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Steve,;

Well, I guess it's highvtime that I wrote yow. The idew of doing that
is not new to- me; but the exigencies of age and my ownwpotential
infirmity tell me that I had better do-this now while I sttll cawv and/
before fate takes away the opportunity.

Move thaw sixty yeary --- sixty-thwee; actually --- have slipped off the
calendar since yow left and I just want to-be sure that yow know how
things hawve gone in the interval.

It way av cold; damp week-end inv September when your trouble
seemed to-begin. I recall that Mom and Dad had gone to-Winnipeg
for avday or two; and that yow and I were alone at the form. Earlier
raing had postponed the harvest at our place; but the radio-forecast
called for better weather after the week-end; and we were quite
certainvthat the thweshing crews; friends and neighbowrs all; would

The day Mowv and Dad were to- return from the city, I remember that
yow and I had to- go-to-the northwest corner of our home half-
quowter, come late afternoon, to-bring inthe cattle fromtheir day of
foraging out inthe obeww range. The day was driggly, and I cow sees
everv now invv my mind’'s eye the rainv-slicked trail withv soddewv yellow
leaves dotting ity grey, muddy ruty. It was a chilly, soggy kind of
day, and we were glad to-be done withvit. We were already gone to-
bed invthe upstairy bedvoom we shared whenw Momw & Dads got home;
ond & was not until the next morning that I had said to-Mom that
yowd thought yowd had a bit of o temperature during the night,
possibly the resudt of o chill eawlier that davy.



Your fever did not abate despite Mom's ministrations; and the
following day Dad offered to-tuke yow in to- see the doctor inArborg.
Yow caume downstairs irvv youwr “go-to-toww” clothes --- I especially
recall your light-yellow coloved shirt withv o streaky, fine-lined,
grayish-brown; rectongulow patterning. Yow appeared flushed and
weak; and said so; asking me to-please do-up your shoe laces. I want
yowto-know that I remember this now asthe very last thing I ever
did for you, and I expect it will be one of the last things to-ever leaves
my mind ... yow sitting onw av kitchesw chair and me ovw wy knees
fumbling withv laces o your shoes. It is the last time I touched you,
ond I never sow yow again after that morning.

Wher yow and Dad got to-the caw, I noted that yow did not elect to-
drive; but went instead to-the passenger side; leaving the driver’s
seat for Dad. Thigy confurmed for me that yow had to-have beenv
feeling really wwell; as driving was something I know yow just loveds
to-do-

Dad returned later inthe day without yow. He explained that the
doctor invArborg had recommended that yow go-divectly to-the
hospital in Gimli;, fromv where; it turng out, yow were ambulanced to-
Winnipeg. This we learned from Dad’s very next phone call to- sees
how yow were doing and this is whenw new and nasty words began to-
embed themselves invthe fomily lexicon: polio; poliomyelitis;
paralysis, irowlung:. Suddenly, the radio-and newspaper items that
talked about the scourge of thisy disease became a full and solid
reality for us.

Inthe week that followed; Dad;, and thenw Dad and Mom, travelled
into-Winnipeg to-see- yow. They returned withv no-good news. Yow
were running a high fever and, inv awv “iron lung” mechanicals
breathing apporatus, o life- support necessity as poralysis hads
rendered your body unable to-breathe ovw ity oww.



The following dayy are a kind of a blur for me. I was kept fromv
attending school as there was a good deal of concern; though few
facty;, about the communicability of the drvead disease. The doctorsy
ovdered some vaccine for all immediate membery of the houwsehold,
Jjust to-take no-chances of ity spread. Whew not with yow in Winnipeg;
Dad drove the seven miles into-town to- make his daily call --- this
was well before the days of o phone invevery home invour awea; and
that corwenience was located only irv several places of business irv
Poplawfield --- for an up-date o youwr condition. One day Dad
caume home to- anwnounce that we would all be going in Winnipeg to-
see youw;, “all “ now including owr brother, Bil; who-had come home
fromv hig job- inv Sauskatchewan to-be at home during this crisis.

But that never happened. The day beforewe were to-go-into-
Winnipeg; Dad; Bl and I drove into-town for the daily phone call to-
youwr hospitud. We were no- sooner - out of the caw invfront of Bailley’s
store where the public phone way located whew I heard,; quietly
whispered aumong avgroup of “towwn’ boys; that Steve Mawykuca had
died. Thisywas confirmed to-Dad by adulty in the store who-had
received thiy information only shortly before owr arrival there:

I hawe no-clear recollection of what followed, except that something
somehow seemed to-have closed. I do-recall that we left at once to-
take thiy devastating news back home to- Momy and that Dad and
Bl stopped at the home s of several neighlboury and friends to- ask
them to- come to- our house as we knew that Mom would need that

The funeral followed as it had to, and the entire conwmunity came
together -- then; before and after -- to-deal with the tragedy of youwr
deativ. Mike came infrom British Columbiov. Johw couldwt be
contacted invtime for him to-come to-the funeral from his job-inv
eastern Canada. Ay yow would expect, relatives; friends; neighbowry
ond acquaintonces came from for and away to-express their
compassion and condolences with kind words of comfort and teaws of
sympathy.



But yow were gone: There remained only your things; the precious
few that yow had, and the freshh mound of dirt invthe comumunity
cemetery, which our eyes searched out unfaillingly every time we had
occasionto-drive by, --- evenwto-thisday, by theway --- thiy
perhaps irv compersation for the fact that we were denied o last
viewing of yow as healtiv authorities, preferring to-err onthe side of
caution; had ordered a “closed coffiv’ funeral

I cannot recount here the private grieving of those yow left behind as
I cavmnot know it, but I do-wish to-tell yow about Mom. For marvy,
many weeks, months and infact years, it was rave to- see her without
teary o her cheeky or just waiting to-overflow. Her heart-rending
sobs awe forever indelibly etched in my mind, and although they
eventually subsided into-a deep and silent anguish; I know that not
one day of the rest of her life went by without yow being invher
thoughty. Just how completely she was overtuken by her grief only
came cleaw to- me ivv late November of that yeawr when one day she
commented; seemungly surprised, that the leaves were all gone off the
trees. It was only thenthat I realiged that she had beew inva kind of
walking comay completely away from the world, fromthe moment
she leawrned of your passing until that day, about two- months later,
whew she noticed that the trees were bare, and volunteered her
observation.

The pain of lossy receded,; though not quickly, and life went own

although mavked indelibly and forever by the memories we all keep
of yow deep in our hearty:

Slimv



