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Introduction

Mike and I grew up together. Before we went off to University and collage we used to spend almost every weekend together. When I last spoke with Gerry and Sharron they seemed interested in some of stories about Mike. I hope they knew what they were in for. Mike had somehow convinced his parents that he was the perfect “rule-obeying” child. This was not always the case, as you will see in the following two examples.

The Tree Fort

For those of you who have been to the herb garden, you would have noticed the tree fort across the field. It was Mike and I who got together one summer and built that fort. I remember Mike and I telling Gerry about our plans to build it and Gerry clearly said that there were two piles of wood in the barn. One pile was the “good wood”, which was all freshly planed lumber. The other pile was the “bad wood” which was left over from a demolition project on the farm. This “bad wood” was the wood we were to use in building our tree house. 

Of course, after we started construction we realized how much nicer the “good wood” would be, and wanted to use that for our tree house. So we tried taking a piece of it across the field but Gerry, who was outside, saw us and made us put it back. We did, but still wanted to use it.

Back in the barn, Mike came up with an idea. He showed me that if we took two 1x 10 from the “bad wood” pile and sandwiched the “good wood” in-between we could walk it across the field undetected. This is what we did, and I remembered trying to walk slowly across the field as though nothing was going on, but in reality we were practically running to the fort.

We even incorporated where to use the “good wood” in our design. If you went under the tree fort just after it was built you would have seen that the side facing the house contained all the “old wood”, but the side facing the opposing field was all the nice stuff.

Tractors

The second story I want to tell you about Mike involves the tractors. I’m from the city and when your 15, can’t drive a car, going to a farm and driving a tractor is a big deal. I frequently asked Mike if I could drive the tractor when I was there. 

Often Mike’s parents would go away for the weekend and leave Mike and I home alone. That was usually when the trouble began.

For example, once we thought it would be a fine idea if I used the tractor to mowed my name in 30-foot letter across the hay field! We thought this was really cool and I think some of the local pilots saw it and thought the same.

There was one tractor stunt that I surly thought we were going to get busted for. The Channers usually mowed a 10-foot strip around their field to divide it from the rest of their property. For some reason Mike and I thought that this loop would be a great place to practice our rally driving, though neither of us had our driver’s license. 

We set up a race between the field tractor and the lawn mower. I was on the mower and Mike was on the tractor. We set up rules like; Mike had the faster machine so he started further back, and you weren’t allowed to cut through the field ect… When the race started all was well. Mike caught up to me fast and tried to pass on the outside, I tried to cut inside. Suddenly the Bush Hog mower on the back of Mike’s tractor came across and smashed the front end of the lawn mower knocking the whole front panel off. We panicked. Mike’s parents would be home later on that day. 

Now for those of you who don’t know, Gerry is the kind of guy who would notice a scratch on his mower if it were parked a mile away. So he would certainly notice that the front panel was ripped off and scratched.

Thinking quickly, I put the tractor back in the shed, got Mike’s his plastic model glue out and we started gluing things back together. Next we got out his model paints and tried to paint over the gash marks we had made.

We must have spent a good 3 hours repairing the tractor. When the job was finally finished we pushed the mower into the darkest corner of the shed hoping that it would escape Gerry’s detection. We did not hear or speak of this incident again but needless to say we did not races the tractors anymore.

Thank you

