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(Did George have any problems of conscience, working for the war effort?) Nope. He
didn't seem to. By that time he fig? ured they had to defeat Hit? ler. He didn't think
any war was a good war, but he thought it was the lesser of the two evils then.
Once it had started, it had to be fin? ished. I hope I'm getting right, what he
thought. But he always, all his life, was very skeptical about anything he read or
heard on radio, And anybody that was good at mak? ing speeches, he always anal?
yzed them, and looked up both sides. We got different kinds of papers and
magazines. And (he) had no education. Actual? ly. Perhaps grade 3 or 4. See, he
was ill a lot when he was young. He had polio. He had spinal meningitis. He had ty?
phoid. He had all those things. They told his mother he wouldn't live. My own sister
died at the time, when he had polio. But he was a long time--he must have been 10
or 12 before he got rid of the iron brace on his leg. And he sold newspapers, going
around dragging that brace! He was selling newspapers, walking all around Sydney
Mines. (A lot of illness.) Yeah, when he was young. And even up to the time that I
met him. Like I said, the doctors said he wouldn't live if he didn't get out of the
mine. But he couldn't until he went to the union, so he could transfer his job to his
next brother, his oldest brother. And I re? member, he got the thing transferred
Mon? day morning. And we got married Monday af? ternoon at 4 o'clock. And he
was a whole hour late for our wedding. I thought he wasn't coming. (Married in a
church?) No, in the manse, the minister's house. We just had his mother and my
parents and the witnesses. (Where'd you go for a honeymoon?) That's really funny.
At those days, I used to get carsick. Of course, he didn't have a car, I didn't have a
car. A friend of his broth? er 's drove him up, and they had three flat tires--that's
why he was a whole hour late. And the minister had a funeral, and he hur? ried up
and planted the poor corpse, rush? ing back to marry me. And I thought some?
thing happened, George decided not to come. Oh, well--that's a lot of foolishness.
Anyhow, my father said, "Everybody de? serves a honeymoon." So he gave George
some money to take me down to the Isle Roy? ale Hotel (in Sydney)--it was
new--take me and the best man and my bridesmaid--go down and have dinner
there. We weren't go? ing to stay all night or anything. Well, he often said
afterwards, he had to stop at every telephone pole for me to get out and throw up!
But we kept going. We got as far as Sydney Mines. I had to go in? to his mother's
place and lie down for a- while. And I thought I was fine again. And I had never in
my life--I suppose he hadn't, either--eaten out dinner in a posh place. We got in the
car and we drove 3 miles, as far as North Sydney--I couldn't go any further. So we
drove from Sydney Mines to North Sydney, and George and I sat in the car outside,
and Annabelle and Gordon went to the movies. And afterwards, I had a cup of tea in
the restaurant--oh, a little queer hole in the wall--I forget what it was. And coming
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