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…Brown paper packages tied up
with strings
These are a few of my favourite
things…
Wishing you a holiday season filled with a few
of your favourite things!
~KTRTA~
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My Favorite Things
Oscar Hammerstein II, Richard Rodgers

Raindrops on roses and
whiskers on kittens
Bright copper kettles and
warm woolen mittens
Brown paper packages tied
up with strings
These are a few of my favorite
things
Cream colored ponies and
crisp apple strudels
Door bells and sleigh bells
and schnitzel with noodles
Wild geese that fly with the
moon on their wings
These are a few of my favorite
things
Girls in white dresses with
blue satin sashes
Snowflakes that stay on my
nose and eyelashes
Silver white winters that melt
into springs
These are a few of my favorite
things
When the dog bites
When the bee stings
When I'm feeling sad
I simply remember my
favorite things
And then I don't feel so bad
Raindrops on roses and
whiskers on kittens
Bright copper kettles and
warm woolen mittens
Brown paper packages tied
up with strings
These are a few of my favorite
things

Hello everyone!
This month our virtual meeting theme is Christmas
Memories. In lieu of gathering together we have put
together some brown paper packages tied up with string
for you to enjoy.
We wish you all a very merry Christmas and a happy
New Year!
~~Kamloops Thompson Retired Teachers’ Executive

(Continued on page 3)

~KTRTA~
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(Continued from page 2)
Cream colored ponies and
crisp apple strudels
Door bells and sleigh bells
and schnitzel with noodles
Wild geese that fly with the
moon on their wings
These are a few of my favorite
things
Girls in white dresses with
blue satin sashes
Snowflakes that stay on my
nose and eyelashes
Silver white winters that melt
into springs
These are a few of my favorite
things
When the dog bites
When the bee stings
When I'm feeling sad
I simply remember my favorite
things
And then I don't feel so bad
When the dog bites
When the bee stings
When I'm feeling sad
I simply remember my favorite
things
And then I don't feel so bad
Source: LyricFind
Songwriters: Oscar Hammerstein II /
Richard Rodgers
My Favorite Things lyrics © Concord Music
Publishing LLC

Wikipedia Rodgers and Hammerstein

President, Marney Bethell
Dear Friends,
I hope this virtual Christmas celebration finds you
well and finding creative ways to manage the current
COVID 19 restrictions. It is my fond hope that we
can get a handle on this situation by having everyone
following the rules as set out by Dr. Bonnie Henry
and get back to some semblance of normal as soon
as a vaccine is widely available. I can’t imagine not
spending holiday time with our ten grandchildren
This is my youngest granddaughter, Elaine …age 1 at
her first birthday party!

My granddaughter Elaine’s first birthday.
~~Marney Bethell

Last year, we were meeting at the Cottonwood
Centre, in person and without masks…imagine! We
had a delicious turkey dinner with all the trimmings,
catered by Scott’s Restaurant. This year we are
meeting through this email. Oh dear! Besides seeing
our members dressed in their Christmas finery, I will
miss the music - especially performances by children
from our local schools.
~KTRTA~
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2020-2021
KTRTA Executive

President - Marney Bethell

Last year we enjoyed a wonderful performance by
Dina Kilmartin’s Grade Two class from Lloyd
George Elementary School. Lots of festive singing
and dancing!

Vice President - Donna Walsh
Past President - Sheila Park
Secretary - Betty Karpuk
Treasurer - Sandy Baird
Pensions, Benefits & Wellbeing
- Sheila Park
Membership - Noeleen Bunney
Sunshine - Mary Ellen Patterson
Programs - Rosemarie Stoltze
KTRTA Bridge - Frank Veszely
Dina Kilmartin’s Grade Two Class Performance, 2019

I have been busy in the last couple of weeks,
involved with a reprinting of a community history
book called Bunch Grass to Barb Wire originally
published almost 40 years ago. In 1980, Rose Hill
Farmers Institute Heritage Committee interviewed
‘old-timers’ and collected stories about their way of
life and their family histories. This remarkable
undertaking has stood up amazingly well.
The hardships and challenges they faced were a fact
of life for them but seem such a wonder to the
modern reader.
~KTRTA~
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The book has now been reprinted and is being
distributed, so, things are finally settling down for
me.

