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REMEMBERING WALLY
V1

IN MEMORY OF
CAPTAIN WALTER WILLIAM NIEMI
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NOVEMBER 10, 1954 - JANUARY 11, 1989
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Wally has passed through a door that. is still unknown
to us, and until we round that same corner oursel�es,
we are left
to go on.for awhile without him.
Meanwhile, though we mi ss him
greatly, we cherish the legacy he left us of h i s fr i endsh i p,
humour, caring, and love.
l
Through the pages of this book h i s fami y and fr i ends
i
have given of themselves and a few memor es have been pooled
l l
l
of Wa
together; it is impossible to record al
y' s many facets
in a few pages but through this sharing of thoughts, we are
reminded of how much he meant to us all and how much he enr i ched
our lives.
I am humbly grateful to everyone who sent in thei r
diverse stories and helped make this book come into be i ng.
Thi s
book is dedicated in Wally's memory to his sons N i cholas and
Jonathan, and these pages will help them get a sense of who thei r
father was- - someone very special, and yet qu i te human.
We are so
fortunate to have had Wally in our lives and we are a l l that much
the richer for having known him.
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Prairie Freedom
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\.Hugo Niemi -: Father]
Memories of Wally
Wally was an active boy even before he was born, a real kicker,
much to Mama's discomfort.
We lived in Beverley, on the outskirts of Edmonton at the time
before the town even had water and sewer service. We had no
phone at the time. Our neighbour Fred Nash came charging over
one day, all excited, "You're the papa of a bouncing baby boy! u
I dashed over to University Hospital, and there in the room
behind the plate glass window amongst the other brand new
citizens the nurses were "ooing and aahing" over this boy, who
had a look of g rim determination on his face as if to say, "what
am I doing here?"
Seems like he wasn't so hostile to females since,
to his big sister Nicky who used to bamboozle him
treasures, and had lo be her patient when she was
and made him take some vile "medicines" and other

except at times
out of his
playing "nurse"
"cures".

In 1955 we moved to Hinton where I worked on the pulp mill
construction. The town was full on account of the sudden influx
of construction workers, so we lived in sort of a temporary town
site on the outskirts. The only playmate Wally's age was Dianne
Nilson whose father was a Danish baker. He was just learning to
talk and couldn't pronounce her name so he just called her "Grr"
(girl).
One hot summer day he went under the neighbour's fuel tank,
opened the tap and had a diesel fuel shower. Mama gave him a
soap and water bath in a hurry.
I was fixing the transmission on my pickup and using language not
exactly Biblical. When I went into the house there he was laying
under his tricycle with screwdriver and pliers and using the
necessary fixing language he learned from Dad in Finn and English
( "Tottam tonofabits", etc.).
Bought a house trailer so it would be handier to move to the
various places the Boilermaker's Union would send me in Alberta,
so Wa1ly was well travelled at a young age.
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In Wabamun 1 Alta. he was "helping" Mama wash clothes and got his
hand in the wringer and had the skin rubbed right off one finger.
It healed okay but as he grew the scar tissue didn't so he had to
have a skin graft at the Royal Alex Hospital in Edmonton. He
wasn't at all pleased when we went to get him home. It was
Halloween time and he was busy showing other kids how to make
jack-a-lanterns.
1958--Clover Bar, now a part of the City of Edmonton still had
quite an area of prairie land, great for boys to roam about,
"hunting" with their B.B. guns. One day Wally and Brian Pare
came home for some rope, they said they had shot a bear. They
8

came back towing a dead badger.

Not really fresh killed.

In Pincher Creek, Alta. Wally was in his glory, lots of boys his
age and he was usually the mainspring of their activities. They
once dug a fairly deep cave in the sand� soil. Lucky it didn't
collapse and bury them before I collapsed it.
He started school there. Lost his thermos on the way home in one
of those famous winds they have, 100 m.p.h. and over at times.
He was a hero to "Little Milty" who would bring cans of worms to
go fishing. Wally \vas always quick to make friends. There was
always a new set of kids to contend with each move so it was an
advantage.
The Grove Motel and Trailer Court, not far south of Edmonton; was
fairly new when we moved there. Wally was 5 then. The owner
supplied the lumber so I built a sand box and brought 1/2 yard of
sand with my pickup. No sooner did I empty it, the kids were out
in full force with their toys. A girl tried to grab Wally's dump
truck so he hit her over the head with it. She went "wah
waahing" home. Then the mommas got in the act---"Your boy is just
a big bully".
"If you raised your kids right, they wouldn't be
cry-babies''; etc. etc. Five minutes later the kids were back
playing. The mamas wouldn't speak to each other for a week.
Moved to Dunblane trailer court October 1962. First morning to a
new school, ''Mummy, I don't have any friends." Dinner time he
came home all excited with other turnip heads in tow, "Mummy I
got 5 friends already."
Moved to the farm in 1963, so there was lots to do, taking old
motors apart, never put together again. He had a helper in our
nearest neighbour's boy, Harvey Bartzen. They started building a
treehouse which I had to finish for them before they fell and
broke their necks. A real Compensation special, I called it.
Then he got interested in model rockets. They were propelled by
an explosive charge, looked something like a shotgun shell, set
off by a 12 volt battery. They 'd go up about 2,000 feet and
float back down by parachute.
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Then he got interested in cars; I'd have to buy old cars, $10.00
to $300.00. Call him in for dinner, all you'd see is arse &
elbows under the hood. He knew more about motors at 15 than I
ever will. I was working at the Gardiner Dam construction, and
then for the P.F.R.A. (Prairie Farm Rehabilitation
Administration) and trying to farm at the same time, and he had
wheels, so wouldn't see much of him.
Sort of lost track of him when he went to Kelsey and then the Air
Force, till he came back from overseas to Cold Lake.
Whenever I
got invited to visit, I knew there was work to be done, which was
a pleasant change--make and paint fence, rearrange the basement,
etc.
----by
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W LLY'EXPERIENCES WITH SKUNKS
There was a skunk in the manger (Flicka's) when I came home from
work. Wally and Harvey Bartzen had an air rifle and were taking
turns dashing in and then dashing out to reload -- with shingle
nails! I put the skunk, which was starting to resemble a
porcupine, out of its misery with a .22.
Another time, we were trying to get an elusive skunk, which
finally went under a binder platform lying in long grass behind
the barn.
I got the tractor and with the front-end loader,
lifted the platform and Wally shot the skunk with the .22.
Hugo Niemi
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HIS SISTER REMEMBERS

It is impossible to fit 34 years of memories into a few pages.
My memories of my "little brother" are of course almost limitless
as they begin practically from his birth.
I have tried to
compress my memories for the purpose of not being too bulky for
this book, and yet I have tried to cover as many subjects as
possible as well as some of the more outstanding moments. My
first memory of Wally (I was not yet 5) is of me being in the
back seat of the car when Dad and I picked him and mom up from
the hospital in Edmonton, and I peered over into the front seat
with a mixture of curiosity and awe at this strange new little
bundle.
One of the stories I heard told often over the years was
what an attractive newborn he was and how the nurses at the
hospital made a fuss over him and showed him around, with his
dark long eyelashes (I was born with blonde eyelashes) and his
plentiful curly hair (I was born bald).
He was always a very active fellow, with a "hands on ff approach to
everything (Mom would lament how different he was from me as a
toddler, as I would just look at nice things, and not touch!)
I
seem to remember Morn more than once referring to him as a "hectic
kid". Due to his inquisitive nature Wally loved to see how
things worked--he was good at taking things (such as clocks and
toys) apart but then he didn't get around to putting them back
together again.
When he was quite little, our parent:3 got a kick
out of Wally when he played "peek-a-boo", or hide and seek, when
he covered his eyes with his hands he thought he was invisible to
I was
everyone else, since he himself could not see anything.
instructed to play along with him in this belief so that he
wouldn't be disillusioned.
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When Wally was around, things seemed to happen.
Such as one
evening when our family was visiting at a friend's apartment in
Edmonton.
Somehow Wally (who was about 4 at the time) set off
the fire alarm in the hallway.
It made a lot of noise. The
tenants who came rushing out into the hall did not appear amusRd
when they found out that it was not a fire, but a little boy who
was the culprit. Another time, when he was around the same age,
he got on Grandpa Alto's tractor (which happened to be parked
pointing downward on a steep slope next to the house) and
"somehow" the tractor started rolling down the hill with Wally
hanging on to the steering wheel!
If it weren't for the quick
actions of the hired man, who was standing next to the tractor
and so jumped on and stopped it, the results could have been
disastrous.
His "hands on" approach had serious consequences in summer of
1958 when he was not yet four, when Mom was washing clothes, and
while she was away for a few minutes, Wally got up onto the
wringer washer and started working with it; perhaps he was
thinking he was going to help by putting the clothes through the
wringer.
He managed to get his hands caught in the wringer.
I
was playing nearby when I heard his screams; at first I didn't
12

take it seriously as I thought he was just fooling around. But
when the screams persisted I went to have a look -- the wringers
were turned on and turning around and Wally was trying to pull
his hands out.
I ran to Mom yelling "Wally's in the wringer!"
(I can imagine what a horrible shock a mother would get by
hearing it phrased like that--visions of the whole kid trapped in
the machine!) He spent some time in hospital in Edmonton for
skin grafts to his finger; they grafted skin from his abdomen,
and from then on that finger was referred to as his "wringer
finger".
He was so active and such a busybody that during his childhood it
seemed like he was often getting hurt or getting stitches. He
got some fingers slammed in a car door one time, that left them
in bad shape for awhile. He had stitches put in the back of his
head for something which I've forgotten. Another time he crashed
through some rotten lumber covering a cellar hole, and had to be
rushed to the doctor in Lucky Lake for stitches over one eye.
When he was about 6 or 7, he got up on the kitchen counter, and
stood up and assumed a diving position as if he were going off a
diving board. He yelled "Geronimo!" and jumped off the counter.
Unfortunately, when he jumped, his head hit the ceiling light
fixture overhead, and he landed in a heap on the floor, not quite
as gracefully as he had planned! (He didn't get hurt, except
I thought it was hysterically funny, and ever
maybe his pride).
since then, over the years I would bring it up to him; whenever I
would say to him, "Geronimo! Clunk," he knew what I meant.
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Another time, when he was maybe 4 or 5 and his cousin Roy Alto a
bit older, he and Roy were playing Checkers. Only of course they
were not really playing it by any rules, they were just bouncing
them over the board. Suddenly Wally sprang up and said "You
cheated!" and bopped Roy on the nose! Ever since, that incident
was a family story retold over the years.
At some point in my childhood Mom and Dad evidently needed some
help in disciplining me (and later, Wally as well), as "the
strap" became part of our household for many years to come. It
was made of some sort of thick brown rubber webbing about 12"
long and 3 11 wide. When applied to the rear end or some other
body part, it could pack quite a sting. The threat of getting
"the strap" was enough of a deterrent to keep us in line, at
least temporarily. When I was about 5 I must have been a real
brat because I recall my parents warning me that if I was bad
again, Dad would wake me up and strap me when he got home from
work. Of course, since Wally was a few years younger than me it
was awhile before "the strap" was applied to him. Naturally I
never thought he received it as much as he should have. But it
gave me such a feeling of satisfaction when he did get it, as he
could be a very obnoxious boy. Sometimes one of us would hide
the strap from our parents, but we never dared hide it too long
as it could incur even greater wrath upon our heads!
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He could not carry a tune when he was a little kid. I would try
to teach him a song and I'd become exasperated when he didn't get
the tune right. He did have some musical talent though as in
about grade 2 he learned to play the flutophone, or whatever it
is, at school.
During the 1950's, Dad worked as a boilermaker and we moved
around various places in Alberta to wherever the Union
(International Brotherhood of Boilermakers and Blacksmiths) sent
him on jobs.
We made trips once or twice a year to Grandma and
In 1962 we moved to
Grandpa Alto's farm near Birsay, Sask.
Saskatchewan and lived in Dunblane (a town near Birsay) for a few
months before taking residence at the Niemi farm a few miles
north of Birsay (the farm had belonged to Dad's parents, and was
where Dad and his brothers and sisters grew up.)
When we lived in Alberta in the '50's and early 60's, going to
Grandpa and Grandma Alto's farm near Birsay, Sask. for Easter and
Summer holidays was lots of fun as there were endless adventures
on the farm. Rowing the rowboat on the slough made for lots of
imaginative times--there was even a small island in the middle!
Wally was my partner in crime in riding Grandma's milk cow, and
Grandma caught us at least once--what a tongue lashing she gave!
We would go for hikes in the fields and pastures, sometimes Mom
came along as she knew the terrain well herself as she had
explored these places herself as a girl, and we delighted in
discovering such things as a patch of tiger lilies, or a cow or
horse skull.
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As well, we of course went to lots of places with the grownups.
Once when Wally was 4 or 5, we were with Grandpa and Dad (I
think) at Hjalmar Raisanen's place, he was an elderly Finnish
bachelor who lived east of our grandparents. He was a friendly
gent, but none too clean. He dug a grubby hand into his dirty
sweater pocket, and came out with peppermints which were more
black than white. He offered me one but I declined. Wally,
however, eagerly accepted, and popped it into his mouth! He was
not old enough to worry about such things as unsanitary candy.
Besides the trips to the grandparents' farm, our family regularly
took little trips, often just a day trip where we went somewhere
for a drive. In 1956-57 we lived in Hinton, Alberta which is
near Jasper Park. I remember various one-day excursions--trips
up a winding mountain road to Miette Hot Springs, and also
picnicking in Jasper Park by the Athabasca River where Dad would,
after awhile, go ''fishing" and take bottles of cold beer out of
the river. Not having noticed him put the bottles in the water
to cool when he first arrived, I remember that I actually thought
Dad had ''caught" the beer from the river, like one would catch a
fish!
Another trip I remember was a two-day motor trip that our family
made to Montana in 1960 when we were living in southern Alberta.
We went along some rural roads, and also did some shopping in the
14

city of Shelby.
I got a new pair of shoes, and Wally received a
toy helicopter.
I recall the two of us sitting in the truck, and
a couple of local lads came up to chat with Wally, and friendly
Wally chatting with them and leaning out of the truck window with
his helicopter.
I was not as friendly or trusting as I cautioned
Wally not to lean so close to them with his toy, in case they
grabbed it! (they didn't).
Also when we lived in southern Alberta near Waterton Park, we
went there once in awhile. We all hiked up Bear Hump trail
(quite a climb).
If memory serves me correctly, Wally was
expecting/hoping to see a bear because of the name of the trail.
Even when we were moving with a trailer around various parts of
Alberta during the 50's and early 60's, we usually had an animal
or two. We acquired Tippy, a blonde half-grown cocker spaniel
mix from the Edmonton Animal Shelter in 1958, and she was an
important part of our family till her death in 1970. We had a
succession of cats but unfortunately some misfortune or other
(distemper, etc.) would befall them so we never had a cat for the
same length of time as we had Tippy. When we moved to our farm
in 1963 we acquired several animals--horse, cow, chickens, etc.
For a while we had a young nanny goat that had been given to us.
Her name was "Rosie"; whoever named her must have been an
optimist because her odour belied her name. We got a lot of
amusement over her antics (climbing on top of cars, including
visitors' cars!, tearing clothes off the clothesline, etc.
Needless to say, Morn and Dad were not so amused by some of these
things). Wally would put on a hard-hat and get down to the
goat's level and they would have a head butting contest. Ouch!
Wally was not shy; wherever we went or moved, he made friends
easily. One time when he was maybe 3 years old, he apparently
wanted to impress the mother of one of his female friends, as he
went to call on her and asked her mom, "Can Melody come out to
play? I'm Big Wally."
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Another time, in Christmas of 1956 when he was 2, our family took
a train from Alberta to Saskatchewan to spend the holiday with
Grandpa and Grandma Alto and other relatives. Wally was
perpetual motion on the train, going up and down the aisle. One
couple up the aisle had grapes, which Wally kept getting from
them.
Another brazen thing he used to do was bring out his piggy bank
when we got visitors, so that they would give him money! Mom
praised him for his thrift in saving money, but I was able to get
him to part with various amounts of it by holding an "auction
sale" on the day we received our allowances from Dad. I would
auction off some of my cast-off items (an original drawing done
by me; used toys and other little junky, and sometimes broken,
articles). Also Wally had a habit of frequently taking his money
out and counting it, and naturally some would get lost in the
process.
15
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skelter, and whatever junk or project he was working on at the
time was left lying about.
Neatness was not his strong point.
Another nasty habit he had was with regards to peanut butter and
honey sandwiches, which he ate a lot of.
He would gob each item
very thickly on his bread, and then leave the knife, covered with
another thick layer of peanut butter and honey, sitting inside
the cupboard.
It would infuriate me as I hated unsanitary messes
like that.
I would be lying if I said we had an ideal relationship as kids.
Being five years older than him, I was often bossy.
Because of
being bigger, I was able to be the dominant one until he got big
and strong enough to rebel, at which time we had numerous
personality conflicts and fights, over everything from him
picking up after himself, to him purposely burping and annoying
me, or whether or not one was sitting too close to the other, or
breathing on the other, or fighting over bathroom space before
school.
Like most siblings, we sometimes disliked each other
intensely.
We played board games such as Checkers, Monopoly,
Clue, etc.
With there being such an age difference it was not
much of a challenge when he was younger.
I would play it with
him for a while and when I got bored with it I would simply quit
playing.
We fought a lot, but we also played together a lot,
often quite noisily.
I don't know why our parents didn't go
crazy, I'm sure I would have as I look back and think of how
rowdy we often were.
Besides teasing and annoying each other a
lot, we played such things as "Milk Wagon Horse", in which we
took turns being the horse and the driver; the living room sofa
was the milk wagon, and a skipping rope or something was used for
reins.
We also played a lot of "Horse Racing", in which we raced
each other up and down the kitchen and living room floor on our
hands and knees.
Both of these games, especially the latter,
could be quite noisy.
We acquired a net and ping pong balls, and
I forget whether it was Wally or Dad who made home-made ping- pong
paddles out of wood.
We set up a makeshift ping pong table using
the kitchen table with a plywood sheet over to lengthen it.
Many
a game of ping pong was played in our trailer home on that table.
At first Wally wasn't much of a challenge, but we both gradually
sharpened our skills.
Dad played once in a while too, and, very
rarely, Mom did.
Another game we received one Christmas was a
hockey game; these were popular at that time and we had wanted
one badly.
It was a table on which each person operated the
players with levers, and there was a magnetic puck, or you could
use a marble.
Wally and I played it often at first but then I
got tired of it.
But Wally and Dad had many a game on it.
Another "game" we played a few times was "Cafe", where I wrote up
a "menu" (usually fancy- sounding foods) and Wally was the
customer who came into my "cafe" to order something.
I don't
remember too much about the "food" I prepared except for one
concoction consisting of things such as milk, raw egg, food
colouring, and I don't know what- all.
Wally usually consumed
most of my "restaurant" food without too much trouble, but I
think this recipe actually did make him physically sick, or else
he put on a really good act as he rushed to the bathroom!
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Wally had his useful moments, such as when I was practicing
roping (lassoing) things from horseback.
In order to perfect my
roping skills, I would have Wally run around the yard mooing like
a cow, and I would chase him on my horse, and attempt to lasso
him.
Wally did not really appreciate it when my horse Flicka
would almost run him over, or when I would swing the rope and it
would hit Wally and sting him, rather than circle over him. He
was helpful at mealtime because I did not like milk and very
seldom drank it. Whenever possible I would sneak my milk into
Wally's glass when he wasn't looking.
He himself liked milk so
that was no problem; when he became aware of what I was doing he
would pretend not to be looking, and so the game "Drink Pour"
developed, where he would take a drink of milk, look away
smiling, and when I had slipped some more milk into his glass, he
would turn and drink it, and so on.
I sometimes had success in
fobbing off undesirable food onto his plate as well, though of
course in this case I had to actually be very careful that he
wasn't looking!
He was often a pesky, obnoxious "kid brother', playing tricks and
in general being a smart-aleck. One time when I had a girlfriend
spend the night, she and I decided to sleep in the tent beside
our trailer. When it was bedtime we retired into the tent and
into our sleeping bags, only to discover that "somehow" a frog
had gotten in there! (Fortunately I'm not afraid of frogs).
Later in the night, we were puzzled by a mysterious noise
emanating from outside the tent, We went into the trailer a
couple of times to ask my mom what it could be. My mother
investigated after we had gone back into the tent, and discovered
Wally had rigged up a hose to an open window over the tent, and
was blowing water in it, in between fits of laughter at the fun
he was having at bugging us.
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Wally was more the "mechanical type" and I was into horses and
other non-mechanical things.
So I basically had my horses to
myself and Wally didn't bother much with them. But I do remember
one day I think in 1965, that Wally decided to ride Ruby to Henry
Simonson's (about 4 miles to the north) to play with the Simonson
kids with whom he went to school. Before I realized what he had
done, he and Ruby were already too far away to hear my angry
screams of "Wally, get back here!" I was incensed that he had
the nerve to take my horse without my permission. He must have
had more riding ability (or maybe just luck) than I credited him
with, because he made it there, and back home safely; Ruby was
not a quiet horse and was prone to shy from things easily. By
the time he returned my anger had also defused somewhat.
When I was an older teen, and sometimes went out and didn't get
back home till late, I would when I got to my bedroom door
discover a complicated, noisemaking "alarm system" triggered by
string positioned in such a way as to go off when the bedroom
door was opened. Fortunately I became wise to his tricks and
learned to carefully undo the string and whatever noisemaker(s)
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When I left home and eventually got married and had children, he
was a perfect uncle, since he was not that much older than the
kids (he was 14 when I had Victor, my first one). He had fun
"inventing" such things as a mobile made of glittery paper and
string that he attached to 5-month-old Victor's foot, so when the
baby's foot moved, it would activate the mobile overhead.
(Apparently he put this practice to good use when he had his own
son Nicholas!) Also Uncle Wally was lots of fun with the kids
because he played fun games such as "hide and seek" (in which he
would run away and hide and all the kids would hunt and pursue
him) and give "airplane rides 11 (in which he swung them around so
vigorously I was sure they would lose a limb, or their lunch!)
Also he enjoyed buying items to try out with the kids--kites,
little mechanical toys and other interesting things. The kids
always looked forward to what he brought them, but also they just
plain enjoyed being with Wally as he had such a childlike sense
of fun, and always thought of imaginative things to do. But even
if it was just something simple like tossing a football around,
or sitting and watching T.V., doing it with Uncle Wally made it
more fun. Also his interest and concern for them (and indeed for
everyone he was in contact with), was genuine and he didn't "talk
down" to them.
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Children were drawn to Wally. Part of it was his ability to
relate to them, and part was of course because he always seemed
to have some marvelous "toy". One example of this comes to mind
when at Christmas 1983 one of the gifts he sent Heather and Timmy
was an "ornithopter" which he'd gotten from Paris. It was a
plastic bird that actually flew around flapping its wings after
you wound it up by means of a rubber band. The next time he came
to visit us, later in 1984, he of course had to try it out with
the kids. At that time we lived on the edge of the village of
Burketon, Ont., adjacent to a park with a large field. We all
had lots of fun with Wally cranking up that bird, and adjusting
its tail to make it more aerodynamic (as only Wally could). It
wasn't long before children from the village began filtering into
the park, fascinated both at the phenomenon of this bird, and of
the grownup engineering it who was Heather and Timmy's uncle!
Wally always loved a challenge, and quickly mastered it and would
go on to something else. As a child and teenager he loved
astronomy, cars and planes. He went through a succession of
stock cars (most of which are still sitting in Enos LaBar's "car
graveyard" in his pasture); then it was motorcycles, in which he
and friends such as Neil LaBar would do daredevil stunts that
20
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would probably make Evel Knievel sit up and take notice. There
are piles of photographs that they took of one another on these
motorcycles, some of them defying belief, with photos depicting
such things as motorcycle and driver seemingly flying through
space, or soaring over another motorcycle and rider.
There was a
large gravel pit/coulee north of LaBar's yard where a lot of time
was spent with these motorcycles. Wally seemed to have a
combination of good co-ordination, reflexes, and the nerve to be
able to do dangerous physical feats of one sort or another
without too many harmful consequences to himself. Wally became
interested in muzzle-loading rifles for a while. Photography
became a big interest, and I'm sure if he had decided to make a
profession of it he would have become famous, as he had great
technical ability and knowledge, as well as a keen eye for a
subject. He would be able to see something interesting in the
most commonplace subject, and could capture things on film that
one would never dream would make an interesting picture--such as
a broken down fence in a snowbank on a dreary Saskatchewan winter
day.
He would sometimes go to great lengths to set up an
interesting picture, such as when he took some close-up photos of
my gerbils peering out from their cage. He acquired his own
darkroom equipment, and so he enjoyed experimenting with
developing photographs, and the results were often interesting.
Planes were always an interest that lurked close to the surface
of Wally's mind. He admired his uncle Neil Niemi who had lived
in the U.S. for many years and worked for Chrysler Corporation
Missile Division, which was connected with NASA space centre.
Uncle Neil had in the mid-60's sent Dad a copy of a paper that
Neil had done for the American Rocket Society with regards to
formulating the Gemini Rendezvous mission, and Wally really
thought highly of this paper, copying it out for himself. During
his late teens he began to dabble in rockets that launched
straight up and down, and later into more sophisticated things
such as the model planes. When he was taking Mechanical
Engineering at Kelsey in Saskatoon in 1977-78, he took pilot
training from Mitchison's Flying Service at the airport.
I have
been told that he is still remembered there because of his
incredible ability to quickly absorb knowledge and master the
necessary skills. He got his private pilot's licence in 1978.
One summer day he flew a small plane out to Rock Point, buzzing
our farm a few times before landing at neighbour Edwin Pajunen's
airstrip.
We drove out there, and he gave each of us a ride in
the plane. I was a bit nervous at first because I hade only been
in a plane once before in my life. But before long I was okay,
and was even able to stop bracing myself, and look out the window
and take pictures of the ground below as the plane banked.
Victor, Eric and Marlon also each got a plane ride, which of
course was a very exciting and memorable experience for them.
Photographs taken of them after the ride show them slightly dazed
but exhilarated looking.
As hinted at previously, I was a mechanical klutz with no
interest in learning how things operate, so I saved up
malfunctioning items (record players, and other appliances) for
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Invariably he would
Wally to look at when he came to visit.
quickly find out what was wrong, tinker with it and be able to
get it going again, and if on the rare occasion he couldn't, he
If Wally couldn't repair
would say why it was unrepairable.
something, you would know it wasn't repairable.
I hated wallpapering, so I would get him to come and do papering
jobs for me, with the enticement of a homemade pizza. He also
once constructed a shelf stand for me out of plywood which I had
requested as I needed one. As well, he was good at doing various
little handyman chores for me. One time he thought he was being
very helpful to me by carrying a pail of water into my house for
me and filling my electric kettle (this was during my first
couple of years of marriage on the farm at Rock Point, and no
running water or sewer in the house as yet). Unfortunately the
pail he used to carry the water in was one which had been used to
carry out slops (household sewage).
So that was the end of my
using that electric kettle!
I was not good at squeezing toothpaste from the bottom of the
tube--I just couldn't be bothered.
I would squeeze toothpaste
out from the middle until the tube was flat at the middle and
When Wally would come, he
none would come up from the bottom.
would take all my half-used tubes and squeeze the toothpaste to
the top, neatly and tightly rolling up the tube as he went along,
all the while advising me that I shouldn't squeeze them from the
middle. I would just agree that I shouldn't, and keep doing it
anyway. Even several years later when we lived thousands of
miles apart, I in Ontario and he in Germany, I would save my
toothpaste tubes that were squeezed out from the middle, and when
he would come for a visit, I would haul out the half-used tubes
for him to fix up for me and give me heck about!
It became a
bit of a ritual.
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When Wally joined the air force he never looked back--he had
realized his dream. When Wally had a goal, he pushed for it,
with a drive and ambition that I wish I could have had. I'm sure
he could have been anything he chose to be, in whatever
profession he wanted.
When Wally joined the Armed Forces in 1979 and went away to basic
training in Chilliwack, B.C. we began a regular correspondence
with one another.
I still have all of the letters I received
from him throughout the years. They were written in his usual
dry-humour style, and would contain interesting snippets of a
life that seemed interesting and exciting, although I suppose it
was humdrum too, as evidenced by a letter I received from him in
basic training in Chilliwack dated Oct. 1979: "It was great to
hear from you again! Time crawls quite slowly around here and
all correspondence with the outside world is cherished. I was
actually happy to see a Simpsons-Sears "money owing to us"
letter!" Different experiences and comments touched upon in his
letters through the years gave me ideas from time to time to do a
series of cartoons relating to him, and I would occasionally send
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him a collection which I had done up, and I believe he enjoyed
them, although as stated previously, any piece of mail was
welcomed anyway!
He was also quite good at sending me photographs during basic
training, pilot training, Europe, etc. Of course "hero shots"
were among them; Wally in a Snowbird cockpit (he said the guys
took turns taking pictures of themselves in the cockpit even
before they had put in any time in the air!); Wally in front of
CF-5; Wally with Starfighter. One envelope with a "hero shot"
inside contained the warning written by Wally: "Caution-
Prolonged viewing of hero shot may cause Silicosis of the
Blowhole and acute nausea!"
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Needless to say I was always proud of Wally's accomplishments and
could only guess at the tremendous amount of work he put in to
achieve his goals. The day he received his wings, June 5, 1981,
was a day I'll never forget. He took great pride and pleasure in
taking us for a tour around the Moose Jaw base where he had taken
the last phase of his training.
It was also evident to us that
he was a very well liked and respected fellow. The banquet which
was held for graduate pilots and family was really wonderful with
a good selection of sumptuous food; we found it hard to believe
Wally when he said it was not like that all the time! Despite a
very stiff wind during the outdoor Wings ceremonies, it was a
thrilling experience, especially to watch Wally get called up not
only once for his wings, but also to get called up for three of
the four trophies that were awarded that day! One of them was an
award that was voted by the other pilot trainees, for "the
graduate who has demonstrated the highest calibre of
professionalism, leadership and morale in each phase of training
to wings standard". The other awards were "Flying Proficiency"
and "Student with Highest Standing in Officer Development".
After the ceremony at least a couple of the other fathers came up
to Dad and shook his hand to congratulate him on his son's
achievements. Though absolutely overwhelmed, we were really not
surprised that Wally should receive these awards.
It was a
triumphant day for all of us!
After the wings ceremony Wally came up to Birsay to visit for a
few days before leaving for his posting at Cold Lake.
I had come
from Ontario and was staying at Dad's place in Birsay, and Wally
spent the nights there as well. As he said later in a letter,
and I agreed, it was nice to be able to be together like that as
I also cherish
a family, as we had not had that for a long time.
the memories of driving about with him in his blue Volkswagen
"beetle", visiting here and there, and of all of us going out in
Enos LaBar's pasture to watch Wally fly his remote controlled
plane. And oh yes, something else I recall that occurred was
when Wally, Peter LaBar, Heather and I were all in the blue VW
Beetle (with Wally at the wheel of course).
We were driving in
Birsay and Wally decided to take a short cut to Dad's place by
going across the baseball field behind the old Birsay school.
The terrain was flat, though overgrown with long grass and weeds.
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We were travelling at a rather fast clip; I mentioned to Wally
that perhaps there might be some obstacles in the long grass;
Wally said no, the coast looked pretty clear. No sooner were the
words out when BANG! THUMP! The VW flew into the air and back
down again. My glasses flew off my head; Peter hit the ceiling
of the car; Heather started crying. We had driven across a
shallow trench lying along the ground, it was big enough to give
us all (and the car) a terrific jolt. After we had recovered out
senses, I laughed and said to Wally, "Geronimo! Clunk!"
(please
refer back to the "Geronimo" story several pages back)
He always remembered my birthday, January 27, and I would get a
phone call from him singing "Happy Birthday" to me. About the
only times he didn't phone me on the exact day of my birthday
were when he was in Turkey in Jan. of 1986 delivering
Starfighters, and one time when I had recently moved and his
fancy watch that memorized telephone numbers, got amnesia due to
Of
a dead battery and he couldn't remember my new phone number.
course I did the same with him with regards to birthday, on
November 10 I would phone him up with birthday wishes.

