York. When 1 gently suggested
they serve themselves, 1 was scolded for my thoughtlessness.
What saved my sanity was that Norah Considine invited me
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out every Saturday night for a good supper. She had been
head-housekeeper in Emily Hammond’s time and saw what 1
was going through. Now we sat watching boxing matches on
television while we ate, as she had done with her late husband.

Norah also invited me to drive to mass with her on
Sundays. There was no question whether 1 would attend with
her; 1 loved the Latin mass. 1 could just sit and relax my tired
bones. Then one day at work, my hip that had been malformed
at birth gave out completely and 1 ended up in bed for three
days. The third day when 1 came down for supper, Betty Belk
got up out of her seat and placed a hot plate of food in front of
me. I'll never forget that kindness.

Betty called my cousin Patsy Fleming to tell her to come
get me. Patsy arrived with a car, helped me pack my bags, and
drove me back to Mum’s place in Toronto. Mum welcomed
me with open arms and sat me down for a warm meal.

All kinds of interesting things happened in the
following months. After having rested from housekeeping
duties, I rejoined my friends from MRA. At one point, 1 found
myself hurtling around Lac Saint-Jean in a yellow school-bus
with my knees up to my chin. 1 was part of a group made up
mostly of young people from Latin America and Quebec who
were putting on a play called El Condor. I played the American
ambassador’s wife. We all spoke our own language on stage, a
raucous mixture of Spanish, Portuguese, French and English.
The loudspeaker was off and a French translation appeared
over the stage.

We stayed in homes, convents, and in the nurses’
residence of a large mental hospital. Then the cast took off
westward, through the Rockies, down the coast and back
through the unforgettable territory of the Navajo people.
We played on black campuses in Georgia and at Florida State
University. Everywhere we met students who were looking
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for a new direction for their lives and for the society we lived
in. I roomed with a young Quebec actress. When we landed
in Toronto, my mother served lunch to the whole cast and
several of them stayed in our home.

Somewhere on that improbable trip, 1 decided to stop
running away from life, and as best 1 could to run towards
it, or through it or whatever. Nothing much changed that 1
noticed, but 1 was conscious of this new courage. 1 headed
back to Canada to get my bearings.

PERIBONKA

Back in Ontario, 1 spent a few weeks at Peribonka with
my mother.

Front of Peribonka, ca. 1935, Catharine’s mother’s cottage, given by Granny Fleming as
a wedding gift. Peribonka on Lake Simcoe, one hour north of Toronto, off the Tenth
Concession, Innisville. Victoria worked with the architect to create an unusually spacious
design.
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As a wedding present, Granny Fleming had given my
Mum and Dad the land and the money to build their own
cottage next to hers. They chose the name Peribonka, after
the river in Quebec where they had canoed during their
honeymoon. Atatime when mostvacationers had small cabins,
my mother surprised the architect with the spaciousness of
her design, similar to the great cottages she had seen in the
United States.

Living room of Peribonka with Catharine’s father’s photo on the table by the window and
his sailing ship behind the sofa, ca. 1935

The living room was magnificent, with a huge stone
fireplace. It was a storey-and-a-half high, with a large window
looking out to the lake, glass doors on one side, and a balcony
on the other side, above the long, padded windowsill. The
inside walls were lined with fragrant cedar.
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Mum bought wicker chairs and a sofa from China. A
picture of Dad stood in a place of honour on the long table, next
to Grandmother’s brass vase full of gladioli and the wooden
model of a sailing vessel. An old wooden Victrola stood beside
the fireplace, complete with a stack of vinyl records.

That room was the center of many gatherings. 1
remember rainy days when my cousins and 1 spent hours lying
on the living room floor with the wood fire crackling, playing
endless games of Monopoly. A game could last for as long as
three days.

One summer Bill and Irene Clarke, founding editors
of Clarke Irwin, one of Canada’s foremost publishing houses,
arrived at Peribonka with the manuscript of artist Emily Carr’s
soon to be famous memoir Klee Wyck. Sitting in front of the
blazing living room fire, they took turns reading out loud.
Mum and I were enthralled. Bill only just managed to read;
back in his college days, he had been declared legally blind.
Irene had read the courses out loud and they both passed with
honours.

