
   
      
      
   

Chapter 5: 

Hard Times in the Bush Peninsula Ontario 1938-1939

In 1937, my Father found work as a labourer for a few months at the

construction of the Red Rock Paper Mil . He then found work at the CPR

Peninsula Train Station. He was excited about the prospect of earning

$100 a month and having his Family with him. 

My Mother was five month’s pregnant and made baby clothes. Women

were quite creative in the Great Depression. They knitted socks, mitts, 

scarves,   and   bleached   cloth   flour   bags   to   make   sheets,   towels,   and

diapers. 

Peninsula   was   located   in   a   bay  on   the   North-Western   shore   of   Lake

Superior. It owed its existence to construction of the CPR railway and it

became a ghost town after the railway was completed. 

Gert Snow (25) and Gary Snow (2) Peninsula 1938

In   the   1930’s,   there   were   only   30   people   living   there   and   logging

operations   revived   it.   In   1944,   it   was   named   Marathon   after   the

construction   of   the   Marathon   Paper   Mil .   The   climate   of   the   region   is

extreme. 

. 



Climate of Marathon Ontario

Month

Mean 

Mean

Mean

Rain

Snow

Daily

Daily

Month

Max. 

Min. 

Temp. 

January

- 1.5 C

-36.5 C

-17.7 C

Nil

91.0 cm

February

6.0

C

-32.5 C

-10.9 C

.1 mm

36.0 cm

March

8.0

C

-25.5 C

- 4.7 C

13.5 mm

28.0 cm

April

22.0 C

-14.5 C

3.7

C

71.8 mm

10.0 cm

May

23.5 C

- 4.0 C

9.8

C

81.1 mm

3.0 cm

June

25.0 C

2.0 C

13.7 C

96.0 mm

Nil

July

25.0 C

3.5 C

14.3 C

68.8 mm

Nil

August

29.5 C

2.5 C

16.5 C

53.2 mm

Nil

September

21.5 C

- 8.0 C

9.0

C

119.5 mm

Nil

October

14.8 C

-10.5 C

4.5

C

116.0 mm

19.0 cm

November

9.5

C

-23.5 C

- 4.4 C

31.8 mm

63.0 cm

December

- 4.0 C

-34.5 C

-11.0 C

7.0 mm

59.0 cm

The train to Peninsula took six hours. They moved into two rooms beside

the train office. The warehouse held supplies for the Relief Camps. After

a   few   months,   my   Father   confronted   the   'Walking   Boss'   with

discrepancies he found in the inventory of supplies. 

It was impossible for him to keep the books straight because the Boss

took supplies and traded them for liquor. The Boss swung at him and my

Father   wired   the   Head   Office   in   Toronto.   They  sent   a   young  clerk   to

investigate,   but   ignored   the   issue   of   theft.   It   was   easier   for   them   to

replace my Father rather than deal with the theft. Rather than wait to be

'let go,' he quit. 

The Train Station, Peninsula, Ontario, 1938





He was conscientious in his work no matter what position he had. This

was neither the first nor the last job he had that he saw his choice as

either keeping a job or keeping his integrity. He always opted to keep his

integrity. 

There were those who might have thought he could il  afford this, when

my Mother was eight months' pregnant, and there was very little work

available. There is a price to pay to look at yourself in the mirror and hold

your head high. They moved out of the train station and rented a Section

House. 

Section House Peninsula Ontario 1938

My Sister Karen Victoria Snow was born on August 12, 1938. My Father

cut a tire inner tube into narrow strips and laced them together to serve

as springs for her bed. In the fal , he worked at Heron Bay on the wood

flume that carried logs overland from the Pic River to Lake Superior. 

They floated huge log booms to paper mil s in the US. To save the cost of

staying in Heron Bay, my Father walked 32 km to work and back every

day along the railway track. He walked up and down hil s, through rock

cuts, in the dark, in the cold, in the deep snow, and through blizzards -

with hungry wolves howling in the night. 

Heron Bay Log Flume Peninsula Ontario 1938





Hauling logs Peninsula Ontario 1938

When this work ended, they were in serious trouble. The local store did

not   give   credit   for   groceries,   so   they   and   the   remaining   half-dozen

residents applied for Provincial Welfare. 

When the wood supply dwindled, my Father cut green birch trees from

the   bush   along   the   tracks.   Technical y,   the   bush   along   the   tracks

belonged to the railroad, and although he knew someone at the station

wanted to catch him doing this, he did not care. 

They were desperate for fuel, so they col ected bits of coal that fel  off the

train. He made a toy car garage out of wood washed up on the lake-

shore. He hunted rabbits or partridge to supplement their meagre welfare

food. 

Gary Snow (3) Fred Snow (30) Peninsula 1939



Although   fuel   and   food   were   scarce,   they   had   each   other,   and   an

abundance of love. There was no work in the spring. They had no money

for train fare, so they sold their kitchenette set to a neighbour. This was

the one my Father worked so hard at Jel icoe to save the money to buy. 

He had to cut 16 cords of wood (4' x 4' x 8') in the cold of winter to earn

this $17.  This amount to a pile of cut wood 64 feet wide x 128 feet long x

four feet high. 

The   $17   was   enough   for   tickets   for   my   Mother,   Brother,   and   Sister. 

Vil agers spirited their things one night down to the tracks just in time for

the freight train. 

My Parents were concerned the landlord might keep their belongings in

exchange for the few dol ars they owed for groceries. They left their cook

stove at the house to cover this debt. My Father stayed behind that night, 

as he was concerned someone at the station might burn the house down

and blame him. 

Gert Snow (26) Karen Snow (1) Fred Snow (30) Gary Snow (3)

Peninsula Ontario 1939

He and a neighbour stayed in the house overnight with Husky dogs and a

rifle. Nothing happened. The next morning, he hopped a freight train and

rode to Port Arthur in the coal-tender behind the engine. 

The King and Queen of England visited Port Arthur in 1939. Men were

paid $2 each to wear armbands and line the parade route. My Father was

in the crowd but only got a glimpse of them when the entourage whizzed

by. My Mother missed the parade because she had to take my Brother







Gary to a doctor after he had gashed his head when he fel  against a

radiator. 

Gert (23) Fred (26) Gary (2) 1939

Gert (23) Gary (2) 1939

Fred (30) Gert (27) Karen (1) 1939

My   Father   received   an   effusive   article   from   the   Gibbs’   Club   that

described   the   Royal   Visit   (Keeley   1-2).   A   number   of   British   Home

Children were mentioned in this article. These names may be important

to a descendant of the British Home Children: 



Henry A  Gyertson

Joseph R Moxon

Cyril Percival

Albert Rawle

Albert W O Saxtree

Albert E Bance 

Edward C Leeming

Edwin Waldron 

Wil iam C Mattison

Richard Kilbourne

Edwin M Baker

Henry W  Slater

Charles J Wil iams 

George A Sharman

Alan Asquith. 

The   Waifs  and   Strays   Society   planned   to   expand   their   operations   to

Western   Canada,   but   Canada   restricted   immigration   because   of   high

unemployment during the Great Depression. In 1935, the Gibb’s Home

was renamed the Gibb’s Club, as it had become more of a centre for Old

Boys rather than a Receiving Home. 

Eleven boys were sent in 1937, and only a few were sent in 1939. This

marked the end of their child emigration to Canada (Stroud 194-195). 

The Waifs and Strays Society deported children to Australia  after WWII

from 1947 – 1967. 

Visit by the King and Queen of England Gibb's Home 1939

GIBBS CLUB SHERBROOKE QUE

Autumn Number - SEPTEMBER 1939

CANADIAN NEWS

THE   GREAT   AND   GLORIOUS   12TH   (JUNE   1939).   The   greatest

gathering that ever took place in our history is now a thing of the past and

what a wonderful life memory it provided for those privileged to attend. 

It is fitting that it proved to be our biggest meeting as this was the first

time British reigning sovereigns have visited Canada. From the time the

King and Queen landed at Quebec the wave of enthusiasm and loyalty

increased in volume until even the stolid people were submerged. 

The lucky ones who could see their majesties twice or more, took ful

advantage of their opportunities and earned much good-natured envy. 

What   a   relief   to   forget   the   vulgarity   and   insanity   of   the   totalitarian

countries for a few weeks and revel in contemplation, talk and service, 

connected with one of the most wholesome emotional events of our lives. 

The tact, charm and downright good nature of our Royal Visitors was

something to marvel at and they received our admiring sympathy for the

extraordinary way in which they stood the strain of what we hope will be

the most strenuous task of their lives. 

. . . Old Boys came from al  directions and provinces including the United

States. Some travel ed al  night by car, bus or truck. Sweethearts, wives

and children added colour and charm, decorating our large lawn with a

happy, enthusiastic crowd. 

At 11 am it was time to assemble the company of 100 men we provided

to help line the route of the royal procession. 

. . . Of course we al  intended to strain our blooming hearts when the King

and Queen passed, but strange to say we did not make al  the noise we

had planned. When the great moment arrived something gripped us that

could not be interpreted by only wild cheering. 

A girl in the crowd explained this for us when she stated that as the Royal

couple approached her vocal powers decreased, and she found tears of

happiness upon her face. …








PART VI: 2000-2017

The BHC Mail List and BHC Database 2000 

After I published my book in 2000, I decided that since so little was

known about British Home Children, that someone had to take on

the job of tel ing the story and col ecting as much information about

each one of them as I could. 

The internet was quite primitive and I had a free Ancestry site that

al owed me to set up a website and database.  I started with one

entry -  my Father, and one subscriber - my Daughter Charlotte. 

The BHC Mail List grew to 500 subscribers and the BHC Database

to 50,000 records but it took 13 years to obsessively add hundreds

of   thousands   of   details.   The   Ancestry   website   suffered   a

catastrophic crash a few years ago, and is gone but the Mail List

site remains a valuable source of information for researchers. 

Meeting My First British Relative 2001 

In 2001, a year after I published my book, I had an email from my

half cousin Margaret in Wales who said she was coming for a visit! 

She arrived on September 11, 2001 (9/11) and was fortunate to

have landed at Calgary as planes were grounded and had to land

at the nearest airport. 

Although   a   great   many   relative   pictures   were   taken,   I   need   to

protect their privacy. 

She  was   also   lucky  to   rent   a  car  and  we   only  had   a  few  days

together as they were travel ing with another couple through the

Rockies to Vancouver.  It was an amazing visit al  the same. 

Bonnie Snow (50) Perry Snow (51) Calgary Alberta 1995

She   provided   family   pictures,   letters,   and   photos   to   fil   in   more

missing pieces of the Snow family puzzle. She spoke fondly of her

Grandfather and my Great Grandfather John G Snow whom she

said did his best in raising her Mother Amy and Uncle Jack. 