KTRTA 2020-2021
pamphlet

I’m pleased to report that my Westsyde house has
sold and all the required repairs, painting, cleaning,
sorting and decision-making is complete.
This last summer I painted three living rooms, four
kitchens, seven bedrooms, three bathrooms,
installed new towel rods, shower curtain rods,
carpeting in a living room and lino tile in a kitchen,
bathroom and front hall. We moved three family
members which led to my Westsyde home being put
up for sale. Although there was no time for kayaking
and quad-ing in the hills, it was a summer of
bonding with my daughter as we tackled the
painting, carpet and lino laying ourselves!
In the quiet time created by COVID 19, I decided
to set myself three goals:
1. I will do a major clean of the house, including my
sewing room which needs sorting and
decluttering. I may even get some of my own
painting done - especially our bathroom!
2. I will continue to work on the book The History
of Special Education in School District 24/73 with
other KTRTA heritage committee members
Sheila Park and Mary Ellen Patterson. Our
meetings have been on Zoom and I have to say,
there is no ugly like Zoom ugly! I have learned to
place the computer so that it is looking down at
me! It’s important to get a better angle and
lighting!
~KTRTA~
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2020-2021
KTRT Club Executive
President - Bev Maxwell
Vice President - Sheila Park
Secretary - Donna Walsh
Treasurer - Sandy Baird
TRU/R.R. Smith Foundation:
Glenda Miles
Donna Sharpe

3. I am also going to pick up my banjo lessons
where I left oﬀ back last summer, when we
started all the moving and renovating. My banjo
belonged to my father. I grew up with him
playing it, as well as the piano. This 5-string banjo
was originally purchased by my grandfather in
Montreal in 1875 and is a family treasure! Now, I
just have to toughen up my fingertips!
I am really looking forward to this Christmas,
although I know it will be much quieter than usual.
It is looking like dinner will be with a much more
limited group than usual, too, but then again…
nothing this year is usual! I did buy a “pre-lit”
Christmas tree, on sale, at the end of last season.

CHES - Pat Petley
Members-at-Large:
Marlene Olineck
Carolynne Miller
Suzanne Legault
Sharon Olson

~KTRTA~
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Here is a link to our
KTRTA Website.
Special thanks to our
website administrator,
Harvey Dalley,
for creating and
maintaining our
website.

I am looking forward to not needing to string the
lights and instead, simply plug it in!
I hope you enjoy the photos of Christmas gatherings
from years gone by we have included here! I also
hope this newsletter finds you safe and your life full
of joy and happiness. One of my favourite sayings is :
“All we really need is something to do, someone to love and
something to look forward to!”
At our November meeting we provide decorated
boxes to encourage our members to give to the
Kamloops Food Bank and Christmas Amalgamated.
Organizations such as ours are important in this
regard, and this year, it is more important than ever
that you find ways, perhaps online, to contribute to
the charities you choose to support.
One of the practicum coordinators for the TRU
BEd program contacted me as TRU needs to hire
faculty mentors for the Practicum sessions that
begin in January. Some positions require travel to
Barriere, Chase or Logan Lake. Please contact
Susan Lidster slidster@tru.ca for information.
Merry Christmas and Happy New Year to you all!
~~Marney

Vice President, Donna Walsh
Dear Members,
I certainly am going to miss our Christmas Social
this year. I always felt that our get-together on the
last Friday of November, was such a wonderful way
to start the holiday season.
~KTRTA~
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A turkey dinner, decorations, entertainment and
best of all meeting with cherished friends.
I just might have to pull out my old Xmas sweater
that I always enjoyed wearing every year to the
luncheon!
Merry Christmas to all and perhaps next year will
be diﬀerent.
~~Donna

~KTRTA~
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Programs, Rosemarie Stoltze
Dear KTRTA Members,
Merry Christmas! Here is my three-part journal
about how I am coping with all of the changes due
to the Covid 19 pandemic.
The first part is about my family, the second has to
do with my my inner journey, how I am feeding my
spirit, and the third section is about my health.
I am including photos of our sweet new grand baby,
who I have not yet had the opportunity to meet in
person due to COVID-19.

~KTRTA~

9

Friday, November 27, 2020

Family
"Life is what happens when you are making plans."
We had planned to go to New Mexico to attend Karl
(our son) and Dana's wedding this last summer and
meet our new grand baby, Kahlia Rose. However, we
had to cancel due to the Covid 19 Pandemic, and
they decided to postpone their wedding until next
year. Luckily we have been able to communicate
regularly virtually, via Email, FaceTime, and text
messaging.
Our grand baby Kahlia can recognize our faces and
voices. She loves it when I read to her, and wiggles
with delight when I sing to her. Karl and Dana are
taking such good care of her and they have Dana’s
parents and their best friends living close by. That
helps give them support and assistance as they begin
their journey as new parents.
My husband and I can hardly wait to see our son,
Karl, his fiancé Dana and our first grandchild,
Kahlia, in person!
~KTRTA~
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My son Karl with his daughter Kahlia cuddled up and snoozing together. Christmas
peace and contentment for sure!~~Rosemarie Stoltze

