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Ruth is a self-taught artist who has the ability to look back in time and bring forward all those fond memories of love and kindness and then bring them alive through her sketches and paintings. As you turn each page and the sketches unfold before your eyes, you soon see how she is able to take the viewer back in time for a visit to a place that we all have yearned for at one time or another.

So sit back and clear your mind and let these stories and pictures take you on a journey that I am sure you will enjoy and come to love.

This Book Is Dedicated To

My Wife Ruth

And My Sons

Craig and Karl

Who Helped Make This Book Possible

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

About The Author

George Walters lives with his wife, Ruth, in Northern Ontario, Canada. Raised among storytellers, he was captivated as a boy by the tales shared by the old-timers—stories that stayed with him and helped shape both the man he became and the way he writes today.

Early in life, George was boarded out on a dairy farm, where he was taken in by a couple who raised him as their own. He later returned to live with his father and spent many years working in fruit farming. Those years, and the people he met along the way, continue to find their way into his stories.

For more than forty years, George has been writing, including a weekly column in one of Canada’s largest newspapers, a tradition he continues to this day. Alongside his column work, he has published a series of short story collections—each containing more than fifty stories—which are now available on Amazon.

While continuing both his column and short story writing, George is now turning to longer fiction with The Clay Moretti Files: Strange Occurrences, the first book in a new series that blends hard-boiled detective storytelling with elements of mystery and science fiction.

When he isn’t writing, George can often be found in his woodworking shop or tending his gardens on a fine summer day.

About This Book

These pages are filled with wisdom and happiness along with suspense and love and kindness which were all drawn from the memories and imagination of a writer who paid attention to the stories of his elders and the world around him.

The stories move the way memory does by skipping from place to place and circling back to simpler times with an occasional glance at how life looks today.

Do you yearn for the good old days when family values meant something and the simple life felt like enough? Let this book take you back.

Every story here was written the way it was meant to be told, and they will put you right there with the folks who lived them.
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​Pains Of A Young Boy
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You know I got to thinking about the different pains folks go through in life and how some have put up with them all their living days. I for one, have had and still have some ongoing issues which include one in particular which was the day that my old Dad found me a new home and left me.

It was a scary time for a five or six-year-old not knowing what lay ahead or for that matter what was even happening to him as when we left that day I thought I was just going to market on a routine trip. I will always remember that day. Fear and anger and hate all came into play and I was left alone with these strange folks. All that I could see was that my old Dad didn't want me anymore and I hated him and loved him for what he was doing to me. I remember running after him down the lane-way trying to catch the truck and hollering at him to come back but of course it wasn't to be.

The old couple that was taking me in thinking back felt as bad as I did as Laura had tears in her eyes too. Reg the man of the house had taken off his old hat and was kneeling down by me and was trying to assure me that things would be alright. Finally Laura put her soft aged arms around me and well I just sunk right into her. She held me for a few minutes whispering and saying, “Don't you worry, things will work out you will see.”

For a few weeks I didn't want anything to do with these strange new folks but as time went by the more I started to realize that this family did want me and was doing everything in their power to show me. I finally dropped my defences and just let life move on. I never heard from my Dad till years later and I must say at that time in my life I never wanted to see him again. I just couldn't figure in my young mind why he would do such a thing.

Well more time passed, and I made a few friends which weren't many though as they were far and between living so far back in the country. I did make some good critter friends though in the early days of moving there and I got to say they helped me a lot. It seemed to me that they knew exactly how I felt and I would sit for hours talking to them. I know it sounds crazy but that was the way it was.

Later on I met old Grey Wolf who had a cottage on our property and over the years we became terrific friends. One day we got to talking about my Dad and I told him how much I hated him and how mad I was at him. “I never want to see him for the rest of my life,” I told him.

He listened for a bit then said, “Boy come over here, and I want to tell you a story that my old Grandfather passed down to me which I think might help you. He was an old Cherokee and in my mind back then he knew all in life. The story has been handed down for years and goes something like this.”

"A fight is going on inside me," he said to the boy. "It is a terrible fight and it is between two wolves. One is evil which is anger and envy and sorrow and regret and greed and arrogance and self-pity and guilt and resentment and inferiority and lies and false pride and superiority and fear and ego."

