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George Walters is the author of several books and has been writing stories and columns for more than thirty years. Through his writing, he invites readers into the world as he sees it and sharing observations and experiences and reflections gathered along life's journey.

For those three decades, he has written as a columnist for numerous newspapers and magazines across Canada and the United States. His straightforward style of storytelling draws readers into moments from the past and present and sometimes a glimpse of what may lie ahead.

Living in the quiet countryside of Ontario, Canada, George continues to write and share the stories that have shaped his life and the lives of those around him.

To My Readers

✧ ✧ ✧

In more than forty years of setting words to paper and over two thousand published stories written, not one of those years passed without my readers finding their way to me. Letters that came by post and emails that arrived in the quiet of the morning. Phone calls from people I had never met yet somehow knew. And yes, folks who took the time to drive out and knock on our door.

You came to tell me the stories meant something, and they helped, and they made you laugh or cry or remember someone you loved. I read every letter and I answered every call and I welcomed every one of you who came. There are no words enough to thank you properly so I will simply say this — You kept me writing.

George Walters
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​Reading & Learning
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In my early days, I never read that much, other than books that were made available in school. In all other cases, books weren’t readily available, at least not in our home. Occasionally someone would drop off a newspaper, and most of the time it was a month or so old.

Still, it was exciting to see what was happening in and around our town.

Later on, in life, I found that reading books was a great way of learning, and I have to admit reading changed my life. It seemed that whenever I read a book without knowing of course, that I took on the same feelings as the author. Or so I was told by my close friends.

Through hearing or reading stories, I was exposed to a wide range of words which in turn stayed with me and helped me in many ways. Today I read for enjoyment, but it also brings on relaxation. It takes my mind off the daily activities, and you could say it takes me into another world.

You know, I like being in other worlds be it fiction or fantasy, as it seems they help me cope with what lies ahead here in the real world. Reading also has helped me a lot in the writing of my books, columns and things, as it opens one's mind which is needed to hold the attention of the reader.

In my early years Laura the lady that raised me, encouraged me to read books by reading to me a story aloud before I went to sleep. Before I knew it, we were taking turns reading the story which made it that much better. Reading aloud I found helps one learn a lot faster and holds the attention of the listener.

I have found though that not every book is for me. If the book doesn’t hold my interest within the first ten pages, I put it down and find another. I also don’t like it when an author brings in to many characters all at once and goes on and on about their life. I know they are trying hard to get you to know them, but it can be a bit overwhelming, to say the least. Characters and events make a book no denying that but to dwell on one aspect for too long a period, bothers me to no end.

But once I have found a good book it seems I have a hard time to put it down. My imagination runs wild wanting more. I sometimes hold my breath as I can hardly wait to find out what is going to happen next.  Sometimes the characters bring on happiness and sometimes even tears if the main character has died.

But the worst part of a good book is when it is finished, especially if a few characters have become like family members and there is no series to continue on. I miss them to no end, as I am wondering what they are doing and how their life turned out.  

In time my mind excepts these things as it does all, but it still fascinates me how some things can affect one's life.

In closing, I guess you could say that story endings leave it up to the reader's imagination to finish things. But for the writer, a little mystery or a bit of in-completion is a good thing, as it keeps the reader wanting more. Along with that it opens the door for more.

Now, where is that western novel I was reading? I know I put it somewhere.
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​Ed
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A few years ago on one of our trips to Florida we met this feller named Ed.  Ed, he was a mystery of a man. Lived in a trailer park. At first, he kept to himself, but every day he would go for a walk. If there was anyone who knew what was going on, it was Ed.

Being warm I enjoyed a beer or two in the afternoon and asked Ed if he would like one.  Didn't take much persuasion and after a couple of beers together I knew everything there was to know about the area.

I found that Ed was living in the park and owned some property in Michigan. When I asked him why he lived here and not there he nonchalantly just raised an eyebrow and said.  “Too cold.” Have to say I agreed with him being from Canada.

Ed now just wasn't the type just to sit around. One morning while I was going for a walk I spotted him down on his hands and knees. “What's Up?” I asked. He said the fellow who owned the place hired him to pull weeds. Don't pay much he said, but it was an extra income for all his bad habits.  

One day I saw he was a bit shaky and asked if he was okay. He said that he was out of cigarettes and didn't have any money to buy a package. Giving it some thought I decided on buying him a pack or two. I mentioned it to him, and he was overwhelmed with appreciation.

“I will pay you back on Friday,” he said, “as that is when I get paid for pulling weeds.  I kind of overspent this week on groceries.”