What a day that will be after many months of
anticipation! We will have to wait until the border to
the United States reopens and there is a vaccine for
the virus. Kahlia Rose is 6 1/2 months old now, is
sitting, eating some solid food and beginning to
crawl. We are so thankful that we get to use the
Internet to see her growth, development and
change!
On the other side of the age spectrum is my mother,
Veronika, 86 years old, living in Cottonwood Manor.
Mom still does all her own cooking and when
possible, she likes to select her own groceries.
David and I have been taking turns checking on her
physically once a week. We get a few groceries, take
her shopping when she needs a lot of items or bring
sushi or other take-out to eat with her at her place.
Mom enjoys our visits and gets the help she needs.
~KTRTA~

11

Friday, November 27, 2020

Due to her age and certain health conditions she has
to keep her social circle very small. She takes one
day at a time and stays positive.
Mom enjoys quilting, virtual church, watching TV
and staying in touch with family on her iPad or by
phone. We are glad that we can see her regularly!
This "New Normal" is a challenging time but we are
all learning new ways to communicate and get things
done.

My Spiritual Journey
I feel like a turtle going inward, not seeing friends
much, or traveling, or going out doing things in
town like going to the symphony, yoga classes,
movies or the theatre. Surprisingly, life is not boring.
Life is more quiet and I am spending way more time
at home.
We had a pretty good garden this summer, lots of
tomatoes, herbs and squash. We were able to take
good care of it since we were around the house most
of the time. The lawn was green this year.
Even though my life is less complicated, I am still
busy! I am sewing more, watching Netflix, learning
new recipes, sorting out my winter wardrobe, and
taking time for me.
I meditate 15 - 20 minutes with David every
morning before breakfast. It is a great way to start
~KTRTA~
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the day and helps with stress. Focus on the breath:
Breathing in and out with your eyes closed is very
calming.
There is nothing like a good walk, bike ride or going
cross country skiing. Being in nature is so healing
and soothing for the spirit. It can be done alone or
with a buddy and doesn't have to cost anything.
Some winter days are warm and sunny. We just need
to remember to dress with layers and use sun screen.
Many of us have learned to "Zoom" during this
Pandemic. I enjoy "Zoom church." I can go to
church in the privacy of my home or I can take a
Yoga class in my living room. Not only does this save
time it also saves gas and wear and tear on the family
car. Now I have more time freed up for watering
plants, house cleaning, reading and anything else I
may want to do.
It is often easy to feel sad or worried during this
unusual time. If we take care of ourselves first we
will have enough energy to care for others. Self-care
is important especially as we get older. Going for a
walk, taking a nap, having a long bath are all things
that can create a more positive outlook and they
make me feel better.
Also getting enough sleep, not snacking in the
evening and having a good breakfast are things I try
to do but I'm not always successful. At the end of
the day I sometimes do self-massage and reiki
( healing hands) when my joints or feet bother me.
This helps with circulation and going to sleep.

~KTRTA~
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Having a gratitude journal or even just thinking of
10 things that I am grateful for in my life are also a
good way to complete my day.
My Health
I have been challenged with having food issues. It
has been a cycle of losing weight and then gaining it
back. The problem is I enjoy eating and drinking
and snacking. When I injured my knee again 6 years
ago I joined TOPS (Take Oﬀ Pounds Sensibly).
Since then I have lost 40 pounds, I am now a KOPS
(Keep Oﬀ Pounds Sensibly). We learn about healthy
eating strategies and the need for more exercise that
are especially important as we get older. It is
important to keep track of what we eat and eat
slowly and mindfully. In the last year I have been
using the Lose It app which you can download for
free, or you can try the premium version. I write
everything down that I put in my mouth, including
water (which is also very important for hydration).
We like to watch Netflix but don't binge watch. We
watch one episode at a time. If we do two episodes,
then we have an intermission. That is when we have
a healthy snack. We do NOT eat while watching TV
ever! When we eat we do it at the table and we take
our time. Most days I try to stop eating and drinking
by two hours before I go to bed, otherwise I am up
all night.
You are what you eat! This is very true.