Uncle Goldie built a cottage for his family next door
to Peribonka and a diving tower out in the lake. Games of
baseball, cricket and Prisoner’s Base, along with swimming
lessons from Mr. McCutcheon, kept us active. Then there was
Playmate, the opinionated pony who usually tried to scrape
me off his back with the help of the garage door. Only later,
when 1 got caught up in a game of tag did 1 lose my fear of
galloping at full speed.

My happiest memories of my mother are attached to
Peribonka. Now that she was finally in charge of her own
home, Mum was in her element, raking grass and pine cones
while wearing comfortable slacks and a mosquito-proofjacket,
or rocking for hours in her favourite wicker rocking chair on
the spacious screened porch.
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On Sundays, she allowed my cousins and me to be in
charge of our own Sunday School. We could choose the hymns
from the Methodist hymnbook and memorize a verse of our
choice from the King James Version of the Bible. Imagine our
irritation when my youngest cousin John Fleming found the
shortest verse in that Bible for his choice. “And Jesus wept”
went down in family history.

Our choice of hymns was not politically correct, but
we belted out “Onward Christian Soldiers” with gusto. After
Sunday School, Mum would throw all-day suckers on the
lawn. Then we would have a swim, Sunday dinner and a nap.

Endless hours were spent in the tree house in the back
field, built by Goldie’s oldest son, Ross, and the twins, Bob and
Lou. During the week, there were swims twice a day and trips
out to the diving tower. I hated going into the water head first
so I never got the hang of diving. 1 could only admire my cousin
Barbara whose dive was so perfectly timed that her carefully
pointed toes scarcely caused a ripple. 1 also remember Gary
Clarke, son of publishers Bill and Irene Clarke, hitting his
head on the diving board.

Next door to Uncle Goldie’s own cottage was one that
was rented summer after summer by the Kilbourns, mutual
friends of the Clarkes and ours. Rosemary Kilbourn, a talented
artist, remains a true friend to this day. Her brother Bill
eventually became a dedicated mayor of Toronto.

The Kilbourns, the Clarkes and my mother were
members of a unique Reading Club in Toronto. One winter
they decided to study Beethoven. During the long winter
evenings, the chords and themes of that master composer
embedded themselves in my mind. Now when 1 hear those
symphonies, | keep saying, “Thank you, Mum, what a gift you
gave me.” And as a teenager, | loved dressing up when she took
me to the occasional symphony.
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Music had been an integral part of my mother’s early
years at the family home on St. Clair Avenue. At Lake Simcoe,
Uncle Goldie carried on the family tradition of singing the old
Methodist hymns around the piano on Sunday night. Cousins
Ross and Barbara could play by ear.

On hot August nights at Peribonka, Mum and 1 would
sometimes stay up later than usual and go down to sit on the
beach in deck chairs. Looking up at the starry sky, 1 would feel
a growing sense of wonder. There were all those myriad tiny
lights flickering in the darkness.

There were Cassiopeia and Orion. I could see the three
stars that formed Orion’s belt. There were other constellations
whose names 1 didn't know, but whose formation was
sometimes clear. I would sense my own spirit expanding in
response to the magnitude of it all. Just the simple wonder of
being. 1 didn’t have to do anything or achieve anything.

PACE MAGAZINE

One day in 1965 the phone rang. This call would prove
to be a major turning point in my life, with its invitation by
my cousin Robert Fleming to join the staff of Pace magazine
in Los Angeles as a story researcher. | headed out on the next
plane, then by bus, to the imposing building at 833 South
Flower Street in downtown Los Angeles.

Bob had co-founded Pace with Stu Lancaster as a large-
format international picture magazine designed to inspire
world youth, ages 19-34. Bob’s photographs for the magazine
were outstanding. He took photographs in forty-seven
countries over his lifetime. John Hallward came on board as
publisher. Soon after, Al Kuettner, former editor of the Atlanta
Herald, joined the team. A group of highly talented people was
coming together.
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My job was to come up with fifty to one hundred
story ideas each month for the editors and writers. What
an incredible excuse to get out and meet a vast range of
personalities or talk to them on the phone.