He continued, "The other is good which is joy and peace and love and hope and serenity and humility and kindness and benevolence and empathy and generosity and truth and compassion and faith. The same fight is going on inside you and inside every other person too."

The grandson thought about it for a minute and then asked his grandfather, "Which wolf will win?"

The old Cherokee just replied, "The one you feed."

I have to say from that day forward I never forgot that story and over time came to forgive my old Dad which happened because I realized that at that time in his life he was doing what he thought was best for me. So there you have it which is a wee bit of some pain in a young boy's life and how he came to accept it and move on through the journey of life.

⬥ ⬥ ⬥

"I wonder if the hardest part of growing up is realizing that the folks who hurt us were often just doing the best they could with the little they had, wouldn't you say?"
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​Mother's Day Gift
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Years ago on the dairy farm, we didn't do very much for special occasions like birthdays, Mother's Day and so on. But once in a while, folks would get to making things for others that would be of some use, so on with the story.

Mother's Day was coming up, and I had in my mind that I should get Laura, the woman of the house, something special. She wasn't my birth mother, but she raised me, and to me in every way, she was my mother.

I didn't have any money, and for the life of me I couldn't figure out what to get her. That afternoon I decided to head on back to visit my friend, Grey Wolf, thinking maybe he could come up with an idea. It was a warm day, so on this trip, I decided to walk and leave Jennie my horse out under the shade tree where it was cool.

Didn't take long, and I was at Grey Wolf's cabin. I couldn't see him anywhere, but I knew he wasn't far, as the main door to his cabin was open; but then again he never kept it closed as his animal friends had the run of the house so to speak.

I went inside and there on the kitchen table was Joey, a big old Raccoon. Grey Wolf had made friends with him years ago, and once in a while he came by for a visit, and of course a treat or two. I walked over and petted him, and in a few minutes, I heard someone behind me.

“Hey, there young one, what brings you out here on this warm spring day?”

“Well,” I said, “I would like to get something for Laura for Mother's Day, but I am not sure what to get, as I don't have any money.”

Grey Wolf walked over to me and said, “Sit down here on the porch and let's think on this for a bit. What do you think she would like or maybe what could she use that she doesn't have?”

Grey Wolf had always taught me to say nothing when thinking a situation over, just sit quietly and usually a message will come to you. So I got to thinking, and I remembered Laura had always said she would sure love to have a wooden bucket to bring in drinking water from the pump.

I told Grey Wolf, and he said, “Well young fellow, you don't need money for that, all that is needed is a bit of work and some of my knowledge. Come with me; we are going to go for a walk in the bush. First, we will need to find a nice dead dry tree, so the wood will be ready to use,” which we did just a short time later.

“Now,” he said, “take this here small axe and hold it where I tell you, then hit the back of it with this other hammer here.”

I did what he said, and it split right down the middle, just as straight as could be. After an hour or so of work, we had a pail that anyone would love to have.

“One more thing,” Grey Wolf said, “we need to put a handle on it.”

This time we went down to the swamp where the willow trees grew. He asked the tree if he could take a branch and then cut off a piece. He did that quite often when making things from the forest. We brought it back to the cottage, and he took out his knife which hung on his belt and giving it to me he proceeded to show me how to scrape the bark off and fit it to the pail. It sure looked great.

The time came to leave, I thanked him and headed on home carrying my gift for Laura. I hid it in the barn, and the next morning I was up before the birds, so I would have it for her when she woke up. Walking in with the pail a good feeling came over me, just knowing I made this with the help of Grey Wolf, the feeling was hard to explain.

I carried it in the house and sat it by the sink where her old pail used to sit and went, sat down and waited. A few minutes later in she came and walked over as she has done many times before to get her pail, so she could go and get fresh water for the morning coffee. I will always remember how she looked. She just stopped and put her hands up to her mouth, turned and looked straight at me.

“You did this?” she asked, and before I could answer, she said, “Of course you did.”

She then walked over and gave me the biggest hug a boy could ever want. I have to say when she hugged you; she hugged you. I looked up at her, and I could see the tears in her eyes.

“Well,” she said, “I guess I am going to have to make a special boy a special breakfast, but not before we go and try out this new pail.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said and out we went.

Even today I can still visualize the pail sitting on the old wood counter. I know it might not mean too much, but for me, I knew I made a special lady happy.