With that, I said, “get in the car Ed, and I will drive you to the store.”  Not any store as Ed was fussy on where he shopped, and when we got back the smile on his face was something to take in.

I know, you would think cigarettes would probably be the worst thing to help an old feller out with, but Ed was around 80 some years past and smoked every day of his life as far back as he could remember. I asked how he felt health-wise, “fantastic.”  He wasn't exaggerating as just looking at him I knew he was healthier than I was.  

I asked how he kept so fit. “Well, I get to bed before midnight, enjoy the evening hours sitting in my car-port and enjoy four to five beers a day.  I also keep active walking and doing odd jobs and eat whatever is on sale.”  “Anything you favour over another.”  “Nope doesn't matter, although I am partial to Budweiser.” I smiled as I enjoyed Bud too.

“Would you like a bottle?” “Never turn a drink down.”  The days went by, and Ed and I got pretty close.

One night we had some troublemakers walking through the park near our car.  I was thinking about what to do when I spotted Ed walking over to the fellers.  “You boys be on your way there now.”  With that, the fellers looking at old Ed said, “What are you going to do about it old man?”  With that Ed reached under his jacket and pulled out the longest handgun I ever saw.  “This is what I am going to do,” he said. Well! You never saw two fellers take up running in all your life.

I then went out to see Ed.  “I fixed them fellers,” he said. “Couldn't have them messing with a friend's car.” “Appreciate it.”

“Most of these guys don't mean much harm, but you never know, that is the reason I pack a gun now and then.”

The next morning as Ed Walked by he patted his vest on his right side. “Packing?” I asked.  “Yep sure am, have a great day. Payday I will be by with the money I owe you for them smokes.”

He did too, and even brought me a Bud.
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​Wood Heat
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It was Fall, the leaves had just begun to turn colours.  Reg was all excited as today our new wood furnace was to be delivered.  He had ordered it a few months ago so it would be installed for winter.  While waiting, he had built a new chimney and made room in the basement, so we could have it up and running in no time.  Around noon a truck pulled in the driveway and sure enough it was the new furnace.

It was called a Gillson, made in Guelph Ontario, Canada and was the top of the line.  Today, of course you wouldn't think so, but for us, at that time it was a found treasure.

The furnace came in three boxes. We unloaded and with the help of the truck diver we carried it into the basement. There Reg and I got busy putting it together. It was straightforward, and by supper time it was ready to light up.  It wasn't cold enough outside, but Reg was anxious.  I went and got some kindling, and Reg rolled up some old newspapers. We laid it in the furnace along with a couple of pieces of split wood and lit her up.  In no time every room in the house was warm including the floors.  Being gravity fed we didn't even need hydro, but it did come with a thermostat sensor that goes into one side so that you can switch a fan on if you have one.  

After opening all the windows in the house upstairs to let out some heat, we cleaned up our mess.  Later that Fall, we got busy getting firewood ready. Reg had some always on hand that was dry, and around the end of August, we brought into the house, around 15 cords.  Come winter it sure was going to be nice not having to go out into the cold.  Also, Reg said that if you put good hardwood down in your basement, you have no problem whatsoever with unwanted guests like spiders and things. Laura was skeptical about that.

The first of November we lit the new wood furnace, and it didn't go out till spring. We did clean out the pipes around the beginning of February just for safety but other than that it was burning away. From that day forward we were never cold again, and my most favourite part was, no more cold feet when I got out of bed.  The floors were always warm.  

Yep, I can't say enough about them old wood furnaces. There isn't much that can go wrong with them, and if you keep the pipes clean, you can sit back and let Mother Nature heat your home on her own.  Also, for those that are into fitness what better way of keeping in shape.  Heck, some folks could save thousands of dollars a year in not having to buy fitness equipment.
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​Music
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When it came to music years ago, songs seemed to have a story attached to each one.

I, for one, miss that era in time, as many an afternoon, would entail sitting in my most favourite café enjoying a cherry soda. Today only a few of the vintage soda fountains survive, and whenever I see one, nothing can hold me back from going in, and taking in what they have to offer.

I remember one time while enjoying a soda listening to a song on the Jukebox called, “Lipstick On Your Collar.”  I am sure there are a few of you out there today that remembers it.

Here again, the song told a tale. To be precise it told a tale about you, that is, if you were a man and had a bit of larceny in your blood.