She   stil   new   very   little   about   our   mutual   Grandmother   Annie

Snow/Gifford, but had no il  feelings towards her. Margaret said, 

“It's easy to judge and harder to be compassionate.” Women had

so little choice in those days.” I completely agreed. 

She said, “When your Dad was taken away, my Grandfather  was a

55 year old unemployed single parent who did the best he could, 

trying to provide for his kids. That's al  anyone can do.” 

I thanked her profusely for the letter she saved that her Mother

wrote   about   how   my   Father   was   taken   away.     She   was   very

grateful to find out that her mother narrowly escaped being taken

away and deported to Canada. 

They   were   fascinated   to   learn   about   things   such   as   thermal

windows, vinyl siding, insulation, and car plug-ins. 

Meeting British Relatives in the UK 2003

I   went   to   England   to   meet   my   Snow   relatives   and   my   'Kind

Stranger'   friend   Robin.     Bonnie   and   my   Daughters   had   some

reservations   about   my   going   alone   because   she   knew   I   was

'geographical y chal enged.” I argued that “I may get lost a little, but

I'm never late.'  The three of them jointly 'sighed' as they did for no

apparent reason. 

I got off to a pretty good start and things were good until the plane

was   half   way   across   Hudson   Bay   when   they   had   to   declare   a

medical   emergency.     They   turned   around   and   headed   back   to

Winnipeg.   The sick passenger was taken away but they insisted

we stay on the plane. 

A   few   hours   went   by   and   I   was   glad   to   see   they   thought   of

refuel ing. Again the plane took off and this time we made it past

Hudson Bay.  However, someone had not thought of replenishing

the food and other supplies. 

As the hours past by, people got very hungry, very thirsty, and very

cranky about toilets overflowing and diapers piling up.   I made a

bag of peanuts last a very long time, rationed my water, and took a

few blood sugar tests.  On the way to the washroom I had to step

around people who were prostrate and praying. 

On the way back, I wondered if I should join them. I hoped Robin

had gotten a message about the flight delay.  Cousin Jim had told

me   that   the   Thames   had   flooded   and   that   some   roads   were

washed out near the airport. 

I think 16 hours had passed including time change since I got on

the   plane   in   Calgary.     Perhaps   blood   sugar   had   gone   awry. 

Anyway I was in a strange mood going through the airport to the

baggage. 

While walking along I glanced around and saw a woman standing

in the crowd holding a little sign that read 'Snow.'  I couldn't resist

walking   by   her   and   then   turning   around   to   approach   her   from

another direction. 

I tapped her on the shoulder and said “I'm Perry Snow.” She was

startled and punched me on the shoulder and then gave me a hug. 

I don't know why women punch me on the shoulder for no apparent

reason. 

I apologized for the flight delay and she said they had to make two

trips because the delay notice came after they arrived at the airport

the first time. 

I asked her where Robin was, and she said, “Don't you hear that

ruckus - that's Robin!”  We got outside and heard a Bobbie waving

his hands around and hol ering at a man to move his car. 

The man inside the car was screaming, “Bloody hel , Copper - can't

you   see   I'm   a   'crip!   Why  aren't   you   running   after   criminals   and

blowing your whistle instead of harassing me?” 

I said, “Robin?”  She sighed, and said, “Robin. I think you two wil

get along.” I was about to say “I think you and I wil  get along too, 

because I like your 'sigh.' But I decided to be quiet. 

Robin stuck his hand out the window and we shook hands.   He

was absolutely calm and had a beaming smile.   He said, “Don't

worry about the Copper.  He's just doing his job, and I'm just doing

mine.  What's he going to do? Arrest me and lift me out of the car? 

I'm a big man who weighs nearly 15 stone (100 kg)! 

Robin's car had been modified with hand controls and he drove

'assertively.' It was late at night and a bit foggy and he said, “We'l

head for Bucks but I thought we could stop and meet your Cousin.” 

'Bucks'   was   short   for   Buckinghamshire   I   deduced.   “I   can't   just

barge in on him this late at night,” I said.  He told is wife to, “Cal

Jim and tel  him Perry wants and invitation and that we're on our

way.” 

Jim lived in a trailer on the banks of the Thames.  We drove in the

fog around the park looking for the number.  I told Robin to look on

the left side of the road, as Jim's address was an even number. 

He questioned how I knew this and I replied, “Years of delivering

mail in University - even numbers are on the south side.” 

We found Jim's trailer but couldn't see far because of the fog.   I

decided to walk along one side of the trailer and stepped into some

water.  It was the Thames! The water had risen half way under the

trailer! 

I retreated and went around the other side where the water was

half way up the steps.  I knocked on the door and was practical y

dragged in by my Cousin Jim!  Huge hugs and much excitement. 

He asked where Robin was and I explained that he was paraplegic

and might have trouble with the stairs - and the water. Jim and his

wife Margaret fixed a tray of tea and biscuits and took this out to

Robin, who grinned and said, “Get some food into your Cousin!” 

I ate and we had a wonderful visit, although we both noticed we

kept glancing at each other.  Me more so than he, because he was

the first Snow Cousin I had ever seen face to face. 

It   was   close   to   midnight   when   we   arrived   at   Robin's   home   in

'Bucks.' I had written to him about staying at a Bed and Breakfast

but he 'wouldn't have it.'   On the way there, I said I should cal

Bonnie to let her know I arrived al  right.” 

Robin said, “She cal ed while you were visiting with 'Your Cousin

Jim.”  He emphasized, 'Your Cousin Jim.' I asked what he told her

and he replied, “I told her you looked kind of tired after being 10

hours late, and Yes, I told her why.  I also told her that you got lost

a bit and walked into the Thames up to your ankles.” 

I asked what Bonnie had said to that.  He said,”She told me not to

lose sight of you and I reassured her that you were in good hands.” 

I asked his wife if  I was in good hands, and she  just  burst out

laughing.  And so began the amazing adventure. 

It was such a pleasure to meet Robin, the complete stranger who

devoted three years of his life to solving my family mystery. His

wife   was   French   and   from   a   very   large   close   family   and   was

horrified to think of anyone who would dare to tear a family apart

and spirit children overseas. 

She muttered, “Only the English.” Robin and I chose to be very

quiet.   'Bucks'   became   the   base   of   operations.   The   next   day   I

helped Robin into his car and put the wheelchair in the trunk. I

asked if we were going to see Jim but he said “No, we are off to

Croydon and parts thereof. 

He explained that Jim and his wife were coming over for supper

that   night   and   that   after   I   had   been   to   Wales,   Jim   insisted   on

driving me up to Staffordshire.   I insisted that I could take a train

there, but Jim 'would not have that.' 

I said, “Did I miss a meeting or something?”  He said, “Even though

you   say   you   are   a   highly   trained   some-kind-of-competent

professional, I believe Bonnie.  I'll make sure you get on the right

trains, and I wil  let you out of my sight, but maybe you should have

a Name-Tag pinned to your shirt, that reads, 'If found, return to ...'” 

We 'got on.' 

He just had to add, “And I've passed along Bonnie's instructions to

Jim, too. Best to listen to our wives, like highly trained professional

husbands,   Right!”     I   didn't   have   to   worry   about   anyone   being

intimidated   by   my   occupation   any   more,   because   the   new

reputation was quite a bit different. 

I insisted that we stop for coffee after Robin said how difficult it was

to get around in a wheelchair and how he spent a lot of time and

effort advocating for improved access to buildings. While driving, 

he   said   he   constantly   looks   for   curbs   that   are   scooped   out   for

wheelchair access. 

I   mentioned   that   Calgary   was   quite   good   that   way   and   al   new

housing developments had those at each corner.  He said he has

made progress, and that the Queen had noticed and given him an

award.  He was quite serious but did not explain. 

I pointed out a McDonald's drive-through that was in the middle of

a street.  It ruined the charm of the street, but I was desperate and

Robin would not have to get out of the car.  He had never been and

was fascinated by the convenience and horrified about amount of

wasted paper.  After we left, he tossed me a London A-Z and said, 

“Guide Me!” 

I proudly pul ed out my own copy and said, “Are you serious, I'm

the guy who has a lousy sense of direction.”  He explained how the

street   signs   could   be   low   to   the   curb,   high   on   the   corner   of   a

building, and general y hard to locate. 

As   it   turned   out,   I   actual y   spend   so   much   time   looking   up

addresses   that   I   did   have   a   pretty   good   mental   picture   of   the

London layout. 





Balham Tooting and Croydon 

Our first stop was where my Father was al egedly born. 

Larch Close Balham Wandsworth London England 2003

Larch Close Balham Wandsworth London England 2003

A one bedroom flat in 2017 now sel s for £350,000  ($500,000). It

wasn't hard to envision how this area would look in 1913. Next we

headed   through   Tooting   and   I   was   again   surprised   how   close

everything was.   I amazed myself after Robin made a wrong turn

and I told him how to get to get back to Tooting! 





27 Chetwode Road Tooting Surrey England

The 1901 Census showed Great Grandfather John G Snow (45), 

wife Emily (44), his two Sons Wil iam Henry (18), George Frederick

(22), wife Anne, and their two children living together in this home. 

These 8 people shared a two bedroom home. 

The death of Emily Cheer in 1904 set off a crisis, as four months

later, my Great Grandfather John George married my Grandmother

Annie who was +20 years his junior and my Grandfather married

his first wife. 

5 Parker Road Croydon Surrey England

In   1909   my   Great   Grandfather   John   G   Snow   (53   ),   my

Grandmother Annie (31), their two children Jack (4) and Amy (2), 

my Grandfather Wil iam Henry (26) who was separated from his

first wife al  lived here. 



This was the scene of the crime wherein my Grandparents who

were   not   married   to   each   other,   fel   in   love   and   conceived   my

Father. 

I don't know where they initial y lived together. When my Father

was 6 months old, my Grandfather enlisted in the army in 1910. 

My   Father   had   German   Measles   and   my   Grandmother   was

pregnant. 

She took my Father to Dean Road to be looked after, and between

the Vicar and overcrowding of underage children being taken to

school by older siblings, he was il egal y and forcibly removed from

his family. 

We then drove to Croydon to have a look at  Dean Road, where my

Father was taken from his family. The garage was once a stable for

horses and wagon. In 2017 it sel s for £460,995 ($750,000). Robin

waited in the car with his ever-present crossword puzzle 

3 Dean Road Croydon Surrey England 2003

Being a polite Canadian, I knocked on the door to explain why I

was taking pictures and to ask if I could take a picture of the back

of the house.  I explained that my Father once lived there. 

The woman invited me in, showed me around, and gave me what

she knew of the history of the house! 

I   walked   down   the   block   to   St   Peter's   Church   to   take   pictures

where Jack and Andy went for bread and soup in 1913 and the

school Amy (6) and Jack (8)  took my Father (3 ½). 





St Peter's Church Croydon           Lord Tenison School Croydon

The Church had screened mesh over its windows. It was heavily

locked and covered in graffiti. I thought of al  the years my family

had written to this place, trying to obtain information. 