Each month 1 scoured newspapers and talked to
people all over the country, looking for cutting edge ideas
and people who had something to say. This included White
House Fellows, longshoreman Eric Hoffer, and the editor of
the Michigan Law Review. 1 interviewed Canadian underwater
explorer Joe Maclnnis, who was among the first to dive to
the Titanic. At the navy’s Sealab, a chap in a wetsuit told me
solemnly, “Man is going back under the sea.” ] had a reason to
talk to young people on farms, and to find out what possessed
a 16-year-old Olympic swimmer to spend so many hours in a
wet bathing suit. 1 tracked down Nancy Greene and her whole
Canadian ski team up a mountain in British Columbia, to the
excitement of the Los Angeles telephone operator.

| stayed with a family who lent me their pink Jaguar
while they were away. For weeks I clocked up hundreds of
miles, going out to meet the most interesting people 1 could
find. I wanted to reflect the texture of real life back into the
magazine and break out of the cocoon of old ideas and ways
of thinking. The editors were occasionally exasperated when
1 was not to be found, but many of the ideas 1 placed on their
desks each month turned into articles.

One day I drove out into the desert to meet the two
beer-bellied builders of the longest car in the world. 1 was
curious to know what motivated these two gas station owners
to go beyond the ordinary. “It’s like climbing a mountain,” one
of them said. “It’s just there in you.”

One morning, a paragraph in the Los Angeles Times
caught my eye. It was the story of a sixteen-year-old boy,
Robin Lee Graham. He had just set out from Watchorn Basin,
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intending to sail solo around the world in a 24-foot Lapworth
sloop named Dove. He brought with him two kittens named
Suzette and Joliette.

I borrowed a car, drove down to the harbour, and was
able to track down Robin’s aunt. She said to me, “Robin and
his family never think, ‘This is going to be dangerous, so 1
won't do it.” She put me in touch with his parents who owned
an avocado farm down the coast. They told me how to get in
touch with Robin by sending letters ahead to Honolulu and
Fiji.

One day, there to my delight was a letter from Robin.

My toughest moment was when | broke my mast. It
was October 19, 1965. I'd been fifteen days out from
Fanning Island when | sighted Tutuila (American
Samoa). | was very happy about that.

| was sailing along pretty good when | hit a squall and
within less than a heartbeat the mast was overboard.
That’s when the work really started. It wasn'’t easy.

In fact, Robin himself had been swept overboard as he
tried to pull the sails and rigging back into the boat. Somehow,
he managed. He was able to make it to Samoa. In a later letter,
he described falling sleep, then waking suddenly to see a huge
freighter bearing down on him.

In another letter he wrote, “This is more fun than
sitting in front of a T.V. set or going to wild parties.” Still, at
times he experienced profound loneliness and even despair.
That changed on the Fiji Islands when he met a beautiful girl
from California, Patti Ratteree.

Patti was hitchhiking, working and sometimes riding
a motorcycle around the world. They fell in love and spent
idyllic weeks diving for shells among the coral reefs, fishing
and living off the land. The understanding was that Robin had
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to continue his journey alone. Sadly, they parted, not sure if
they would ever meet again.

They met again in South Africa, after Dove had been
reported lost at sea. By a miracle, Robin had managed to keep
the boat steady in thirty-foot waves. He finished the trip but
by this time he had had enough of solitary adventure. He
and Patti got married, had a baby, and headed for a new life
in Montana, where Robin got work in construction. National
Geographic did a major two-issue story on his journey. It
received more reader response than any in its history. Back in
Los Angeles, ] wrote up the story. The harbour newspaper lent
me photos and 1 presented my first scoop to Pace.

Unfortunately, Robin was no longer on speaking terms
with the father who had encouraged this trip. His Dad had
been afraid that the connection with Patti would interfere
with his son’s goals. ] phoned Robin’s parents from Los Angeles
when | was on my way to start work at Pace’s New York office.
Robin’s Dad sounded heartbroken.

“Catharine, there’s a book there that will never be
written.” With only ten minutes before my plane left Los
Angeles airport, 1 had time to make just one phone call. 1
phoned South African writer Derek Gill, senior editor at Pace
in Los Angeles.

“Derek, do something,” 1 said and gave him Robin’s
phone number.

Derek arranged for Robin, Patti and the baby to move
into the house next door. They worked effectively together.
The result was the book Dove. 1t was translated into fourteen
languages and caught the imagination of young people around
the world.

From that one phone call 1 learned the power each of
us has to make creative connections. From Robin Graham 1
caught the excitement of following our own deepest dreams
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in spite of the risks. And when we do, the universe brings all
sorts of energy to help us.