© Nick Niemi 2017

We had all begun to believe that Wally would be a confirmed
bachelor, but in 1983 on a visit to Birsay (I was there again at
that time too), he had lots of slides to show us relatives, and a
pretty, blonde haired person by the name of Mary was depicted in
a large percentage of them; as well, Wally's voice would change
slightly when he mentioned her name. It was with great joy that
we welcomed Mary into the family in August of 1984. She seemed
to share Wally's sense of fun and adventure, and the photographs
from Europe would show Wally and Mary hiking on the Matterhorn,
skiing in the Alps, and just having the time of their lives.
Mary was good at making up photo albums and sending them to me to
"show his sister what Wally has been up to".
Having been a rather "horrid sister" in childhood, I probably
didn't deserve being the recipient of the many gifts Wally gave
me over the years. Even when he was on a limited budget I and my
family would receive thoughtfully selected gifts. When he joined
the Armed Forces I would receive such exotic items as "Down But
Not Out"--the pilot's survival handbook; T-shirts with various
interesting logoi--Snowbirds, Cold Lake, etc.
In the years he
we
re
among
stationed
in
Germany
we
the
lucky
recipients of a
was
wide variety of items from all over Eur'ope, and some wonderfully
crafted heirloom type pieces such as Black Forest cuckoo clock,
pewter utensils, and various quaint crafts (Black Forest whistle,
Nutcracker, etc.). I have a lovely wooden Christmas tree
ornament for each Christmas he was in Germany--four in all. He
also selected items in his usual offbeat, but thoughtful way,
such as a box of chocolates he once sent me called Mozart Kugeln
(Mozart Chocolates) with a portrait of Mozart on the lid, chosen
because he knew that my birthday and Mozart's birthday both fell
I still have the box proudly displayed (minus
on January 27th!
the chocolates of course).
In 1986 (when Wally and Mary visited
us on their way to the new posting at Cold Lake) Timmy received a
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pair of real Lederhosen with shirt and Tyrolean hat; Heather
received a couple of cute German dresses with puffy sleeves and
aprons attached. Each parcel from Germany also had various food
items from wherever they had been--gingerbread from Rothenburg;
oatcakes from Scotland, etc. And coffeel Wally knew what a
coffee aficionado I am, and so I would receive packages of coffee
from places such as Germany, France, Spain, Greece. I also
collect shopping bags, so each parcel he sent would have another
interesting collection of shopping bags, souvenirs of Wally's and
Mary's travels.
One that I really prize is from the Berlin
Marathon that Wally participated in 1 and it has his contestant
number taped on it.
All of my children will have their own cherished memories of
Wally.
He showed no favoritism ,, but gave special attention to
all of them. He was a good playmate, as well as being someone
they respected. During the time he was doing a lot of
photography, he would concoct various set-ups with Victor, Eric
and Marlon, experimenting with trick photography, light, etc. He
could be as rowdy as they were, and could often be seen galloping
around, with them in hot pursuit. But if he felt they were
getting out of hand, or fighting with one another, he would
reprimand them gently but with authority, and they listened.
In
Wally's motorcycle era Victor and Eric especially were the happy
participants of motorcycle rides with Uncle Wally. Marlon would
not remember this, but when he was a baby he was riding in the
back of Wally's car one day; Wally and I were in the front. As
he was driving along Wally looked in the rear view mirror and
chuckled at the funny look that was on Marlon's face--eyes half
shut, and head just sort of lolling. But a few seconds later it
was not so funny, as Marlon's mouth opened and he puked copiously
all over himself and the seat of Wally's car! Wally often
referred to the kids as "little monsters" but I'm sure he would
not have had them any other way (at least most of the time!)
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I bought my first 11 good 11 (i.e.§ 35 mm.) camera from Wally, a
Mamiya Sekor that he had bought when he first started in
photography.
It took good pictures most of the time but I
couldn't be bothered to really learn how to operate it to maximum
efficiency. As Wally told me, a camera is like a car, no matter
how good it is you still have to know how to operate it right.
I
mostly relied on Wally to give me advice with regards to F-stops,
shutter speed, etc. On his recomu1endation I bought "Peterson's
Guide to Photography" but never did get around to reading more
than the first few chapters. Often when I asked a photography
question Wally would ask "Did you read Peterson's Guide to
Photography yet?" I would admit I hadn't, and he would despair
of me.
Heather and Timmy remember th� Halloween of 1987 when Wally
happened to be visiting our place, and he and I took the kids
Wally taught them a jingle
trick-or-treating in Thomasburg
which they sti 11 remember: "Ghosts and goblins I Witches too;
give me a treat or I'll say BOO!"
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Wally had a terrific sense of timing. Earlier on the same day of
that October 31, Wally, Heather and Timmy and I were hiking in a
park nearby. Far overhead in the sky, an airplane could be seen
flying.
Several seconds later, a little plastic toy paratrooper
and parachute floated gently down to the ground in front of the
kids. Naturally it had been thrown in the air by Wally, who had
been saving it jn his pocket for an opportune moment, but he had
Heather and Tim convinced that the paratrooper had come from that
far-off airplane. For a long, long time the kids still partially
believed it had come from the plane!
During the same visit to our place Wally lost his wedding ring
somewhere in our yard, he had been playing with Heather and Tim
in the piles of dead leaves, and throwing them around on the
leaves.
He figured his ring must have somehow slipped off then.
An extensive search by us all, and in the days after he left,
proved fruitless. Even now often when I'm in the backyard I will
find my eyes scanning the ground, in hopes of spotting Wally 1 s
ring. Maybe someday ...
When Heather and Tim were quite small every airplane in the sky
was "Uncle Wally". When my cousin Merle came to visit, she
couldn't figure out what a "gwolly" was. When the kids saw a
plane they would point to it and say "there goes A Gwolly!" What
a laugh we had when I explained "a gwolly" meant "Uncle Wally"!
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December 1984--Conversation between my daughter Heather (age
4 1/2, and me:
Heather: "I love Uncle Wally."
"Do you?"
Me:
H. :
"Yes.
Me:
"Why?"
"Because he does lots of funny things."
H.:
Me:
"Like what?"
H.:
"He climbs on top of swings at the park, and goes on
the teeter-totter and merry-go-round."
After Wally joined the Forces and was sent to various places, we
still managed to visit with each other whenever possible--seeing
each other whenever we were both in Birsay; or us picking him up
or dropping him off at the Toronto airport, or at CFB Trenton,
etc. Sometimes he would be able to stay a few days; sometimes a
visit just for a few hours or overnight.
It was always like a
fresh breeze had blown in when he appeared, usually with photos
to show and souvenirs for us, and stories to tell of experiences
and places that most people can only dream of. With Wally around
the atmosphere became charged with excitement, and just the
pleasure of having him around for whatever length of time we
could, especially because one never knew how long it would be
before the next visit.
Several years ago, Readers' Digest had an article about MENSA (an
organization for people who possess a high degree of
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intelligence). At the end of the article was a test of about 10
problem-solving questions to test how "intelligent" you are.
I
struggled with a couple of them before giving up (I hate doing
tests anyway).
I gave it to Wally to do. He had the questions
finished in less time than the allotted five minutes (or whatever
it was) that MENSA gave to do them. He scoffed at the test,
saying that the questions were just straightforward and most of
them followed some formula or other. At any rate, he did not
appear to be impressed by MENSA's intelligence test!
As I indicated before, we did not get along all that well
especially during our teens when we both lived at home-- I'm sure
most siblings are that way. After we became older and were not
living together anymore, we got along much better; although we
did not really talk of deep personal things or feelings, I could
always count on Wally's loyalty and when our lives underwent
various changes we did not disown one another even though at
times we did not wholly approve of the other's lifestyle. I
could always count on my brother to be constant with me--not
friendly one time and unfriendly the next. And I believe I was
always the same with him. Above all we were brother and sister
and could count on each other for love and support.
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Having made Wally an uncle five times starting from when he was
14 years old, I had begun to wonder if I would ever become an
Aunt. At last the joyous news of my impending Aunthood was given
to me in mid-1986 after Wally and Mary had moved to Cold Lake
from Germany.
I told Wally to let me know immediately or very
soon after the event whether I was an "aunt" or an "uncle"
(whether it was a "girl" or a "boy"). On February 3 I received
the phone call from an ecstatic Wally informing me of the arrival
of Nicholas ("You're an uncle!") Double pleasure, as he had been
named after me. Also, Nicholas was the first "male heir" to
"carry on the Niemi Name". Our Dad had been the youngest of 11
Niemi's who had survived to adulthood. He was the only male
Niemi of his family who had had a son. So the burden had fallen
on Wally to "carry on the Niemi Name"! The last time Wally and I
ever spoke with each other on the phone was when I called him in
Nov. 1988 to give him birthday greetings, and at that time he
shared with me the happy news of the impending arrival in mid
July of another baby.
I, Heather and Timmy visited with Wally and Mary at Cold lake
during the last weekend of September 1988. We had been visiting
in Birsay and were taking a side trip to Cold Lake on our way
back home to Ontario. Wally met us late at night at the bus
station at Meadow Lake, and we had a really great visit together
as he drove the dark miles back home to the base, about 1 1/2
hours away.
During that weekend we were shown a good time,
watching Wally fly radio controlled planes by the lake with some
friends; trips to the playground; guided tours of the area; a
dinner of Alberta Stew, in which Wally, in his typical good-host
style, had a large part in the preparation and serving thereof;
Mary delighting me by baking a saskatoon pie; a take-out burger
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and fries meal one day which Wally had to make three trips for
back to Burger King as he would get home with it and discover
something missing in the bag! We enjoyed Nicholas, and Heather
and Tim have good memories of playing in the sandbox with him,
Heather pulling him in a wagon in the house, and having fun
(though the temperatures were rather chilly) at the playground
and by the shore of Cold Lake. One thing I greatly regret is not
staying an extra day (Monday) and having Wally show me through
his squadron. During the weekend it is restricted so that one
can't get in. He wanted us to stay Monday as well so that we
could see where he worked. But I decided we'd better leave on
the base bus early Monday a.m. as my holiday time was up and if I
stayed Monday I would not make it back to work on the day I was
to return. Now of course if I had it to do all over again I
would not be so conscientious; but at the time I blithely assumed
there would be another time to be able to stay longer.
I had no
idea as he took us to the bus and we hugged goodbye, and we waved
at each other through the bus window, that it was to be the last
time I would see him on this earth. When I was called back to
Cold Lake in that terrible January of '89, the squadron C.O.,
Denny Roberts, took me and cousin Merle through the 410 Squadron
building and hangars; Wally's office; kit room where G-suits and
flying equipment was stored; the room where Wally spent time
plotting instructional flights; etc. As Denny said, he wanted to
I could still
show us everything that Wally would have shown.
feel Wally's spirit pervading the building, and it helped me a
bit. But how I wished it could have been Wally in person showing
me around!
(ADDENDUM, February 1991--- I see that Lt. Col.
Roberts is now in the Persian Gulf, acting as Deputy Commander of
the CF-18 base in Qatar.)
My brother is still very much a part of my life. I catch
fleeting glimpses of Wally in so many places, such as in
Saskatchewan and Ontario, and memories come rushing back of times
shared. I can't of course go past Trenton air force base without
thinking of the times I've driven there to pick him up or drop
him off to catch a flight back to Germany or Cold Lake; of
sitting in the waiting area with him to see him off. When I see
something Alpine or German looking on T.V., I think of his years
in Europe and how he made it come alive for me with his
postcards, photographs, slides and souvenirs. When I think of
Christmas I think of Wally because of his delight in this holiday
which carried over from childhood to adulthood, and the thought
he put into gifts for others, and his enjoyment of a family
Christmas meal. He liked everybody to be happy at Christmas.
I
have a lot of the labels with silly little messages that he would
write on gifts, such as with a little gold Hornet jewelry pin he
gave me in Christmas, 1988 he had written on a piece of paper:
"Yes, your very own CF-18 Hornet! Just add water and stand
back."
I will miss the take-offs we did on each other's names
on Christmas gifts and throughout the year. He often called me
names such as "Nicklemine" (my full name is Nicholine), and I
would call him names such as "Waldorf" or "Waldheim" .
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Several years ago he sent me examples of German coin currency
which he had taped onto a cardboard and labelled (what else?)
"Kraut Kain Kollection."
Everything that Wally ever gave us, and
I guess by doing
every memento of him, is now carefully hoarded.
this I'm trying to keep him alive still, even though deep down I
know that I don't need those things to do that.
The most
important part of Wally is alive forever.
When I go in the back pasture of our property I think of when he
bought a kite for Heather and Timmy and flew it with them there.
Seeing various restaurants we've been in make me remember how we
would enjoy dining out at least once during our visits, usually
going for .a pizza.
But he always made it a fun occasion.
Or at
my place, he would take great delight in concocting a pot of
chili, or his world famous omelette with practically every
ingredient in it known to man, and every square inch of counter
space littered with his cooking mess--egg shells, onion peels,
etc. (which I was left to clean up).
Wally, unlike most of us as
adults, never lost his childlike enjoyment of even the simplest
things, and he had the ability, without even trying, of being
able to turn something ordinary into an extra.ordinary experience,
and make us look at things with new eyes because of his own
enthusiasm.
With so many of Wally's mementoes around me, I can
feel the warmth of his love for all of his friends and family
enfolding me.
In June of 1986 when Wally and Mary visited us on their way
through from Germany to their new posting at Cold Lake, he
mentioned to me that I would be receiving some tulip bulbs in the
mail.
He and Mary had attended the Tulip Festival in Amsterdam a
couple of months earlier and he had ordered bulbs to be shipped
to me.
In the weeks and months that followed I forgot about
this.
Then one day in late September a box came from Holland-
tulip bulbs!
I planted them around the house and the following
spring they grew up in colourful profusion as they have every
spring since.
They were of course referred to as "Wally's
Tulips".
In this coming spring of 1991 I will again look forward
to "Wally's Tulips" with mixed feelings of love and sorrow, but
also with an assurance of the renewal of life.
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his
I often catch fleeting glimpses of Wally in other people- sons, a relative or family member; there are elements of Wally in
all of us and in this way his physical being continues to live
on.
And airplanes- yes!
Whenever I see one in the sky,
especially a military aircraft, my heart soars up there with
Wally, and I will miss him always.
In the book Why Bad Things Haooen to Good People by Rabbi Harold
Kushner, there is a passage where the author compares peoples'
(families') lives to a big beautiful tapestry, made up of threads
some threads are long and some
woven and intermingled together- are shorter (just like peoples' lives) but they all combine to
I think of Wally as a thread in the
make this wonderful picture.
It is not as long as some of them,
tapestry of the Niemi clan.
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but what a beautiful and important thread it is! I also think of
the chorus of the song nFarther Along" which was sung by soloists
both at the memorial service and the funeral; it goes, "Cheer up
my brother, live in the sunshine; We'll understand it all by and
by".
January 19, 1991:
It is two years to the day since Wally's funeral in Birsay. Who
would have dreamt, when the four Hornets soared in a flypast over
the windswept hillside cemetery and stirred our souls, that two
years hence some of these same planes and pilots would be going
to war? War in the Persian Gulf began January 16th. Today the
Canadian Government has said that our CF-18 pilots will now be
flying "sweep and escort" (i.e. combat) missions. As I watch the
historic events of war with Iraq unfold, I constantly think of
Wally and what he would think of all this--or is he perhaps
indeed aware of things that happen here, safe in some dimension
that we're not yet given to know? I like to think so. I like to
think that he can still see his loved ones and his growing sons.
I loathe the idea of war and yet I feel sad that Wally is not one
of the pilots over there; we would be frantic with worry about
him, but at least he would be alive, and also I think that Wally,
while not in favour of war, would enjoy the chance to be sent
there and utilize all his training; he always loved a challenge
and this ultimate test of his mental and physical skills would
have been exciting to him. But I also wonder, by being taken
when he was, was he spared from having a worse fate in the
Persian Gulf? Time will tell. I would hate to think of him
being shot down over Iraq never to be seen again, or taken
prisoner of war and tortured, like some of the allied pilots have
been. But so far, fortunately, Canadian pilots have not been
lost.
I suppose we are always trying to look for a divine reason
why death happens, and the answer always seems to be beyond our
earthly knowledge. Wally's death did not make sense, but his
life certainly did.