He   was   baptized   here   but   did   not   get   a   copy   of   his   Baptism

Certificate until he was 48 years old. His age was scratched out. It

appeared to read as 4 years old, but underneath was a “½.” Could

he have been only 3½ years old when he was apprehended? If so, 

this was il egal. 

I imagined the Vicar writing to the Waifs and Strays and arranging

for the Police to take my Father away. It was probably uncharitable

of me, but I swore, kicked the ground, and quickly walked away. 

Robin suggested that we might have time to stop by the Children’s

Society. He thought we could have a chat with the Archivist who

tried so hard to keep information from me. 

I told him I didn’t think I was up to that and I wondered if I ever 

would be. After al  the lies that have been revealed, I’m not sure 

what we would have to talk about. I doubt they would have any 

answer to the question of, “Why did you lie to my Father and I?” 



Sevenoaks Kent

The next day we were off to visit Sevenoaks Kent.  St Augustine's

Home   for  Boys   was   no   longer   there   as  it   was   demolished   and

replaced by apartment buildings. 

St Augustine's Home for Boys Sevenoaks Kent

What surprised me most was that I had an envisioned a building

such as this but surrounded by vacant space.  From the look of the

neighbourhood the homes were al  the same age and far from new. 

I  thought  of   how  maddening  it   must  have   been   for the   boys   to

march   down   the   sidewalk   to   school   and   Church   not   al owed   to

smile   or   speak.     They  had   to   keep   their   heads  down   or   risk   a

caning. 

At night I envisioned my Father, after the nightly punishment circle

looking out the window and seeing intact normal families through

their windows.   Had he known how close he was to Croydon, he

might have planned an escape. 

If   caught   or   returned,   it   would   have   meant   a   bread   and   water

punishment and caning.  He certainly would not find refuge in the

church   in   Croydon.     What   made   it   tolerable   was   finding   some

solace in the Church down the block. 



St John the Baptist Church Sevenoaks Kent

We  then   went   to   the   Sevenoaks   Library   to   look   for   information

about St Augustine's Home for Boys.  They were very helpful and

managed to dig out a pamphlet and a picture.  She asked if I was a

Canadian, and when I said “Yes,” she replied, “Every year we get a

few   elderly   Canadians   asking   the   same   questions   about   St

Augustine's.” 

She became quiet, and said, “I've lived in Sevenoaks al  my life.  A

lot   of   bad   things   happened   there,   and   none   of   knows   what

happened to the boys once they were in Canada. I used to watch

them march down the street with their heads down and never a

smile. ”  I told her, “Wel , know you'll know because I'll send you a

copy  of  my book.   She  insisted   in  not  charging   me  for  a  lot  of

photocopies.” 

Billericay Essex 

My cousin Arthur didn't have a computer so we kept in touch by

snail  mail.   The  last   I  had  heard   was  that   he  got  sick  in  2002. 

When I met his wife Pat in Bil ericay, she said that he had a brain

aneurysm and had been in a Long Term Care facility for over a

year. 

Robin   drove   us   there   and   opted   to   wait   in   the   car   with   his

crossword  puzzle  as he had spent years  in the hospital himself

when he became paraplegic. 

Arthur   was   a   large   man   who   was   completely   paralyzed.     She

wasn't sure if even is eye movements could be control ed.   She

visited him daily and believed he could hear and understand her.  I

believed her and held his hand and introduced myself. 





I told him how great is was to meet him, and joked about how we

could have passed each other on our motorcycles as he and Pat

had toured Scotland at the same time in 1971.  I felt him squeeze

my hand. Pat said he loved talking to me on the phone and she

was sure we would have 'got on.'  Arthur died in 2007. 



Heston Hounslow Middlesex 

Then   it   was   on   to   Heston   Middlesex.  Robin   decided   we   just

couldn’t drive through London without seeing the sights. We sped

through   London   during   rush   hour   and   saw   al   the   major   tourist

attractions.   He screamed around a corner and stopped the car

alongside a long wal . 

I asked him where we were, and he asked, “Do you want to hop

over this wal  and give the Queen a copy of your book?”   I said, 

“What are you talking about?” 

He explained that someone had did just that a week earlier and just

walked into the Palace before being apprehended.   He said, “I'm

sure she would love an autographed, hand delivered copy of your

book!     After   al ,   the   Royal   Family   have   been   Patrons   of   the

Childen's Society for over a hundred years!”  I suggested we stop

for a beer somewhere instead. 

On our way to Buckinghamshire, Robin suggested I just drop in on

Cousin Gladys, as we were passing right by. I kept looking for a

pay phone to warn her, as Robin's cel  was dead.  Before I could

say anything, we were outside her house. She knew I planned to

visit her, but we had not arranged a time. 

I real y surprised her when she opened her door. We had a short

but wonderful visit. We planned on meeting again the day before I

left for Canada, but she was far too il  that day. She died in 2005 at

age 66. 

Streatham Cemetery Tooting





There was no time to contact anyone there on a Sunday to find the

exact location.  I was happy just to be in London, and would have

been happy to just peek through the gate of the cemetery. 

My cousin Margaret had mailed me photos of John George Snow's

marker in Croydon, so I imagine my Grandmother's marker would

be   similar.     His   was   very   overgrown   and   I'm   sure   she   had   to

uncover it with a shovel. 

Great Grandfather John George Snow (1858-1940) 

Mitcham Cemetery Croydon Surrey England

Family folklore had it that my Grandfather Wil iam Henry Snow paid

for   my   Grandmother's   funeral   even   though   they   had   been

estranged for 28 years. My Uncle Reg apparently made the funeral

arrangements for my Grandmother. I don’t know if any of her other

children attended her funeral. 

I didn't know exactly where her common grave was. I stood in the

cemetery   as   the   rain   drizzled.   I   thought   my   thoughts.   I   felt

saddened for my Grandmother. 

She was born in 1878 and married my Great Grandfather  John

George Snow in 1904 when she was 26 and he was 48. 

They had their first child John Al en Snow in 1905 when she was

27 and he was 47. They had Amy Alice Snow (her second) in 1907

when she was 29 and he was 49.. 

She fel  in  love   with  her  stepson Wil iam Henry Snow who  was

separated from his wife and was living with she and his Father. 

She left John  George  Snow to  live  with  Wil iam  Henry Snow in

1909 as she was pregnant with my Father Frederick George Snow

(her third). She was  31 and he was 26.  My Grandfather enlisted in

the army in 1910 and served until 1919. 

They had their  second  child  (her  fourth) Wil iam Alfred Snow in

1912 when she was 34 and he was 29. They had their third child

(her fifth) Violet Lil ian Beatrice Snow in 1914 when she was 36

and he was 31. They had their fourth child (her sixth) Gladys Elsie

Snow in 1918 when she was 40 and he was 35. They had their fifth

child (her seventh) Reginald Wil iam Snow in 1920 when she was

42 and he was 37. 

In  1926,   Wil iam  Henry Snow  (43)  left Annie  (48) to  live   with  a

pregnant Leah Lassman (22). He took Wil iam Alfred Snow (14)

with him. Ironical y my Grandfather repeated his Father's tendency

to marry women 20 years  his junior. 

Annie (48) was left to care for Violet (12), Gladys Snow (8), and

Reginald Snow (8). Barnardo’s apprehended her children and she

tried for years to locate them while they were 'in care.' I doubt that

my Grandfather paid any child support as he was about the have

his sixth child, Peggy. 

Of her seven children, four were 'in care,' and one, unbeknownst to

her, - my Father - deported to Canada.  Ironical y the year before

three more of her children were taken from her. 

She never saw her son Jack and her daughter Amy after 1909. 

She   never   saw   my   father   after   1913.   She   never   saw   her   son

Wil iam Alfred Snow, her daughters Violet and Gladys after 1926. 

She did meet her son Reg a few years before her death after an

estrangement of +30 years.  They lived in the same building for two

years before Reg told his wife about this. 

I could think of nothing more tragic than a mother losing six of her

seven children, especial y four of them to 'child care organizations' 

who told these children that she was dead. 

I kicked the grass for no apparent reason other than to make sure I

wasn't standing on her buried marker.  The large divot fel  to one

side and lo and behold there was a marker, but of course it was not

hers.     Robin   was  patiently  doing   his  crossword   puzzle  but   kept

looking askance to see if I was alright.  I was. 

I   didn't   know   what   to   do   or   what   sort   of   prayer   to   say.     I   am

diabetic, so I took my test kit out, punctured my finger, and let a

drop fal  on the grass.  I said, “Grandma, I believe you did the best

you could with what choices you saw before you, with what you

knew, and what you had to work with. 

I know you tried to see your children for 4 years after they were

taken from you.   I know you sent them Christmas presents they

never received.  I know you tried to find out what happened to my

Father.  I brought a bit of your firstborn Son to you. God Bless You. 

Rest in peace.” 

I couldn't visit my Grandfather's grave as I did not know where it

was until my Half Aunt Peggy came to Calgary a few years later. I

would have said and done the same things at his gravesite. 



Flintshire Wales

Robin   was   enjoying   the   expedition   and   was   keen   on   driving   to

Wales, which would take about 4 hours.  His wife disagreed and I

insisted a train would do just fine, and my half cousin would not

hear of my staying in a Bed and Breakfast, so would pick me up at

the train station.  What could possibly go wrong? 

Robin dropped me off at the train station which was much larger

than  I  expected.   I ran through the  station and banged my  bag

down the escalator stairs.  When I reached the platform, I was the

only one  on  it  apart  from a  conductor  50  yards  away who   was

waving frantical y. 

As I ran, he was shouting, “Where to?” Oh, Oh. Could there be

other trains on this track leaving within minutes of each other?  So I

hol ered,   “Wales!”  I  figured  that  was  close   enough.   He  replied, 

“Hurry, Lad!” 

I was flattered, as I was 59 at the time.  He grabbed my ticket and

pushed me on as the train was starting to move.  I plopped myself

on the seat, panting, sweating, and flushed.  I smiled sheepishly at

my   travel ing   companions.   They     must   have   noticed   my   little

Canadian flag pin, because they smiled back. Lovely train ride and

countryside that reminded me of Scotland. 

I   quickly   learned   what   the   word   'diversion'   meant.     There   were

considerable track repairs going on. It was common for trains to be

sent back the way they came, sent around in circles for hours, or

simply idle in stations until tracks were repaired.  My train arrived in

Wales a few hours late. 

Perry Snow (59) Wales 2003







It was great to see Margaret again after she had visited Calgary

two years earlier.   We stopped in a vil age  cal ed Mold where  I

bought   a   Welsh   cap.   We   then   went   on   a   tour   of   Cheshire

Cathedral, and I was overwhelmed with the architecture. 

Chester Cathedral

We toured Cheshire and I noticed these interesting signs. 

