
 

 

Born in Cold Lake, Alberta. Dad was an Aero Space Engineer and spent most of his career stationed in 
CFB Bagotville, Quebec and CFB Borden, Ontario. Mom was the creative one. She was my biggest 
influence in art and craft and taught me that if you didn’t know how to do something…you just needed 
to learn! Can’t wasn’t a word in her vocabulary! Both were of an adventurous nature. Every time dad 
had holidays we were of on grand camping adventures! Dad would read to us about the history, 
geography and all other stories of the places we visited. My love (need) for travel began! 

 Right from the start I was “making things”! I built forts in the woods. I even built a “stage coach” 
that was pulled by a neighbors 2 Samoyed dogs. I was about 10 yrs old. 

I was walking home with my dad from swimming at the pool when I suddenly collapsed. By the time he 
got me to the hospital, I was paralyzed. I would have nightmares for the next 30 years of that event and 
developed severe anxiety issues. You see, at the time the whole hospital was in lockdown with military 
personel in full gear with guns. There had been bomb threats! I remember my dad panicking over me. It 
was the first time I was to be separated from my family. I was hospitalized for a long time. I survived but 
it left me with learning disabilities and many years of “strange illnesses. These would lead to depressions 
and anxiety problems. I had developed a phobia of hospitals. School was painful as a result. The only 
place I felt “safe” was in the forest. Most who know me think of me as strange or different. I prefer 
unique! If I was rich, they would simply say I was eccentric! My childhood issues and traumas developed 
the person I am today and I am proud of who I am. I’ve survived PTSD( after finally being diagnosed at 
age 30. I joined the Canadian Armed Forces as a Medic at 20.( I was the oldest of my platoon in 
bootcamp). That lasted 3years but I learned a lot about people! I went on to many other jobs. 
Resolution Specialist in Computer systems…. 



I have a special place in my heart for people afflicted with mental illness. I believe all can be 
accomplished and learned. Or at least “adapted” to the circumstances in our lives. Every day is precious 
to me. Even the bad days! I have a strong faith! Life hasn’t been easy but perhaps it never was meant to 
be!  

I taught myself to turn wood in 2013. I loved it! I went to every AAW Symposium except 1. (My husband 
was having a kidney transplant) . The people I met are the reason I continue to learn this craft. For the 
first time in my life, I felt I belonged! I began showing up at trade shows and giving demonstrations 
anywhere they let me. I joined the local club and had my first public exhibit at a gallery shortly after. 

 I ‘ve been interviewed on the local radio twice. ( Explaining woodturning on radio in French is not an 

easy feat) 

In 2017 I received a scholarship from the AAW for a 2-week class with Steve Loar and Dixie Biggs at 
Arrowmont! I loaded my lathe and camping gear in my trailer and was determined to meet as many 
woodturners  across Canada and the US as I drove to the Symposium in Atlanta. My trip lasted 7 weeks! 



There I got to spend time with some of my favorite people! I met fascinating people along the way and 
continue to keep in touch today. I learned new skills and demonstrated mine to anyone who had an 
interest! I shared my adventure on Facebook. I would love to do it again sometime! I must be part 
gypsy! 

 

I have my studio on the lake today which I share with my husband Bill and my Golden Retriever Charlie.  

The pandemic has cut my travels short but I continue to meet with folks thru Interactive Remote 
Demonstrations. When I’m not creating, you can find me sailing, gardening, fishing or kayaking on the 

lake. 

 