~KTRTA~
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November 2020 Kamloops Sunset - Rosemarie Stoltze

As I near my 65th birthday...Arg! I am more aware
that there are some foods I should not eat or drink,
especially before I go to bed, such as FAST FOODS,
JUNK FOODS, ALCOHOL and SWEETS! Ah, but
they taste so good! The problem is they are all
calorie laden and bad for you. So I have some in very
small amounts as a special treat, but mostly we eat
the healthy stuﬀ, whole grains, legumes, fruits and
vegetables and we drink water or low fat milk.
These are challenging times right now, especially
when one of the only things we can do is go to the
grocery store. Spending our time cooking and
baking is nice and makes the house smell really
good! We are making some wonderful meals and
desserts.
~KTRTA~
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However, we need to have self-control with our
portion size. Growing up with large families both
David and I have learned to cook six portions. We
do two meals for today, two portions to freeze right
away, and two meals to eat tomorrow. Our fridges
and freezers are well-stocked.
Enough about food... Now I will share my
experience of getting enough exercise. It is
interesting to note that we need more movement as
I age, in order to feel good. Any kind of exercise is
good, it helps to lubricate the joints and with the
digestion of food. I have practiced Yoga since I was
16. It helps with range of motion and keeps the back
flexible. These days I am taking two Zoom Yoga
classes.
One is very vigorous and includes sun salutations,
warrior poses and other strength building postures.
This class is in Las Vegas NM with a former teacher
of mine. I take her one hour virtual class four times
each week.
The other class is here in Kamloops with Linda, a
Yoga Teacher with the Hills of Peace Lutheran Church.
This class is Chair Yoga for Seniors. Poses are shown
with possible variations based on a person's needs.
She does her class once a week. Starting in
December, the class will be on Tuesdays from 10-11.
($5 per class). She records each class and the
recording is then available for a week at no extra
cost. As far as the Chair Yoga class, the one that is
very appropriate for all seniors, I spoke to Linda,
who is leading this class on Monday mornings at 11.
~KTRTA~
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If you are interested you can call her at
250-374-6482. The classes for December are $20 for
four classes, which include a recorded class each
week. After she receives payment she gives you a
link for the month.
On top of these classes I go walking, do other
relaxation exercises and in the winter cross country
skiing. I find that the exercise helps my mood, my
body and my digestion.
To help with arthritis in my knees, ankles or wrists I
have found it can help a lot to wear an elasticized
sleeve or an Ace wrap over the weakened area for
support. If you find that knee pain is limiting the
amount you can exercise, these may help you a lot
too and these supports can be bought over the
counter at any drug store. Just make sure you get the
right size.
I just thought that I would share some of the things
I am doing during this Pandemic to improve my
health and quality of life. I hope that some of these
things are helpful. If you would like to contact me or
have any questions feel free to contact me at
250-852-27838 or rosestoltze@gmail.com.
Here are links about upcoming online events:
Kamloops Symphony, Western Theatre, Sagebrush
Theatre.
Merry Christmas to all and to all a good night!
~~Rosemarie
~KTRTA~
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Sunshine, Mary Ellen Patterson
Dear Fellow Members,

Visit the
In Memoriam
page of our website
here.

Our Sunshine Committee enjoys bringing cheer to
our members and those in need. Please let us know
if any member could benefit from a little sunshine.
During the month of November, I sent a note to
Gord Stewart who is the Executive Director of the
BIG Little Science Centre in memory of Gordon
Gore. He made a tremendous contribution to
Education in Kamloops.

~KTRTA~
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Our Christmas Memories: We have celebrated with
the advent calendar for many years. This year it is
very meaningful to us. On the four Sundays before
Christmas we light a candle for Faith, Peace, Joy and
Hope.The Christmas candle is lit on Christmas Day.
Blessings to you and your family for the Holiday
season.
Love,
~~Mary Ellen