I   asked   her,   “Does  this  apply  to   hold  and  cold   poop?   Do   dogs

understand Welsh and English?”  She just sighed. It was great to

have supper with her large family and a few asked about my book

but   had   never   heard   of   the   British   Home   Child   Deportation

Scheme.  This was the most comfortable few days as we had met

before and every other relative was a first ever meeting. 

Liverpool Lancashire 

The   next   day   we   drove   to   Liverpool   to   tour   the   Merseyside

Maritime Museum.   As tempting as it was, we decided to bypass

the Beatles Museum neaby. 





I was impressed with the size of the building and the size of it's

displays.  I was very disappointed to turn a corner and find myself

in a smal  room devoted to Child Emigration.  As of 2017 there is a

larger  display  mostly devoted  to  the  Australian  Child  Emigration

Scheme.   My Father's story was part of the joint project  'On their

Own' 

On a smal  computer screen played a continuous loop of a two-

minute segment of “The Leaving of Liverpool. ” There were a few posters   on   the   wal .   Canada   was   mentioned   in   passing   as   the

Australian scheme had much more exposure. 

I   found   it   sad   that   there   was   so   little   acknowledgment   of   +100

years   of   Child   Emigration   and   recognition   of   100,000   British

children deported overseas to Canada to uncertain futures. 

Perry Snow (59) Merseyside Maritime Museum 2003



Margaret   noticed   that   I   was   gritting   my   teeth   and   put   her   arm

around me after this picture. 

This poster entitled ORPHANS read as fol ows. 

“Some   orphans   were   assisted   to   emigrate   to

Canada.   Parish   authorities,   philanthropists,   and

orphanages such as Barnardo’s helped orphans to

emigrate. 

It   was   believed   that   the   children   would   have   a

better chance in life when placed with a Canadian

family. 

In   1869   a   Miss   Rye   took   50   orphan   girls   from

Liverpool   to   Canada.   Their   average   age   was   8

years. They were asked if they wanted to go and

their relatives were consulted.” 

Caption   under  picture:   “Orphans  on   their  way  to

Canada 1881” 

Wel ,   that   certainly   explained   what   the   British   Child   Deportation

Scheme to Canada was al  about! The myth lives on. 

I had trouble retaining my composure here, and couldn't wait to get

out of the building.  We had a coffee on the dock and I envisioned

an endless stream of a hundred thousand boys and girls who were

loaded on ships like cattle to be met my a representative of the

Department of Agriculture.  How appropriate. 

The train trip from Chester to London was supposed to be about 3-

4 hours. Margaret made sure I got on the right train - she had met

Bonnie in Calgary after al . 

The train was from Chester to Stafford  should have only been an

hour. It was diverted to Birmingham instead. I got off the train and

the platforms were deserted - never a good sign. 

It looked to me that stairs led to an overhead tramway so I headed

there.   A porter asked where I was headed, and I proudly said, 

“Bucks.”  He said, “not today you're not.”  He started to explain the

new diverted route, but I couldn't fol ow his accent.  I pretended to

have a hearing problem but that didn't help. 

I gave him an pen to write directions.   The written word did not

match what I was hearing.  He said, “You better move, or you won't

make the next train to Leamington Spa.  I later found out that was

in Warwickshire. 

He said, “Come along then!” I wasn't real y sure what he said but

fol owing him to an freight elevator and when I got off, he said, 

“Run like hel !' I found a ticket booth and got a new train ticket to

Leamington Spa  and  then a bus  ticket   to Reading  Berkshire –

wherever  those  places were.    With  England   being and  island,   I

thought as long as I stay on dry land I should be OK. 

I found a pay phone to alert Robin to the changes.  The connection

wasn't al  that great and the overhead announcement were very

loud.  With the delays so far, I was already overdue on his end.  I

explained   that   I   was   diverted   and   in   a   station   in   Birmingham. 

Robin replied, “What are you doing in Bloody Birmingham in the

North of England!”  I'm south of Wales! 

I started to explain about a new train to Leamington Spa, and then

a bus to Reading.   He was laughing hilariously, and I could hear

him   hol ering   to   his   wife,   “Guess   where   Perry   is   -   just   try   and

guess.” She grabbed the phone, and calmly asked, “Perry, love, 

are you sure you know where you are?” 

I   held   the   phone   above   my   head   so   she   could   hear   the

announcement   I   couldn't   understand.”   She   had   heard

Wolverhampton on the announcements and I read the ticket out to

her.  She said, “Wel  that is a long bus ride so be sure to eat and

go the bathroom before you get on the bus.”  I guess there is some

secret about toilets on buses - perhaps there wasn't one. 

Lovely vistas along the way through Oxford. Switched buses along

the way.   This was not on the ticket, so I just fol owed everyone

else.   The  four  hour  planned   trip   became   eight.     Robin   was   not

waiting at the Reading station because I didn't dare estimate an

estimated time of arrival.  I cal ed him from a phone box. 

He   picked   me   up   and   said   I   looked   'knackered.'     I   said,   “I'm

guessing that it is not a good thing.”   He just said, “It could be

worse.”  “You are certainly quite the travel er! I'll tel  Jim not to let

you out of his sight.”  he guffawed.  My previous reputation as a

highly trained professional was taking a beating. 

Staffordshire 

It was about a 3 hour drive from London with Cousin Jim to meet

my sole surving Aunt Gladys (85).   It was fairly uneventful and a

chance to enjoy the English country side. We drove around the

town and I asked Jim if he had the address.  He said, “I didn't think

I'd need it.” When I asked him when he had last been here, he

replied, “About 15 years ago.”   One more turn and we found her

house. 

A very warm welcome from my cousins, whom I had only contacted

by email.  I had no idea whether Aunt Gladys was stil  alive, living

on her own, or in a Senior's Home.   I asked my Cousin Theresa, 

“... and your Mother?” She replied, “Oh, she'll be here in about 10

minutes, she's walking over.” 

I asked her, “What did you tel  her about me?  She replied, “Oh, I

just told her you were someone visitng from Canada who wanted to

meet her!”  My heart skipped a beat, and I wondered which one of

us might have a heart attack. 

A few minutes later, the door opened and this very short woman

walked in with  her can and her head held high. When we were

introduced   and   when   she   heard   the   name   Snow,   she   tilted   her

head. 

We sat on the couch and I explained that she had an older brother

she could not have known about as he was taken from the family

and sent to Canada.  She said, “I've heard a lot of bad things about

being 'in care.'  She blinked and said, “Wel , that would make you

my Canadian Nephew - how lovely.  She was an intel igent woman, 

and wanted to know al  about my Father.  She said, “You look a lot

like my Brother Bil .  I replied, “It must be the pointy noses we al

seem to have,” and she laughed. 
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It was very awkward with the Elephant in the Room.  She knew that

I knew that she was in Barnardo's with her Sister Vi and Brother

Reg.   She had never told her family.   There was a pause in the

conversation, and I held her hand, and simpy said, “I know.” She

took a big breath and let out a long sigh.  We both held back tears. 

How ironic it was for me to be sitting in my relative's home as the

keeper of so many secrets. Jim had never disclosed that he was 'in

care' to his wife until they had been married for +20 years.  Their

daughters did not know.  His cousins did not know. On and on and

on.  It has to stop. 

My rule of thumb for disclosing secrets, is to consider, “What useful

purpose would be served to both parties by the disclosure?' If it

would serve a useful purpose to only one, then don't disclose. In

this case, I hoped it would serve a purpose to tel  her, ”I know.” 

Honesty without kindness is simply cruelty. 

My cousins had already read my book and chose not to approach

her with what they knew, but decided that it would be best coming

from me. 

She told me she didn't remember anything about her family as she

was only six. “My Parents never made contact with me ever again. 

I never had a Christmas card or a Birthday card from any of them," 

she said. 

She told me she couldn't remember what her mother looked like. 

“Barnardo's told me I was an orphan.” I told her they lied to her and

that her parents died in the 1950's. 

She recal ed one memory she had of her Father. She said, “I have

a fuzzy picture in my mind of a tal  man who would walk up and

down   the   stairs   and   tap   the   stairs   with   a   cane-like   thing.”   I

explained that he was a Sergeant in the Army for 9 years and he

had a swagger stick. 

She said, “Like a conductor's baton?”  I said, “Yes.” I explained that

her  Parents had  separated  and  her  Father  had  an affair  with   a

younger woman.  Her mother was destitute and could not look after

the three of them.  The authorities chose to take them away from

her. 

I told her that her Mother had tried for 4 years to get them moved

closer to London, to visit them, and sent them Christmas packets

that were never delivered.  She said, “I guess I won't be putting any

coins into those Barnardo col ection boxes, as if I ever did.”  I gave

her a picture of my Father, how nice to say, 'Your Brother!' She

said he was a handsome man. 

The   record   of   my   Grandmother's   correspondence   exists,   but

Barnardo's  stated   that   her  actual  letters   were   not   kept   as  "they

were   not   of   historical  importance."   Oddly,   they  kept   every  letter

sent to them by a foster parent, landlady, employer, etc.  Further, 

my  two   cousins   Jim   and   Gladys   were   placed   in   care   at   age   4

months and 3 years old.   Both were told while they were in care

that   their   parents   were   dead.   Their   mother   Violet   died   in

1998. 

We had a lovely supper together with her family.   When she left, 

she asked how long I was staying, and I told her I was leaving the

fol owing night.   She asked if I could visit her tomorrow! I almost

shouted, “Absolutely.”  The next morning when I visited her, I was

surprised   and   very   moved   to   see   my   Father's   picture   already

framed and sitting next to her on a table. I was too choked up to

say anything, so she said, “It's comforting to have a picture of my

Brother nearby.” 
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Later that year, I cal ed her at Christmas and she was overjoyed to

receive a Christmas Card from a Snow.  It was the first ever one. 

She told me she had read my book and that 'the cat was out of the

bag' as she told her daughters as much as she could about 'being

in   care.'     They   already   knew   of   course,   but   they   loved   and

respected her al  the more for her disclosure. 

While I understand the need for keeping personal secrets, but if

you don't know who you are and had your identity taken from you, 

how can anyone else real y know you? 

She was very happy to find out she had a Brother and a Canadian

Nephew.  I tried to tel  her how important is was to me to have any

actual living relatives.  She confided that it was many years after

she was out of care that she re-connected with her brother Reg

and her sister Violet  The three of them were separated from each

other in 1926, and although Barnardo's had a last known address a

few years old, they couldn't real y provide that after tel ing these

three that there mother was dead. 

She   only   saw   her   brother   once   or   twice   once   out   of   care.   Her

siblings   died   without   knowing   they   had   a   brother   in   Canada. 