⬥ ⬥ ⬥

"Have you ever received a gift that didn't cost a penny but meant more to you than anything you could buy in a store?"
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​A Special Day
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It was a beautiful day, Dad and I had just finished up at the farmers market in Northern Ontario. You could always tell if it had been a good day on the market, as Dad was in a good humour. This trip every basket of produce was sold, which meant we ate for another week. We put the table, racks and scattered baskets all in the back of the old truck and after saying goodbye to a few folks we knew; we were on our way back home.

It was about a four-hour drive home but today was a special day. Dad had just recently asked his friend at the Ford dealership to keep an eye open for a good used truck and just before leaving on this trip the chap had called and said he had one. After a bit of negotiating on the phone, sight unseen, Dad said he would take it. He knew this fellow real well for a lot of years, so he felt comfortable in what he told him.

Dad had babied the old truck we had now for years, but it was starting to have some issues and it wasn't quite big enough for what we needed any more. Along the way, we stopped off at a spot under a few trees, and while I made us some bologna sandwiches which we had picked up at a friend's meat store, Dad got things ready in the back of the truck so we could switch things over at the dealership. We ate and were on our way.

I enjoyed them times stopping along the old highway, as it gave me time alone with Dad. He would tell me stories, and we would laugh together, and anything that was bothering me was all fixed up before we got back home.

For the rest of the trip, Dad got to talking about all the good times we had riding along in this old truck. He had a way of making you feel the old truck was alive and by the time we got to the Ford dealer, I was feeling terrible that we had to leave it.

We arrived around five that night, the owner had waited for us. He told us to pull our truck up behind the one building and come on into his office. Once in his office, we sat down and had a chat. Myself I just wanted to go and see the new truck, which we did a few minutes later. I spotted one on the way in, a red one but I figured for sure that couldn't be ours, as it was twice the size and looked too new. But to my surprise, it was the one.

“Well here it is,” the owner said, “a 1949 F-5 Ford, only got 20,000 miles on it. The owner had some hard times, and unfortunately for him, we had to take it back. His bad luck, ended up being your good luck one might say.”

The red colour with the evening sun shining on it made it stand out even that much more, and I just knew it was meant for us. I couldn't wait to get in and have a ride. Looking at Dad, I could see the happiness in his old eyes. He worked hard for everything he got.

“Well Earl, jump in and take it for a drive, if everything is to your liking we will settle up when you get back.”

Dad and I jumped in, and after testing it out for an hour or so, back we went. A short time later we were moving things from the old truck to the new truck. Dad paid cash, as he always did as he just hated buying stuff on credit. He didn't believe in checks or charging things back then either, as he said all that did was make other folks rich.

A half an hour later we were on our way. I have to say I sure felt proud driving through town on the way home, and when I spotted three fellows I knew, I made sure they saw me too. Not that I was showing off mind ya, well maybe a little, just that we didn't get new things very often, so when an opportunity arose like today, well, you all know what I mean.

Old Dad was sitting pretty high in the seat that day too and looking at him being so happy sure made my day. Never ceases to amaze me how watching other folks being happy makes you happy. That new truck made a lot of trips to market after that day and helped build Dad's farming business for years to come.

So that's a small piece of an old farmer and a young boy's life, as they progressed through time, together.

⬥ ⬥ ⬥

"Do you remember the first time you felt truly proud of something your family worked hard to earn, or a machine that felt like it had a soul of its own?"
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​A Special Friend
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While Fishing

Old Grey Wolf taught me a lot when I was young, and even today I use the skills that he shared with me.

One time I went to visit him at his cottage, and when I arrived, he was just leaving to go fishing. I asked if I could come along, and he said, “You're here, you can follow if you like.” If you didn't know him, you would think he didn't like you but in reality, he loved company; he just didn't want folks to understand it.

All along the trail which led back to the waterfalls where he did his fishing, he would show me different things. Like how to spot animal trails and once noticed, what kind of critter made them, which way they were going, how big were they; I was amazed at the things he knew.

After a half hour or so, we got to the top of a waterfall, which was his most treasured spot to fish. I didn't bring my pole, but he had an extra line in his pocket and went and cut me a good one from a willow tree.

