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“I love books that look back and remind us that we stand on the shoulders of giants – those who gave us the courage to move on our journeys.” - Rebecca Budd

“This book will engage readers who have an interest in real life history from the perspective of ordinary people.” - Robbie Cheadle

“The overall theme is about a hard-working family who endured hardships and heartache but also had a lot of love. You laugh and you’ll cry.” - Joan Hall

“This series of stories are wonderful and wide-ranging from humorous and heart-warming to terribly sad when tragedy strikes.” - Georgia Rose
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Introduction
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“I may not know who I am, but I know where I am from.”– Wallace Stegner, Wolf Willow

The creative non-fiction stories in this collection are based on my memories of growing up on the Canadian prairies. I had an amazing childhood, although I didn’t realize it at the time. In fact, I couldn’t wait to leave the farm and move to the city. I truly believed I was a city girl at heart. But over time, I realized that what I had as a child was special—the freedom, safety, fresh air, home-grown food, friendly neighbours, and grasshoppers. Well, maybe not the grasshoppers so much. 

Growing up on the prairies made me who I am today. My parents, grandparents, and those who came before, as well as the folks I’ve met along the way, are part of who I am. These stories pay homage to all of them.

The thing about memories is that they are personal. My recollection of an event, location or individual may be completely different from the memories of another. And that´s okay. It doesn’t mean one is correct and the other is incorrect. It just means they are different. As time passes, things get distorted. We remember what we want to remember, what was important to each of us. People who could verify events are often no longer here to ask or perhaps have their own version of the memory. Add to this my imagination and you will realize these are my stories, and mine alone.

For some readers, these fictionalized memories may bring back memories of their own. For others, they may be a glimpse into the past, of another time and another place.  I hope you enjoy these snippets of prairie life, from my perspective. 

You can take the girl from the prairie, but you can’t take the prairie from the girl. 

Darlene Foster, March 6, 2023
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The Day Dief Came to Town
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On the prairies we learned a lot about hope. Dad hoped it would rain, it wouldn’t hail and destroy the crops, and for a good price when he sold his cattle. Mom hoped her garden would grow and the chickens would lay eggs, and just for once, we would keep the house clean after she had slaved over it. As for me, I hoped for excitement and the opportunity to meet interesting and famous people. I longed for a brush with greatness.

Growing up on a prairie farm, I felt the world passing me by. Nothing remarkable ever happened to me. Idle hours were spent daydreaming about visiting exotic places such as Paris, London, Rome, or Regina. I longed to meet interesting folks I read about in the news like Bobby Darin, Debbie Reynolds, Gordie Howe, or Prince Charles. I hoped in vain, since no one of consequence knew that the small town—or rather hamlet—near our farm, existed. 

At age thirteen, things were about to change when I heard that Prime Minister John Diefenbaker, planned a visit to our placid little corner of the province. Mr. Diefenbaker, or Dief as he was fondly called, was a prairie boy and popular in these parts. It was an election year. and Dief sought another term in office. As was the custom at the time, he travelled across Canada by train, making whistle stops along the way. He intended to stop at all the major cities as part of his campaign.  

The school buzzed with the news that Mr. Diefenbaker would stop for a short visit on his way through. No one questioned why he would stop at our town, population of around 500, not counting gophers and coyotes.   

My dream of meeting someone important was about to come true! I invited my girlfriend, Sharlene, to stay overnight so we could ride the bus to school together the next morning. We got up early that memorable day, took the sponge rollers out of our hair, fixed our faces and put on our newest poodle skirts. The excitement in the school caused so much distraction, the teachers gave up trying to teach us anything. Truth be told, they were excited, too. The school closed at lunch so we could all walk down to the train station in plenty of time to meet our special visitor.

Word spread. It looked as if everyone within a forty-mile radius showed up for this historic event. Cheerleaders in the school colours of white, black, and gold shook their pom-poms while they practised a cheer for the leader of our country. School band members tuned their instruments. Farmers parked their trucks and tractors by the side of the road, wiped their faces with polka dot hankies, hitched up their dungarees, and greeted neighbours. Young mothers, pleased to have a reason to escape the daily routine, pushed babies in buggies while toddlers trailed behind. Old folks located good viewing spots, unfolded their woven lawn chairs, and relaxed as they waited. The mayor, a kindly older man, went over his welcome speech with the school principal, who took his wire-rimmed glasses on and off to get a better look at the mayor’s handwriting.  
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