KTRT Club, Bev Maxwell
Hello Everyone,
I want to let you know the latest news regarding the
KTRT Club Bursaries for 2020. Usually, the
presentation for the KTRT Club Bursaries and the
R.R. Smith Bursary, including the Club $500
Bursary are presented at the Awards Ceremony in
late November, however, due to the Covid 19 virus,
the Annual Awards Ceremony will be held virtually
on Thursday, December 3rd, 2020 @ 5:00 pm.
Glenda Miles and I will be representing the KTRT
Club to do the presenting at this ceremony. We will
not know who the recipients will be until then.
In January, we will hopefully have each of the 2020
recipients provide us with some background
information about themselves and their pursuits in
the TRU Education Program.
~KTRTA~
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Through the Kamloops Thompson Retired
Teachers’ Club (KTRT Club), an ‘arms length’
committee, our members can voluntarily donate
funds to provide scholarships to Faculty of
Education students studying at Thompson Rivers
University. If you would like to donate to the TRU
Bursaries, please write your cheque to the TRU
Foundation and include Kamloops Retired Teachers’
Bursary Fund on the memo line of your cheque. Mail
your cheques to:
TRU Foundation
Oﬃce of University Advancement
805 TRU Way
Kamloops, BC V2C 0C8
To make an online donation use the TRU
Foundation online giving page. Select the orange
Make a Gift Online tab, then check the box for a
Specific scholarship or bursary. Please remember to
write: Kamloops Retired Teachers Bursary Fund when
prompted to enter the name of the award you want
to support.
The KTRT Club also raises funds for the Canadian
Harambee Education Society (CHES) and the R.R.
Smith Memorial Fund Foundation. All donation
opportunities are tax deductible.
Please contact me if you would like more
information at bjmax@telus.net or 250-374-2205.
Merry Christmas,
~~Bev
~KTRTA~
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Membership: Noeleen Bunney
Dear Members,
Our very brief Fall changed so quickly to an early
winter. The birds know it, the deer must dread it, we
humans perhaps feel mixed. Regardless, Mother
Nature rolls on with unending surprises and beauty.
I see chickadees and nuthatches still busy but longgone are the bluebirds and swallows. The sharp yips
and yaps of coyotes fills the air most evenings.
Before long, owls will be joining in with their own
wintery, nighttime talk. I always look forward to
hearing the owls, don’t you?
We can benefit from the solace of winter as it slows
our pace. My wish for you is that you will peacefully
enjoy the comfort, warmth and security of your
home during this Holiday season.
Merry Christmas and Happy New Year!
~~Noeleen

~KTRTA~
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A Christmas Present, Delayed,
by Robert F. Walsh
Source: Readers Digest 10 Christmas Stories That Will Melt Your Heart

Having a sister is like having a best friend you can’t get rid
of. You know whatever you do, they’ll still be there.
—Amy Li

Photo Credit -Ilona Titova, Shutterstock

I was ten the summer my dad helped me buy my
first ten-speed bicycle from Father Allen. I put up
$60 of my grass cutting and snow shovelling money,
and my dad put up the other half. I would pay him
back in instalments over the next six months.
Although it was the kind of bike you’d expect a
priest to have (dull silver, slightly worn, no baseball
cards in the spokes), it was my ticket to the adult
world.

~KTRTA~
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I spent that summer and autumn riding as if to put
Greg LeMond to shame. My sister Liz, a prisoner of
her five-speed and banana seat, never had a chance
to keep up. We’d always been stuck with hand-medowns from our older brothers and sisters, a few of
whom had notoriously bad taste in bikes. Now,
however, I was able to ride to every corner of town,
sometimes even as far as the beach. In those heady
days before one acquires a driver’s license, a good
bike is a magic carpet.
Just before the Christmas deadline to pay my dad
back, we were hit with several snowstorms. This
allowed me to shovel enough driveways to pay oﬀ
my debt. I was now oﬃcially a bike owner; it was a
feeling unlike any other.
It’s important to note that while my mom and dad
were fantastic parents, they couldn’t be trusted with
the awesome responsibility of buying appropriate
Christmas presents. They were too quick to pass oﬀ
gloves, sneakers, and shirts as “presents.” And while
we might say a prayer over the Baby Jesus in the
manger on our way to church, He seemed too busy
at this time of year to leave presents under the tree.
We outsourced our requests for the really good
presents to Santa.
For her family of seven kids, my mom developed a
system in which she decorated the outside of seven
large boxes with diﬀerent types of wallpaper.
We each had our own box that contained six or so
presents, and we’d close our eyes and reach in to
grab one when it was our turn. This cut down on
hours of wrapping and satisfied my dad’s Naval sense
~KTRTA~
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of order. The downside was we opened one present
at a time so everyone could “appreciate” each other’s
gifts.
Neither Liz nor I “appreciated” this system because
we went last. After the obligatory “oohs” and “aahs,”
each of us held up our present for family review, a
process that averaged about five minutes or so. This
meant Liz and I had to wait about forty-five minutes
between each present, so patience was in short
supply—when one of us pulled out a belt or package
of underwear, we seethed the entire time.
My dad, a master showman, liked to keep a few of
Santa’s better presents for the end. On that fateful
Christmas morning, he gave me a used portable
record player. I was ecstatic—I was finally
untethered from the “family stereo” that all of us
fought over.
Alas, my elation was short-lived after my dad called
my sister to the kitchen. “We have one more gift for
you,” he said as he opened the door that led to the
garage. There, on the steps, stood a brand new tenspeed Schwinn. I didn’t hear her screams of joy—all
I could hear was the sputtering engine of the
lawnmower, the endless scraping of the metal snow
shovel on concrete. I’d endured far too many hours
of indentured servitude for my used bike; that Santa
could give Liz this sparkling machine less than a
week later was a sign that he was losing his touch.
Could Mrs. Claus be putting something in his food?
I slumped onto the floor. My ten-speed chariot had
turned into a pumpkin in the time it took my sister
to hop on the gleaming leather seat.
~KTRTA~
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“Let’s go for a ride, Rob!” she sang, my dad holding
the bike upright as she put her feet on the pedals.
“Too snowy to ride,” I muttered, pushing the record
player farther away from me. The symbolism seemed
lost on my dad.
I seethed for the rest of the day, then the rest of the
week. My dad was not someone to whom we
complained about presents (not if we ever wanted to
see another, anyway). Santa always seemed to lose
interest after Christmas, rarely accepting returns or
trade-ins. That left the Baby Jesus, but He wasn’t
answering my prayers—I could tell because Liz’s
bike had yet to crumble into a pile of rust flakes.
After a few weeks of watching me pout, my dad
finally pulled me aside. “Everything okay?”
“It’s not fair,” I whined. “I worked so hard for my
bike, and it’s not even new. Then Liz gets a brand
new bike as soon as I make the final payment. She
didn’t have to do anything for it.”
My dad smiled. “She didn’t have to do anything for it
because it’s not really for her,” he said, and then left
the room.
What did that mean? I didn’t want her bike—it had
the girly bar that sloped down to the ground and a
flowery white basket on the handlebars.
I could turn it in for a new set of action figures, I
figured, but she’d been on it every day since
Christmas—no way they’d let me take it back now.