Barnardo's, like the Waifs and Strays must have decided to 'do al

things   expedient   to   ensure   that   children   in   care   not   have   any

contact   with   their   parents   or   their   siblings.     These   children's

attempts   to   find   each   other   while   in   and   out   of   'care'   were

deliberately thwarted. The Snow's are a persistent lot, and in spite

of the lack of caretaker cooperation, one way or another, we found

each other. 

As Jim and I left their house, I turned the wrong way on the steps

and fel  into their flowerbed. My cousin came running out to see if I

was al  right, and I said, “I guess I'm just a bit knackered.” She

said, no way - you are shattered!” She insisted I eat something

before we left. 

That night Jim and I drove off to our Bed and Breakfast outside of

the town.   I was desperate for some sleep.   The fog got so thick

that we couldn't see the road for more than 10 feet ahead.   I got

out with  a flashlight  and  Jim  drove  along  at 15  mph a few feet

behind me.   We crawled along the gravel country road until we

spotted a light on a post quite far away.  Another half hour and we

fel  into our beds. 

Had a quiet trip back to 'Bucks' and I told Jim he real y didn't have

to   tel   Robin   about   my   fal ing   down   in   their   garden.     Jim   just

laughed and said, “Of course I do! I'll have to tel  Robin that I only

took   my  eyes   off   you   for  a   minute   and   there   you   were   on   the

ground!”     I   wonder   if   he's   told   Bonnie   about   your   getting   lost

coming back from Wales yet?' 

I   was   starting   to   look  forward   to   my  flight   back   to   Calgary   and

sleeping for about 12 hours.   We said our hear-felt Goodbyes in

London and Jim announced that he would do everything he could

to make sure he and his wife visited us in Calgary the next year.  I

would   have   loved   to   have   Robin   and   his   wife   visit   but   his

paraplegia and his wife's health worsened in the next few years. 

London to Calgary 

I ate on the plane and settled in to catch up on many hours of lost

sleep   after   10   days   of   emotional y   exciting   but   also   draining

experiences.  Life altering experiences.  Half way through the flight

many   people   complained   of   not   feeling   wel   -   including   me.   I

attributed stomach upset to the stress of the trip but I was wrong. 

By the time I got off the plane in Calgary I was very il . Bonnie's first

comment was, “You actual y got on the right plane!” I replied, “I got

on the right plane to England, but things went awry.   I'll tel  you

about diversions sometime. 

Once home I had an attack of vomiting and diarrhea that lasted 14

hours.   Later found out that it was a Norwalk infection caused by

contaminated   food.   Hmm.     Couldn't   sleep   and  final y  opted   for

laying in the tub as I was so weak.  Bonnie helped me in and out

and hosed me down to stop the malaria-like shaking.   Once this

passed I slept straight through for 22 hours.  Bonnie cancel ed my

appointments for the next two days. 





Cousin Jim Visits Calgary 2004

Jim and his wife were in Calgary for their “trip of a loiftime.” We

toured the Rocky Mountains and had a week at our timeshare in

Fairmont BC. He was thril ed with it al  and took over 300 pictures. 

He   was   fascinated   by   the   long   trains   pul ed   by   three   diesel

locomotives and surprisingly gophers. 

Cousin Jim Visits Calgary 2004

I had done a bit of genealogical search for Jim's family.   When I

shared what I found regarding is Father, he decided he 'didn't want

to   know'   anything   about   his   Father,   other   than   his   name.     He

simply said, “He left my Mother and she abandoned my Sister and I

to Barnardo's.” I had to respect his decision. 

Half Aunt Peggy Visits Calgary 2006

I was very surprised to find out that my Half Aunt Peggy was to

come to Calgary.   We had had a few emails back and forth but

when she scheduled a trip to the US to visit her son, she decided

to include Calgary.   She and her husband were in their 80's and

not   in   the   best   of   health,   but   insisted   on   seeing   the   Rocky

Mountains and touring Calgary. 

Scotsman Hil  Calgary Alberta

We stopped on Scotsman Hil  overlooking the Saddledome and the

Stampede Grounds.  Peggy seemed a little quiet so I asked her if

she was feeling al  right.  She said, “I'm a little embarrassed, but I

need to ask you a question.”  I said, “Go ahead.” 

She replied, “I was wondering if you could arrange to have this

sprinkled on your Father's grave site. It's just a little bit of England.” 

She gave me a zip-lock bag of soil from her garden in London! 

I was quite moved, and said, “How very kind of your, of course I

wil .”  I told her of how I put a drop of blood in my Grandmother's

cemetery   in   London.     I   mailed   the   soil   to   my   Sister   Sandra   in

Thunder Bay who sprinkled it on our Father's grave marker. 

Again, I found myself in the role of family historian.  It was so odd

to look at her and have Half Aunt register in my head, and that my

Grandfather was her Father.   Wil iam Henry Snow was 43 when

she was born and 63 when her mother died in 1947 at age 43. 

She   was   11   when   her   mother   died   and   was   sent   to   live   with

relatives. 

I   explained   to   Peggy   that   her   Father   had   married   in   1904, 

separated   from   his   wife,   fel   in   love   with   Annie   Gifford   and   my

Father and four other children.   She knew nothing of the Snows. 

She didn't know of her Uncle George Frederick Snow and his large

family.  She didn't know her Father had 3 children that were placed

'in care' after he left her.  She was shocked to find out she had four

more Half Uncles and Aunts. 

Her husband brought along letters my Grandfather had written and

said   he   was   quite   a   character,   who   cal ed   him   'Old   Cock.'   He

described how he and Peggy had met during the  Great London

Fog   of   1952  that   caused   6,000   deaths.   They   had   to   wear   gas masks to breathe. 

She brought a large envelope of pictures of her Father from WW1

and his discharge papers.  These were the first pictures I had seen

and   was   surprised   that   he   was   enlisted   for   9   years,   served

overseas, and yet had 4 children between 1909 and 1920. 

Her husband wanted more details of how my Father managed to

build a snow slide from the roof of their house, so I got some paper

and sketched it out for him.  He was fascinated to learn of how you

raised a house, shovel ed dirt from underneath on shovel ful  at a

time. 

They   could   only   stay   a   few   days,   but   they   were   certainly

memorable ones.  So many of the puzzle pieces were fal ing into

place. 



 The British Home Children Society 2006-2007

In 2006 I decided to form a national organization cal ed the British

Home   Children   Society,   a   non-profit   organization.     At   that   time

there were a few smal  groups in each province, but no national

group.   After a year, I decided to dissolve it as I had few people

who were wil ing to join.   Too many objected to a modest annual

membership fee. 

I was self employed, had a family and a life, and because of the

technology available I was the only one who could enter data into

the   database   and   upload   a   portion   of   it   to   the   website.     So,   I

personal y typed in ever bit of information into ever record in the

database. 

Advocacy   was   limited   to   emails   to   governments,   organizations, 

newspaper/magazines,   articles,   public   appearances,   radio/TV

interviews, etc. with underwhelming results.  The time, energy and

frustration this involved often took it's tol . 

A Family Crisis 2010

In   2010   my   Wife   Bonnie   became   quite   il .   It   took   a   year   to

determine   that   she   had   a   very   rare   (5   per   mil ion)   progressive

neurological disease of unknown cause that was untreatable and

incurable. 

I closed my Private Practice and detached from the British Home

Children obsession.   We managed as best we could with Home

Care for  a  year but decided to sel  our  house and move into a

Retirement   Residence   while   we   waited   until   a   space   became

available in a Long Term Care Facility. 

Newport Harbour Long Term Care 

and Retirement Residence Calgary Alberta 2012-2015







Newport Harbour Long Term Care 2012 - 2015

The two places were adjacent to each other and joined by a tunnel

and an airway so that I could bring her to my place and/or visit her

twice a day or as needed in her place. 

This turned out to be very opportune as her place flooded and the

residents were evacuated to other facilities al  over the city which

was very disruptive.  I moved her into my place and cared for her

until her facility was restored. 

Bonnie (67) Perry Snow (68)

Liz Snow (36) Bonnie Snow (67)

Josie

We were both too young for both places as the average age in both

was over 85 years.  The generation gap was huge. I spent a lot of

time   on   the   bike   path   and   bench   around   the   pond   thinking   my

thoughts. . 

The Next   Best  Case  Scenario   came   to  mind,  along  with   'Count

Your Blessings.'  We were both just old enough to qualify for these

services, our Daughters were in the city, we were next door to each

other, the house sold wel , I was in good health, she had a private

room, etc, etc. 



As a family we dealt with this crisis as best we could. Bonnie and I

had always been and wil  always be so proud of our Daughters. 

Bonnie was in Long Term Care for 3 years. 

Elizabeth Snow (40) Perry Snow(72)  Charlotte Snow (42)

Calgary Alberta 2016

British Home Children Advocacy 

& Research Association  2013 

In 2013 I donated the BHC Registry to Lori Oschefsky of the British

Home Children Advocacy and Research Association (BHCARA).  It

wil  be preserved as an online resource for those researching their

BHC broken family ties.  In a relatively short time, she has added

another ten thousand names to the Registry. 

In 2013 I also donated my 2000 edition of this book   as a free

download, epub book, and online version to BHCARA.  It was more

important to have the book read than to col ect publishing royalties. 

We stopped counting downloads after the first 5,000. 

My wife Bonnie died on March 4, 2015 at age 69, two years before

our   50th  Wedding   Anniversary.     Since   we   met   in   Grade   10,   we

shared 55 years of our lives together.  I am forever grateful for that. 

She remains ever present. 

British Home Children Advocacy 

& Research Association  2016

In   2016   I   was   invited   to   join   BHCARA   as   Executive   Director

(Canada) and agreed as it is mostly a virtual position.  Between us, 

Lori Oschefsky and I have devoted +30 years of our lives to the

identifying the BHC, helping BHC descendants find their families

and raising awareness of the BHC Deportation Scheme. 

I am very optimistic about the potential of social media.  So much

more   information   is   available   and   accessible.     BHCARA   has   a

huge resource site of everything you need to find you family. 

Are   you   are   at   the   early   stage   of   “I   just   found   out   my  Mother, 

Grandfather, Uncle was a BHC?  What is a British Home Child? 

Have   you   been   searching   for   years,   the   length   of   time   has

shortened considerably, and help is available. 

The BHC Registry is the only comprehensive database of BHC that

has grown to 60,000 listings. It wil  continue to grow and more and

more of the BHC will be 'claimed' by their descendants. 

The  BHCARA Facebook  page is growing exponential y with over

4,000 members in 2017. It is an excel ent forum for researchers

and for BHC Descendants to tel  their family's stories. 

PART VII: DISPELLING THE MYTHS

The Orphan Myth

How many of the BHC were orphans? By definition, this means

that   both  of   their  parents  were  deceased   when  they  ‘came   into

care.’ It suited the BHC Deportation Organizations to exaggerate

the incidence to justify their al eged benevolent actions. One author

wrote of ‘half-orphans,’ where only one parent died. Seriously? 