*********************************************************
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During most of my growing up years I kept a diary fairly
regularly. My diaries make many references to Wally, most of
them ordinary things such as Wally and I playing together or
going somewhere. But the following are some excerpts which may
be of interest:
Today we left for home (from Grandma &
"April 9, 1961:
Grandma Alto's farm). I got a dollar bill from Grandpa and Wally
got 93 cents but lost 15 cents of it.
Feb. 23, 1962:
Me and Wally had a pillow fite. I beat
100 to 45. The reason we could have the pillow fite was because
Mom and Dad were downtown.
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March 2, 1962:
Wally smeared cold cream on my bed so I
put cinnamon all over his.
I swindled Wally out of 12 cents. He
March 31, 1962:
bought a map of Montana, a small doll, a balloon, and a 1960
calendar from me. Boy, is he easy to swindle.
June 23, 1962 (At grandparents' farm): Me and Wally played
"Swiss Family Robinson" with the boat on the slough.
July 1, 1962 (At grandparents' farm): Wally was shovelling wheat
out of an open granary and Grampa was going by and he saw Wally
shovelling the wheat and he said something in Finn and Wally said
"What did you say?" but he saw Grampa meant business and he ran
to the trailer (where our family was staying in the farm yard
during our visit there) and locked the door. Soon I came to the
trailer and Wally hid in the closet. He thought it was Grampa
coming to give him a spank. We sure got a laugh out of that! -'1l:
July 4, 1962 (At grandparents' farm): My bush fort is almost
finished, it needs a roof and higher sides.
I always pretend I'm
Zorro, and Wally is Sergeant Garcia. The milk cows didn't come
for usual evening milking, so me & Wally found them & brought
them back. Me & Wally played baseball--a real soft ball & an
improvise bat.
You couldn't hit the ball very far because the
ball was so soft and the bat was so poor.
July 6, 1962 (At grandparents' farm): Me, Mom & Wally went for a
walk to the west pasture near Pouss' place, and there's real lots
of nice trees & tiger lilies & snowdrops & bluebells. We picked
some of each. We found a horse carcass.
July 10, 1962 (At grandparents' farm): In the morning Grandma,
Ma, Wall & me went picking saskatoons. There was about ultra
zillion good berry bushes full of ripe berries. The milk cows
went on strike again so Wall & me brought them back. Today when
Wally put his pants on the woodstove to dry they caught on fire
and Wally threw them on the floor and stamped on them. The fire
was out but the whole back of his pants was burnt out. They have
a great big hole in them now.
July 13, 1962 (at grandparents' farm):
Me and Wally pretend
that he was the farmer who owned the calf (Grandpa's real calf,
tied by the cow barn) and I was a wolf who always tried to get at
the calf. Then Grandma came along and said something in Finn and
Wally dove into the bushes and said Help. It was funny!
September 22, 1962:t�h�fot,I pulled Wally in the wagon. I was his
horse. Later, me, Ma and Wall went to watch bowling at the
lanes.
Nov. 9, 1962:
Got a birthday present for Wally--a
Black Beauty colouring book. He'll be 8 tomorrow!
Dec. 5 1 1962:
Me and Wally figured out a secret code,
but Mom and Dad know it too.
Christmas Day, 1962:
I got a jackknife from Wally, and we got
a hockey game.
© Nick Niemi 2017
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July 6, 1963:
We have a baby blackbird called Cheepy.
Wally found him in a nest that was wrecked. He's real cute.
July 8, 1963:
We found Cheepy dead in his box. We
think he ate a poisonous bug. Real sad.
I cried a lot.
August 18, 1964.
I got to drive the truck back from the
field. Wally was jealous cause he wanted to drive.
August 23, 1964:
Wally was playing with matches and the
doghouse caught fire. Luckily only a corner burnt. I & Mom put
it out. Wally only panicked.
Oct. 31, 1964:
Mom and Dad drove Wally to Birsay for
Halloweening. I didn't go because it's kid stuff.
April 7, 1965:
Warm. Snow melting. The school bus
picks us up & lets us off at the highway corner, & me & Wally
have to walk. Wally fell in a large puddle and got soaked.
October l, 1965:
This morning Rosie (goat) followed me
I
and Wally out to the school bus. Everybody was amused.
started teaching Wally French. Just started today.
October 11, 1965:
I rode Ruby (horse) and me & Wally were
playing cowboys and Indians. I was the Indian.
November 6, 1965:
In evening Mom and Dad went to Uncle
Toivo and Aunt Vieno's 25th anniversary celebration. I wish I
could have gone. As it was, I spent a boring evening at home
with Wally.
Rosie, our goat, is missing. Wally
November 12, 1965:
stayed home from school to look for her. he had no luck.
I rode Ruby around the pasture, played
December 5, 1965:
"Pony Express" with Wally. Of course, I was the Pony Express
man.
December 17, 1965:
Me and Wally were trying out the
astronomy telescope in the evening. We could see Jupiter quite
well, and Saturn rather dimly."

My memories could go on and on ...... .
-- Nicki (Niemi) Cammack --
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Memories from Aunt Ellen (Niemi) Smith-Wilson
This is a compilation of various events and activities
involving Wally 1 given in chronological order with which I was
familiar either as an observer or as a direct participant.
The first time I became acquainted with Wally was in
the summer of 1958 at Wabamun, Alberta, a town 30 miles west of
Edmonton where his father was working for an oil company. At the
time my three children, then aged 15, 13 and 11, and I were
motoring across Canada and parts of the USA so that the children
would meet relatives on my side of the family, almost all of whom
they had never met�- Also they would see the western parts of our
country up to the Pacific.
Wally was then four, a lively inquisitive little boy
always "on the go", even to the extent of climbing on top of my
car which did not exactly get the approval of his Quebec cousins.
Nicky, on the contrary, was rather quiet and reflective.
After this I saw Wally only at rare intervals § usually
at various family functions in Saskatchewan such as weddings,
funerals, and special anniversary celebrations. One such
occasion was in 1976 when my sister Linda and her husband, Alex
Hjelt, celebrated their 60th wedding anniversary at the community
hall in Dinsmore, Sask. However, there was a variation of the
usual for such an occasion because at the time the groom (81) and
his son Oscar (58) were ensconced in the Dinsmore Hospital lying
on twin beds side by side. The family had to go there for their
commemorative photos. * (A note from Nicki, if I may intrude on
Aunt Ellen's memoirs: A "professional" photographer had been
hired to take photos of the anniversary.
Wally had brought his
camera along and was taking his own pictures alongside the
"professional". A few weeks later when all of the pictures had
been developed it turned out that Wally's photographs were better
looking than the ones the photographer had taken, both in
technical quality and in creativity.)*
Following this event, Wally accompanied me on my return
home to Montreal where the Summer Olympics were in full swing.
One of the many events we watched was the marathon which was won
by the Finnish runner, Lasse Viren. Surely it helped him win
because Wally and I were there to cheer him on as he sped along
the Mount Royal track, with a host of other runners striving to
overtake our Lasse.
During the Olympics, one day the Erskine & American
United Church ladies held a luncheon at the church for the
Finnish athletes. One of the ladies, knowing of my Finnish
extraction, invited me and Wally to attend and meet the athletes.
We enjoyed meeting the athletes, the luncheon, and the
entertainment that followed, given by a troupe of Finnish girl
singers and dancers. Here Wally became acquainted with Jarmo
Suokko, also a runner, if I remember correctly. Jarmo had a day
off so I offered to show him some of the beauty of our Quebec
countryside and get glimpses of the Green Mountains of Vermont.
He readily accepted because all he had seen of Canada up to that
time was centre city Montreal.
Thus the three of us- motored the 100 miles to my
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country home, a few miles from the Vermont-USA border. The town
of Beebe, Que. and Beebe Plain, Vt. are the border towns at that
point facing each other across Canusa Street.
While at home, Wally and Jarmo decided on a race up the
country road. They came back huffing and puffing with Wally
announcing that Finland had won over Canada. Then after lunch we
walked down to the lake, our beautiful Lake Memphremagog. This
lake is 30 miles long and straddles the border of U.S. and
Canada, 1/3 of it being on the U.S. side with the city of
Newport, Vt. at that end, and 2/3 is on the Canadian side with
Magog, Que., a busy winter and summer resort, at the other end.
This is one of several finger lakes in that particular
mountainous region, created by glaciers. This showed jarmo that
Canada has its beautiful lakes too, of which Finland, thirty
times smaller in size, has 60,000 inland lakes. The walk back to
the house, about 1/4 mile up a rather steep incline, was not too
easy for prairie knees and those of chiefly-flat Finland.
Back in Montreal, Wally and I went to the Olympic
stadium travelling the five miles by Metro (subway) to watch a
baseball game. I don't recall which teams were involved. We
arrived just before the game started therefore were fortunate to
get tickets for reasonably good seats from a scalper outside the
gates.
He must have had a few left and was anxious to get rid of
them because he charged only $10 each. The stadium was packed.
During the game someone had spotted Kojack, at that time in his
heyday as an actor in Hollywood. The news of his presence spread
quickly and caused quite a stir in the crowd. His bald head was
a help in spotting him seated not far from us.
After the game we explored the vast grounds of the
Olympic site with its several unusually-shaped buildings
specially designed by a Parisian architect to accommodate various
sports events, not only for the Olympic games, but also for use
later on for other games and competitive sports.
(The taxpayers
of Montreal will continue to pay for the extravaganza for many
more years to come. The architect alone charged seven million
dollars. Also, the contractors chose to go on strike at a time
when it was crucial to have the work finished by a certain date
which was fast approaching. Of course they received the demanded
raises. The dome was left undone--no time for it, and it was
completed not very many years ago!)
Wally had a "field day" taking pictures. It was the
chance of a lifetime!
By sheer coincidence, while Wally was still in
Montreal, his father, Hugo, returned from his trip to Finland,
and stopped in Montreal en route to visit me before continuing on
to his home in Birsay, Sask. We motored to my country home near
Beebe, and from there, joined by my daughter Nancy, the four of
us went on to Mount Washington in New Hampshire. We drove to the
top along the narrow, craggy road to the height of over 2,000
feet. Just before we reached the summit, the highest point of
land in that region, clouds rolled in to partially obscure the
spectacular view. On a clear day the Atlantic Ocean 100 miles to
the east could be seen, even the ships sailing on it.
In spite of the cloud Wally managed to snap many good
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scenic views. In one he included Hugo, Nancy and me which
clearly indicated by my stance that I felt the chill of the
atmosphere up there. Wally's true ingenuity for quaint and apt
terminology is illustrated in the caption at the back of that
particular photo which reads "Auntie-Freeze, Nancy, Old Man on
the mountain". Now, who else would have thought of that?
Nobody!
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(Another note from Nicki -- One of the items Wally
brought back to Sask. from his trip was a bumper sticker which
proclaimed "This Car Climbed Mount Washington". It became a
fixture on the bumper of the stock car that he owned at that
time. I don't remember the make of that car except that it was
dark green, in rather rough shape, and you had to get into it
through the window. It was certainly an indication of Wally's
droll sense of humour to suggest to anyone that this car had
driven up Mount Washington!) Back to Ellen's narrative ...
On the return trip his sense of h�mour again came to
the fore because he wanted to get a photo of the most decrepit
looking house we could find and describe it as the typical kind
of house in the USA. Good fortune favoured us as we did happen
to come across one, and only one, close to the highway with some
tall trees sheltering it at the back, the sole beauty feature.
The house was decidedly a very humble, seedy-looking place, but
what it lacked in worldly goods, the owner made up for in
patriotism because a large American flag fluttered atop a pole
set up beside the house. This served us well because it proved
that this "typical" house was truly in the USA. It was made to
order for Wally's purpose!
On the return trip we decided·to travel a different
route, via st. Johnsbury, Vermont, instead of Groveton, the way
we had come to Mt. Washington. As I was not familiar with the
st. Johnsbury route, and not wishing to travel amiss, we stopped
to ask the middle-aged farmer who happened to be standing near
the highway. As he was on Nancy's side of the car, she did the
asking, "Where are we?" The man pointed his index finger
directly towards the ground and informed, "You are RIGHT HERE!"
with definite emphasis on the last two words. True, Nancy's
question wasn't exactly explicit, but we did relish his answer,
something we have never forgotten--certainly Wally never did!
Hugo still chuckles about it, and so do Nancy and I whenever we
think about it.
We continued on our way and found via road signs
further ahead that we were on the right road. That trip was
truly an adventurous one!
Back in Montreal, after Hugo had left for home, Wally
took various tourist bus tours in Montreal, Canada's second
largest city. Montreal proper, which is on an island, has a
population close to a million, but Metropolitan Montreal which
includes the suburbs and towns around the island, has a total of
over 2 million people. Montreal was founded in 1642.
On the tourist tours, Wally took pictures of whatever
he found interesting. There was much to see and many things of
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interest. He covered the downtown area on foot, as well as Old
Montreal and the port area. He had photos of the architecture of
buildings over 300 years old. He showed contrasts of the old and
the new--for instance, an old stone church and a modern
skyscraper built chiefly of glass standing side by side. Who
else would have thought of taking such pictures! Wally had the
gift to notice the unusual which would escape the eye of the
average person. Also his interests lay in many different
directions and he had the talent to do something about them.
Whatever he did, he did well! He proved he could "carry on the
banner" admirably when a ceremonious occasion demanded it. For
instance, following his wedding ceremony at the church, the
reception was held on the green lawn of Mary's parents' home near
Stewiacke, Nova Scotia. Wally, looking truly handsome in his
dress uniform, standing beside his beautiful bride, delivered a
speech worthy of his stature as a captain in the Air Force and
even above it. The sun smiled brightly down to bless their
union.
Wally refused to allow life to become humdrum. He,
with Mary, a willing partner, took advantage of whatever
interesting activity was at their disposal while they were
stationed in West Germany, whether it was at the Air Base at
Baden-Soellingen, or elsewhere. During the three weeks in 1984
that I spent in Germany with them, we covered many miles in
different directions. One weekend we ventured to the top of a
high mountain (Schilthorn) in Switzerland, another time to a
large cheese factory in France, etc. And, on Sundays, different
German towns in turn sponsored 10 km. and 20 km. walks, with
checkpoints in between. Any person over 50 years of age who
reached the 10 km. point was given a medal. This was to
encourage people to walk. Wally was interested in various forms
of physical activity, and knowing I enjoyed walking, the three of
us joined in two of these while I was there, thus I came home
with two medals. Wally took part in the Berlin Marathon and the
Copenhagen Marathon--he was no couch potato!
I shall always remember Wally for his kindness, as
while I was still in Germany, he showed me around on his day off
to explore old castles on high hill tops, and the old walled city
of Gotburg with its ancient bridge, old buildings, narrow
sidewalks, etc., and the countryside itself. And, as I was too
timid to rent a car and drive on the autobahn with its limitless
speed, Wally would drop me off at the railway station on his way
to work and pick me up on his way home, after I had spent the day
in another city of interest, e.g. Frankfurt am Main, and also see
more of the country as the train rolled along.
After leaving Germany, Wally and Mary motored across
country from Nova Scotia to Cold Lake, Alta., stopping to see
friends and relatives along the way. By coincidence, when they
arrived at Nancy's place at Stanstead, Que. we had just sold our
country place on Lake Memphremagog and closed the deal that day.
They were included in the invitation to celebrate the sale at a
tea at the home of the real estate agent, Madame Dupont, whose
husband is the mayor of Rock Island, a town adjacent to
Stanstead. Perhaps Mary still has the Rock Island pin Mme.
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Dupont gave to each of us--a tiny token of the event.
We were
happy to have Wally and Mary with us.
In the latter part of the following year r Hugo, our
brother Neil and I went to Cold Lake to visit the young couple
and to show Neil the Base there as in his career he was involved
with missiles and thus would perhaps be interested.
Wally showed
us around the base to acquaint us with his work there--he was
keenly interested in his chosen career.
By this time Nicholas was on the scene, an active
little child.
Seeing him then, and later at 2 1/2, he reminded
me very much of Wally when he was 4 1 the first time I saw him.
But now he was at the other end of the scale--the father who
involved himself with his child's care and development, and
helped Mary with the task.
Wally was a friend to all; young and old, rich and
poor.
This was clearly displayed in the final honours bestowed
upon him on that sad day in January 1989.
This person, so vital,
with such an enjoyment of life, advancing well in his career, a
But
happy family man 1 to be felled by a CJ:uel stroke of fate.
his deeds, his memory, live on!
We remember!
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Memories from Aunt Siiri
(Note: Aunt Siiri (Niemi) Koski came out to visit in
Sask. in 1965 from St. Catherines, Ont. When Wally's mom had to
be in hospital for a broken leg, she was recruited to stay at the
farm to help look after things.
Here are some of her comments.)
I remember Wally was a very lively boy, my my he sure
like to tease me, boy didn't I go after him, he went so fast I
couldn't catch. Also he loved his big black and white cat, in
the evenings he sneaked in to go to sleep with Wally.
Sure
didn't have much room on that narrow bed.
I usually chased it
out. Next Wally's trick was to take a screen off above his bed,
the cat got smart too.
I found out about this so I really nailed
the screen tightly. That cat's chance was small.
Then on some of the clear moonlight nights, he brought
out his telescope and a stand too, didn't have to hold it by the
hands. We watched stars and the moon.
So that was very
interesting.
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I Vivian

LaBarl

r Remember Wally --

by Vivian LaBar

Our family's memories of Wally go back in bits and pieces as far
back as Wally's 12th or 13th summer. There was a group of Birsay
kids who took swimming lessons at Outlook Pool one hot July and
our daughter was one of them as were Foto Sukanen, Cindy Peters,
Lorraine & Harvey Bartzen, Gavin Reed, and Wally. We moms took
turns driving and r can still recall Wally coming out of the
Niemi trailer with his eyes half-shut and stumbling into our
backseat where he would doze until we were almost into Outlook.
He was a few years older than our kids and thus we didn't have
much more close contact with him until the mid-70's.
His mother's untimely death in 1972 had a very adverse effect on
teenaged Wally and his life faltered badly for several years; he
dropped out of high school (gr. 12) and drifted aimlessly.
rt
was during this time that he moved into the little bunkhouse in
our farmyard and from there gradually became a part of our
extended family.
Laurel and Neil were 16 and 14 at the time when
Wally began "hanging around". When Laurel and Wally started
"going together" there was brother Neil being a tease and a pest
as younger brothers have been since the beginning of time! There
was also kid brother Peter (9) who followed Neil's lead so there
were some very noisy times in our small house as various things
got ironed out and friendships were established.
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Gradually Wally got his life back on track' he completed his
grade 12 by correspondence in 1977, the same year Laurel
graduated from Lucky Lake High. He had done most of the
photographic developing for the Lucky Lake yearbook "Memories"
that year, as his little bunkhouse was a perfect darkroom.
Laurel was the yearbook editor and I lost my living room for the
school year as it became full of copy, layouts and proof-sheets.
rt was a relief when June came and that stuff was finally all
back in the school! Laurel and Wally wrote some of the same
final exams (in fact she used to do some of his yearly English
essays as bribery for him developing some of the pictures for the
yearbook) and she actually got a higher mark in Chemistry than he
did! Wally was quite surprised as he always had a reputation for
highest marks in Maths and Sciences in his high school and for a
girl to better him (even his girlfriend) was a real shocker to
him.
r recall those busy years so well indeed -- he and Neil (and
sometimes Peter) were fooling around with model airplanes between
schoolwork and other activities. One cold winter day (about
-35 'C,) they just had to try out this new type of model engine
Wally had got through a mail order.
rt was too cold outside plus
the fumes were atrocious, so what did they do? Open the window
of Neil and Peter's bedroom and wind up the noisy thing there!
At least half of the blue smoke it made poured out of that window
and the rest of it floated through the house that cold Saturday!
Anyone outside would have been sure we were having a fire but
being in the country nobody noticed but myself choking away in
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the kitchen where I was trying to get something done.
I finally
opened the kitchen door to let out some of the stench and the
racket!
The summer Neil was 14 and Wally was 21 both of them purchased
BMX bicycles (forerunners of today's mountain bikes) and spent
the summer 2-wheeling around our farmyard and the surrounding
hillsides.
In the fall each of them sold their bike to younger
kids in the community. I realize now that I was seeing Wally
"catch up" (on something he had missed in his younger years) when
he and Neil were careening around our yard. The motorbikes and
cars came after that but the model airplanes were always there.
He couldn't bear to destroy even the wrecked ones; there are
still (1990) some patched-up balsa frames hanging in the basement
of our old house.
Wally's Kelsey years came next and it was during this time that
he used his inheritance from his Uncle Bill Alto and got his
private pilot's papers. After that the love affair with
airplanes intensified. He had a summer job at the Plato oil
field in 1977 and he rented a small plane and flew it down here
one hot weekend in July 1978.
I don't know how many "rides" he
I made
gave that Sunday; as many as he could in one afternoon!
up "Care packages" the winter of 78-79 weekends to send back to
Saskatoon for both Wally and Laurel (she was working at Frontier
Foto that year and in '79 she went off to Bangladesh on an
exchange program with Canada World Youth).
Then there were the "Chilliwack " and "Moose Jaw" training years.
I still have a few "Pussar Green" towels left over from those
times. Enos was home alone one evening when Wally phoned; he was
almost in tears: one of his classmates had died in a training
crash near Chilliwack and Wally was very upset by the accident.
Enos consoled him as best he could and his training continued to
his successful graduation from CFB Moose Jaw. We took his dad
Hugo and Nicki (sister, who had flown in from Ontario) with us to
Moose jaw for the event. I remember Nicki and I just gaping at
each other as "2nd Lieut. W.W. Niemi" was called out again and
again when the awards were presented that day. How happy we all
were for him. Wally was on his way up!
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Even though we often only saw him on weekends or holidays, we
never lost touch as he moved around Western Canada with the Air
Force--there were still the last-minute Christmas shopping sprees
with Neil and Laurel (usually on Dec. 24th) with a lot of hasty
wrapping of gifts for everyone, especially his 3 nephews at Rock
Point, who idolized "Uncle Wally" all his life.
He and Laurel drifted apart as his obsession with his "aluminum
flying mistress" intensified and her interests centred on Third
World projects, so they parted ways when he was posted to Germany
with Nato in 1982 and she continued her university classes.
Then we started getting postcards from various parts of Europe (I
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still have them all) and soon a schoolteacher named Mary was
being mentioned and shown in letters and photos sent from Baden.
We never made it to visit him when he was in Germany; farming
took a real downturn then as the drought years of the 80's began
and finances were low. We had a standing invitation and often
wistfully talked of seeing Europe. None of us could afford to
attend their August '84 wedding either, Stewiacke Nova Scotia is
just too far from Sask. but we sent our best wishes and waited to
In
meet his bride when they returned to Canada to live in 1986.
the interval, parcels continued to cross the ocean both ways and
we accumulated various souvenirs; the 4 little wooden Christmas
tree ornaments (one for every year he was overseas) and other
Black Forest mementos that we treasure now.
Our own lives were torn apart when 19 year old Peter died in
April '85 and Wally mourned with us, even though he was half a
world away. After all, Peter had been sort of a kid brother to
him for almost 5 years, he had even taught the younger boy to
play chess, the only one in our family who learned the game; and
they had done things like swimming, boating and other farm
activities together and flown model airplanes of course.
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There are so many more stories I could recount but I will include
this one and it is not about airplanes!
We've always had pigs on
this farm and the loading facilities weren't always perfect.
Anyway one nice summer day we decided to load up a bunch of hogs
for market and one of them got away.
So Neil, Peter, Wally and I
proceeded to corner it and Enos tried to lasso it cowboy-style.
But pigs are hard to rope; this ornery pig wasn't co-operating.
He headed for the trees on the north side of the farm yard with
all of us in hot pursuit. Sounds like Dogpatch, right? Well
In and out of
anyone watching would have thought so I'm sure.
those trees we went after Mr. Pig with a couple of dogs to add to
the confusion. Finally, Wally in desperation fell on the pig as
it passed near him about the fourth time and literally tackled it
with a bear hug around its middle! Enos got the lasso around the
animal's head and voila! I remember literally sitting down under
a tree and laughing at the spectacle as it happened; it really
was Dogpatch; all those dust-covered people in pursuit of one
squealing hog!
So, I remember Wally in so many ways; some sad, some funny, and
all very human. Like all of us, his life had its ups and downs
and I will admit that when he went off to Germany, I really began
to worry more about him and those planes!
I'm not keen on flying
personally but I realize that was Wally's life and
Destiny/Fate/whatever takes its way in everyone's life. The rest
of us will have to carry on without him until we meet again, God
willing. Meanwhile, we keep in touch with Mary and the boys as a
precious link with Wally. We were sort of pseudo-foster parents
to Wally; there was also a marriage connection as his sister
Nicki was once married to Enos' brother Lewis from 1969-78 .
The picture of