One time I asked a girl, “is there a reason behind the lipstick part.”  She told me that it was a way of marking her territory so to speak.  By putting lipstick on his collar, if he is true, it didn't amount to anything.  If he wasn't, well, you know the rest without me telling you.

There were lots of songs like that, but none more than songs about cars or trucks.  From happy to sad.  A few that I enjoyed are: The Little Old Lady (From Pasadena) by Jan and Dean–1964.  Hey Little Cobra by The Rip Chords-1964.  Last Kiss by J. Frank Wilson and the Cavaliers–964. Teen Angel by Mark Dinning-1960. Tell Laura I Love Her by Ray Peterson-1960. Hot Rod Lincoln by Johnny Bond-1960 and Little Deuce Coupe by The Beach Boys–1963.

Every one of them songs brings the listener a feeling of either happiness or sadness.  Also, they did it well.

Then time and romantics left the stage, for what I call songs without meaning.  Seemed to me folks didn't give a second thought to the lyrics contained in the verses. Don't take me wrong as there's still loads of good music out there today.

A few I enjoy today would be Johnny Cash, Anne Murray, Alan Jackson, Willie Nelson, Dolly Parton, Garth Brooks, Clint Black and my wife's favourite, George Strait. I am partial to the name George.

I remember one time while travelling through the USA my wife and I decided to take in a show at the Grand Ole Opry in Nashville Tennessee. We stopped early that day and got a motel.  Later that night we took a shuttle which took us to the Opry.  It was Thanksgiving.  Johnny Cash was there along with his wife June Carter Cash.  Along with them, there were the Square-dancers who I thought was just as entertaining as the stars. Then again I guess you could say they were all-stars.

After the show, we headed back to our motel room. We were sitting outside overlooking a parking lot we heard music coming from an old bar. I looked at my wife, and we decided to go have a look-see. On entering the establishment we were amazed to see most of the stars that were at the Opry, some singing others just mingling with a beer or drink in their hand.  For the rest of the night, my wife and I sat back and took in what they had to offer. Some even came over and chatted to us for a while, shook our hands and gave us their autograph.  Was a night to remember.

In saying all this, I was amazed how friendly these folks were.  They didn't want any special recognition.  Just ordinary people like you and me.
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​Truth Be Known
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A few years ago I wrote a story called, The Old Handkerchief.

In writing the story, amazingly I found that a lot of people have switched back to the handkerchief, that prompted me to write a bit more on the subject.  Just because I can.

From the age of one, there was never a time that I was without one.  Handkerchiefs came in all colours, but the size usually stayed the same, which to me is significant.  The size I prefer is 15 inches (38.1 centimeters) by 13 inches (33.02 centimeters).  

Now let us quickly get to the meat of the subject.  First off I believe the elimination of the handkerchief all started when Kleenex’s “Don’t carry a cold in your pocket” ad campaign began.  With them words a practice that was in place for hundreds of years, slowly came to a screeching halt.

Some folks say it is unsanitary to use the handkerchief.  Let's look at this for a second.

You are outside, and your nose starts to run, especially on a cold day.  You reach for a tissue be it in your purse, pocket, or where ever.  One wipe, and it is toast.  You aren't close to any garbage cans, so what's left, goes back into your pocket.  Then, later, you dispose of the yucky mess by throwing them away.  But where exactly.  A few places would be in public garbage containers, out car windows, yes car windows as I have seen thousands of them along the highways.  If that isn't enough, they are flushed down the toilets using millions of gallons of water a year.  Alternatively, if that still isn't enough, they are thrown out with your garbage and off to the landfill site to be buried in the ground.

Think about that, pretty well everything that goes into the earth eventually gets to the water supply.  Bottom line this isn't a good thing.

Now, let's take the old handkerchief.  Your nose starts to run.  You wipe, fold and put it back in your pocket, all in one piece.  You don't throw it away like all the scenarios above.  One reason, it is too costly.

What now happens is, at the end of the day you take it home, wash it with a good soap, which in turn kills all the germs, your germs by the way, giving you back a fresh handkerchief to use once again.

Seems to me, we should be taking a second look at the old handkerchief.

The use of the handkerchief is unlimited. A wind/dust mask, a neckband to keep cool, gathering items of choice, flag a passing motorist, wipe a tear, muffle a sneeze or cover a cough, clean eyeglasses, a wash cloth, give as a gift, to use at a tearjerker movie, wipe your forehead on a hot day and one of my favourites, for a lady to drop, in the prospect of getting a man's attention, and finally, yes, to blow your nose.  