~KTRTA~
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I eventually got over it, chalking it up to elf error
(the naughty and nice list can be cumbersome).
By spring Liz and I were riding all over town
together now that she could keep up. Sure, I’d lose
her on the steep slopes, but I always let her catch up
when we went downhill. Initially, the youngest
children in a large family form a bond out of
necessity—older siblings can be taxing, and there are
only so many locked doors one can hide behind.
Sometimes, you need someone else in the foxhole
with you.
As we grew, Liz and I became true friends. We biked
down to swim at the local pool, then put in seven
miles to take the free town tennis lessons together.
We planned secret parties when my parents went on
trips and played a game of “Who can leave less gas in
the tank” when we finally got our drivers’ licenses. I
relied on her to put names to faces when we were at
parties, and she treated my best friends as her
personal dating service. We ended up at the same
college, and even graduated the same year.
Still, I wasn’t smart enough to figure out what my
dad meant until years later. That brand new bike was
not a gift for Liz—it was a gift for me. He’d given
me the gift of my sister’s company, the ability to stay
together rather than drift apart in the face of my
ability to travel. He gave me my best friend.
It’s a gift I’ve treasured every day since.
~~Robert F. Walsh

~KTRTA~
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Treasurer: Sandy Baird
KTRTA bank balance is $6275.16
KTRT Club bank balance is $1599.80.
~~ Sandy

~KTRTA~
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Pensions, Benefits & Wellbeing,
Sheila Park
The BCRTA has had Johnson Insurance as an
aﬃnity program for years. Johnson Insurance
Company oﬀers many types of insurance to BCRTA
members at a discounted rate.
I recommend that you contact Johnson Insurance
and get quotes on insurance plans that you need.
One type of insurance is travel cancellation and
travel medical. They oﬀer Medoc and Prestige.
~KTRTA~
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The Johnson Company currently has a Covid 19
coverage policy that you can buy to supplement your
existing travel policy with them. In the new year it
will be included in your travel policy. Please check
out the BCRTA website to find out more
information.
~~Sheila

Christmas Memories, Sheila Park
Winter time is here and Canadians are busy with
celebrations whether it be Deepwali, Hanukkah,
Kwanzaa or Christmas.
Many of you will not be having your usual family
gatherings due to Covid 19 restrictions on travel and
gathering numbers. I think this is the time to pull
out past Christmas photos and memories and put up
all of the lights and decorations.
For me that will be putting up my Christmas tree – a
small faux tree that a dear friend gave me when her
parents moved into a care home. I had it in my
classroom for many years before I retired. At that
time it was decorated with lights and little red knit
stockings with a mini candy canes for each child.
The stockings were knit each January by my mother.
I still have some that I put on my tree. My
Christmas tree is not a designer tree – first
ornament on is a pink glass bell that my mother
would put on our tree after my dad put the lights on.
(After this my sister and I would put the rest of the
decorations on.) Now after I hang the bell I then put
on my ornaments.
~KTRTA~
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Many of these ornaments I bought on diﬀerent trips
and others were given to me by friends, family and
children that I taught. Little wooden angels from
Hana, wooden ornaments from PEI, a cloisonné bell
from China, a metal snowflake from New York’s
Museum of Art, a flowered metal ornament from
Iceland, wooden ornaments coloured by my great
nieces.
The angel adorning the top of the tree is a treasure I
bought on my trip to Russia. Each ornament on my
tree brings back happy memories of people and
places. I am hoping to buy more ornaments when I
go on more trips in the future. I am hoping that my
first big trip after the COVID 19 pandemic will be
in April, 2022 – A cruise from Japan to Vancouver!
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Here are two of my favourite Christmas tree
ornaments. The cloisonné bell is from China and the
silver flowered ornament is from Iceland.
The Icelandic ornament has a design adapted from
the flowers and leaves on Icelandic costumes.
Wishing everyone a very special holiday season. Stay
well. Merry Christmas and a happy New Year!
~Sheila