. Wally shows
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after they finished

their "marathon paddle" from the Gardiner Dam on the south Sask.
River to the city of Saskatoon. The time was mid-June 1979.
Wally had finished his current exams at Kelsey and Neil was about
to start his Gr. 12 finals in a week. They jointly owned a canoe
and paddles, life-jackets, etc. I drove our truck to the dam
along with the food and equipment needed for 2 days' camping,
plus the canoe and our heroes and saw them paddle away into the
sunset on a beautiful calm Friday evening. They were chanting
something as they went round the bend of the river (later they
admitted they stopped and took off their bulky life-jackets
around the bend; they'd worn them so I wouldn't worry; both could
swim quite well anyway). They paddled until dark, then camped on
a little island between Outlook and Saskatoon for the night.
Apparently they got up quite early the next morning, ate a hasty
breakfast and paddled all day without any more stops. At times
the water was so shallow the canoe almost touched bottom which
made for a slow journey. They ate their lunch from cans as they
paddled along. It was near midnight when they got to the
outskirts of Saskatoon and after all those hours of effort, there
were two rather exhausted and sunburnt young fellows who
literally fell out of that canoe into the water when they beached
it. Al those hours of sitting crouched in one position had
extracted a price in terms of stiffness and sore muscles! They
made their weary way in the darkness to Laurel and Norine's house
on Maple Street. The snapshot shows our sunburnt hero
"zonked
out" on the living room floor. They literally slept around the
clock after their "voyageur trip". Both said later that they
should have given themselves three days to make the journey a
more enjoyable, leisurely affair, but they never had the time
later to repeat their epic journey.
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The summer of '79 was also memorable for one of Wally's other
hobbies--cars. This one was a rusty black "Beetle"--a stripped
down VW (minus its fenders) that he bought from a Kelsey
classmate for $125.00. If the serial number was to be believed
it was a '64 model but who could be certain? Anyhow he sold it
to Neil for $100.00 and the two of them made a fast trip to Banff
in it where they attracted quite a bit of attention: everyone
notices a VW, at least those two believed so. When they came
back Neil used some stencils and the car proclaimed "POWER-LITE
KEROSENE" on each side after he gave it another paint job--still
black of course. Then Wally bought it back from Neil for $100.00
and he repainted it once more--still flat black. He borrowed the
stencils from Neil and the Beetle had "POWER-LITE KEROSENE" on
its sides when it was sold to Ian Ward a couple of years later.
That car attracted a lot of attention in its heyday. For all I
know, it is still making heads swivel around!
The ties between Wally and Neil strengthened after Peter's death
and they remained buddies; brothers in all but name.
My memories are the sort that mothers the world over keep in
their hearts. Enos and I have been foster parents over twenty
years but our relationship with Wally was never that formal, life
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Topsy "it just growed" and we were all richer for the experience.
I know that as long as I live, the whistle of a low-flying jet or
the sight of a jetstream will bring his memory to me.
As will
Roger Whittaker music or watching someone fooling around with a
camera and organizing a goofy home movie complete with "action
shots".
Even the way his eyes "lit up" at sight of homemade
buns or Saskatoon pie ....
In so many ways, I remember Wally.
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!Bernard & Dorothy LaBar]
Wally always liked doing daredevil types of stunts like taking
his motorcross bike straight up a hundred foot gravel pit bank,
flying about twenty feet at the top of the bank. He built
himself a hot stock car which he would scare the spectators
watching him putting it through its paces going several yards
sideways on two wheels.
Dorothy and I were driving home one afternoon when we came across
two motorcycles wandering all over the road, drivers in a happy
go lucky mood. He and his friend Tom Knight got into the sauce
and then attempted to ride their bikes. They also did other
types of excitement like streaking through a restaurant in
Saskatoon when the streaking fad was on, which they did on a dare
and got caught.
He liked to play games that took skill such as checkers and
chess. He always seemed to be a fellow with a high IQ. He
missed as many days of school as he could get away with and still
ended up with the highest marks in his class.
---- Bernard LaBar
Wally was at his happiest when he was constructing his model
airplanes. I especially remember an event early in his "career"
when he proudly finished one of his models.
He wanted all the
members of our two familys, who lived in the same yard, to come
and see his flying attempt. So there we all stood on a chilly
spring evening while Wally p,oured the gas and did whatever
preparation he had to do. Finally with a loud Prrr off went his
airplane far across the dry lake where we lived close by. He
never found it and to my knowledge it's still there amongst the
weeds and alkali. Wally never imagined his plane was so well
balanced that when he put too much fuel into it the plane would
go so far .
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Foto Sukanen]
Memories of Wally--submitted by

Ms. Foto Sukanen
Surrey, B.C.

Most of my memories go back to the carefree days of childhood-
growing up on neighbouring farms on the prairies. I recall one
summer day when Wally and I were playing a game vaguely
resembling scrub ball. The batter would toss the ball in the air
and try to hit it so he could run to first base and back. The
other person would be the fielder--catch the ball and tag the
other guy. My dog Corky was the outfielder--happily retrieving
the hits that were too far to run after. As I was not a good
catcher or runner most of my afternoon had been spent as fielder.
I was ready to suggest we do something different when Wally hit a
grounder in the general direction of first base--much to our
surprise Corky quickly got the ball and ran towards Wally
I insisted that since
tripping him before he reached first base,
Corky had tagged him while she was holding the ball that he was
out and I should be allowed to hit in place of Corky as dogs
aren't capable of swinging a bat. My persistence paid off,
Wally finally agreed and at long last I had a turn at bat,
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It was a blustery evening not too long before Christmas one year
when Wally had come with his mom and dad to visit. As hills were
not convenient on their farm, Wally had brought his toboggan
along. Once we were both bundled up we ventured out into the
pasture to my favourite hill. The recent blizzard had created a
drift that made a 3-foot drop near the bottom of the hill. As I
recall we both were looking at that drop and neither of us were
sure if we should try it. Somehow Wally managed to cajole me
into going first.
I nervously got on my 14 foot wooden toboggan
and started down. Somehow I made it to the bottom in one piece.
Seeing that I had succeeded Wally took his turn on his little 4
foot aluminum toboggan. Just as Wally had gone off the drop his
toboggan went one way, and he went tumbling the other way. Wally
insisted that it was the weight of my toboggan that had let me
get to the bottom of the hill without any trouble--and I claimed
that I was a more experienced tobogganist. We settled our
differences and shared the length of my toboggan--enjoying
ourselves until it started to get dark.
It was Spring of 1970--the year that Mom and I and Nicki and
Wally had come to stay for a few
Victor had moved to Saskatoon.
days during Easter break. Wally's love of planes was showing
itself. He had decided that he wanted to go to the airport to
see whatever he could see. Bus service was not good and neither
of us had a drivers licence so the only alternative was to walk.
As I recall it took us over an hour to trek through the slushy
open fields to get to the airport. Once we were there we found
out that there was only one jet departing and none arriving.
I
Neither of us had thought to phone and check the schedules.
thought it a bit much to hike for over two hours to see one jet
but Wally was more than pleased"
Later during that stay he had bought a toy, a sort of flying
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saucer that when thrown into the air would pop open--revealing a
parachute--and drift gently to the ground.
If I remember
correctly Mom had dropped us off at the bowling alley and had
gone to visit a friend, Mrs. Johnson.
We were to walk there when
we were finished bowling.
After having a snack Wally and I went
into Mrs. Johnson's back yard to see how well this flying saucer
worked.
His maiden flight was perfect.
Wally carefully folded
and tucked the parachute back into the saucer and launched it for
the second time.
All was going well until a gust of wind carried
it over the fence and we watched it gently float down into the
neighbour's yard.
It took some time before Wally found the nerve
It
to go and knock on the door to ask for his flying saucer.
would have been much easier if he had been ten years old instead
of 14 or 15.
The doubtful expression on that lady's face when
she saw this teenager asking if he could have his flying saucer
back!
As I look back on the years I feel that Wally was sort of a
surrogate big brother.
Being an only child on a farm I didn't
see many kids my own age --so I enjoyed any visits that I had with
Wally.
He could be such a pain teasing me, but that was all a
front.
He had the patience to teach me how to play chess- he had
learned from reading books and then replaying the championship
matches that were in these books to give himself a good concept
of what was going on, and picking up strategies as he did.
I can
remember him telling me not to move a certain piece and showing
me the reason.
I also remember frosty clear nights and being
given a guided tour of the craters of the moon, Mars, Jupiter and
also the sunny afternoons
Saturn, with Wally and his telescope- While
when he would use the screen and show me sunspots .
aligning everything he would tell me what the Bartzens
(neighbours about 1 mile and a half to the north) had eaten for
supper the night before, claiming he had been able to watch them
eat supper .
I will always fondly remember Wally.
Every year when I am at the
Abbotsford Airshow watching the CF-18 being put through its
paces, I say a little silent prayer in his memory.
He pursued
many of us don't even try.
and achieved his wildest dreams- -
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K�ELSEY INSTITUT E I
SASKATOOI'\T · j·
Brian Robinson]
1977 to 1979
One knew Walter was fond of airplanes as in his spare time he
could be found sitting at the Saskatoon Airport watching planes
take off and land.
Many of Walter's noon hours at Kelsey Institute of Applied Arts
He
and Sciences in Saskatoon were spent playing ping pong.
repeatedly beat his opponents but his opposition readily came
back for further beatings .
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Halloween 1978: Walter and a few of his Mech Tech buddies were
rumoured to be seen in Saskatoon bars dressed in their Swat team
uniforms.
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Dear Linda,
Lone tirae no write. I huven•t got around
to writinG because 1•m so lazy (busy actually).
Anywoy,on with the letter.
1t•s been kind of cold the last :few days
(one monthJ. The snow so :far isn•t as bad as
it was last winter. Right now it•s about 6
degrees above zero,but yesterday it was about
25 below.

we did our exa;:;:,.s quite a while ago,but I'll
tell you my IL.arks.

SPELL IITG•••••• 972)
LITERATURE ••••85%
EUGLISH,•••••• 8l;o
MATH••••••••••91%
SOCIAL STGDIES,.90%
SCIENCE •••••••• '811%
we did not �ave a neaith exam.
Ou± teacher,r.:_r. Ken :Mathers 1 w.akes ,.vs
(grade 6 and 7J say a pledge •• rt goes some-
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thing like this:
I pledge to try to remember to obey the
rules and reeulations of this school. I will
also respect my teachers and fellow students.
stupid,ain•t it?
. Right now t�om is in University Hospital in
saskatoon. Siiri went to the hospital in out
look :for five days because she had something
wrong with her arm. She•s home again now.
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2.

r,:y birthday was a fe\'! days af_o - uov.10
actually. From Nicki I got a chocolate bar
(cheapskate,ain•t she?), From dad I got a
map,of' the Solar System,which included'ethe Illoc
planets,and a chart. siiri gave me a pair of·
morninf sli:ppers(which I'm wearing ri6ht now)
and two pairs of' socks.
we had a variety night in Birsay a :few
weeks ago;one of the items was an "Ed sulliuar
Show",and I was in it. ,:,y classmate,V/ayne Kill[
arid I did a comedy dialogue. First of all
wayne came out from one side of the stage and
I came from the other side and jumped into hiE
arms. EVerybody laughed of' course. Then I
said,"I-I-I just met a great big bear in the
woods." wayne says,"Good. Did you give him
both barrels?" Then I say,"The heck with both
barrels! I gave him the whole darn gun." (Ha,
There were some other jokes that I can•t re
m.ember.
well that•s all the news I can think of' f,
now,so goodbye.
Your "Cuzzen"
wally
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Feb. 27/66
le.l.lo Linda,
I can 1 t think of much to write so this letter will be short
I:i,m. writing with Ann�s typewriter.She is paying�- for it with 4r
rer mvn money(Ann told me to put that in).
I'M. going to put my marks in this letter ,so here they are:
Arithrn.etie: 95% ,english:79jS.,Spelling :92i,s.S.:didn't do exam.
Scienee:88%,Health:.83$(THESE are rey mid-term exams)
!IL.- Ma.th:95%,Compo :95%,spel.90�
S .. S:70$,Sc.:83,Hl. :82%*(0ctee)
a:.ro-day it is very windy,I :forgot �"tlt� Wli at Iwas_going to say
By the way was your dad hurt in the accident?
� The temp. has been pretty warm for the past few days.
But the. snow has not melted m.uch!°*@'< IJl�here@ outlook a few days
ego to see ·the Dentest.
I can't think o:f much more to write but I still can write
ab-Out the dreary happenings ar(mnd here ..
BOY are your Gro 6 s ever lucky , the only things we do is
rot hardly mentiona ble.o�Our school may sound like a dull one but
it doesn't seem to get boring .. ......e
w are split i.and t also o (6&5)
*�!EM!*
-M>��!
��
1
��*�
I m going to send some pictures in this letter.
1"."f

YOUR

couSl.bl.,

Walter William
tox: 62

Dunblane,. Sask .. C •.
an

ps .. G 1 bye

IJ .. Arnerica, Earth, Solar System.

P .. S. Ann also got a new suit case.

( Nof,,__
© Nick Niemi 2017
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January 1969

Dear Linda:
I was rather surprised when I got a letter from you so
soon but it was greatly appreaciated. I don't blame you for not
writing to me for so long until I finally got around to writing
because, if I remember right, you wrote me last. When it comes
down to writing letters I fail completely. I guess it's a
disease that affects nearly all of us when it comes to letter
writing.
But so much for that. About the weather around here, it
has greatly changed since I wrote you last, now it is bitterly
cold with lots of snow.
Since I wrote you last, two blizzards
I have
have come and now there are 5 - 6 feet banks all over.
begun to excavate a very high and long one to build a tunnel or
bunker (whatever).
And about the snow toboggan, yes we do have "ski-doos"
up here too. Many of them as a matter of fact. They have become
very popular around here lately.
You asked about Tippy, didn't you? Well you are right
she was an old dog when you were here. She's an even older dog
now! She is still very spry and wild (active) for an old dog.
We have a few pets around her too--2 dogs, Snoopy and
Tippy, 2 cats, 2 horses, 2 cows and 2 dozen chickens (if you call
them pets).
We haven't got our goat "Rosy" anymore (we got her
about 4 days after you left from our place) because we "donated''
her to another goat herd. We have our share of pets, and to top
it off, they are all females!
You said that you would like a pet dog. If I can fit
Snoopy into the envelope, I could send her to you. By the way, I
think I can find a picture of her. The pictures are only in
black and white and they're not very good (I took them myself!)
You said that you liked to write stories and poems,
besides collecting stamps.
If you have any that you have
written, I'd like to see them, so send some in the next letter if
you can.
In case you would be interested, I thought I would
mention that I have my own car (if you would call it that)! It's
a 1954 Dodge. If I am lucky, I might be able to get a Model T
Ford (1925 or so) to try to get running, from a neighbour.
You didn't burden me with your problems (about going to
school 1 day after New Year's). As a matter of fact, I think
that it was a very cruel thing to do to your school. Up here in
Canada we stayed home 4 whole days longer than you.
(ha, ha)
It's things like these.that make me glad I live in Canada (brag,
brag).
Also about your picture, I thought it was very good,
although you shure have changed from your last picture. Now you
not only have long hair, but glasses. You asked about my
picture? Well I'm afraid I couldn't find any (I like burning
them) but I'll send it in my next letter, as the school
photographer will be coming around pretty soon.
Well I guess that about wraps things up.
Your cousin,
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Wallyter

(I compromise)

WIFE
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Mary Fulton Niemi
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Oktoberfest 1983

Wally

© Nick Niemi 2017

&
Nicholas
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INTRODUCTION
In the pages that follow �ou find· the Wally that existed for
me, portra�ed in various narratives and anecdotes, As days and
months passed following his death I found my memories weighing
heavy on m� mind and the need to record and share them was
overwhelming as was the fear that the� would never be shared.
Man�. of course, never will be for there are so many. As I strive
to cope with the rnyster� of his death it is a comfort to look
into the past to the reality of who he was.
No, he wasn't perfect. He left things strewn all around the
house, seldom closed a closet or cupboard door and let clothes
pile up in mcuntainous heaps in the bedroom. He had a passion for
old clunkers and as long as he was able to deal with the
abnormalities of the vehicle he was sure I should be able to as
well. He had more than enough hobbies and interests (more than
enough to fill his time even if he quit work) and the �quipment
to go with each. At the same time he was never bored. He enjoyed
spending time with people and showing people things he was
working on. He had a way with people of all ages and was
well-liked by everyone.
Our world is much less bright and less interesting without
him.
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OUR BEGINNING
The curtain rose on our time together one Friday night in late
August 1882. It was ''Mugging In" night at the Officers Mess at
CFE
Baden-Soellingen, West Germany. All the teachers were
introduced and initiated into the Mess by "chug-a-lugging" a mug
of beer or champagne. Among the pilots the event was known by
such derogatory terms as the "Cattle Parade"! It was particularly
of interest to the single men of the mess as it provided the
opportunity to check out available "new
stock".
However,
comraderie was always good between teachers and military mess
members in general so the evening was one of light-hearted
bantering and good-spirited fun as everyone welcomed new and old
friends and enthusiastically kicked off the new season. I didn't
meet Wally that evening but he was there and I was placed on his
list of possible date material. (How man� more were on it I'm not
sure!),
The next week I was standing at the check-out counter of the
Auto Club paying for my new bike and chain lock. The bike was in
the back of the shop waiting for me to pick it up so all I had
was the chain lock. The fellow behind me, feighing surprise when
the cashier charged me a couple hundred marks, commented,"That's
pretty expensive for one chain lock, isn't it?" and we laughed at
the absurdity of the situation. The next weekend I realized that
this man with the easy wit was Wally.
It was again Friday Night Beer Call at the Mess. After supper
Joyce Page and I were standing socializing with a couple of young
men we knew, one of them a pilot on Wall�'s squadron (�21
Squadron). The other was a guy I knew slightly from before and
who was making a whole-hearted effort to attract more serious
attention from me though I regarded him as a good friend only. A
cute young pilot wandered over, blond hair shimmering and blue
eyes sparkling, a cute grin on his face. He was introduced �s an
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eligible bachelor newly arrived in
Germany.
The
ensuing
conversation revealed that he was the young man I had encountered
in the bike shop and that he was a farm boy from Saskatchewan who
loved travel and adventure. Somewhere in
the
midst
the
conversation I suddenly felt time stand still, the puzzle pieces
shift and fall into perfect alignment and the realization that
this mctn was perfect for me. I was determined that he should see
this too but my efforts were fraught with problems. On one hand
the friend I mentioned earlier was on the verge of asking me to
marry him as he tried to wrestle my attention away from �ally.
While I desperately tried to make him vanish Cor at least shut
up), while trying also to remain polite,
Wally persisted in
concentrating his attention on Joyce . Now I didn't want to hog
all the men from Joyce but this one was for me.
Eventually I found myself, finally, alone in conversation with
this captivating male who suggested I go biking with him that
weekend. Horrors! I had been out on my new bike earlier �hat week
but it had been so long since I had biked that my biking muscles
rebelled after a mere few kilometres and I was still stiff and
sore. No way would I be able to keep pace with this guy who
talked of his incredible rides through the vineyards in the
hills. I asked for a raincheck while I got into shape and
regretted my response for the next two weeks.
This guy would not leave my thoughts and I eagerly awaited our
next meeting. I dragged Joyce to the Mess for dinner several
evenings hoping to meet him not realizing that pilots ate at the
Squadron or, at least, seldom made it to dinner before the Mess
closed.
The next weekend was Labour Day weekend so Joyce,
another teacher drove down to Lake Constance on the
between Germany and Switzerland. It was a gorgeous area and an
idyllic weekend.
Finally Friday Night Beer Call rolled around again. I breathed
a sigh of relief when I saw that Wally was present. This time if
I was lucky enough to receive an invitation from him I would
accept no matter if it be to go mountain-climbing! Several
teachers were invited into �39's nlair'' for dinner. As dinner
ended I found myself immersed in a very interesting conversation
I
with one of the pilots so was late returning to the bar area.
was relieved to see Wally still there and he felt likewise as he
immediately (though casually) zoomed in on me saying,"Oh,
I
thought you must have decided to go home early." I was astounded
as the ensuing conversation revealed that he knew my birthday,
address, make of car (Mercedes), etc.. He had been Base Duty
Officer the week before and had taken time to look up my personal
-file. Rather than being upset I was quite delighted that he was
· taking such a risk by revealing his interest (and means of
information gathering). He even confessed to driving by my place
several times. He was going to be busy the next day but renewed
his biking invitation for Sunday which I quickly accepted.
We were embarking on a relationhip filled with love, fun. and
adventure. Our first of many humorous incidents was soon to
occur. We drove away from the Mess in Wally's . rattle-trap Cmy
adjective, not his!) Uolvo and found a quiet little nook not far
from the Rhine where we could park and spend some time talking.
Not much time had passed when suddenly the glare of car lights
It was the
shone through the window followed by a flashlight!
German Polizei on patrol! Wally coolly left the car to converse
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with them. I'm not sure what was said but we were asked to move
along. We left feeling rather foolish for we were in our late
twenties but had been rebuked for typical teenager behavior]
So
began our life together.

