A Commodore Remembers

As I stand on the shores of Lake Banook, memories flash past of our lives at Cheema since July 1976. Here we are today, grandparents and parents, watching our son, 3 granddaughters and 3 grandsons race the same course.

What do you do with four children in a small village? Why you join Cheema of course. So we did, it was 1976, the year Ann Dodge (Pisiquid Coach) represented Cheema and Canada at the Montreal Olympics, and it was the last year we took a family vacations. Every trip after that revolved around Cheema. It was either Nationals or a Provincial Swim meet. Somewhere along the way, I remember Anne Murray (Brad’s sister and the swim coach for many years) say that we had over 200 swimmers registered in the program. 

We mothers enjoyed Cheema for a variety of reasons; the main one was that it kept the kids busy all day and tired at night.  Cheema taught and teaches, responsibility, promptness, team effort, volunteering, satisfaction as a result of hard work and more. The mothers took swim lessons, paddled war canoe, learned how to kayak but mostly we sat together on the beach all day, chatted and rested. 

Ladies Auxiliary and fundraising ideas emerged from these chats. Our biggest and most profitable was the Cheema Ladies Fashion Show. This was the social event of the year in Waverley. For at least 15 years, we sold between 200 and 250 tickets to a diner and show. We held the show for many years at Oakfield Golf Course. The paddlers, mothers ad even fathers participated as models and we had local clothing stores donate the fashions for the day. I even modelled a bit in the early days.

Other fundraising was continuous, we sold cheese, roses, strawberries (which we picked) pop, blueberries, candles and for a while, lottery tickets. We held fundraisers at Goldrush Days every year including the Cheema Clink  (a celebrity jail). Bruce, my husband, worked for Hostess Potato Chips and we were able to use a “spin the wheel” game in which you could win bags of chips.  You can still see the C1 named “Mr Munchie” down at the club; the wheel made us a lot of money over the years and helped us buy several boats.

New boats were and still are a necessary luxury. Often times in the spring, our head coach Frank Garner would call up and say,” I have purchased a new K1, K2, C1 and C2. Can you please find some money and send a cheque?”  I would begin my “begging” calls but every time we were able to come up with the money.

At nationals one year, RJ (Bob) McDonald told the Senior Men’s war canoe” If you win, I’ll buy you a new boat” They did and a new boat was ordered immediately! 

The other big concern was the boathouse. The current boathouse has been in use sine 1971. It was all we had. The land surrounding the boathouse was all treed. One year, several of our “groundskeepers” also known as “fathers” cleared the land and levelled the ground for a volleyball court. These men, the late Jim Grant, Bud Dodge and Gill Farmer (presently in Fredericton) among others built all of our docks and maintained everything in working order for many years. Mystery helpers donated sand and gravel arranged to have the road graded twice a year, showed up with rakes when the work parties were called. The more things change the more they stay the same!

As commodore for several years, I just tried to keep the club afloat. We were competitive but we were losing ground. Frank Garner had been named to head coach of the National team so we tried to secure a coach from Europe. This did not happen till after my time but we all knew that coaching was going to be the key to our future success.

Now I am happy to watch my children and grandchildren enjoy Cheema as much as we did and I hope that all of the new members realize what a great gem they have here.
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