The book was made into the movie The Dove in 1974,
produced by Gregory Peck. I had the privilege of sitting in the
audience for the New York premiere. It was chosen in England
for a Royal Command performance. Close to a million people
flocked to the film in China alone.

ROBIN LEE GRAHAM |

The true story of a 16-year-old boy who sailed his 24-foot
sloop around the world to discover adventure and love

Catharine’s scoop for Pace magazine led to this book
and a movie that was shown around the world.
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On my seventy-fifth birthday, in 2005, 1 received the
most heartwarming letter from Robin.

| hope you have a wonderful party to-day. You have
played an important part in our lives. Many years
ago you wrote an article in Pace magazine about my
leaving in a small boat to sail around the world. When
| returned home you encouraged Derek Gill to get in
touch with us and help write our adventures in a book.
Dove was not only a blessing to Derek and us but to
many, many other people. After 35 years we are still
receiving letters and meeting some wonderful people
because of it.

Thank you for your involvement in our lives.
Robin and Patti Graham

A single phone call had an impact. Just as the ripple of
a butterfly’s wing is said to set in motion a wave that has an
effect on the other side of the world, something we say or do,
some dream we have, can be of greater significance than we
realize.

During my time in Los Angeles, life at Pace was a
stimulating adventure. One whole issue was devoted to the
new Russia, an innovative approach after the McCarthy era
that had affected so many academics and Hollywood people.

California was full of unusual people such as the actor
Steve McQueen who rode motorcycles full tilt in the desert,
and the surfer who went looking for the perfect wave. 1 tracked
down this surfer at his ranch up the Coast, and this turned
into one of Pace’s most memorable photo essays.

Pace itself was a phenomenon. In the middle of the
ferment of the Sixties, it offered young people alternatives
to the high of drugs: the stimulation of living life to the
fullest. The founding editors, Bob Fleming and Stu Lancaster,
brought a level of imagination and intelligence to their work



Riding the Elephant 81

that earned them the respect of the forty strong personalities
who worked at the magazine and their readers. The readers
included people in government and the professions as well as
an ever-increasing number of young people. The magazine
was nearly bought out by Hearst Corporation before it finally
folded at the end of the Sixties, along with other large format
magazines.

During my time in California, I reconnected with Denise
Hyde who had been the translator for Iréene Laure at Caux.
She had married John Wood and they moved to Pasadena,
California. At that time, the city of Pasadena was polarized
between black, white and Hispanic citizens. Denise was asked
by their Anglican Church to “listen to the city” for a year and
feed back what she heard to some of the businessmen. She
called the process “Creative Connections.” She reached out
to people from all the different sectors of the city’s life and
invited each of them to a brown-bag lunch at a table outside
the church. She found that if people could get off their turf,
outside the limitations of their own mandate, it made all the
difference.

When Denise asked a young lad why he had joined a
gang, he told her, “They threatened to shoot my dog in front
of me if I didn’t.” She visited the mayor. He asked her to reach
out to ablack agitator who had been demonstrating outside his
office. She went to visit that man on his farm and discovered
that he was writing an opera. They talked at length. Much
later he teased her with, “How come an old white woman like
you put me back in touch with my black kids?”

Out of Denise’s conversations with Pasadena’s citizens
that year, a consensus emerged. Seven new initiatives for
young people, with some state funding, were put in place. The
Creative Connections process continues to this day. In August
of 1995, at the wedding reception for Anne Hallward, daughter
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of our friends John and Clare, | heard Denise retelling some
of the stories. I invited her to come to the meditation centre
on Pine Avenue to meet with Montrealers from different
backgrounds. The ripple effect of that gathering continues to
this day. An architect, who used to work in the inner city but
had lost hope, met the founder of the second largest food bank
in Montreal. He got himself on her board, helped her start a
newspaper, then initiated get-togethers with other groups. A
neighbour of ours got herself on the board of a mental health
organization where she brought fresh insights and energy.

Pace opened up an office in New York and 1 spent a year
there. The widow of an Anglican bishop lent me the most
beautiful apartment 1 had ever seen just near the East River.
It was the first time in years 1 had had a base that was both
quiet and stable. Every evening 1 went out to wait for the first
section of the New York Times at the local street vendor. 1 read
it while munching a slice of cheese and tomato pizza. 1 went
back three times to see Pearl Bailey in Hello, Dolly. The whole
city was energizing.