DUR FIRST DATE
It was Sunday, September 19th. The sky was blue, the sun was
warm and Germany was beautiful. Wally arrived mid-morning.
Typical of a pilot, he was armed with a map which had our route
marked off. I was a little leary of his plans as I knew that the
distance I planned to travel could easily be navigated without
the need for a map. However, the route appeared to be within my
capabilities so we set off. What a glorious day it was!
At a
strategic point along the way, I found my navigator had planned a
break at a charming little Eiscafe. I was delighted as German ice
cream had quickly become a favourite treat. for me (something
Wally and I had in common). We continued from village tD village
until we once again found ourselves outside my Hugelsheim
apartment.
All had gone well so far. Wally hadn't been disappointed at
not biking longer as he seemed a little under the weather. His
squadron had been to a Wine Fest at Bad Durrheim the day before
but he insisted he had only had 3 glasses of wine.
I found out
later that each glass held half a litre!
I had heard of a Hot Air Balloon Festival in Baden-Baden and
wanted to go very much. Wally wasn't really keen but wanted to
please me so we set off in his Uolvo. It was the first time I had
seen hot air balloons up close. I remember the blue sky and the
sun glimmering off colours upon colours of balloons. The effect
was magical and Wally's photography interest became apparent as
he instructed me to use the sun as backlighting for my balloon
shot. We met several other teachers and pilots there. Wally
agreed that it had been a good idea to go; the beginning of a
long-term trust in my judgement for choosing travel destinations.
Evening found us at a gasthaus in Neuweier chatting over a
bowl of goulaschsuppe.
It would always be remembered by us as a perfect day: a day of
sunshine, warm breezes, ice cream and multi-coloured ballons and,
most of all, enjoying each other's company.
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THE VDLUD
It was hard to carry an a discreet courtship with Wally. The
whole German neighbourhood knew when he came or left my apartment
by the rattle of his Volvo's exhaust pipe. Wally loved that
Uolvo. Somehow he brainwashed me into believing that his Uolvo
was far superior to my quiet, well-behaved (though well-worn)
Mercedes. "The Uolvo just needs a little work," he would say.
It
was the only car I ever drove in where the passenger had to pull
a piece of plastic from the back seat to cover up with on rainy
days or post-rainy days. That leaky spot got me more times! If it
had been on Wally's side he probably would have fixed it but
since it was on the passenger side, I think it amused him to see
people's reaction (much the same as a child with a squirt gun!).
At one time the key had broken off in the ignition so from
that time on he started it with a screwdriver. The engine was in
state-of-the-art condition Cacording to Wally) but the rest of
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the car consisted of body fill and rattling noises. (As I write
this I feel that his indignant ghost will appear to haunt me).
When we left Germany, Wally considered shipping his Uolvo back
along with the Audi, Sometimes I thought it was Just teasing but
I was never sure. My Mercedes was sold for $50 to a Junk yard.
Wally finally found a suitable buyer for his precious Uolvo and
completed the transaction 5 minutes before the office closed the
day before we left.

DUR WEDDING
We were married on August 2, 198� in my hometown of Stewiacke,
Nova Scotia. I know Wally missed having more of his own friends
and relatives at the wedding and was glad to have his Aunt . Ellen
present. Nevertheless he quickly fit into my family as if he had
always belonged.
The day of the wedding was clear, sunny and very hot� Wally,
who was training for the Berlin Marathon, set out for a morning
training session. Later he would claim,"I went for a run before
the wedding but Mary's Dad caught me before I got away!"
There was an elabotate plan concerning
which
vehicles
transported who to the church. Someone failed to follow it though
because my brother, Russell, and Wally walked out to the yard to
discover they had no way to the church. Someone made a quick
double-trip to ensure everyone was transported in time.
We were married in the United Church but the regular minister
was away so Reverend Pitcairn, a retired Anglican priest, married
us. We liked this man with rolling, Scottish accent, Che and his
wife are now wonderful next-door neighbours), and were not upset
when his nervousness and absent-mindedness resulted in several
amusing errors in the service.The soloist's song was omitted but
added later in the service. As the service progressd I was asked
if I wanted Wally for my "lawfully wedded wife''!
Then when the
rings were blessed they Jiggled around on the Bible so much that
we were afraid they would fall and go down the grate at our feet.
It was a pleasant service and these incidents Just kept it a
little light-hearted.
Our photographs were mostly taken at the home of a family
friend, Marie Gourley, who is a fantastic gardener and who also
decorated our wedding cake.
The reception was held on my parent'·s lawn at the farm with a
buffet dinner being served by the ladies church group. Since it
was very hot the shade of the trees was welcome.
We spent one day away, touring the Annapolis Ualley. A few
-days later we were off for a visit in Ontario with Wally's
sister, Nicki, and her family, (cousin Merle was there at the
same time). Then we returned to Germany. After that each major
trip we took was dubbd "Honeymoon#l","Honeymoon#2", etc.!
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WALKING
As a wedding present from the groom, most brides receive
Jewellery. I received a gold-tone Peugeot · bicycle. The wisdom
behind this gift soon became apparent. It made my other bicycle
seem lik� .a slow-moving clunker. Wally claimed
that
one
consideration he had made was that he would be able to go faster
himself since he wouldn't be held back waiting for me as I
laboured along. Bicycling was still lots of exercise but this
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bike made it a pleasure. We went bicycling a lot. There were a
multitude of routes that lead through farmers'fields, villages
with gorgeous flowers and half-timbered homes, and along the
Rhine. Whenever possible our route took us by an Eiscafe so we
could indulge in some delicious German ice cream. As I close my
eyes and remember these exursions I see green foliage, colours
upon colours of "blumen", magnolia bushes, roses, boxes of red
geraniums and sunshine. I cherish the memories of light-hearted
teasing and laughter. I realize now that those were some of our
very best times together. That wedding gift was not Just a gift
of love but a gift of good times shared.
We walked a lot too. Whenever there was a Uolksmarch nearby we
were there to walk our 10 kilometres through the scenic German
countryside. It was very common for us, both in Europe and in
Canada, to set out for a mid-day or evening stroll together. They
were times to relax, to enjoy the outdoors, to catch up on each
other's activities and to discuss plans and dreams.
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SWITZERLAND
One September weekend we drove to Switzerland to walk in the
mountains. We found a cheap room in a private home; a charming
Swiss chalet style. The next morning we took the chair lift up
the north slope at Grindelwald. Dressed in layers of sweaters, we
still felt chilly as we unloaded in the midst of low-lying cloud
Cfog).Through the cloud we could see little but the mountain
path. All around us we could hear the tinkling and clanging of
cow bells. Each one had a different tone so that it gave the
impression of a great, percussion ensemble. We were enchanted.
Every so often we would encounter one of these Swiss cow
musicians along the paths. �CThe bells they wore were huge!) There
were also a few goats wearing smaller bells. As we ate a lunch of
fresh bread and cheese with wine, we sat on a peak overlooking
the village far below and the sounds of a Swiss horn player
floated up. The day was one of the most perfect imaginable.
Another walking weekend found us in the rustic village of
Zermatt, Switzerland. Na gasoline cars are allowed into the
village. An electric train transports visitors in and little
battery-powered carts carry visitors to and from hotels.
The first night we stayed at a newer hotel owned by a
woodcarver. The ceiling of our room was all of wood carved into
medallions, each one a little different. The theme was repeated
in the huge wooden wardrobe. Across the street was a tidy, little
cemetary. Wally's postcards read," At least the neighbours are
quiet!"
The first day had been overcast and clouds had hung aver the
Matterhorn. The next morning dawned clear and bright. As we sat
at breakfast, I glanced up and saw the arrow-shaped Matterhorn
framed in the hotel dining room window. Wally wouldn't look
around at first thinking I was pulling his leg but I finally
convinced him. The Matterhorn was our focus for the day. We took
the lift up to the base of the mountain then set off up the trail
that led to a chalet a few kilometres up the mountain. It was
about three hours of walking to reach the chalet Cat my pace).
Although late May, there was still snow on the last stretch. We
arrived at the chalet thrilled with our accomplishment. The view
was fabulous and the sky and mountain were an incredibly deep
blue in the thinner mountain air. After a bowl of soup we trekked
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back down. Wally was keen on walking all the way back to the
village but relented when I begged to take the lift. Back at the
village, we enjoyed a supper of Swiss fondue then collapsed after
a strenuous but fabulous day.
The next day was again sunny and crystal clear. We took the
cog railway up the slope on another side of the village. A short
trek led us to a small lake that reflected the Matterhorn when
its waters were still. What fabulous pictures we took! That day's
plan was to walk all the way down to the village but I quickly
drooped after the previous day's excursion. I know Wally was
disapppointed but he was always a good sport so we caught the cog
rail down and spent the rest of the day resting and touring the
village.
It was with much regret that we boarded the train the next day
to leave our favourite vacation retreat. No matter what the
season or the weather, Zermatt is one of the world's most
beautiful places.
When asked which country in Europe· was his favouri�e Wally
always chose Switzerland. Not only did we enjoy the walking there
in summer but, of course, took advantage of the winter skiing.
A favourite yearly week-end retreat for the teachers was to
Adelboden, Swizerland. The picturesque village was about 15
minutes from the ski slopes higher up the mountains. Buses
conveyed skiers back and forth all day. In the morning we skied
on pristine slopes, then in early afternoon returned to the hotel
for a lunch of bread, cheese, fruit and wine on our balcony. Then
we donned bathing suits and lay napping in the warm spring sun
for an hour before dragging ourselves off to the
slopes
again.Incredible!
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While in Germany we ate out at least once a week. Many foods
will always remind me of Wally; Cordon Bleu, Snecken (with lots
of garlic), Wild Boar with Prieselbeerensosse, mussels pulled
from the shell and dipped in garlicy cream sauce, Cheese Fondue
Swiss-style and Apfel Strudel Austrian-style. Eating out was so
affordable at the time that we enjoyed these treats often. Once
on the way to Spain we stopped at a rural French restaurant for
lunch. The special included a huge bowl of mussels in the shell,
steak with french fries, green salad, cheese and ice cream
dessert. With the exchange rate all this was only $5!
It was nice to.be married to a man who enjoyed good food and
who would eat anything put in front of him. Well, almost
anything. One evening I presented him with a favourite of mine
from Newfoundland days: corned beef hash. The look on his face
---was one of horror .He explained that corned beef ration packs
during basic training and survival training had stamped out his
taste for corned beef. (He ate it stoically and I never made it
again.)
Food is so much a part of daily life that one's memories of a
person are ofen connected with different foods. I remember him
each Chrismas as I prepare fruitcake, and I know Uivian remembers
him with each Saskatoon pie she m�kes. In his memory I include
the following recipe for chili:
. WALLY'S CHILI:Chop up one large onion and one green pepper. Put
in a large pot along with an ample amount of crushed garlic and
fry in some butte� until tender but not burned. Add a pound of
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lean hamburger and fry until anything within three feet is
splattered with grease. Add one extra large can of beans in
tomato sauce, a regular can of stewed tomatoes, a small can of
tomato paste, some salt and pepper, about a cup of frozen corn
and an ample amount of chili powder. Heat until boiling. Taste
and add anything that's missing. (Only Wally knows the secret
here!) Leave in the fridge for a day for flavours to blend.
Invite a bunch of friends over for a hoedown. If possible, forget
to wash the pot. CI once took a class to Paris for a week and
returned to find a mouldy chili pot on the counter!)
Wally loved parties and company dinners. We had many. A
regular eating and talking party was never enough. Wally always
had to plan something to do that was different.
Our Scottish dinner was one that was memorable. Wally dressed
in a Scottish apron and tartan hat and played his genuine
Scottish chanter (fixed up to look like bagpipes.) Murk �as there
wearing Barb's kilt which matched our car blanket. Of course,
I
served haggis Cas an optional side dish!)
We served many turkey dinners. Wally always proudly carved the
turkey. I think it made him feel the part of lord of the castle.
Wally often had to do his shares of cooking for our ainners.
At one meal he skillfully prepared flambeed crepes at the table.
He had soaked the marachino cherries in kirsch since the night
before and hence inadvertently succeeded in getting everyone
drunk on the cherries alone!

A FIGHTER PILOT'S SCHEDULE
I soon found that a fighter pilot's schedule is never regular.
Through the months of January and February I tried to drive to
and from work with Wally when possible to avoid encounters with
the dreaded black ice. This usually meant up at 5 a.m. and home
around 5 p.m.. One day Wally was supposed to be staying over
night at another base so I had arranged an overnight visit with
Joyce Page. That afternoon as I was about to grab my overnight
bag to go meet Joyce, Wally phoned. His trip had been aborted, so
he was going to be home after all. "You're not still going to
Joyce's and leaving me home alone?" he asked, pitifully.CReally.)
So I cancelled my visit, headed home and unpacked my bag!
The next day I met Joyce right after school, intending to have
a quiet visit at her apartment until Wally arrived around 5
o'clock. By 8 o'clock I was very concerned. Some phone calls soon
revealed that Wally had had some problens with his plane at some
airbase in Holland and wouldn't be home for the night. Since the
�weather was bad and the roads slippery I stayed at Joyce's that
night, this time without my overnight bag!
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TRAUEL STORIES
With Wally around life was seldom dull. Europe had much to
offer and we took advantage of it every spare moment we had. We
were well-matched travelling companions in many ways, although we
had frequent arguments or ''discussions". I was good at making
long-range plans to go somewhere (Wally tended to be a last
minute planner) or at scouting out what interesting events and
points of interest were worth seeing. Once we arrived at our
destination Wally was more adventurous planning our activities
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than I was. For example, while in Greece we took a one-day Greek
Island tour . At the first island we disembarked with about an
hour to sight-see. Wally spied some mopeds for rent and became
excited about taking advantage of this. We putted along the hilly
terrain until we came to a beautiful harbour about 20 minutes
away. We ate lunch Call I remember are the huge, fresh Juicy
oranges) and speculated about how many oceans/seas we had dipped
our toes in. Starting back, the moped began sputtering on the
hills Cand there were many up-hills! ).We slowed to a crawl then
stalled completely. What a panic! There was no time to spare and
the worn-out machine would not go. Even Wally was upset. We
didn't want to miss the rest of the tour and especially didn't
want to be stranded on the island to make our own arrangements
back. Finally Wally coaxd the moped to go and we slowly made our
way back. As we rushed across the docks all the workers stopped
to yell,"Hurry! Run!'' (in accented English or something similar
in Greek)). Arriving on deck we discovered the boat was· waiting
for a bus tour that was late returning so it was another twenty
minutes before we departed. That was our last moped ride when we
had a deadline to meet!

ROME: UMBRELLAS
Chrismas season 1983 saw us getting off the Orient Express in
Rome. That evening as we were exploring the city, rain began to
fall in torrents so we purchased an inexpensive telescopic
umbrella. Not long after, we entered the Roman subway and found
we didn't have the correct change for a ticket. Wally left me to
It
go back up above to find a place where he could get change.
seemed like he was gone forever. He came back carrying another
umbrella. As he had stepped out onto the sidewalk, he had pressed
the button which opened the umbrella. Well, the umbrella did open
but went flying right off the end of the holder and out into the
street!
The new umbrella he purchased was a more expensive model with
a classy wooden handle. We boarded the crowded Metro train where
there was standing room only. At one station the train came to an
abrupt stop and Wally leaned on the umbrella to keep his balance.
The handle snapped off. So much for umbrella #2!
We did purchase another umbrella but fortunately didn't need
it as the rest of our stay was blessed with clear skies.

ADELBODEN, SWITZERLAND: TRIUIAL PURSUIT
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Wally was particularly talented at quiz games. Sometimes this
necame apparent in an amusing way. We were in Adelboden,
Swizerland at the teachers' yearly ski weekend. Wally strolled
into the lounge where a casual game of Trivial Pursuit was
underway. The first question directed at him asked for the name
of a renowned Finnish runner. Wally gave the answer quickly with
a perfect accent. Since no one present knew of his Finnish
background the� thought it was a great Jake that he could fake an
answer so well. As the person asking the question checked the
answer, astonishment flooded his face For he realized Wally
wasn't faking but had given the correct answer. Everyone was most
impressed. This startling entrance into the game kept people
talking all weekend.
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FINLAND: AIRPORT CUSTOMS

When we arrived at the Helsinki airport to depart after a
week's visit, Wally was very keen to visit the Aviation Museum.
Not being particularly enthusiastic about adding another Aviation
Museum to my list, I volunteered to check in and meet Wally in
the departure lounge. Wally happily handed over his luggage and
carry on bag and rushed off. After the ticket counter I proceeded
through the security area. No sooner had our things passed
through the scanner than I (and our bags) was whisked into a
small room with a female security officer. I felt myself go pale
with fright and even paler as it dawned on me that Wally's bag of
souvenirs contained two Finnish hunting knives! I was sure I was
being arrested. However this seemed to be a common occurance. A
form was filled out and signed, and the knives were wrapped in a
cardboard package and sent on with the cargo. The officer was
very friendly and soon I was free. I was badly shaken though so
when Wally ambled in I was quick to express my displeasure with
being left with HIS hunting knives. He found it quite amusing but
it is an experience I will certainly never forget.

MERIBEL, SWITZERLAND: SKI LESSONS
Some luck� Canadian pilots went each year to take ski lessons
with the French Military at various ski resorts in the French
Alps. Although Wally had never been on downhill skis, he set off
with enthusiasm. Snubbing his nose at the "Ski bunnies" in the
beginner group he Joined the Intermediate group the first day.
The instructor had each member of the group ski down a gentle
slope to gauge their skill. When it came to his turn, Wally
fearlessly pushed off. Of course, he didn't know how to turn so
went flying down the hill then head over heels, skis flying off.
It was then that he sheepishly admitted that he had never skied.
Shaking his head, the instructor declared in his heavily accented
English, "You are a very dangerous man!"
Wally learned quickly though and was allowed to remain with
the group (if for no other reason than his audacity!)
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HOLLAND
We were cruising down the Dutch Autobahn one summer afternoon
in my Mercedes with my parents in the back. Wally was getting
drowsy so we pulled over and changed drivers. I set out, always a
little nervous driving on the European superhighways. Looking
behind I saw the flashing lights of a Dutch police car Ca
-Porsche) .It pulled ahead and the two policemen signaled me to
stop at the service center Just ahead. "Oh, that's right," said
Wally, calmly , "I quess you're not supposed to stop on the
Autobahn except for emergencies." He was more excited about the
Porsche than concerned about being stopped!"
"What?! You knew that and you stopped anyway.. ,'' I began. As
we came to a stop, Wally leaped out with his camera and raced
over to photograph the car and other policeman, leaving me Cin a
nervous panic) to face the policeman at my window chastizing me
for stopping on the autoroute.CAs it turned out, the policeman,
who had noted our Canada licence plate, was more interested in
meeting and talking to us than he was in anything we had done
wrong.)
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SN EMBARASSING MOMENT
Wall\d'S sense of humour caught me off guard at times.
In
Athens, I was charmed b\d the car\:jatids (Greek pillars in the
shapes of women) on one of the buildings on the Acropolis. Thus I
decided to purchase one of the alabaster copies. These must be
popular souvenirs as there were man\:j available. As Wall\d and I
were comparing some to find one without a fault, the salesgirl
came over to assist us. Usry seriously Wallld quietl\d said to me,
"Oh, look! This one has the foot broken off. Hey, so does this
one." Incredibl\d gullible, I asked the girl, "Do you have anld of
these without a broken foot?" She gave me a bewildered look and
began to explain that since the actual car\:jatid had had a broken
foot for centuries then this copy had one too!
Momentaril\d I
realized not onl\d the truth of the matter but that Wally had
deliberatel\d baited me. CActuall\d I think he believed · I would
catch the Joke before I embarassed myself). The statuette that I
then purchased serves as a reminder of that
embarassing trap
Wally lured me into!

EUROPEAN EATING EXPERIENCES
"When in
When travelling Wall\d often lived bid the old motto,
Rome, do as the Romans do". He was fortunate to have the
enthusiasm and constitution to do so. He alwa\:js carried a Eerlize
guide and whenever possible spoke the language, if necesar\d
using phonetic phrases. Foodwise, in France he drank wine · and
espresso, in Italy: wine, in England: tea, in Greece: retsina and
ouzo (now that takes a good constitution!!), and in Holland:
coffee, coffee and more coffee. However, while on deployment in
Spain he found the practice of starting the day with coffee and a
sugar bun less than adequate to get one through a busy morning!
Wally ordered
One time while on a tour in Northern France,
something called a "petit oiseau" (little bird). Naturally he
expected something along the line of a capon or Cornish hen. What
arrived resembled an unplucked sparrow complete with head and
inna�ds. He managed to pick away at it and get a little meat off
the ribs but he never ever figured out exacly what it was that
one was supposed to eat (and enjoy?) on it.
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When he first arrived in Europe, Wally ventured over to France
with a friend one evening to experience some French cuisine.
Somehow high school French was not enough to interpret the menu
-but they ordered something that sounded reasonable. It came, the\d
surveyed it with interest and without comment cleaned their
Wall\:J quietly,
plates. When the waitress had cleared the table,
asked his friend, "What do you think that was 7" Just as calmly,
his friend replied, "I think it was brains."
Then the\d
"Yes, that's what I think too," said Wally.
nonchalently finished their coffee and headed for home. However,
each made a definite note of the French word for "brains" and
never ordered them again ..