“They make the best poles,” he said, “as they will bend almost in half before breaking.” He carved a hole through one end of the pole, hooked the line and tied it off. While he put on a hook, he told me to go and turn over some rocks and find us a couple of good size beetles.

Myself I used worms, but he always used beetles saying he had more luck with them. At any rate, I found a couple, one for him and one for me. I put mine on the hook and threw it in the water. Wasn't ten minutes and I pulled in a nice size trout, and he pulled one in shortly after that. He gave me a look for beating him in catching one, but you could see he was proud.

We talked a bit, and I had just hooked on another one when we had a visitor. A huge old Black Bear ventured down to the river and spotted our fish. I got pretty scared and was about to grab my things and get the heck out of there, but old Grey Wolf reached over and took my arm.

“Stay still,” he said, “don't move. He won't hurt us, I know him, watch.”

Grey Wolf then took one of our fish and threw it to the big old bear, and before it touched the ground, the bear had it in his mouth. He then sat down, which looked kind of funny him being so fat, and ate the fish. Once finished, he walked out into the water. In a flash, his head went down under the water and up he came with a fish. He did that about five times and each time he managed to pull another fish up. He would then flip them with his mouth onto the shore.

For the longest time after he had caught around five or six, he just sat there in the water watching us. He then got up and walked over to his catch and started eating. He was almost done when Grey Wolf said to him, “Old friend, I gave you a gift of one fish, do I get one today also?”

The old bear stood up on his back two feet and let out a growl and with that left, leaving one fish on the ground.

“Thanks,” Grey Wolf said, “see you next time the fish are biting.” The bear then walked off into the bush, and that was the last we saw of him that day.

I asked Grey Wolf about the old bear, him being so friendly and all, and he told me a long time ago when the bear was a cub, he came upon him hungry and lost from his mother. He caught some fish that day and fed him, after that he found his mother for him and from that day forward the bear never forgot him, and they became good friends.

“Bears are no different than folks if respected and not hurt; they also protect their young, so be very careful when you come across a bear with cubs. Other than that, leave them alone, and they will leave you alone.” Over the years that advice that was shared with me came in handy many times.

We sat there for the better part of the afternoon, then headed on back to his cottage. “It was a good day,” he said, “supper will be tasty.”

I couldn't stay as I had to get back to the farm to do my chores. He gave me one fish, I said my goodbyes and my life moved forward.

⬥ ⬥ ⬥

"If you treated the world around you with the same respect Grey Wolf showed that bear, what kind of 'friends' do you think you might find in nature?"

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Alarm Clock
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Now, I know most folks today have some fancy alarm clock. Probably digital or maybe even one that wakes you by playing music. With them in mind, I got to thinking of my younger days on the farm.

There was no such thing as an alarm clock, or at least one by today's standards. On the dairy farm, I was in bed at around 7:00 PM and looked forward to it. After a hard day out in the fields and looking after the critters, sleep didn't take long in coming.

I was usually up in the morning around 4:15 AM and my first chore of the day was bringing in firewood for the cook stove, along with splitting a bit of kindling. From there, it was off to the barn to help with the milking.

My alarm clock was a bit different from what most folks had; mine was an old Red Rooster. I have to tell you; this rooster had a set of lungs on him that could have woken up a whole town if there had been one close by. Most roosters only crow when the sun comes up, but for some reason, this crazy old thing was up and out on the fence at 4:15 AM every morning.

The worst part was the spot he picked was right below my bedroom window. He saw a few of my shoes come flying out of the window at him, in my stay on the farm. For years, I tried to get Laura to make a rooster pot pie, but she wouldn't hear of it. I think the only reason they kept him around was just to bug me. I also figured that the darn thing just wanted a good laugh every morning.

I remember one morning, I was laying awake there in bed waiting for him to start his crowing but for some reason, on this morning he didn't. Kind of thought it was strange, as he's never missed a morning since I moved there. I got up and headed on over to the barn to have a look-see, but he was nowhere to be found.

I then headed on out to the fence, which he usually stood on and there he was laying on the ground, with blood all over the place. By looking at the tracks, I soon saw that a fox had gotten to him. I thought he was a goner, but after a bit more looking, I found he was still alive. He was messed up quite a bit, but you could tell he must have put up quite a fight, as there were feathers everywhere. I figured he gave that old fox a run for his money.
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