Unless there was a catastrophic incident in which a child’s entire

family was kil ed, then very few of the  BHC were truly orphans.  If

some did lose one or both parents, they stil  had extended families

of   grandparents,   uncles,   aunts,   etc.   on   both   their   maternal   and

paternal sides of their family. 

If the extended family's identity was concealed, then the children

and their families cease to exist for each other. This was NOT and

incidental   effect   of   the   Child   Deportation   Scheme   -   it   was

deliberate. 

When my Father was forcibly removed from his home in 1913, he

had a Grandfather, Father, Mother, 13 Grand Uncles and Grand

Aunts,   10   Uncles   and   Aunts,   one   brother,   two   sisters,   and   an

unknown number of cousins. 

He had a least 30 people in his extended family. To them, he just

‘disappeared.’ To me, he was ‘disappeared.’

Orphanized means ‘to make an orphan of.’ If children are told their

parents are dead by their caretakers, and those children believe

what they are told then they are orphanized and act accordingly. 

My Father, two Aunts, one Uncle, two cousins 'in care' were al  told

their Mother was dead.  That was a lie.  If children were told they

are unwanted, abandoned, and inferior, then they act accordingly. 

It suited the organizations such as Barnardo's to label the children

as   'No   One's   Children'   to   elicit   public   sympathy,   support,   and

donations. 

Often   their   British   caretakers   and   Canadian   farmer   ‘Masters’

believed that these children didn’t belong to anyone, therefore they

could treat them however they wanted. 

How many would you estimate were orphans, whose both parents

died?   10%  or  10,000   of   these   children   would   have   had   20,000

deceased   Parents,   80,000   deceased   Grandparents,160,000

Uncles/Aunts, etc. who could not take care of them. Did I miss a

catastrophe or a war somewhere in the last 100 years? 

These children were   ‘orphanized.’ And, they were ‘disappeared.’

To   their   families,   they   ceased   to   exist.     Once   in   Canada,   they

became invisible. 



Your   BHC   relatives   have   passed   into   oblivion.   We   remain   as

invisible  as  them. Time to claim  them as ours, tel   their stories, 

make their lives mean something, and in doing so become visible

ourselves - even only if virtual y visible. 

Our   BHC   relatives   have   been   cal ed   'Canada's   Invisible

Immigrants.'  We descendants are an 'Invisible Majority.' Only you

can change that by identifying yourself as a proud descendant of a

BHC. 

Every   time   you   see,   read,   or   hear   about   the   'British   Orphans,' 

chal enge it.  Your silence only perpetuates the myth. 

The Numbers of BHC and Descendants Myth

There are only estimates as to number of BHC deported to Canada

and estimates as to number of descendants.  The source of these

estimates are unknown. The current estimate is 120,000 BHC and

4 mil ion descendants. 

We  will   not   know  until   every  child   sent   is  identified   on   a   ship's

passenger list.  The organizations have not provided a number of

children per year tal y.  Why won't they? Why doesn't our Canadian

Government find out? 

In   the   meantime,   every   time   you   read,   see,   or   hear   a   number

tossed   about,   chal enge   it.     I   suspect   that   there   were   at   least

150,000   BHC   deported   to   Canada   who   produced   10   mil ion

descendants - one in three Canadians. 

The How Many Myth

How many BHC were placed in good indentures?   Al  of them? 

None   of   them?   Some   of   them?   Many   of   them?   Do   your   own

homework.    Make a decision.   Our Canadian government could

find out.  Why don't they? 

How   many   BHC   were   sexual y,   physical y,   emotional y   abused, 

died of neglect, were kil ed? Al  of them? None of them? Some of

them? Many of them?  Do your own homework. Make a decision. 

Our Canadian government could find out.  Why don't they? 

How many BHC were 'orphanized' told that there mothers and or

fathers   were   dead   when   they   were   not?   Al   of   them?   None   of

them? Some of them? Many of them?   Do your own homework. 

Make a decision. 

Our   Canadian   government   could   find   out.     Why   don't   they? 

Evidence is mounting from many sources that the majority if not al

of BHC were made orphans by the organizations. 

How many BHC were subjected to the Numbering System where

their names were taken from them and replaced by a number they

had to refer to themselves at al  times.   Until someone provides

factual information to the contrary I would say every one of them. 

How many BHC were subjected to the Rule of Silence that did not

al ow them to speak except for one hour a day.   Until someone

provides factual information to the contrary I would say every one

of them. 

How   many   BHC   were   subjected   to   the   Punishment   Circle   that

meant  either  being  caned   daily  or  forced  to  watch   others  being

caned   daily?   Until   someone   provides   factual   information   to   the

contrary I would say every one of them. 

The Better Life in Canada Myth

When   I   see   elderly   British   Home   Children   interviewed,   I   cringe

when   they  are  asked   what   there  childhoods  were   like   in   British

Boys/Girls Homes. Does someone real y believe they feel free to

say “I was emotional y, physical y, and sexual y abused.” 

When asked if they had a better life in Canada, they know how

they are   supposed   to   answer.     They  invariably  look  to   a  family

picture, and say, “Look at the family I have.” 

My Father was a gentleman and I can imagine how he might have

answered   this   question.   In   my   Mother's   book   he   is   quoted   as

saying “I had to wear women's boots that were too smal  for for me

for a time.' The reality was that it was for years and his feet were

badly deformed. 

If   I  were   asked   if   he   had   a   'better   life   in   Canada'  I  would   say, 

“That's a very loaded and stupid question, because he was never

given the choice of staying in England and FINDING IS FAMILY. 

The   Waifs   and   Strays   made   sure   he   would   never   FIND   HIS

FAMILY in England or from Canada. 

His two Sisters and one Brother 'in care' had a very difficult time

finding each other as adults.   They al  believed their Mother was

dead   because   that   is   what   they   were   told   to   make   them

'orphanized.' 

None of them said they were better off 'in care' than being with

THEIR FAMILY.” Is someone going to asked them if they would

have had a better life in Canada? 

If interviewed, the interviewer would be long gone before I could

show   them   my   Parents   file   of   60   years   of   correspondence   or

listened to my story of how I found his family. 

I would not get the chance to say, “Do you want to hear about the

Number System, the Rule of Silence, and Daily Canings? 

If anyone were to ask my opinion as to whether he had a better life

in Canada, I would reply, “Whatever my Father accomplished in

Canada was 'in spite of' his being 'in care,' NOT 'because of his

being   'in   care.'   Every   time   you   read,   hear,   or   see   this   myth

promoted, chal enge it. 

PART VII: TOO BAD, SO SAD, NOW WHAT? 

Knowledge is Power

There isn't even a word to describe what was done to the British

Home   Children.     It   was   a   diabolical   plot   based   upon   grandiose

Victorian il usions of creating a domestic servant and farm labourer

class for the colony of Canada. 

The irrevocable severing of family ties has no historical precedent. 

The brainwashing of children to achieve this goal unabated for a

hundred years is incomprehensible. 

There  is  a litany of lies for  over 100 years  of  the British  Home

Children Deportation Scheme.  They have never been adequately

chal enged so they persist in public presentations of the scheme. 

Like our BHC relatives who were very much on their own, so are

we.   No one is going to make this cause their own, unless they

have a vested personal interest. 

What Can You Do? 

Yes, you.  Lori and I have been doing the heavy lifting for 30 years, 

as have others. This while being ful  time employed (myself self

employed) and Lori other employed, having families and a life.  It is

very time and energy consuming.   Neither can be replaced. Our

efforts were/are completely unfunded. 

Beliefs are powerful things that drive  the mind.   Positive  beliefs

about   oneself   create   a   healthy   level   of   self   esteem   and   self

respect. Positive beliefs about others create healthy relationships. 

Conversely, if one group of people believes that another group is

'subhuman'  then   a  holocaust   can   result.   If   one   group   of   people

believe that another group are 'infidels' for having different beliefs, 

then Holy Wars can result. 

If one group of people decide that children of the poor should be

taken from their families, deported to Canada, and al  family ties

irrevocably   severed,   then   the   British   Home   Child   Deportation

Scheme can result. 

Denial is the refusal to accept reality or fact, acting as if a painful

event, thought or feeling did not exist. It is considered one of the

most   primitive   of   the   defence   mechanisms   because   it   is

characteristic of early childhood development. 

The apologists are those who blindly defend or support a cause or

organization that is being criticized. Ironical y,  their comments ie

'You can't use current standards to judge the past' tend to mimic

the propaganda of the organization.  My favorite is the justification

of the 'better life in Canada.'  I guess to them the ends justify the

means. 

You   are   free   to   choose   what   you   believe   about   the   BHC

Deportation Scheme.   You are free to choose what  you believe

about what I have written. 

If you 'Don't Want To Know,' that is your choice.  If you do want to

know the truth, then persist in your search. 

Add your BHC family information to the BHC Registry. 

Join the BHCARA Facebook Group where thousands of others are

searching for the truth about their BHC relatives. 

Tel  your BHC family story. Write a book as a Publish on Demand

or make a video on Facebook. 

Do not let Canada's 'Invisible Immigrants' become ghosts. Do not

let their stories die with them. Unlike a visible minority, we are very

much an invisible majority. It's time to stand up. 

How   can   you   assert   yourself   if   you   are   somehow   ashamed   of

yourself   and   your   people.     Only   you   can   decide   how   you   are

entitled   to   be   treated.     With   respect,   acceptance,   approval, 

appreciation, or contempt, rejection, disapproval, deprecation. 

You   need   to   assert   yourself   regarding   your   BHC   heritage.     No

more, “Please Sir ...” No more settling for scraps. 

Inevitably you wil  need to get records from the sending agencies. I

regard their fees as exorbitant and extortionate. They are stil  doing

al  they can to restrict access, delay the process, provide as little

information as they can get away with, etc. 

It   took   me   too   many   years   to   get   the   Children's   Society   and

Barnardo   records,   and   I   am   stil   not   convinced   I   got   complete

records.  My Grandmother tried for four years to see her children, 

have them moved closer to London, and sent them Christmas gifts

they never received. 

They   did   not   give   me   a   record   of   her   correspondence   as   they

regarded this as “not of historical significance.”  They had already

told my aunts and uncle that their mother was dead and they were

orphans, so it might have been a bit embarrassing when I final y

met my Aunt and told her how hard her mother tried to see her and

showed her the proof. 

I don't know how my Aunt would have reacted to finding out that

her Parents were alive until the 1950's.  My Aunts and Uncle spent

their lives in England.   They would have been in her 30's when

their unknown Parents died. What did the organizations achieve by

'Orphanizing' children? 

Do   we   need   a   Canadian   Ombudsman   or   an   International

Ombudsman   to   ensure   that   obtaining   records   becomes   an

affordable   and   efficient   process?  An  ombudsman  is   a  public

advocate   usual y appointed by the government or by parliament. 