SILENT SUFFERING IN ROME
Wally rarely got sick and when he did he suffered
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in

silence

we
(which always amazed me, as I am the opposite). While in Rome
The
trip
took a one day bus
trip to the ruins of
Pompeii.
included a visit to Naples and a visit to a
mountainous
village
famous for wood veneer furniture (typical tourist stuff but great
scenery!). Darkness fell and the bus neared Rome again . Wally was
quiet. Suddenly he asked for a plastic bag. The only
one
I
had
was carefully
wrapped around
my
disintegrating
but
precious
back
at
address book. Wally grabbed the bag and thrust the book
me . I started to protest then gaped as he expertly
vomitd
into
the bag, tied it up and sit it aside. It was quietly disposed
of
He
at the next rest ·stop. No one else realized he had been sick.
slept the rest of the way to Rome, walked the several
blocks
to
our pensionne and next day he was fine . He even presented me with
!
another bag for my address book

MAIDSTONE, ENGLAND
We had ·been in England for a long May weekend visiting
members
Just
before
of an associate civilian �21 Squadron in Maidstone .
boarding the Hercules
to
return
home,
we
visited
the
small
Aviation Museum . We were returning on a military
flight
so
all,
the guys were in their dress uniform.
Wally
come
over
to
me ,
chuckling to himself . He had been studying one
display
when
he
felt someone feeling his sleeve. Glancing around he saw a
little
old lady Just moving past him . He was Ju st close enough
to
hear
her gush to her companion,"Och! I've Ju st touched the
arm
of
a
Canadian airman!"
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MISCELLANEOUS
Wally seldom wore a hat even in the winter but
certain
hats
had a way of calling out to him
from
their
perch
in
a
store
display . He rarely shopped purposefully for a hat . They just came
su itable
to him and always the chosen
added
a
distinct ,
ones
flair to his appearance .
There was the khaki corduroy walking hat . 1 forget
where
he
bought it but he seldom went Uolkmarching without it. It
was
an
essential item on any trip to Switzerland, where we
tramped
the
mountain trails, and again in Canada's Jasper Park . If only
that
hat were magic it would tell of a
wonderful life
of
beautiful
scenery .
One hat that Wally searched out
(finally
finding
just
the
was
right one in Berchtesgarten, West Germany )
a
German
fancy
pins
to
--Oress walking hat. An
ongoing search
for
meaningful
embellish it ensued. It was mu ch too good to
wear
Uolksmarching
where German men wore theirs. Instead it was displayed in a place
once
of �onour in the living
room
and
worn only
a
year
to
Oktoberfest along with lederhosen, red- and-white checkered
shirt
and special wool kneesocks.
The fur hat I bought him in Ru ssia magically
transported
him
wore
it
to some Russian outpost everytime he wore it. He always
with great style complete with accent !
beige,
canvas
hat
While in Uancouver in 1888 he pu rchased a
in
the
park
was
that he called his safari hat. No casual hike
subsequently taken without that hat on his head.
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One-of-a-Kind Collection
Wally was a collector. CHis tacky souvenir collection amused
many a visitor.) When the CF-10� was phased out as a Canadian
fighter and were being prepared to be sent to Turkey, Wally got
the idea that he would collect a souvenir of a 10� cockpit. This
was not permissible by the military but, other than perhaps
taking one small souvenir gauge, no one other than Wally seemed
to have such grandiose ideas. Wally was very persistent. He
seemed to have a number of willing accconplices helping him
collect the parts. Also he would come home with skinned, bleeding
knuckles from prying a prize gauge out of an abandoned 10� shell.
He didn't manage to obtain quite all of the gauges but came
close.

curlinQ Tournament
One Saturday in mid-winter, Wally and I found ourselves at the
Baden Curling Club taking part in a Funspiel sponsored by g2�
Squadron (teachers). We were on different teams and eventually
our teams played against each other. The game ended in a tie.
Well, it Just happened that Wally and I were playing the same
I had
position; the one that is always chosen to break a tie.
first throw and set my rock almost square in the centre of the
house (What luck!) As Wally prepared to throw, a tense hush fell
over the rink. Everyone seemed to think,
''What great marital
battle will ensue if Mary beats Wally at this?" Wally displayed
typical"fighter pilot cool" but later admitted that his feelings
were torn. He loved to win and had an image to protect. At the
same time he didn't really want to upset me. There was total
silence as he shot. The rock sailed down the ice looking like it
would fly right through. At the last second it curved, whacked my
rock out of the way and planted itself in center house. The crowd
cheered , I groaned and Wally breathed a sigh of relief.
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CHRISTMAS
We always miss our loved ones at Christmas time. I miss Wally
all the more because he enjoyed Christmas with all the eagerness
and
enthusiasm
of
any
child
(though
his
leave-it-to-the-last-minute style could be irritating. He claimed
one couldn't feel the Christmas spirit without experiencing the
adrenalin rush as you shopped 1 hour before closing time on
Christmas Eve!)
He still hung up his stocking and expected his stocking
-stuffers to be wrapped up with little verse-hints attached. His
ability to feel and shake a gift and then accurately identify
what was inside was rather annoying. Gifts had to be cleverly
wrapped to deceive him!
He tried ta choose Just the right gift for each person. Even
our gerbils, Spot, Henry and Minnie, were not forgotten.
I was
amazed as I watched him wrap Christmas paper around toilet paper
rolls full of gerbil food. On Christmas morning he ceremoniously
presented them with their gifts. They gleefully nibbled through
all the layers of paper in typical.gerbil fashion
The gerbil
food inside was Just an added bonus.
One year in Cold Lake he found, on sale, a box of plastic
village buildings with lights inside each one. He industriou�ly
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build a step
platform from scraps
of
wood
and
assembled
the
village onto it. It was then set out on the lawn and plugged
in.
Well, it was cute but anyone passing
by
on
the
street
needed
binoculars to see what it was and every little snowfall
covered
from
it like a great avalanche. However a few "itty's"
(pretty)
Nicholas was enough to please Wally.
To
Wally,
Christmas
was a time
of presents
eggnog.
fruitcake, ginger cookies and turkey dinner . He
felt
it
was
a
time to spend with family and
friends
talking .
playing
games,
eating and walking in the snow . Few people enjoyed Christmas more
than he did.

NEW FATHER STORIES
When I was
pregnant
for
Nicholas,
Wally
and
I
naturally
speculated on what the baby would look like . We thought �t
would
could
be
a
be· a blond (or bald!) but I often mentioned that it
redhead.
I
wouldn't have
minded,
and didn 't
realize
how
apprehensive Wally was about this. However, in the operating room
after the C-section, while Wally
was
helping
wash
Nicholas,he
shimmering
exclained to the nurses who were
admiring
Nicholas'
blond hair, "Phew, I was really worried it
was
going
to
be
a
red-head!" When he turned around the first person in view
behind
him was a nurse with fiery red hair Oops!
The first little while that we had
Nicholas
at
home
I
was
paranoid about his safety and would seldom have him out
of
view
Wally
I
was sleeping.
for more than a few minutes except when
night
would reassure me and try to persu ade me to be calmer. One
shortly after we had turned out the light I heard Nicholas make a
and
I
lay
wondering
hiccuping or gasping sound. All was quiet
slip
whether to get up or not. Then I felt Wally softly
out
of
he
bed and heard him tip-toe into Nicholas' room . After a minute
I didn't say
slid into· bed again and gently pulled up the covers.
a word as, reassured, we both fell asleep.
Nicholas occupied us totally during the
first
few
weeks
so
that even in our dreams we were caring for him . One night I
felt
see
what
was the
Wally squirming around and looked
aver to
matter. There was Wally sound asleep
but
patting
his shou lder
Just as if Nicholas were there being burped!
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Wally was never contented to Just talk to or cuddle
Nicholas,
when he was even a newborn. He alw ays had to be stimu lating
him
to develop his brain power .CThere was sound reasoning behind this
but at times Nicholas was probably
too stimu lated! )
Wally
was
items
which
always rigging up mobiles of colourful and/or noisy
he would then attach to Nicholas' arm or leg so he
cou ld
wiggle
it . Nicholas would discover which
move
the
arm
or leg
wou ld
mobile and would wiggle it and stare intently at the
mobile
for
as long as 20-�0 minutes.

SOME SERIOUS TIMES
discussion
At one point in our relationship Wally and I had a
we
were
have
been
as
it
mu st
on trust. It seems to me that
�s
the
gas gauge
France.
ret�rning from Spain to Germany via
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dipped toward empty a search through wallets revealed very little
French currency though we had some Spanish money and ,lots of
German marks. The French highway has toll booths every so often
and these were quickly eating up our limited resources. We did
arrive in Germany with little more than a franc in our pockets
feeling elated as the marks took on value again. However, the
discussion on trust had arisen in the middle of this predicament
on the French autoroute. I was frantically interogating Wally as
to how he could have so miscalculated our money needs when
visiting the money exchange. After a while he quietly said,
"Mary, you've chosen to spend your life with me. I do the best I
can. I would appreciate it if you would have more trust in me. If
you support me and trust me we can get through anything." I never
forgot this. I still questioned his Judgement but many times I
held my tongue and reminded myself to have faith in him. He
seldomed failed me.
The trust grew with the many experiences we shared. AJ"ter the
Caesarian-section I had with Nicholas I was very weak and prone
to fainting. The nurse and orderly had twice helped me up to make
the short tr-ip to the bathroom but each time I felt so dreadf"ul
that I begged to lay down. When Wally arrived I had him help me
up. I had complete trust that he would protect me from pain as
much as possible and would not let me fall so I made the trip
successfully. The nurse was astounded when she came bustling in
later threatening me that I must get up only to find that my
husband had taken me. Her comment was,"Well!He must be a very
special man."
For days and months after Wally died I remembered his words
about trust. I trusted him to be there for us and he always was.
It was so hard to believe that, though beyond his will, he was
gone from my side.
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In December 1987, I had some health problems that had the
potential to be very serious. An appointment was made in Edmonton
for tests. I was very anxious but Wally reassured me. On December
23rd we left Nicholas with a reliable sitter while we drove to
Edmonton. A few hours of shopping at West Edmonton Mall was a
welcome change from Cold Lake and helped take our minds off the
tests at the clinic. When we arrived home at 8:00 that night,
Nicholas was asleep. While Wally was driving the sitter home,
I
discovered a note on the table saying,"The Doctor's office
called. She said not to worry, everything is normal." What a
relief! When Wally walked in the door I rushed to tell him. He
looked puzzled so I explained that the nurse in Edmonton had said
that she would phone my doctor with the results before Christmas.
�The sitter had left a note saying that the doctor had phoned to
say that everything was alright. Wally suddenly threw his arms
around me and hugged me tightly. There were tears in his eyes. I
was alarmed. He told me then how afraid he had been that he might
lose me but that he felt he had to hide it so I would be calm.
I
was overwhelmed as I realized how very much he loved me. Our bond
as a couple grew stronger.
We had only one more year together.

CONCLUSION
Wa�ly and I shared 6 1/2 years together. We travelled through
1� countries, _ate and slept in castles, sang in the New Year in
Trafalgar Square, spent Christmases in Spain, Rome,
London,
Switzerland, Germany and Cold Lake, Canada. We drove across
Canada. We had a family. Never will I manage to share all the
memories. Many of them are mine 77only to cherish. Wally was a
wonderful husband, fathe� and friend. I will always miss him.·

Receivi g Wings - 1981
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·siXteen piiotS,
graduate at -CFB .

econ -Lieutenant Walter·
William ·.Niemi' 'of )3irsay
. received his pilot's wings in a
ceremony . at .. Canadian
Forces--·Base Moose Jaw on
June 5th. The wings were
presented by General C.
· de Jager; chief of the defence
staff, Royal Netherlands.
One of sixteen graduate
pilots, Wally was also
awardell three of the four
trophies given out - for flying
proficiency, which,. was
presented· by Mayor Herb
Taylor; for studen\ with
· highest standing in officer
for
and
. de velopment;
who
· has
graduate
demonstrated the. highest
\calibre of professionalism,
leadership, and morale in
,,each phase of training to.
·. wings standard. The last
award was voted to him by
his fellow graduates.
Prior to Wally's 14 1/%
month pilot training period,
he attended Kelsey Institute
in Saskatoon for two years
and received his Mechanical
Engineering diploma. He also
obtained his private pilot's
licence while in Saskatoon.
He took niost of his public
and high school education in ·
Birsay and Lucky Lake.
. Wally is being promoted to
Lieutena nt and has been
posted to Cold Lake, Alta.
where he will be mostly
flying CF6 fighter jets.

'.' Sixteen pilots received their 'Trophy, awardedto the stude�i
wings Friday during a who attained the highest over-all
graduation , ceremony at proficiency, was awarded to
:,Canadian Forces Base Moose Capt. Harold Knop.
:Jaw.
,
The trophy .was presented by
The pilots, nine from the Assiniboia-Gravelbourg , MLA
, Canadian Armed Forces and Allen Engel, who flew himself to
, seven from . the Royal the ceremony in a private air-.
. Netherlands Air Force, were . craft. ; • , - · · � • • -: .. •
presented their wings in front of Mayor Herb Taylor presented
General C. de Jager, chief of the the City of. Moose Jaw Trophy
defence
staff,
Roral for the highest over-all. fl�g
· Netherlands, and reviewmg proficiency to Second Lieut .
. officer for the graduation.'. _ Wally Niemi of Saskatoon and
. "Standards for _pilots are Second Lieut. E. Vierdag of
· The
high-maybe the highest," he Netherlands.
', ,
told the graduating officers.
·"The · other officers· who
l'It is imports,pt that a pilot received their wings were:
:sees he is a link in a chain, and Second-lieutenants E. J. Bosch
an important link, but that he of The Netherlands, J. B. Busi of
also
depends · : on
the The Netherlands, J. A. Dekkers
-professionalism of others," de of The Netherlands, Lieut. C. A.·.
Jager said.
'.. ·"J. M. ·. Frijters ·of ,."The
.
;� In , , addition .;;/to : .. his Netherlands, Second Lieut. J.E.:
':;congratulations to the graduates A. Guimond of Montreal, Second,
;· for their achievements, de Jager Lieut. S., W .. Hale
-Ottawa;'
.
Uncluded
a somber note in his Second Lieut. D. J. :Hayderi of
paddress to the pilots. · .
. . Calgary, Second Lie1,1t. ·s. R.i
1-) "Now is a moment to be Howey ()( Sidney, B.C.,- Second .
, alert," he said, and the need for Lieut. ·. E. "Klap of . · The·
<.alertness ''is a �ituation that ties . Netherlands, Second, Lieut. B. A'. .
: our countries together.", · · · "Martin of Stratford, Orit.;·,
;:,{,Three ,; graduates .. were Sec�nd Lieut. J. L.-Semmeling
,;-recognized for. their excellence _of The Netherlands, Second
·;during the 14 and one balf month • Lieut I. M. Ward of Caronport
. training period. ·
· · -. and Second Lieul D. J. Whillans •
)J?rovince_·of .Saskatche!'t'.an ,, of, G��!Ph, Ont.'"':ih';
�.;,.�{i:�
rof

T,ophi e � Wo..11\J rec.e ;.ved:
(j)Fl�in9 Proricienc.j
Q) Studerit wit\... hi 9 h est s t'o.n di n_g
in 0��1'cer development
@ GrGdua.te who ho.s dernonst-roted
+he h19hes1 co.l,.ber o�
pro Fess.i'o no\ 1'srn I I eadersh i'p and
morale in eGch phClse o� iro.1nin.9
to Wi'n9s standard ( P1'cked b�
Fellow 9rnduates.)
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IIan Wardl
FUN IN THE BATH
My family was visiting at the Niemi's during a New Year's

season one cold and frosty winter.

My daughter Angie and Nicholas

(who were both about one year old at the time), were having a bath
together as Wally and I lathered and soaped the kids up, when
Wally decided that he would demonstrate the Latest bathtub toy,

a Fisher Price toy that sprayed water out of a small tank and hose.

So Wally said "watch this Ian, the kids will Love it" whereupon Wally

shot some water at Angie who immediately screamed her eyes out.

that wasn't the response that Wally was Looking for, so muttering

Well

something about his kid at Least knows how to have fun, he shot

some water at Nicholas who also initiated an ear piercing scream

which resulted in two kids now crying their hearts out in the tub.

By this time both mums had shown up just a Little upset with us for

making their babies cry.

warm water in the toy.

kids.

OOPs sorry mum.

It would appear that Wally had not put any

So he had sprayed freezing cold water over the

WALLY BUYS THE BEER
Wally and I were deep in study one beautiful evening while
sharing a room together during pilot training when Wally yelled

"glow plug".

This meant that we both had to drop what we were

doing, grab our radio controlled aircraft and race down individually

to the Local model flying site.

airborne bought a case of beer.

The idea was that the Last person
Well, Wally got a head start and

even though I took a short cut (which removed the muffler from my

car) Wally beat me.

Wally was all prepared for flight when I showed

up but he did not seem too interested in flying, complaining about
strong winds and poor Light etc.

Well the conditions seemed ok to
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me and the closer I got to take off the more agitated Wally got.

Finally seeing I was almost ready Wally sheepishly admitted that he

had forgotten his transmitter back at the room making it impossible
for him to fly.

Rather than driving back to the base, I allowed

Wally to fly my airplane A.fTER I got the first flight for the night

plus it cost Wally two cases of beer.
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Thanks for the cool one, Wally.
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/Sandy Sanfoy-d]
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[Ronnie Sanford \

All the
We had a course party at our house in Cold Lake.
course was there including Wally. He seemed like such a quiet guy,
rather shy and very unassuming. As the evening wore on and we were
all getting a little noisier, the music got a little louder and
some of us began dancing to the good old music. Wally had taken
to dancing in my hallway and on into the kitchen, in fact he spent
quite a lot of time dancing in my hallway. I happened at one point
to look down at the floor and it was covered with black boot marks
(and I mean covered).
At first I wondered what on earth had
happened, when I saw Wally again, fancy footing his way along the
floor, then I saw his big old hunting (or whatever) boots leaving
their trail.
I laughed because he was totally unaware of his
tracings.
As the party came to a close and everyone was leaving, it
became rather noisy at the frant door.
There was Wally busy
buttoning a jacket up Gary Hooks back. Then the two climbed into
Wally's car, opened the sunroof so Gary could stand on the seat,
with his head sticking out the top, to salute as they drove away.
You see Gary was General Patton and Wally was his driver.
My daughters came down at around 4:00 a.m., since they could
no longer sleep with all the commotion. The living room carpet was
covered in food, such as, white cake, chips, nuts, etc. Then they
went into the kitchen and said, "What on Earth happened to the
Floor". I laughed and said, "Wally had a great time this evening."
It was one of the best parties we ever had in our home and
we've had quite a few.
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Ronnie Sanford
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Gary Hook

I

THE RECKONTNG OF YEARS
To look at Wally one would have undoubtedly accused him
of being much younger than he actually was. Aside from his
ever present youthful exuberance he looked much younger,
something to do with that disgusting curse of Nordic looks.
Disgusting that is for all of us who do not have the good
fortune to be cursed with eternal youth.
Wally and I go back to 1981 when we were both on the 419
Squadron, Basic Fighter Pilot Course. We did not have a lot
in common at the time, well at least I didn't think so! What
with Wally being this cute, young 'pup' that had just
finished his basic flying course in Moose Jaw; here I was the
seedy, old, grizzled instructor. So what could we have in
common? Well, we were the one of the very few single guys on
course so that gave us a starting point: from there it grew.
I must confess that until we got to know each other
better it seemed strange to be hanging around with this young
guy!
Imagine, that after years of instructing, one becomes
conditioned to looking after the fledgling students. Well,
Wally and I got along great. We found we both liked squash,
actually we were both learning squash, so we learned
together. To practise our German-as we were destined to go
to Germany after our courses-we kept score in German.
However, in spite of our good times I always felt a little
strange hanging around with this 'kid'. That is until the
night we went to the theater.
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The 'gang' all got together and went to the Base
theater. There was Mark and Joan, Bill and Bonnie, Kelly,
and I think Bob Johnson. Nonetheless, we all headed off for
an evening of quality entertainment in "downtown Medley".
Wally and I were sitting there waiting for the flic to start,
talking about what we'ld done in the past. Well after Wally
recounted to me his background, including his two years at
the Technical Institute in Saskatoon and working in the
oilfields, r asked him "How old was he really?". Well, he
just smiled and asked how old I thought he was! I said
something like 22-24 years old. He just grinned but he
refused to tell me. Finally I got it out of him that he was
in fact 27. one year younger than me.
rt ]s not all that an exciting story but I have always
remembered it clearly. The shock of finding out that he and
I were almost the same age, combined with his refusal to
admit his age, has always struck me as being so Wally'ish.
There was never doubting Wally's maturity but god-forbid if
anyone should consider him old.
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As I mentioned the day was clear and boy was it cold.
Now minus 30 is unfriendly at the best of times, but when you
add a 60 mile per hour wind component to it, whistling
through the front of the car into the passenger compartment,
that is what I call cold!
Combine the fact that the heater
wasn't great, and that I spent most of my time scrapping the
inside of the windshild while Wally drove, we were barely
surviving.
But, the iceberg that broke the polar bear's back
was the wind that was blowing right into the passenger
compartment.
Wally had a bunch of sleeping bags stuffed up
front to try to stop the wind from blowing in, but alas, it
was not enough.
We froze!!
It was a good thing neither of
us smoked because we could never have gotten a cigarette lit
in that wind.
We took a break at the Ashland Esso station,
tried to restore feeling into our fingers, and played a few
video games.
Then it was off again.
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All in all it was a great trip.
We shopped ourselves
with Wally in constant search for presents for his nieces and
nephews and I bought the warmest sweater I could find .
We
made it back, not in time to go to the party, so we stopped
back at my place for some late night goodies.
The great
shopping trip, what a memory.
Everytime I pass the Esso
station at Ashland, on the way to Edmonton, I harken back to
that day.
Wally fell out of character when he bought the
Audi then the minivan: much to Mary's relief.
Wally loved
his clunkers and if you were to say anything bad about his
cars, you had better be ready to defend yourself.
Even Mary
had to watch her words for if it was up to Wally, I think he
wanted to bring his old Volvo back from Canada in lieu of the
Audi .
But, that's another story for another day !
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CHRISTMAS SHOPPING WITH FROSTBITE
one did not have to know wa.lly very long before
discovering two very basic factors: he loved cars that noone
else could or would, and he loved radio controlled airplanes.
I guess I've always felt somewhat slighted because he only
It
let me fly one of his airplanes for about ten seconds.
then became a 'hands-on-demo' for me as I stood there
watching Wally manoeuver about his machine. On the other
hand I have what I consider many hours of quality time in
Wally's not-so-new cars.
Let one's thoughts drift back to 1981 when Wally and I
are on course in Cold Lake. Wally is footlose and fancy free
while I'm nurturing a long distance love affair with
Charmaine(we got married in 1982!). One of my main pastimes
while on course was driving back and forth to Edmonton
airport to pick up or drop off Charmaine. She lived in
Toronto while I survived in Cold Lake; hence numerous Air
Canada flights to keep in touch. One way to help pay for the
airline tickets was to save on gas while making the
I owned a behemoth
horrendous journey to and from Edmonton.
for a vehicle, a 1979 Oldsmobile Delta 88, a veritable
gas-guzzler; whereas Wally had several 'economy' type cars:
his infamous Beetle and the classic Volvo. So, Wally comes
to the rescue and offers me his fuel efficient Volvo to pick
up Charmaine at the airport.
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After a briefing on start procedures, such as what angle
to hold the screwdriver to start the beast(Wally had long
since lost the keys so he made a minor modification), how to
operate the vehicle's entertainment system-he was so proud of
that radio for some reason-and how not to open the roof, I
was off.
In retrospect I guess Charmaine and I survived the
journey. I didn't lose the screwdriver, the radio worked but
a bunch of other things didn't, and we eventually got dry
from the leaks in the sunroof(such an appropriate name), and
we may even have saved some money in gas. But that memory is
nothing compared to "The Great Christmas Shopping Trip of
1981".
It was a Saturday morning in early December. It was a
clear day, about minus 30, and Wally and I were off to
Edmonton for some last minute Christmas shopping. Wally
drove to Cold Lake from the Base to pick me up. We were to
have a course party at Sanford's that night, if we got back
in time. So off went Wally and I in his wonder Beetle. Now
on the outside the Beetle didn't look like much. It too had
a great radio according to Wally, and one day he planned to
actually finish the body work and paint the beast, but
heretofore unnoticed by Wally was the fact that it was no
longer airtight. In fact, it was so un-airtight that we
almost died of exposure by the time we got to Ashland(a mere
60 minutes of driving).