So to sum things up, there is nothing to fear by using the old handkerchief, if used in the way it was intended.
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​Women
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They say in the dictionary that a woman is a female human.  I would have to say that is correct.  

For years man has tried in vain to figure out what goes through a woman's mind.  Myself growing up I wasn't sure if women were too complicated, or us men too simple.  For the life of me, it seemed some days no matter how hard I tried, in the eyes of Laura the woman who raised me, I couldn't do anything right.

It seemed that she was always telling me what I didn't need and what not to do.  She said one time that the older I got, the easier I was to handle. I never could figure out what she meant by that. Reg, her husband, used to say: “The smartest thing a man could say if asked something significant would be;” “well my wife says.”

Growing up one would think things would change, that I could deal with this problem, but not so.  Some men have told me that their wives or girlfriends are always after them to do things, that they really don't want to do. Like wash the car, mow the lawn, pull the weeds, take the kids to the park, walk the dog, pick up our laundry, carry the clothes to the clothesline, vacuum the house, dust the furniture, go to the store not stopping at the beer store first, oh I could go on and on.  

Some say women have poor memories.  That is the furthest thing from the truth, especially my wife.  If looked upon she can reminisce back in time to when she bought her first purse, colour, size, shape and even how many compartments were in it.  She can also when asked for a receipt that dates back a year or more, go into her room and after just a few minutes come walking out handing it to me.  Simply amazing.

I have come to the conclusion that the thoughts of a woman and what she is thinking should be left alone by us men.

Laura used to say if you want anything analyzed to no end, ask a man; if you want anything done, ask a woman.

Here again, I wasn't exactly sure what she meant.

What did I look for in a woman?  Well, first off meeting my wife I found she had a sense of humour, and if you knew my family, it is a quality that was a necessity.

She has always been there for me through the hard times growing up together and the good times.  She helps me believe in myself and what I do.  Even if something didn't go quite right, she would just smile and say.  “Things happen.”  She also makes me unknowingly want to do things for her more than anyone else.  Top of the list she makes me smile, even when I am hurting as I try to do for her.

Some have asked how we lived together so long?  To answer that I would have to say this.  Her money is my money, my money is her money, we have a chat together a few times a day over a drink of some kind and never keep secrets from each other.  To finish things off, we never stop saying, “I love you.”

Now, since I was slaving away here writing up this story, I wonder if she would mind if I headed off to do some front porch sitting with a refreshing drink.  Here we go again, always trying to figure out what a woman's mind is thinking.  Doesn't it ever stop?
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​Way Of Life
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Remembering back to my younger days on the farm, come fall there were many days that I would see Laura in the garden, putting some of her black soil into bushels to bring into the house.

The reason behind this was that come winter, and things were frozen, there was no way of getting good fresh soil.  Also, for Laura, the soil was a necessity as she was forever transplanting houseplants or planting new ones.

Why would she go to all that bother?  In fairness to that question, I will see if I can explain it to you.

Come winter, most of us folks back then heated with wood, a lot still do today where we live, but not as many as years ago, as for one thing, there was no other source of fuel, other than coal or oil and most people couldn't afford them.  Reg used to say fuel-oil and coal are for the rich.  Thinking about that I would have to say we have come full circle, as a good part of a paycheck today goes directly to the heating bill.  Especially in the north.

But regarding soil. Laura said many times that if everyone would bring some plants into the house come winter, or summer for that matter, a lot of complaints like headaches, heart problems, stress would be instantly eliminated.  They would also cut down the chances of colds and flu by 90%. Makes you wonder why folks don't use or enjoy them more.

She also said that if everyone would bring in say, fifteen houseplants of 18 inches (45.72 cm) tall and around six inches in diameter, that they would clean the air throughout the whole house.  Leaving the air fresh, clean and healthy to breathe.

Looking at the figures today using modern methods, I found she was right on the money.  Today they say the number of plants that Laura suggested, not only would they clean the air, but they would clean it within 24 hours, completely. That would be an 1800 square foot (167.23 square meters) home. Pretty amazing don't you think?

Not only do the plants keep the air fresh and clean, but they are also nice to look at.  Many times I would come in from outdoors on a wintry day and just love to sit by the old cook stove and take in the beauty of Laura's plants.  She had all kinds.  Some even bloomed throughout the winter months, which was an added luxury I thought, as the smell of the flowers would fill the house and remind us of what lay ahead, spring.

I also found that plants have a calming effect and by just seeing them, one is put into a relaxed state of mind.  Something that a lot of us could use in today's world, with us being so busy.