An ombudman  has a significant degree of independence and is

charged   with   representing   the   interests   of   the   public   by

investigating and addressing complaints of or a violation of rights. 

I Had a Dream

Or maybe it was a Seniors Moment. In this dream I  had a phone

cal  from a Canadian government official who said my book had

been shared so much it was on everyone's phone in Parliament. 

Never having heard of this story before, people decided it was time

to   erect   a   memorial   in   Ottawa   dedicated   to   the   British   Home

Children. 

They wanted to know if I had any ideas as to what it could look like. 

They offered help from their many  government department's. I was

flooded   with   proposals   some   mundane   and   some   so   artistical y

abstract that I couldn't get it.   I final y had to come up with  my

criteria. 

Absolutely Not Category

Forbidden Words. The word Orphans should not appear anywhere

near the monument.  The BHC  were someone's son and daughter

before they 'came into care.' They never saw their families again. 

They had their names replaced by numbers.  I want to give them

their names back. I want to 'de-orphanize them.' 

Group Children by Organization.  They cannot be identified as per

the organization that kidnapped, imprisoned them, sold them, kept

them in indentured captivity, and provided inadequate care. These

organizations orphanized them. 

I do not want any of these organizations' names any where near

these children.  These children were not theirs, even though some

boasted they were 'No One's Children.' 

If someone wants to recognize  the organizations, then they can

have   a   smal   monument   listing   the   +50   known   organizations.   It

would have to be placed no where near the children. It would have

to be entitled not the 'Child Savers' but 'The Child Slavers.' 

Group Children by Ship. Since the early passenger lists read 'Girl

age 8' you could only have a group picture of hol ow eyed children

with no names attached. My Father's ship was just one part of his

captivity. I want to break that connection as wel . 

Photographs   and   Electronic   Media.   Barnardo's   has   500,000

photographs and 300 propaganda films that I'm sure they would be

happy to sel , rather than donate.   Pictures of nameless children

permanently and irrevocably severed from their families and living

in captivity is abhorrent to me. 

The   Deportation   Organization's   past   and   present   use   of   such

media as propaganda makes me feel very disloyal to the children if

I don't chal enge what is being said in documentaries. 

Group by Sex.   Boys and Girls were deported on different ships. 

Siblings   were   separated   from   each   other   in   Homes  in   England. 

They were sent to different indentures. They were sent to different

countries.   They   never   saw   each   other   again   once   in   Canada. 

Surnames would reunite them side by side with their brothers and

sisters, and they only childhood friends they ever had - those 'in

care.' 

Signage:   No   references   to   the   Organizations.   No   euphemisms:

sent,   transported,   migrated,   emigrated,   assisted,   indentured, 

adopted, etc. British Home Children would do. 

Part of a Museum: Col ection of relics, trunks, photos, etc should

be separate from the BHC monument of names.   These children

need a good bath if you will and need to have al  traces of their

experiences in care flushed away and burned. 

Only then can they symbolical y be returned to the state they were

in before 'coming into care.' They were members of a family who

loved them and were guilty only of being born into the wrong class

in England and being victims of a society that could or would not

care for its own. 

Absolutely Category:

It must be HUGE. 100,000 - 150,000? Who knows? The monument

must contain the names identified to date and al ow for the ongoing

inclusion of names as they are identified. If it were a wal , it would

be 3 times the size of the Vietnam Veterans Memorial (500 ft). It

could be plastic. 

It must be SEPARATE and not mixed in with the cultural mosaic of

Canadian Immigrants.  To date, these children are a faint smudge

on our Canadian Flag. 

I have yet to see any significant representation of mil ions of BHC

Descendants on Canada Day, Heritage Day, etc. 

These children were unique. They were taken from their families

and not given the choice of staying in England with their families. 

They  should   stand   alone,   with   the   only   family   they   had   -   each

other.     It   diminishes   them   to   have   them   compared   with   other

immigrant groups of that were made up of adults and families. 



Group   by   SURNAMES.   This   is   the   only   way   children   can   be

reconnected   with   their   siblings.     Brothers   and   Sisters   must   be

reunited if only in this way. 

Because the organizations' records are not shared with each other, 

discovering   a   relative   from   one   organization   does   not   lead   to

discovering another relative in another organization. 

Group   by   UNMARKED   MASS   GRAVES.     Once   these   children

have been identified and it may take decades to do so, their names

can be added alphabetical y to the main list. 

Group   by   DIED   WHILE   IN   CARE.     Thousands   died   of   natural

causes, committed suicide, were kil ed, died of neglect, exposure, 

drowned, beaten to death. 

Group   by   MILITARY   SERVICE.   Those   who   survived   and   those

who perished. 

It must be MODIFIABLE.   Plastic bricks or nameplates with one

name   per   brick   could   be   slotted   into   place   and   moved   as

necessary. 

It must be OUTSIDE  The BHC were confined in the foster homes, 

the Boys/Girls Homes, girls in the homes they worked as servants

until they were 21, boys on the farms (outside but not al owed to

venture beyond). 

But they would be rained and snowed upon!  Yes, but they endured

and the monument would be open to the sky and stars. 

It could be ENCLOSED and somehow this picture came to mind. A 

building shaped like a shel  with circular stairs inside. Separate and

apart as were the BHC in Canada. Safe from the contamination of 

the organizations that Brainwashed them. 

And then I woke up and realized this was a dream.  But maybe it is

a goal instead. 

Apologies serve one purpose and I hope our government provides

a   sincere   one   that   acknowledges   their   role   in   facilitating   this

abominable chapter of our history. 

They paid the organizations for the British Home Children and in

turn sold these children to Canadian farmers. They abdicated their

responsibility for the welfare of the British Home Children to these

organizations who failed terribly at looking after the best interests

of children. 

The   Canadian   Government   has   done   nothing   to   help   the

descendants of the British Home Children to restore their family

ties that were so cruel y severed by the sending organizations. 

They have done very little in terms of identifying every single BHC

that was deported to Canada. 

They   have   done   nothing   about   the   exorbitant   and   extortionist

charges being made by the Deportation Agencies to release BHC

records to descendants.  If it costs a descendant $400 per inquiry

and the descendant has to apply to three different organizations if

amounts to thousands of dol ars and a wait time of years. 

Why is there no Canadian government funding for this? 

Why is there no Canadian government funding for the British Home

Children Advocacy and Research Association? 

Why has the Canadian government not chal enged the Deportation

Agencies long standing position of withholding information? 

Why   has   the   Canadian   Government   not   demanded   of   these

organizations   to   release   the   names   and   numbers   of   children

actual y deported to Canada year by year? 

It   is   time   the   British   government   acknowledged   this   unspoken

purpose to the scheme but they wil  not.  Neither are they likely to

create a monument to the British Home Children as they have had

a 100 years to do so. 

What   reasons   and/or   excuses   does   our   Canadian   government

have for not creating an appropriate and distinctive monument for

the   British   Home   Children   and   their   unknown   4-8   mil ion

descendants/voters? 

Lori Oschefski and I have a combined +30 years invested in the

British Home Children project.  Others have been trying as wel  and

investing many years as wel . 

What's   changed   in   the   last   17   years   since   I   first   published   my

book? Wel  I was 56 then and wil  be 73 this year.  Second, third, 

and   fourth   generations   have   inherited   the   searches.     The

encouraging part is social media and the access to so much more

information   that   was   unavailable   not   that   long   ago.     As   time

passes, the organizations will have more reason to deny access to

records by claiming people are not direct enough descendants. 

It   is  time   to   focus  on   a   significant,   meaningful,   and   appropriate

national recognition of our people - the British Home Children. A

National   BHC   Day   and   a   National   huge,   distinct   and   separate

monument  would  suffice.   Token  replicas are  not  good  enough. 

Thanks for the stamp, though. 

If not now ... When? 

I want you to share this FREE book with your family, friends, and

whatever  media   you   feel  needs  to   know.   I  want   you   to   send   a

personal email to our elected representatives. 

If you are part BHCARA's 4,000 Facebook Group, I want every one

of   you   to   send   a   personal   email,   ideal y   on   the   same   day   and

Identify yourself as one of Canada's mil ions of yet unknown British

Home Children Descendants.  Tel  your family's story. 

Tel  them you want a National BHC Day proclaimed. 

Tel   them   you   want   a   separate  National   BHC   Monument   in

Ottawa containing +125,000 BHC Names. 

Include a link to the British Home Children Research and Advocacy

Association

Include a link to this book Neither Waif Nor Stray: The Search for a

Stolen Identity

Include a link to the British Home Children Facebook page. 

They al  have email addresses. Use cc rather than bcc because

bureaucrats   worry   about   who   else   has   copy.   Include   your   local

Member of Parliament. 

Members of Parliament 

Senate of Canada

We  can   help   you   find   your   BHC   Family   and   have   found   about

70,000 of them. We can't find the mil ions of BHC descendants. 

Only you can do that by speaking up and tel ing your story. 

I  intend  to  make   a  video  in  April  2017  that   is  very unlike  other

documentaries to date. I  intend  to  highlight  the  true  goal  of  the

British   Child   Deportation   Scheme   as   one   of   permanently   and

irrevocably   removing   children   from   their   families   and   ensuring

these ties are never re-established. 

I wil  emphasize the brainwashing techniques used to ensure this

goal was achieved. They have almost succeeded, but we are stil

here   and   will   persist   in   reclaiming   our   BHC   family's   stolen

identities. 

I  wish   you   al   the  best  in  the  search  for  your and  your  family's

stolen identities. 
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Chapter 6: 

St Anthony Gold Mine Ontario 1939-1940

There was stil  no work for my Father in town. Some good friends invited

him to stay with them and do odd chores in exchange for his room and

board until he could get a job at St. Anthony Gold Mine. It was 376 km

West of Port Arthur. 

He hopped a train to Sioux Lookout, and then another to Savant Lake. 

He   crossed   Sturgeon   Lake   on   a   barge   from   Trapper’s   Landing.   He

mailed money to my Mother and she travel ed there by train with their

belongings and the children. 

Gert Snow (26)  Fred Snow (30)             



A Fish Gert Snow (26) Gary Snow (3) Karen Snow (1)

St Anthony Gold Mine 1939

They lived in a log cabin that was close to the mine and store. They

carried water from the lake to do their washing in a tub with a washboard. 

The community had a bunkhouse for single men, schoolhouse, Hudson

Bay Store, Post Office, and a General Store. 

They lived wel , even if everything was expensive because of the cost of

transportation to bring supplies into such a remote area. They used wood

from dynamite boxes as building material for two ‘potty chairs.’

My Mother had a bad toothache. A Doctor made periodic visits to the

mine, and made a home visit. He carried a pack-sack and sterilized his

instruments   over   a   fuel   lamp.   He   pul ed   her   tooth   and   gave   her   two

aspirins afterwards. 