That summer we moved the Pace office onto an old
army base on an island an hour north of New York. Suddenly
hundreds of young people began arriving on the island from
all over the United States. The first Up With People show was
put together with the help of the three Colwell brothers who
had gotten their start in Hollywood. They had introduced
themselves to us at the Pace building on South Flower Street
in Los Angeles. Herbie Allan, cofounder of Up With People,
played the xylophone with exuberance. Up With People was an
inspirational stage show of original music and dance which
gave young people a vehicle to express hope for the future. At
the end of the evening’s performance, young people who were
interested in joining were invited to come to the stage and
talk to the cast. The show travelled from country to country
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and allowed young people from those countries to volunteer
with others who work to make a difference. Frank McGee said
that one of the greatest contributions of Herbie Allen and
the Colwell brothers was the demonstration of the power of
music to generate change.

I had difficulty walking because of the hip dysplasia
I had been born with. Luckily, on the island, 1 could bicycle
everywhere, to the outdoor cookouts and to the army hut
where Pace had set up camp. It was a wonderful summer. 1 felt
part of an explosion of energy working itself out through Pace
and Up With People.

As 1 bicycled, 1 realized it was time for a change. | was
38. It was clear that Pace would not continue forever. Back
home, my mother needed my help at her farm near Aurora,
Ontario, that she had bought as a gathering place for the
family. 1 spent the next two years there with her, 40 minutes
north of Toronto.



TORONTO 1968 — 1972

WRITING SPEECHES AT QUEEN’S PARK

nce more, 1 was back in the rolling Ontario farmland 1

thought I had said good-bye to forever. There were no

animals, but the white stucco house was full of sunlight
and color. | hadn’t realized how bone-tired 1 was. For almost
two years | hibernated on an unexpected sabbatical. The old
tension between my mother and me had evaporated. We were
glad to be together after the long years of separation.

When the farm was sold, 1 applied for a job in
intergovernmental affairs with the Ontario government,
indicating a special interest in Quebec. While 1 waited, 1
took every French course 1 could find. Down at Queen’s
Park, 1 saw an ad for a three-week subsidized trip to Japan
to see the Ontario pavilion at Osaka’s Expo. There were still
a few seats available, so 1 applied and was accepted. When 1
told Bob Fleming that 1 was going to Japan, he gave me one
last assignment for Pace, to find out what Japan’s interest in
Canada would be. This took me into conversations with the
editors of Japan’s two largest newspapers. 1 was received with
a formal tea ceremony.
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Back in Toronto, an article about the connections 1 had
made in Japan appeared on the editorial page of Toronto’s
Financial Post. 1t brought a phone call from the Ministry of
Multiculturalism and Community Development. Would 1
come in for an interview? The next morning 1 was ushered
into a room with two men. The taller of the two, the Deputy
Minister, peered down at me from a height of 6’4”. He said,
“Catharine,wouldyoubeinterestedin writingsome speeches?”
The other, an outgoing, jolly looking man added, “I am invited
to make speeches all over the province. Often it is only the
chance to say thank you to the hundreds of people working
away in their small groups. 1 want to give them a chance to be
heard, and answer their questions. 1 want speeches that carry
some meaning.” This was the Minister of Multiculturalism
and Community Development, my future boss Robert Welch.

1 rocked back on my heels. I thought to myself, “If these
two are crazy enough to think I can do it, who am I to say |
can’t?” 1 had scribbled since childhood but I had never written
a speech in my life. At Pace 1 had found writing even a short
piece extremely hard work.

I reported in to my immediate superior a week later.
He was a bright 24-year-old sociology graduate from the
University of Toronto. 1 was 40. When he discovered 1 had
never written a speech in my life he was furious. “They’ve sent
me a researcher,” he fumed. The Minister was a fine orator
who kept his staff stretched to the limit to keep up with
his speaking schedule. The Ministry was into empowering
women, so my sociologist superior put his mind to mentoring
me into writing good speeches even if it killed me. It nearly
did. “You must have something to say,” he bellowed in despair
as he read my wooden drafts of an address to the African Violet
Society or the Ukrainian refugees.
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