91

WELCOME TO EUROPE
A tour in Europe was indeed a special experience.
The
opportunity to travel, to sip fine wines with the regularity
of drinking tap water-North American tap water that is-and a
myriad of other experiences; experiences made so much richer
by being able to share them with dear friends.
Perhaps my
most recounted "European story" involves Wally and the night
of the forgotten identification(ID) card.
Having both just completed the CF-104 course, Wally and
I were hot to trot in Europe.
Before each of us actually
arrived in Germany, we each had some family "X's" to fill in
Canada.
I had to drive down East with Charmaine to bid
farewell to my family and Wally had a few special stops to
make: Birsay and some very special people in Ontario, if
memory serves me correct.
I arrived in Germany a few days
before Wally.
Charmaine would not be joining me for two
weeks so Wally and I began to explore this new land together
via foot, car, and bicycle.
Our first gasthaus meal was shared together in
Schwarzach, in a quaint little restaurant called the Engel:
place soon to be called home.
We each had beer, wine,
schnecken, cordon bleau, and the inevitable, incredibly
Our host for the evening, Lyndon Humber,
bloated tummies.
failed to warn us about the portions' size.

a
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We drove endless kilometers on our bicycles, never
really knowing where we were but always managing to find our
way back home.
One night in particular we hit a gasthaus in
Wally and
Lichtenau-Ulm for some local wurst and schnitzel.
I, being overtaken by everything, including a less than
complete knowledge of German money, were having the times of
our lives.
In the spirit of adventure, Wally decided to
forgo the trouble of keeping his change from the bill.
He
kindly told the waiter to "keep the change", much to the
waiter's surprise.
The reason that the waiter was surprised
was that Wally had given him a 20 Mark bill for a 12 Mark
meal; consequently "keeping the change" resulted in an eight
Mark tip for a 12 Mark meal.
Wally's tip was almost more
than the meal.
We both learned from that one but we didn't
learn everything.
Let me explain.
Access control to the Canadian Bases in Germany was very
We were new to
To get in one required an ID card.
thorough.
the European scene so we figured if one forgot his ID card
that one was subject to repatriation to Canada or some other
horrible punishment. · Well, one night the three amigos
We
decided to hit the town: myself, Wally, and Harv Wregget.
t
were all "batching" it .
We went to one of Harv's old haun s
We each had a beer, split a bottle of
from his first tour.
wine, a huge meal as always, and then back to Harv's for a
cognac.
Ah the perfect evening, or so it seemed, until we
headed back to Base.
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Wally didn't have a car, but, due to the generous nature
of my sponsor, Jim Birrell, I had the use of his car. Wally
needed a ride back to the Base so I obviously would drive him
back as it was close to Schwarzach(my home). Off we went
into the night. Well as we're approaching the gate,
bantering about what a good time we had, we had to get our ID
cards out. I found mine but Wally became a flurry of hands
in and out of his pockets. Aaargh, he had left his ID card
in his room! Well, with some quick thinking, I gave Wally my
birth certificate.
It was a close facsimile, and it was
night-time, so it had to work. I slowed a bit as we
approached the guard shack, and we both held up our cards for
inspection. Just our luck that none other than "super-cop"
was pulling gate duty that night. This guy was reputed to
have given his own wife a traffic ticket! Anyway, he didn't
like my approach speed so he flagged us down. Oh oh!
I cooperatively rolled down the window and Wally and I
started sweating bullets. He asked to see our ID cards so I
showed him mine and Wally kind of confessed. Suddenly it
didn't seem so bad to have forgotten an ID card, that is
until super-cop says "Have you been drinking tonight?". I
said yes and explained how much-or rather how little-we had
consumed over the last five hours: really not that much.
Super-cop, hoping for a bust, then throws me the trick
question: "What kind of car are you driving?". Now most
times this is not a problem but, as previously mentioned, it
was my sponsor's vehicle and I wasn't sure. So I looked in
and confidently and correctly replied: "A Datsun .....
officer". He didn't buy it. "Out of the car please". Well
I underwent a battery of tests which, after much too long a
time, confirmed my sobriety. Meanwhile, Wally heads off on
foot back to his barracks for a good-night's sleep.
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Wally and I shared many a special time together and I am
fortunate to have so many cherished memories from one person.
Throwing paper airplanes of the top of the Strassbourg
cathedral; driving around the Cold Lake PMQ's and over the
grass in his Volvo with me standing up through the sunroof
playing Patton(now that time neither of us would have passed
any tests); sharing Christmas dinners together in Schwarzach;
running the Berlin marathon; or arguing over who had the
better chili recipe. Regardless, those stories just seem to
pale in comparison to "The Night of the Forgotten ID Card".
rt was certainly our welcome to Europe story as neither of us
had been in country for a week. That one will always stay
with and serve as yet another means to stay close to the
memory a very, very special person.
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I Tom

Lawson

l

A Weekend in Copenhagen
Wally and I had been a part of the 421 squadron running
club that had traveled to Berlin in the fall of 1984 to
compete in the marathon there. Both of us had finished that
race with results that had been worth celebrating -- and
this we did, beginning with champagne toasts to everyone at
the post-race hotel-room party.
The race been so rewarding to Wally and I that we set
our sights on a new goal -- the Copenhagen marathon in the
spring of 1985. We had tried to get other team members
interested in training with us but most of the old club had
decided to hang up their running shoes and move on.
Nevertheless, over the following months we set up weekend
training runs for early Sunday mornings and even met one
weekday at the base of the mountain that holds Schloss Yburg
and ran to the top and back. The two of us limped around the
squadron for days after that run.
With the event approaching, we made the necessary
arrangements. We scheduled two Starfighters for a weekend
"training" trip up to a Danish air base near Copenhagen,
reserved a room at a hotel near the marathon finish point,
and wrote out our predicted times on sweat bands to be worn
around our wrists on race day. We had calculated our times
using a computer program that Wally had devised on his
Commodore 64. We were ready.
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The departure day was a beautiful spring offering in
Baden. On the way out to the aircraft Wally winked at me and
said that he had baked up a secret weapon for the race -
"Eat-to-Win" muffins ·he'd found a recipe for. "Loaded with
everything you need to run fast," he explained. We packed our
luggage and running gear, and the muffins, into the empty
ammunition containers in our jets. An hour later we arrived
in Copenhagen.
That evening we set out on the town to find a suitable
place to have a traditional pre-race pasta dish. After an
hour of searching, expending energy we were sure we'd need
during the race, we gave up and turned back. On the way to
the hotel we picked up some spaghetti at a local store. Back
at the room we could find nothing to cook it in so we put it
in the sink and covered it with the hottest water the faucet
could provide. A half hour later we downed heaping plates of
miserably limp spaghetti swimming in cold tomato sauce.
Wally broke open the eat-to-win muffins; monster-sized
handfuls of fruit and fibre.
Race day dawned clear and bright. The only thing on the
mind of an amateur marathoner on the morning of a race is
what his stomach should hold at start-time. We decided on
96

black coffee and a couple more muffins. A short while later
we were in our running gear and striding confidently toward
the start point.
Shortly after the gun went off. Wally and I separated
and began to run according to our preplanned strategies. Both
of us were hoping to hack fat minutes off our Berlin times,
and we'd trained well. Now we were into it and the sounds of
rubber pounding pavement would accompany our hours of
discomfort leading to glory. Though we were apart. things
began to go wrong for each of us at about the same time, just
a short way into the race. Cramps! A runner's nightmare.
The afternoon dragged on. Dismal, pain-filled hours
later, each of us crossed the finish line, drained and
defeated; the victims of half-cooked spaghetti and
indisputably powerful muffins. We met back at the hotel room
and the pain of defeat was etched so comically into our
features that at first mutual glance we had to laugh. Later.
as our muscles began to relax a little and the weariness
ebbed, we started era.eking jokes about "Eat-to-Lose" muffins.
That night we dragged ourselves out to a Chinese restaurant
and poked forks at plates of vegetables as our bodies
alternated between post-race chills and fevers.
The following day we toured Copenhagen on every bus and
riverboat we could find. We did anything that didn't involve
standing or walking. We ended the weekend sitting at a table
by a cafe at Tivoli Gardens. laughing over our misadventure
and toasting our next one, wherever it might be. From the
point of view of athletic endeavour, the weekend in
Copenhagen had been a failure; but in terms of dreams and
friendship, it had been a champion.
My fondest memories of Wally will of course include our
successful efforts, and others like the Copenhagen trip that
weren't as fruitful; but more important to me will be the
memory of Wally's energy and optimism -- these were catching
things that make me feel lucky to have been Wally's friend.
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Major Tom Lawson
Former 421 Squadron-mate
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Nicki,

Well her-e it is finally••• my contr-ibution to Wally's
memor-ial. Thank you for- your- patience. I hope what you will find
I have tr-ied to be as accurate and
her-e is what you had in mind.
funny as I can and I beg your- for-giveness for any typo errors or
badly written sentences.
I would also like to tell you that writting these few lines
about Wally br-ought back some very good memories and a sense of
emptiness. Your brother was a good man and a friend, I will not
forget him.
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The two short stories I wrote are not the only two memories
I t]__ave of him, like many I coL1ld have probably written a book on
my association with Wally. Naturally the time for that kind of
project is missing but you can be assured that Wally represented
a lot more that just an absent-minded. professor to me: he was a
good long-distance runner, an above average skier, a true fighter
pilot with tactical skills, an exemplary husband and a dedicated
father, and much more ••• ! will miss him.
Again please accept my small contribution as a gift from the
heart for a man I loved �ery much.
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I Denis Mercier (Murk) I
IT'S GOOD �UH THE TRAINING!
Sometime in March of 1984 the teachers had organized the
annual oilqrimmaqe to Adelboden Switzerland for a week-end of ski
and fun as a group. Mary.
Wally,
Barb (my girldfriend) and Murk
(that's my nickname) are definetely along for a good time.
The week-end consist of arriving on Friday nite for an
hospitality evening meal where eating is the fartest thing on our
mind and partying a priority. The next day is departure from the
hotel by bus. bright and early to get to the hills (biq ones) for
a complete day of fun in the snow. That nite more eating european
style and drinking canadian style. And on the Sunday it's ski all
day. qet on the bus and return to Baden completely exhausted of a
week-end of relaxation in the mountains of Switzerland. Sounds
like fun eh 1 Combine all the ingredients aforementionned and add
to it training for the Berlin marathon up-coming that September
and you have the essence of my story.
I will pass the events of the Friday nite because I probably
would not remember them all and for our purpose let's Just say
that we were most
likely feeling
less than ieal the next day.
Let's pick it up on the slopes on a georgeous spring like ski
day: temperature around the freezing point.
powder snow to our
knees and a bunch of friends happy just to be in Europe.
I mentionned the Berlin marathon,
I must exolained that a
few weeks prior we (Wally &
I
were part of the group) started
running to prepare for this once-in-a-lifetime experience.
We
were serious about that and training had been consistent and
mostly painfull. So the week-end in Adelboden was to relax but
also to exercise different leg muscles.
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So the Saturday on the slopes 1s almost
like boot camp. One
run after another we push each other and I keep reminding Wally
that. what we're doing is good for the training. At first we get
a coad laugh at that.
then late� on during the day we take it
seriously and got ambitious and started extending/speeding our
runs. Out of breath with aching leg muscles. here is finally the
last run of the day.
Because it will be good for the trainig we decided to ski
rn.d- to the hal f·-way PDi nt bettAH?�?n the ski chalet and the hotf?l to
catch the shuttle bus. A goad 20 minute descent and then another
10-15 minute bus-ride. It's nothing for these new super-human.
Mary and Barb had the right
idea,
they were qoinq to qet on the
bus a.nci ,_,,Jf.,! 1..-iou.J d fTH?.(·?t w:i th them and r-i d<?. to tht� ho t.el.. Too e,:;i.sy
eh'
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The run to the half-way point
the way we like them, stronq intermediate with good switch-back.
: (?. (-?: D
t h 1 ·;;:-� ri -::":'J. C: i:=.-: V,! •:.:! V,I :i. J J J"l ,:::\. V f? to wait at least one maybe two
t.D q•":?t c,r\ thF,.· ·:::; -�-:'. tT1 f-:·� C)n E� as the qirls.
Then we hit the
1a1
iAJf-�1i....L. The I'' l.. tf'l + l ,:':l. tt •':?f'j •;;,; out to the coint of being more
difficult on tired
that
a.c!"i:Lnc:1 11:c·'Ci'c, i.,,J.,3.lly t1··-\/Jnc:1 to cht:·:!•':·?r.. t.\·::, u.n 1(:'·'t.''s ou.t a. qood_for __ the
traininq sloqan ounce-1n-a·-while.
the Joke is we3r1ng out so is
Finally the bus stop 1s in siqht.
Before we can reacn it we
can observe, what we unfortunatelv find out later to be the last
bus arrivino and departing
us on board. Nearing the end
open and it's to continue all
of c:ur rope we have but one option
the way to the hotel via the trail we had been on prior and it
was cross-country ski till the end. GOOD FPR THE TRAINING kept us
q1qolinq until we arrived in town a reasonnable 20 minutes later
to discover that our trek put us at the bottom street of a
tyoical swiss village and our hotel
was naturally at the top.
This may not seem funnv to you who is reading
this memorable
storv but put yourself in the shoes of these two very tired skier
and you will see that anything can be funny.

To eventually get to the hotel· where two ladies thought they
lost thF':i. ,.we had to climb the last 25 meters
1n
1 meter deep snow carrying on
straight-up the side of a hill
our shoulders our skis and poles at the great surarize of a tew
passers-by.especially that it is now dark and nobody should still
be wear�ng their ski boots at that time of day.
Many times after Wally and I
time we laughed thinking that
FOR THE TRAINING.

wha.t.

that adventure and
we were doi nq WA§_ GOOD

Denis Me1"·c :i. E�r·
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421 Squadron-mate.
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Mary, Wally, Barb and Murk are off skiing in the French Alps
fer a week and not Just anywhere in France but Val D'Is•re if you
please! Hema cf Jean-Claude Killy here we come.Mere crazy canucks
to slide down your fantastic mountains at breath taking speed.
Is that what you think happened in this story? Wally iri the
french alps, in the tuck position like Ken Reid raising a rcuster
tail cf snow behind him as he's showing off his natural canadian
heritage cf snow, cold and speed •.. Well net quite.
Val D'Ia•re is truly skier•s
hundreds of kilometers cf perfect
them fer intermediate to advance
previously menticnned canadiane fit

paradise! Literally speo.'.\ld.nq
downhill slopes and most cf
athlete. Of course the ·f ou,··
that description.

We had been frolicking in this heaven fer a couple cf days
fine tuning every muscles, studing and learning every black
runs(the toughest ones>, when we (I should say Wally), met cur
first real challenge!
Picture this scans; Wally is leading the pack of four tc the
chairlift after an uneventfull morning and everyone is gaining
ccnfidenc:a and slowly warming up. Wally trying tc speed things up
a little is providing some encouragement to Mary ever hia
shoulder while he's stepping up the pace in order to gat in line
for the chair as quickly as possible, Murk and Barb are net far
in tr.ail ..
Now,
from my eyes avervthing seems tc be in slew motion.
Wally in front, locking back at Mary, telling her to hurry up as
he continues to advance towards the gate leading tc the chair and
Mary that could almost predict what is gcing to happen can only
repeat Wally! Wally!
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I hc>pf? YC)t.1 :• n? ..1sld. r,�� yc:,1. w·sel. f 11 Wh,1":1.t happenec:Vi' 11, bec::a1. 11:s€w l: c:an
barely step laughing while remembering, let alone trying to type
it at the same time. Hara we ha�e Wally that has already pass the
qate and moved to the spot
where he will be picked up by the
chair still lcokinq ever his sho�lder try to coax Mary into
fellowing him as fast as possible. And we have Mary that is now
becoming mere hesitant in moving forward and Wally•s face which
is turninq into a question mark at her action.
Sc far only a few seconds have elapsed since our arrival at
the bottom cf the hill and the flow to the chairlift. Can ycu now
imaqine the even greater surprize en Wally�s part when the chair
swings into pcsiticn� picks him up and at the same time somebody
falls en his lap!
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At that p recise moment his head snaps forward and he's face
to face with a perfect stranqer that is as surprize as him and
that can't understand what happened. Quickly he moves sideways
into the space to the left of Wally while his partner has already
taken the spot to the riqht. There you have it, Wally sitting in
the middle between two stunned frenchmen who are still trying to
figure it out and Wally who now realize why Mary was hesitant to
follow. Then, Wally turns back to Mary who is now left behind as
he's rapidly climbing away and he lets out a very sad Mary are
you OK?
Marv was ok. All she had been able to do in the few moments
to whole thing took place was to repeat Wally, Wally and nothing
else because she was too shock it was really happening. I was
''ki i.11111 :i.nq'' myi;;�:;)l·f l<::\Uqhinq wh:i.1€·� my qirlf1�:i.fi:)l"\d W<::\�:i t.1r·yinq tC:)
shut me up afraid Mary would be mad at Wally for what happened.
Well,
she could net calm me dcwn because the whole scene was
r· r:·ip l ;,,\ y :i. n q :i. t. ia,<e]. f in my m :i. n d :i. n f, 1 DW mo and I would ju c.,; t r <"�P €,)at t:. o
her that you can only see things like that at the movies. All
the way up in the chairlift I could not step laughing while in
front of us was Mary alone in her chair with one of Wally's ski
that came off in the ordeal and in front cf her Wally apoloqizinq
profusely in french to the persons he had attacked from behind.
Needless to say Wally wae a bit sheepish fer some time after
this event but everyone had a geed laugh about it when the
t. <·:·:·in i;;; i. cin 1,; ulJ l::i :i. d ed • I �;; t :i. 11 wc:ln cl <,·\1 F" what would have happened if the
chair would have only been a two 1::,E),;;i.ter??

TD ..... WALLY

DEN.I.S . ... MERC.I.ER
421 Squadron-mate
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Addition to Muck's Stor-y
To complete this unbelievable stor-y let me clar-ify this point.
In fact, I didn't have a ski in my hand, Mur-k; you did! Let's go
bacl� to the moment wl1e1'l Wall\:! fell into the chair- with the two
str-anger-s he didn't know 1.uer-e ther-e. At WallkJ 's coaxing I was
then half way up to the chair-. The attendant was yelling
something to me in Fr-ench that must have meant, "Lad\:!, look out
for the chair!'', because that's what Murk was yelling. (He wasn't
laughing yet: Just wear-ing a look of stunned disbelief!) The
corner of the next chair bumped me and I fell into it losing a
ski in the pr-ocess. The ride up was endless. Wally yelled from
ahead, "Are you oka\:j?" and I thought, "Yes, but you might not be
if I manage to get off this thing with one ski on!" Bar-band Mur-k
wer-e nowher-e in sight. The oper-ator slowed the chair- and I
trundled off. Soon Barb and f1ur-k appear-ed not sur-e what to say or
do but the\d had my ski in hand which set ever-y thing right. The
four- of us laughed · ti l tear-s r-an103down our faces!
·�

"Now that I am bound to a desk in Ottawa and my days of flying
fighters are over, I often think of the good old days, especially
Europe from 1983 to 1986--the squadron, the pilots, the Turkey
operation.
Wally, of course, was an important part of that and I
will be indebted to him forever.
When 421 Squadron shut down in October 1985 and Wally was posted
to 441 Squadron, I was selected to organize the transfer of the
104's to Turkey.
I wanted Wally as part of my staff because I
needed someone who knew the aircraft, someone who could
accurately complete the flight logs and fuel calculations for
each of the three flights it took to get to Diyarbakir, Turkey
and someone who could carry out the test flights on the 104's
before the flights to Turkey. More importantly, I needed someone
I could count on, someone who would enjoy the challenge and
someone who deserved the opportunity--Wally was my only choice.
He did everything that had to be done, professionally and always
with a smile ... Wally was a professional, an excellent pilot; he
did not take chances; he knew his aircraft and its limitations.
None of us will ever understand why.
We must accept what
happened and relish the memory of a special person ... "
Lt.-Col. Eric Thurston

fi1��t�
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CF-104 PILOT . CAPT WALLY NIEMI becomes the .last Canadian to achieve
1 000 hours in . a· Starfighter. The flight ·took place just a few days before the
last CF-104s left CFB Baden-Soellingen for Turkey. Capt Niemi (left) is con�
gratulated by Maj Eric Thurston, OPI CF-104 Disposal and former command
ing officer of 421 Tactical Fighter Squadron.
.·
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Canadian Broadcasting Corporation
Societe Radio-Canada

Fet,.21, 1991.
Mrs. Nicki Carnrnack,
R.R. # 1,
Thorr,asburg_. Clnt. KOK 3HO.
Dear Mr::;_ Ctirnmack:
i certain11d ,jo Nell rernerntier- your t,roU,er Capt. Niern�
Y.ihorn I rnet on a trip to C:ierrnar11d tiack in 19ci4. He ·\'vas e:<t.rnordinaril1d
kin1j an,j inforrnative to botr1 mid \·vif e LorTaine an,j tr11dseH in sho\vin1J u·=;
�·10 1N the Star-f i qhter operate::::;_
1

Cld1jly enou!Jh . Just the other evenin!J Lorraine \Vas
recallin!J tJrnt. trip an1j partict�larl1d clirntiing into u·,e cockpit of the
Steir-fi!Jhter. I too recall ::;eJlding to Capt. Nierni ho 1N srnall a :::pace ther-e Na::;
in Hie cockpit_. an,j r·,ov.,i many, to rne .. enormously cornp 1 icate,j ,jia 1 s an,j
t,utton::::; an,j levers there were. He laui�he,j indulgently at rr11d technological
ignorance an,j patiently e:<plaine,j t"iat rn1Et of tt·,em were designe,j to 1jo_
In that t:r,ort con',1ersation 'yVith riirn, I think I leatT1e,j more ;:1t1out tr,e plane
an,j at,out it::::: mission than I ever did from everythin!J el::;e I'd never t·,eard
or rea,t He clearly love,j the plane and loved fl !ding. His pride shone
tJ1rough everytJ,ing t·,e said., an,j I carne a,�,1ay frorn our conversation
enriche,j and i rnpresse1j Nith tt"1e quality of our Force::;. I t·,a,jn't known of
t·fis acci,jent and arn sad1jene1j at u,e loss of such a good rnan ein,j �;uch an
accornp li :::he,j professional.
1

1N

1
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I t1ope you are atde to put together a rev·ianjing book of
rnernor-ies for tiott·, Nicholas an,j ._l onatt·,an so tt·,ey \·Yill t,e even prouder of
their Dad. I know that he ma1je rne prou,j to be a Canc11jian.