Gary Snow (3-4) Fred Snow (30-31)

One   day,   she   took   a   short   cut   across   the   lake,   and   fel   through   an

unmarked hole someone had cut into the lake. Fortunately, she threw her

arms out as she fel . This prevented her from going completely under the

ice. She pul ed herself out and her clothes were frozen stiff by the time

she went to a neighbour’s house. 

Jack Perry (22)

Jack Perry (22) Tonto



Her brother Jack Perry also worked at the mine. The single miners like

Jack found mouldy meat in their lunches, and the bunkhouse meals unfit

to eat. They went on strike. The married men had home-prepared meals, 

so did not strike. 

The RCMP forced the striking miners out of the bunkhouse and ordered

them off the property. The strikers walked 56 km around the lake to get

out to civilization. Two months later, the owners brought in a replacement

crew. 

After the annual X-rays and medical examinations, my Father decided he

had  enough   of   underground  mining,  blasting,  mucking,  and   tramming. 

There were serious health risks to this work. The 'writing was on the wal ,' 

that the mine would close. 

Gary Snow (3) Karen Snow (2) St Anthony Gold Mine 1939

The   men   worked   three   shifts   per   day   in   the   mine   -   as   timber-men, 

powder-monkeys, dril -men, muckers, and trammers. One shift dril ed and

blasted and the next shift ‘mucked out.’ They shovel ed rock into tramcars

they pushed along rails. 





When my Father smel ed gas after a blast, he ran and signal ed the hoist-

man to send down the skip. Once above ground, he stretched out on the

ground to get clean air into his lungs. He could not afford to take any time

off for il ness as this meant a loss of pay. 

Underground Gold Mining 1939

It was a dangerous place to work deep underground. The roof  of the

mine constantly dripped water and the air was stale. Men were soaked

daily and hung their clothes on hooks and hoisted them to the ceiling to

dry in the work shed. 

One man was kil ed in a cave-in and another mutilated his hand. The

mine had a 40 year history of sporadic production. It produced two tons

of gold, but permanently closed in 1941 (Barr 9). 

Fred Snow (30) St Anthony Gold Mine 1939

My Father worked there over a year and decided that unskil ed labour

had   a   limited   future.   He   continued   with   International   Correspondence

Schools to upgrade his limited education, but there was rarely money to

pay for his courses. Providing for his family took priority. 



He quit before the mine permanently closed. He was again faced with an

uncertain future. He had a Wife, two young children, a limited education, 

and no identity. They packed up their few belongings and took the barge

across Sturgeon Lake and the long train ride to Port Arthur. 

Makeshift Snow Machine St Anthony Gold Mine 1939

My Father received a letter from his 'Father' in 1939, when he worked at

St. Anthony Gold Mine. It was written in pencil by a shaky hand. This was

26 years after the Waifs and Strays Society apprehended him in 1913, 

and 12 years after he was no longer under their care. 

John   Snow   must   have   contacted   the   Waifs   and   Strays   Society   to

determine   my   Father’s   whereabouts,   or   vice-versa.   There   must   have

been previous letters from my Father, because John Snow referred to not

receiving them. 

Did correspondence between them pass through the Waifs and Strays

Society? Did they censor the mail? My Parents’ calculations on the back

of this letter showed that John Snow was born in 1857 and would have

been 53 years old when my Father was born in 1909. 

He would have been 82 when he wrote this letter. Was he my Father’s

Father? If  not, why did he sign the letter as 'Dad?' 



 Dear Fred & Gertie:

 So very pleased to hear from you and hope that you are

 al  in good health. I’m pretty fair - can get about al  right. 

 Rather shaky. 82 last August. It's  so lonely here, smal

 three-room house as myself. 

 Do hope you and Gertie and children are having good

 health. I cannot understand not receiving your letters. 

 Jack   is   working   for   London   Counties  Council   -   in   two

 weeks been there 12 months. Wil  then be permanent

 with pension to fol ow. He is a plumber. 

 You know he is married, don’t you but I don’t see any

 family yet. How are you for work al  right  I hope. 

 God bless you and the children. Kiss them for me. Give

 my best respects to Gertie’s Father and Mother - al  you

 can wish yourselves for the coming year. 

 Dad. 

They returned to Port Arthur and found a smal  house to rent. My Father

found work at the grain elevators that paid $80 a month. Their rent was

$20 a month, so there was not much money left for groceries for a family

of five. 

Thunder Bay Elevators 

My   Sister   Sandra   was   born   on   December   5,   1940.   After   the   annual

seasonal lay-off from the grain elevators, he found work at Canada Car

and   Foundry.   They   manufactured   Hawker   Hurricane   airplanes   during

WWII. 

Every Christmas since they met - no matter how tough things were - my

Father always bought my Mother a bottle of 'Evening in Paris' perfume. 

Often it was only a smal  75-cent bottle, but he never failed to get some. 

They   rented   another   house   that   had   two   bedrooms,   a   living   room,   a

kitchen with a sink, and a bathroom with a toilet but no bathtub. Shortly

after they moved, my Father received this letter from his 'Brother.' 

 My Dear brother Fred:

    March 13, 1940

 I hope, Fred, that you wil  take this bravely, but our dear

 father has crossed the border, Fred. 

 I   found   Dad   dead   in   his   bedroom   at   7   am   on   Friday

 morning March 08, 1940. He passed out quickly and no

 pain from a stroke. He went on his last journey Fred, on

 Thursday March 14 at 1:45 pm. 

 There was George and wife, Amy and husband, my wife

 and I at the funeral. Just a few of us Fred, it was al  very

 sad. I was with him on the Thursday morning and in the

 evening I was with Amy making arrangements for him to

 go and live with her. 

 Wel , Fred, it wasn’t to be for Dad to live with Amy. He

 often said he would not like to leave Dean Cottage until

 carried out. His wish was granted Fred. 

 Dad   lies   buried   in   Croydon   Cemetery.   There   is   one

 consolation, old chap, dear old Dad was a good age (83)

 and he had led a good and interesting life. 

 Now what do you make of this war Freddie - a devil isn’t

 it. It’s getting hot over here right now. I am to register for

 military service next December (34’s), but at present my

 trade (plumber) is on the reserved list so I may escape it. 

 I am stil  working for the London County Council, have

 been   with   them   since   March   1938.   I   see   Amy   every

 week,   am   glad   to   say   she   is   keeping   wel ,   also   the

 children, but losing Dad upset her a lot at the time, but

 she is a lot better now... (Rest of letter missing.)





Your Father (59) and Mother (62) did not attend the funeral, nor did any

Gifford’s. Only your  Half  Brother Jack  (35), Half  Sister Amy  (33), and

Uncle George (61) attended his funeral. 

My Father must have written to   John G Snow on Dean Road after he

received   the   letter   from   the   Waifs  and   Strays   two   years   earlier.     My

Mother from then on took on the job of writing to the Waifs and Strays for

the next 40 years. 

Jack Snow 1938 (30) 

Jack   and   Amy   believed   my   Father   was   their   Brother.   Was   George

another Brother, Uncle, or friend? John G Snow lived on Dean Road for

27 years from 1913-1940 when he was 56-83 years old. 

John G Snow (1857-1940)



Jack had sent my Father a picture of J G Snow. My Father  believed this

man to be too old to be his father.  There was no mention of  his mother. 

Perhaps he felt there was no one left to give him information about his

identity. 

He was 30 years old, married for 5 years, with a Wife and three young

children aged 4, 2, and 3 months. He had many other things on his mind. 

Fol owing a lay-off at Canada Car and Foundry, he found work scaling

timber for a timber operation in Mead - 307 km East of Port Arthur. He

was paid $165 a month plus room and board and this looked good to him

at the time. 

He could not get weekends off to return to Port Arthur, so he was apart

from his family for many months. The workday began at 6:00 am and

continued to al  hours of the night. He scaled timber, kept the company’s

books, and was the Timekeeper. The living conditions were primitive. 

In spite of the cost of rail fare, he returned home as often as he could. 

The war was in ful  swing, and the government enacted a law to ensure

people  stayed  at  their current  jobs.  There  was  a chance  of his  being

‘frozen’ in the bush job. 

He quit to be home with his Family and went to work at Canada Car and

Foundry again. My Parents made sure every weekend had a picnic. 

Before we had a car, the whole family took three streetcars and then a

bus to Chippewa Park.  It seemed to take the entire day to make the trip, 

but it was always worth it. 

Karen (4) Sandra (2) Gary (6) Gert (29) Fort Wil iam Ontario 1942







World War II provided work for 4,500 people at Canada Car and Foundry

in Fort Wil iam.  For the first time, half of this workforce were women.  By 1943   they   had   built   over   1,400   Hawker   Hurricanes,   nearly   1,000

Hel divers. 

Hawker Hurricane





 Hel diver

Harvard Trainer

He worked at Canada Car and Foundry when he received a letter from

the Gibbs’ Club. 



 Gibbs’ Club

 20 Lawford Avenue 

          February 19th, 1942 

 Sherbrooke Que

 Dear Mr. Snow:

 In reply to your letter received today, I am enclosing a

 certificate   covering   your   date   and   place   of   birth,   and

 nationality. 

 If   any   further   guarantee   is   needed   regarding   your

 admission   to   Canada,   I   wil   write   to   the   Immigration

 Department, Ottawa, asking them to certify that you were

 legal y admitted to this country in April 1925, ex Cunard

 Steamship Andania.' 

 I am glad to hear the good news that you have a chance

 to get a better job, and I trust that you wil  be successful. 

 With kind regards and best wishes. Yours sincerely, 

 Thomas Keeley Superintendent



 Gibbs’ Club

 20 Lawford Avenue 

          February 19th, 1942 

 Sherbrooke Que

 TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN:

 This   is   to   certify   that   according   to   our   records   in   our

 possession, Frederick George Snow was born at Larch

 Road,   Balham,   London,   England,   on   September   17, 

 1909. 

 He is the son of John George Snow and Annie Snow, 

 formerly Gifford. Both parents were of British Nationality. 

 I have known Mr. Snow for 17 years, and can personal y

 vouch that his nationality is British by birth, and that I

 have been in touch with him during the seventeen years

 he has resided in Canada.  Immigrated to Canada, April

 17,   1925   on   'SS   Andania,'   Cunard   Line.   Berthed   at

 Halifax, from Liverpool, England. 

 Thomas Keeley, Superintendent

This is the first record of my Father being informed of his date of birth. 

Thomas Keeley clearly identified John G Snow as his Father. 

When he received this letter, he was 33 years old, married for seven

years, and the Father of three children ages 6, 4, and 2 years old. Until

he had this letter, he had nothing to prove who he was.  For the next 15

years, from the ages of 33-48, this note would be  all  he would have to

prove who he was. 

Karen (4) Gary (6) Sandra (2) Fred (33) Port Arthur Ontario 1942