Heritage Committee Report,
Sheila Park
Members of the Heritage Committee continue to work
on writing the book on the History of Special
Education in School District 24/73. The restrictions of
Covid 19 have prevented us from meeting in person
but we do Zoom meetings.
Our next Zoom meeting is Friday November 27th.
Research, interviews and writing continue.
The research is proving to be quite interesting, reading
legislation from the 1800s as BC joined confederation
is fascinating and easier to read than today’s legislation
as it is quite brief.
As one does research in the early 1900s and up to the
1960s it is clear how much parent advocacy and
volunteer organizations played a role in helping
children with special needs be able to be educated in
schools. This continues today.
~~Sheila
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Secretary, Betty Karpuk
Warm Christmas wishes to all retired teachers. My
Christmas memories are filled with family and the
joy of getting together and sharing big dinners with
all my siblings and their children— often 30 or more
gathered in my home or one of theirs. We will miss
getting together this year. All the best for 2021,
~~Betty
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The Fall 2020 issue of
the KTRTA Bridge is
available on our
website here.

The Perfect Gift, Frank Veszely
It was the day before Christmas and Paul was
running out of time in more ways than one. Short of
breath, he searched the stores. Paul was not much of
a shopper. Fact was, he hated shopping, especially
Christmas shopping, which he associated with
overhyped mercantilism. For many years he has been
saying to all who would listen, how Christmas
shopping, as practiced nowadays, had wrecked his
memories of the wonderful, magical holidays he
experienced as a child. He grew up as a war child,
when the stores were bare, but people still found
gifts to give to loved ones. Paul valued giving.
Giving, he knew, was a privilege. It made the giver
feel good, and a well chosen gift could indeed
delight a loved one. Nay, a meaningful gift, however
small, could become a memento of someone’s love
for one, and carry particular, special meanings,
forever after. A thing, a special thing, could become
more than a thing: the carrier, and needed reminder,
of something very important to the person who had
been gifted. That was the kind of gift he was now
looking for. He wanted to give the perfect gift, that
would withstand the passing of time. Time was now
on Paul’s mind, to be sure. He was not just running
out of shopping days, he may be running out of days,
period. He had just returned from hospital after a
percutaneous coronary intervention that had failed
to make him feel better. On this, the last day of
shopping before Christmas, Paul was overcome with
a sense of urgency to find this important gift.
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The gift, he knew, had to be small. Smallness was
important. In his family, smallness was appreciated.
Paul’s wife, Mary, started it all, whose childhood
meanderings in the alpine meadows of Mountain
Park in the Rocky Mountains have made her
appreciate the tiny, exquisite things of fragile,
precious beauty that alpine flowers were. The rock
garden at their home that she always planted and
tended, were always bursting with tiny flowers, as
they were still. Smallness was further emphasized as
the family travelled more widely after their daughter,
Laurel was born. The precious mementos of these
trips that their house became filled with were nearly
all small things, often carried back in small handbags
or vest pockets, where they would not be crushed.
That their grown daughter was carrying on with the
small tradition became obvious at once to all who
set foot in her house, where in every room groups of
small objects were on display, always artfully
grouped.
This perfect little gift of love, Paul knew, could not
be flawless. His last gift was flawless, and it did not
quite work. From their last trip with his wife, Paul
brought their daughter what he thought to be a
thoughtful gift. It was an exquisitely beautiful hand
carving of a delicately antlered deer, carved from a
single piece of boxwood. Paul intended to remind
their daughter that, like this deer, she was still a
special being, unique and beautiful in her own right,
even after the devastation the motor vehicle
accident has wrought on her body and mind twelve
years before. Its eﬀects, Paul knew, Laurel was still
feeling, for that fateful accident has left her
~KTRTA~
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questioning her value as a person. Could their
daughter, who now felt flawed, relate to that flawless
gift as he intended, or would the carving’s integrity
and perfection serve also as a reminder of her loss of
integrity and imperfection now? No, he could not
chance giving her another flawless gift!
This thought seemed more concerning to him now,
than it would have even a few days ago, as a result of
a chance happening, that better revealed to him the