Today plants have pretty well been eliminated from our homes and what a shame.  If one would look at Nature, feel what she has to offer, then bring back into their homes what we truly are part of, I am thinking we would be much better off.

Medicines of all kinds, when in reality what we should be looking at, is right before our eyes.  Nature.  Without her, we perish.

So, the next time you're out shopping, instead of buying an air freshener that is not good for your health, why not buy a plant, your body and family will benefit immensely.
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​Together Again
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As I looked around my woodworking workshop, I realized that something had to be done with the top of my table-saw which my Grandfather had left me. This saw weighed a ton.  It was mostly made of cast iron, but on one side, the table had been extended, and it was constructed out of wood.  Not just ordinary wood, this wood came from Germany, cut and installed there by my Grandfather's own hands.

I was thinking of removing the old boards and replacing them with new.  My mind was doing its usual thing, figuring what it could do with the old pieces.  However, I couldn't come up with anything that would justify their removal.  It was like something told me, just to leave them alone.  I didn't want to replace them, but they were getting dangerous, it had to be done.

With that thought in mind, I headed on over to a friend of mine who owned a sawmill close by.  Figuring I should be able to find some wood there that would like a new home.  

As I walked around the yard, I noticed the owner working on the deck where the logs were cut into lumber.

“Nice day?”

“Sure is,” he replied.  I could see he was up to his elbows in work and didn't want to stop.  However, such as it was, I said. “Putting on a new deck?”

“Yep, I thought I had better, as one of the workers almost fell through a rotten board earlier this week.  I don't need anybody hurt themselves.  We can't afford the downtime.”

“I can understand that,” I replied.

“Well, I had better be on my way,” I said.

“Oh! Before you go, would you mind giving me a hand here to lift this one piece out, it is made of white oak, and it sure is heavy.”

“No problem,” and grabbed hold of one end.  The wood had a bit of rot in it, but it was quite thick.

Hmm, I wonder if there would be enough good wood left if I put it through the thickness planer.  If so, I would then have the wood for my table saw top.  I asked the old fellow what he thought?

“Sounds like it could work,” he said, “take whatever you want.”

With that, I gathered up a few pieces and brought them back to my shop.

Later I planned down the boards, but when I got to the best part, they were to thin.  Then, an idea came to me.  I would plane the old boards on table-saw and join them together.

I did just that, and it turned out just great.

So there you have it, another story for you and for me, and for many years I had the pleasure of being able to look at my Grandfathers work, mixed with mine.
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​Time
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When I was young, it seemed at the time I was never old enough.  No matter what I was doing at that stage in life things to me would be better if I were just a few years older.

When I was sixteen, I wanted to be 21 as that was when you could drink in a bar or get married without consent from your parents or guardian.  

Mainly though I had it in my mind that older folks got more respect than us younger ones, and I could hardly wait until I got older.

My Dad now he would say, “George, enjoy youth as the time will come when you will wish you were young once again.”  He was right.

I have to say though that I have enjoyed every day up to where I am now.  I also can say I haven't wasted many days.  For me, it’s like I have an agenda each day and until things are looked after I am not happy, or maybe a better word would be, contented.

Another thing that comes to mind relating to time was that most of us younger ones never owned a watch.  When wanting to know the time, we would just look at the sky, find the sun and it told us pretty well what we needed to know.  I can honestly say that I was never late for breakfast, dinner or supper, along with never missing a holiday weekend.

Holiday weekends though in the early days never existed for most, as on the farm, each day was the same as the next. Chores had to be done at a particular time, like milking the cows, feeding the horses, gathering eggs, chopping wood and loading up the wood box.  However, I am sure those who are getting up there in age like myself knows what I am talking about.

Reg the fellow that helped raise me did eventually get a pocket watch one Christmas. He never used it in the beginning, but later, he was never seen without it. He said the darn thing kind of grew on him, and he felt naked without it.  It hung on a chain and was kept safe in the side pocket of his coveralls.  

My first watch was also given to me one Christmas, not a pocket watch but a wristwatch.  It was nice I have to admit, but I just couldn't get used to the feeling of it on my wrist.

Then one day I was loading the truck with fruit to go to the market.  When I finished, I covered the produce with a tarp which I always do in case my lovely wife and I ran into rain along the way.  I was walking along the edge of the rack and slipped.  I went down, but my watch got hung up on the top post. I hung there with the watch-band cutting into my wrist.  It wasn't a pleasant scene, and after that I never wore it, or any other watch the rest of my life.
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