Kno\Yl ton Nash
Senior Correspon,jent
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Victor LaBar
MEMORIES OF WALLY
My memory of Wally goes back as far as I can remember.;- - Wal.1¥·

was more like an older brother to me, than an uncle.

When I was

young he spent many long hours visiting with our family.

the time was spent "entertaining" my brothers and me.

Most of

Together we

participated in all sorts of activities from hide and seek, to

playing ball or skipping stones.

when Wally was around.

There was never a dull moment

One of his common favorites was running

away from my brother, Eric, and me.

to keep up.

We would chase after him, trying

When Wally thought he was far enough from our range,

he placed a blade of grass between his thumbs, blow through them,

and cause a sharp screeching sound.

the call of the "Coo Coo Bird".

Wally used to tell us that was

By the time we caught �p to Wally,

he always told us that we were too late, and that the "Coo Coo Bird"

flew away.

Usually we wouldn't buy th�t story, as there was always

that tell-tale blade of grass he tried to conceal in his hand.

Another favorite activity was motorcycle riding. Wally and my cousin,
Neil, would come over on their motorcycles and Eric and I would take

turns riding with each of them.

Although their rides were scary, we

had confidence in each of our drivers.

Wally started with paper airplanes, model rockets, then later

this led to assembling rubberband-powered model aircrafts.

One

of his better rubberband-powered planes, was a kit called the
Arrow.

There was a little man figure of a pilot in the cockpit,

which I nicknamed Steve Austin(test pilot from "The Six Million
Dollar Man" television show).

This was because of the close

resemblance, not only in looks but in flying ability.

Although the

plane· itself was accurately constructed and flew very well, it still
took a lot of patches and glue to keep the excitement going. I still
think the most exciting part was being there to share Wally's
excitement, seeing his face glow with each accomplishment, as the

plane performed to his satisfaction.
© Nick Niemi 2017

It wasn't long and he went one step further,

flying radio-controlled aircraft.

building and

This proved to be one of his

favorite hobbies in which he dedicated much of his spare time.

After when Wally came to visit he would bring with him one of his
108

radio-controlled aircraft.

He, my brothers, and I would find a good

place for the plane to take off and land from.

We would all gaze up
into the sky as Wally skillfully controlled his model planes. He
showed us many stunts his plane could do, and sometimes pushing it
to the limits. Many of�lnow from seeing his model plane fly, that

not all had safe flights.

He lost many radio-controlled planes, some

fairly expensive yet he did not allow any of them to defeat his
dedication to that hobby.

Everyone enjoyed Wally's company and Christmas was never an

exception.

To have him over for Christmas dinner always meant a lot,

especially when we were younger.

From the moment he came to the time

he left my brothers and I would "cling" to h:i_m. One of Wally's talents·
Throughout
was always getting exactly the right gift for everyone.

the course of the day we would concentrate on each one of the gifts

he gave us.

They were always interesting and Wally seemed to have as

much fun playing with them as we did.

I remember when Wally joined the Canadian Armed Forces to become
a pilot. After he left for basic training, I worried that he might

come back a different person who would be too "grown up" to do things

with us.

Although much about Wally did change(including his haircut!),
he still was the same "Uncle Wally" we looked up to as our hero. To
this day I could still justify all the bragging I did about Wally to

my friends when I was growing up, riding the bus, and going to school.
By the time Wally had met, and was married to, Mary, I was much

older and our relationship changed.

We began to talk about more

important things in life such as education and future careers.

Wally

had a fair bit of influence on me, he was somebody that everyone wishes

they could be like.
I remember my first visit to Wally and Mary's house at C.F.B.
Cold Lake.

It was the summer of 1986, my cousin Mark Holmstrom and I

drove up to visit them.

Wally toured us around the base, showing us

many aspects of a fighter pilots job and training.

This was also the

first and only time I got to see him fly since he joined the Armed
Forces. Watching nearby the runway, it was an exhilerating thrill to
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see Wally fly past after taking off in a CF-18 Hornet.

Wally loved

his profession, yet he was very humble towards it, as I do not remember

him ever bragging or complaining about
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The next time I went up to Cold Lake I was accompanied by my
girlfriend(now my wife) Janet. We enjoyed the hospitality we recieved
from both Wally and Mary. This time we met with Nicholas who was still
a baby.

I could see how much love and care Wally had for Nicholas,

especially at times when he played with him.

a campground by Cold Lake.

That summer we went to

Wally flew his plane from the water, and

a number of spectators were drawn to the beach to watch.
I also went snorkeling, and later we went for a run.

Wally and

We ran for quite

a ways until we decided to take a rest, so we climbed down a rocky

path to the lake below.
before returning.

We talked and skipped stones for a while

Most of the time I was realizing how much I had

grown up and how close Wally and I still were.
We visited again the next summer.

By this time Nicholas was

walking, so everything was padded or baracaded to prevent accidents.
It was the first of July weekend, so Joyce(girlfriend of Mary's),

Janet, Wally and I drove up to Cold Lake to watch the fireworks and
celebrations.
The fireworks display was one of the best I had ever

seen, and being over the lake made it more spectacular. To this day
everytime Janet and I see fireworks, we th�nk of that evening and it

will always be special.

That was the summer of 1988, the last time I saw Wally.

He lives
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on in my mind and my heart, and as long as I live he will not be
forgotten.
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THE MISSING ON E
K

WHEN THE SY IS BLUE OVER OUR NATION,

THOSE THUNDERI NG WINGSHIPS HOLD THEIR FORMATION ..
T

OVER SNOW COVERE D PRAIRIE AMIDST
WIN ER'S CHILL,
T
N
I
A MOUR FUL GATHER NG AWAI S ON A HILL.
C

T

FAR OFF IN THE DISTAN E FOUR CAME IN O VIEW,
SHATTERING THE SILENCE AS CLOSER THEY FLEW.
SILENTLY WATCHING AS THEY PASS ON BY,
E
STR AKING UPWARD TO HEAVEN ONE DID FLY.
NOW AND FOREVER LAID TO SLEEP,
LEAVING FRIENDS AND FAMILY HERE TO WEEP.
NEVER FORGET ALL THE LOVE AND THE CARE,
ALWAYS REMEMBERING MEMORIES TO SHARE.

-
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WHEN PURPOSE IS SERVED OR TIME HAS COME,
EACH WILL REJOIN THE MISSING ONE.
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!Glenda Fultonl
The Impossible Mission

Glenda Fulton

You would think that Wally's 'Irnp:>ssible Mission' had to do with jets
flying faster than Mach 2, however, in this case it had to do with a
pesky computer game.
In the fall of 1986 I spent six weeks in Cold Lake with my sister and
brother-in-law as patient hosts. Most afternoons were spent with my eyes
glued to the screen of Wally's Comncxiore-64 as I played 'The Impossible
Mission' . This was an engrossing game where you had a spy who went from
room to room avoiding killer robots and picking up clues to a puzzle
that, when solved, would save the earth. Spies who were successful and
very quick got their names on the top scores list.
I had my spies working diligently day after day until I wiped Wally's
name off of the top scores list; my name then occupied all twenty slots .
In early December I returned to Nova Scotia leaving Wally with a
challenge to beat my best score. It took him several rronths but, in
typical Wally-style, he did me one better. He not only beat it once, he
beat it twenty times so that my name was no longer anywhere on the list.
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Then he gleefully called me to gloat.
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I Ruby & Lawrence Cammack
IN MEMORY OF WALLY
My husband Lawrence and I first met Wally during the Christmas
holidays of 1981. Our daughter-in-law Nicki Niemi Cammack
brought Wally over for a visit to meet us, also to enjoy a nice
turkey dinner with all the trimmings. Nicki had always talked so
lovingly and proudly of this kid brother of hers, so I told her
to bring him over so that we could meet him. We had a nice visit
and got to know this very outstanding man. We still have fond
memories of him sitting at the table, splicing together some of
our home movie films. I had begun doing it myself at one time
but not finished it. Nicki spoke up and said "Wally's good at
doing that!" I didn't want to bother him and put him to work
when he had come to visit us, but he got in there and before long
he had the films spliced, and had improved upon the ones I had
started doing.
We enjoyed many more visits with Wally; we grew very fond of him
and always looked forward to news about Wally. When Wally was
first posted to CFB Baden in Germany, we felt saddened to see him
go. We hoped and prayed he would come back safe and sound to his
family. We saw his devotion to his sister and to his wife and
family and knew he was a very caring and dedicated person.
Wally's friendship meant a lot to us and we will always cherish
our memories of him. We found Wally to have a dry wit and quiet
sense of humour which was accompanied with a tell-tale twinkle in
his eye. He was sincere and always looked on the bright side of
people and events, and always had a kind word and warm smile. We
were shocked and terribly saddened at his passing. But we must
accept what happened and treasure the memory of a very special
young man. Wally enriched our life, and he will always occupy a
special part of our memory. Our love and prayers go out to his
sister Nicki and family, his wife Mary and Nicholas and Jonathan.
May God bless you all.
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Ruby and Lawrence Cammack
Orono, Ontario
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Capt. Walter William Niemi
The accidental death of Capt. Walter
William Niemi of Cold Lake, Alta. occurred
at Seibert Lake, Alta. on January 11, 1989 at
the age of 34 :years.
Wally was born at Edmonton, Alta.. on
November 10, 1954. He received-bis educa
tion at Birsay Schoo� Lucky La.lee High
School and Kelsey Institute in Sa.skatoon
graduating as a mechanic engineer and
won the Eldorada Nuclear Award. In 1979
he joined the Canadian Air Forces and in
1981, graduated basic pilot training CFB
Moose Jaw and won io, student award,
leadership award and officer development
award.
In 1982 he moved to cm Cold Lake,
attending CF6 Freedom Fighter Award
course followed by the CF104 Starfighter
course. He was then posted to Baden
Baden, West Gennany on '21 Squadron. In
1984 he was m&rried to Mazy Fulton. Wally
was then tasked to conduct the CF 104
Disposal Effort to Turkey in 1986. He was
then posted to 441 Squadron, the last CF
104 Sqd. in Baden. He was the last Cana
dian pilot to fiy Mach 2 in the CF 104
Starfighter and was the la.st Canadian pilot
to achieve 1000 flying hours in the CF 104.
In 1986 he was posted to CFB Cold Lake to
become an instructor on the new CF 18
Hornet. Wally was an avid model aircraft
building and flyer, an expert squash player,
long distance runner, carpenter and was an
incredibly good friend.
He is survived by his wife, Mary; one son,
Nicholas; by his father, Hugo of Birsay and
by one sister, Nicki (Wayne) Cammack of
Thomasburg, Ont. He was predecea.sed by
his mtoher, Aili.
Funeral services were held from the Bir
say Community Hall on Thursday, January
19th at 11:30 a.m. with Rev. Edith Hamden
officiating. Organist was Elaine Pejunen
and soloist RS Floyd Childerhose. Ushers
in the church were Rob Martin, Milo Froh
lich, Die Cole and Scott Ryder. Honorary
pallbearers were: Major Ian Ward, Capt. Bill
' Huckstep, Capt. Al Stevenson, Major Tom
Sabean, Capt. John Pape, MaJor Gary Hook,
Capt. Harry Mueller, and Capt. Marty
Street.
Interment followed in the Finnish !
. Cemetery, Dunblane, Sask. with the follow
ing acting as pallbearers: Sgt. RJ. Farrell,
Sgt. J.M.R. Simard, Sgt. W.L. Grant, Sgt.
P.M. Freeman, Sgt. L. Towle, Sgt. B. Brad
ley, and W.O.B. Yates. Full military rites
were conducted at the cemetery and a four
plane fly pass wa.sheld at the completion of
the service. Clements Rosetown Funeral
Home was in charge of arrangements.
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WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 25, 1989

MEDLEY, ALBERTA.·

I

In Memoriam
Capt Wally· ''Nemo'' Niemi
10 November 1954- 11 January 1989

© Nick Niemi 2017

On Wednesday, 11 January 1989, Capt Wal- .
ly "Nemo" Niemi, of 410 TAC F (OT) Sqn,
tragically lost his life on Seibert Lake during a
training mission. Capt Niemi was born on 10
November 1954 and joined the Canadian Forces
in August 1979. After wings graduation at CFB
Moose Jaw in June 1981, Capt Niemi proceed-·
ed to CFB Cold Lake for Fighter Pilot Training
on the CF-5 aircraft at 419 Sqn and the CF-104
aircraft at 417 Sqn. Upon graduation from 417
Sqn in July 1982, he was posted to 421 Sqn, then
441 Sqn, both located at CFB Baden, Germany.
In July 1986, he started the CF�18 OTU at 410
Sqn, where upon graduation he stayed as an In
structor Pilot. Capt Niemi accumulated a total
of 1960 hours. of which 1005 hours were on
CF-104 and 540 hours on the CF-18. Capt
Niemi, a CF-104 maintenance test pilot, was a
graduate of the Canadian Forces Flight Safety
School, and a graduate from the Allied Air Force
Central Europe Tactical Leadership Programme
(TLP). Capt Niemi' s love for airplanes did not
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stop on the flight line. His basement hobby
workshop, where he built radio controlled air
craft models, is another momento of his love of
flying and aircraft. Capt Niemi leaves behind his
wife Mary and a son, Nicolas. Wally's dedica
tion, professionalism, sense of humour and his
own quiet ways will be sorely· missed on the
Squadron; Since its infancy in Ayr, Scotland,
410 Sqn has always been a very proud fighter
squadron in operational and training roles. This
pride comes from outstanding individual achieve
ment during the war and post-war era. Capt
Niemi is part of this heritage. Anyone that had
the privilege of knowing Wally will miss him
dearly.
. To the Base personnel that-have expressed'-'"'',··
their sympathies in attendi4g the memorial service at the St. Mark's Chapel on Tuesday 17
January 1989, or at the funeral service in Birsay, Saskatchewan on 19January 1989, on behalf
of his family and friends, 410 Squadron wishes
to express its gratitude. Noctivaga!
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E logy
Memorial Service
January 17, 1989
Cold Lake, Alberta
IN MEMORY OF WALLY
Some of us are rortunate enough to meet a few people in our
lives - regardless of where or when or for how long - who offer
their friendship and loyalty unselfishly and by doing so make our
lives a little richer. Wally was one of those special people.
My wife Mary and I first met Wally and Mary at Kay and Denis
Gauthier's home in West Germany during the Christmas holidays of
1983.
From that time, my respect for and appreciation of Wally as
an individual, as a family man, as an officer and as a pilot
conti�ued to grow. The culmination of that respect was realized
during the first six months of 1986 when he and I and Mike Spooner
worked very closely together on the transfer of the CF104's to
Turkey.
I'll especially remember two young Turkish pilots coming I
to Baden in early January and I asked Wally to be their mentor.
From that point on, everytime an aircraft was delivered to their
home base in eastern Turkey, those two young captains would be
waiting at the flight line to greet their Canadian friend Wally,
and when it was explained that Wally was back in Germany test
flying other CF104s, their disappointment was more than obvious.
Wally had that effect on everyone who had the pleasur� of knowing
him and working with him. He continuously made that extra effort
to make you feel welcome and at home.
Wally was a man of few words, but then, he didn't need to say
a whole lot. His actions and his deeds spoke for him; that was
always easy to see in his devotion to Mary and in his dedication
to his friends. Wally will continue to serve as an example from
which all of us can learn and to which all 0£ us can aspire.
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I'll always remember his dry wit and quiet sense of humour
which was normally accompanied by a tell-tale twinkle in his eyes.
On our last ferry flight to Turkey in May of 1986, I flight
planned an altitude which I thought would give us a great view of
the beautiful Turkish countryside, especially at that time of
year. However, the weatherman forgot to tell us about the heavy
cumulus and we soon found ourselves in very bumpy clouds so thick
that I could hardly see Wally flying on my winy. After what
seemed like hours, I asked Wally how it was going for him in that
murk.
That was obviously just the opening he was looking for
because after a thoughtful pause he replied, "Just great Chief and
isn't Turkey lovely at this time of year".
During the time that Wally and I spent together, it was my
privilege to know a quiet, sincere, humourous and'gentle man who
always looked on the bright side of people and events, and who
always had a kind word and a warming smile. Wally enriched my
life and will occupy a specia):...- part of my memory forever.
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Eric Thurston
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EULOGY FOR WALLY-19 JANUARY 1989

I By: Gary Hook I

Today we all are about to embark upon a journey;

a

journey which will lead us to dealing with, and understanding

why, Wally was taken from us.
For each of us here, the
duration of the jouney will be of varying lengths.
One day
at a time, we will try to come to the peaceful understanding,
a less painful appreciation, an inner peace which will enable
us to comprehend Wally's death.
And when we are at the
Journey's end� the scars on our hearts, will bear the eternal
blessing that says:
We knew someone very special, we knew
Wally.
Wally is and always will be a very special guy.
Wherever and whenever that captivating smile, that oh so
familiar twinkle in his eye touched someone, it touched them
When you met Wally, you liked him; there was no
for life.
escaping it.
He was one of those rare individuals in this
world that people could not help but like and love.
Be it a
diminuitive, blonde school teacher-stuck in the front seat of
a Volvo, getting her first lesson in driving a standard,
after a rather intoxicating Baden Oktoberfest-a model
airplane salesman in Vancouver that only met him once but
remembers him like a book, or like his many friends gathered
here today, once you met Wally you were hooked.
On Tuesday, Mary extended the kindness to me of
selecting something of Wally's as a keepsake.
We went
together down into the baseme.nt.
After wading through
various model plane pieces, CF 104 cockpits, and a wall full
of plaques depicting his excellence at anything he undertook.
Mary and I stopped to look around.
Then it came to me what
it is that would remind me of Wally the most.
His Volvo you
see had a broken starter switch so Wally made a typical Wally
modification: he had a screwdriver which he used in the
ignition in lieu of keys.
Were it possible, I would want
that screwdriver.
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Wally will also be remembered for his generosity and
kindness.
In our first week in Germany we went out to a
Gasthaus.
Wally, the ever so accomodating friend picked up
In a further gesture of kindess he told the waiter
the tab.
to: "Keep the change".
Little did Wally know or appreciate
that the Germans thrive on coins in lieu of bills;
. subsequently he gave an eight mark tip for a 12 mark meal.
One quality of Wally's that I'm sure endeared him to all
of us, especially Mary, was his aesthetic appreciation of
fine automobiles.
Wally had a long history of vintage cars:
be it his favourite, the Tornado; the wonder Beetle that he
defended with vehemence that it was mechanically sound; or my
favourite, the sort of gold, sort of water proof, sort of
:i:oad worthy, Volvo.
It was only through Mary's insistence
that, in the end, they brought the new Audi back to Canada
instead of the Volvo.
Yes, that was a classic in its time.
Truly Wally's pride and joy.
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We share in the memory of Wally, and our love for him
need never wane. We have Mary, Nicholas, and a li ttle babe
yet to be named, to hel p perpetuate that special feeling: as
we have each other. Life is fragile, perhaps �e don't truly
appreciate how fragile until tragedy besets us. To have
known Wally, to be blessed to feel this kind of hurt, can
only mean we shared something very special: for that I am
thankful. He's no doubt watching us today, embittered by the
fact that he can't be here, but surely so honoured to see his
family surrounded by such loving friends; be they here today
in soul or in mind.
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Mary we love you, we grieve with you, but we shall
continue to grow with you and your family. Let us find
strength together and begin our journey.
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Mobile Command

Force mobile

From Lieutenant(N) A.K. Wong
DO Fi1e

(KA Comd)

Special Service Force Headquarters
Canadian Forces Base Petawawa
Petawawa, Ontario

K8H 2X3

2< Janua y
r

1989

I am writing to express my condolences and to tell you how very
sorry and deeply saddened I was to hear about your tragic loss.
Wally and I were in the same syndicate at the Canadian Forces
Staff School in Toronto.
I remember Wally well.
He was a kind and
gentle person who was well liked by all.
At the Staff School, he cheered us a ll with his infectious smile
and humour.
When things seemed impossible and deadlines were fast
approaching, he was always there to help.
In many ways, Wally made my
stay at Staff School that much more memorable.
In passing on my condolences, my thoughts and prayers are with
you and your family as you go through this very trying time.

Mrs W. Niemi

c/o Commanding Officer

410 Tactical

Fighter Operationa1

Training S quadron
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Canadian Forces Base Cold Lake
Medley> Alta
TOA 2MO

Canada
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Commanding Officer
410 TAC F(OT) Sqn
Canadian Forces Base Cold Lake
Medley, Alberta TOA 2MO

/3

January 1989

P.O. Box 1595
Medley, Alberta
TOA 2MO

ye� h't�;t

.1

Words alone cannot express the great sadness and deep sense of loss
that we at 410 Squadron feel this day. Myself, Barbara, and all your
friends at 410 grieve in the passing of a dear friend and a fine man.
Wally's dedication and quick wit added much to all of our lives.
Most of all, Wally was a fighter pilot of extreme dedication and motivation.
Be assured that Wally was one of the finest pilots that I have had the honour
of flying with. As his Commanding Officer, I want you, Nicholas and your
family to know that Wally served his country with dedication, honour and
a sense of duty which few can match. I was honoured to serve and fly
with him. It was my special honour to call him a friend. His knowledge
and expertise were respected by all pilots who met him and he will be
sorely missed indeed.
I can only pretend to understand the difficulties which you and
Nicholas must be dealing with in the loss of a loving husband and
dedicated father. If there is any way that we may ease your burden
please let us share in it. We want you, Nicholas and the young one to
know that you will always remain close to our hearts and a part of the
410 Squadron family. God bless.
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Lieutenant-Colonel
Commanding Officer
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Contributed by Laurel LaBar
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To My Old Jalopy
!
!
- by Wally Niemi

Is this to be our final farewell? My sorrow for you can only be reflected by the dewiness
swelling from my eyes. A junkyard cannot be a fitting resting place (wasting place?) for
you who have loyally served me through my most vigorous years of teen-hood.
From the day we met, becoming instant friends, you have never failed me. From your
eagerness to start after only a few downhill pushes, to your intriguing ability to consume
equal amounts of gas and oil, your inner beauty is hidden by a rugged face.
Though your body is wrinkled and scarred, I know and love each mark which reminds
me of our zealous past. How proudly you display your gouged-in grill, a memoir of our
tree-climbing together. Ah yes! And may we never forget that bent-up bumper from our
adventurous rock-picking days.
Now all that is past, and only fond memories remain. I only hope we shall meet again in
that winding road of the hereafter, to raise dust together once more.

Note from Mary Niemi:

Twenty-seven years ago, Nicki and I were putting together the Remembering Wally book. Laurel sent this
story, along with other ideas she had for a contribution to the book. Alas, the letter disappeared, gone and
forgotten by me, sleep-deprived as a mother of two little ones.
Now in 2018, to my dismay, that letter sifted back up through the sands of time. One of Wally’s stories that
was enclosed was called “To My Old Jalopy”. He had written this in his early 20‘s for an English class at
the community college in Saskatoon. This story epitomizes Wally’s amazing ability to love his cars despite
their state of decrepitude. It is written very much “tongue-in-cheek”, though his love for the car is not an
exaggeration. It reminds me of the well-used Volvo that he had when we first met, the one that leaked on
the front passenger every time it rained!