workings of their daughter’s mind. This was the
result of another car accident their daughter had,
thankfully this time not resulting in any injury to
herself, as no crash was involved, and no hit and run
drunk driver. The car, though, was something else.
Its engine blown, it had to be written oﬀ and
replaced. For several days Paul and Laurel were
searching for a replacement vehicle everywhere: on
the internet, the newspaper ads, while visiting every
car lot in town. Paul, keeping the best interests and
safety of their daughter in mind, was pushing for a
high end vehicle, and oﬀered to lend Laurel money
freely, if needed. The decision, he argued, should be
based on suitability and preference, not money.
Laurel seemed to agree with this principle, but as
Paul was to find out, Laurel did not want a new
vehicle. She did not want to be responsible for a
vehicle she knew would soon get scratched and
dented on the high mountain roads she wanted to
drive. She felt more comfortable, she said, in one
already dented. As for new cars, she’s been there,
done that. Her 2002 Mazda Protegé 5, Laurel
reminded Paul, may have been the car of the year,
but she soon wrecked it anyway. Fog lamps busted,
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near the ground moldings torn oﬀ, body dented and
scratched, money spent on extra protection wasted.
A new car was perfect, it had to be cared for. She did
not want the responsibility for it, she did not want
perfection.
Still, Paul did not want to give up on the thought
that the perfect gift he was looking for had to be
more than a thing, it had to become a reminder of
an important thought, something positive and lifeaﬃrming. Paul knew that their daughter, although
she has come a long way after her life’s devastation,
was still fragile and needed him. What will happen
to her when he is not around any more? How can he
remind their daughter that she will never be alone?
What can be a timely and yet timeless carrier of that
message when he is no longer here to remind her of
that?
And then he saw it. Near the jewellery section in
The Bay’s department store, on a counter stand of
glass shelving, among numerous little time pieces set
in miniature objects of utility, including classic cars,
the idea sparkled. A tiny clock set in a gold handled
classical style crystal telephone, with a tiny receiver
that could be lifted oﬀ its mount. The clock said,
simply, it is time to call someone you love, to know
you are not alone, and the telephone said you can do
it now. To Paul, this little thing has become priceless
right there and then. He would have paid any price
for it. He has found the perfect gift he had been
looking for for their daughter, with the most
important message of all! That for all the evidence
to the contrary through the ages and our individual
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experiences past and present, we are never alone, for
as long as we live and love. And of course, Paul being
Paul, he hoped that the clock phone will remind
Laurel to call home while he was alive also!
Nothing thereafter could dissuade Paul that he has
found The Perfect Gift for their daughter. Not the
price tag, that clearly told him that the gold handle
on the telephone was not real gold. Not the weight
of the little phone, that told him it was not crystal,
either, in spite of its real sparkle. Not even Mary, his
wife, a great shopper, who told him that the object
was overpriced, worse, that it had been dropped and
was chipped so that a piece had to be glued back on,
and who was disgusted, that once the emblem of
reputable Canadian shopping, The Hudson’s Bay
Company, should have sunk so low as to keep
substandard merchandise on their shelves and sell
damaged goods at full price! In fact, Paul was
pleased that the perfect gift was more flawed than
he knew. He was not passing on the unwanted
responsibility of taking care of a new thing to their
daughter. He had already noticed, that the clock did
not work, and was already glad of that, for he did
not want the clock to distract from its symbolic
meaning, that it was time itself, and not the time
piece that mattered, whatever time it was, regardless
of what the clock said. The idea of the clock on his
perfect gift was never meant to tell time at all! And,
Paul being Paul, when he gave Laurel the gift, he
told her that this timeless symbolic phone with the
gold-handled receiver was already connected to a
direct line to God.
~~Frank
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37

Friday, November 27, 2020

Last Friday of the month…
For the 2020-2021 season, in lieu of having gettogethers, our monthly meeting newsletter will be
posted on our website and
emailed to members on the
last Friday of each month
September through April
(except December).
We hope you enjoyed our
brown paper packages tied up with
strings! We also hope that your
holiday season is filled with a
few of your favourite things!
~~Kamloops Thompson
Retired Teachers’ Executive
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