


DEDICATION

Here’s to all TOSH
members and volun-
teers and
Sponsors, Board mem-
bers and administra-
tors along the way,

past, present and.

future. ..

TALL
TOSH
TALES

A Baker’s dozen!
Opening
Tassels

Rough on the Diamond
Ironica Veronica
Bob-Bob-a-Re-Bob
Clothes Horses
Tea Bags
A Festival of Tree (%)
Putting on a fashion show
is no Picnic

Shaken...not stirred

Naughty Nautilus

Ten Cents a Dance

Dapper Flappers

(*) note the title is singular, as it’s a
joke




TALL TOSH TA-
LES

Firstly, if anyone is still unaware, TOSH
1s an acronym for The Old School House.

As TOSH celebrates its 20th anniversary,
it occurred to me that [ have a few per-
sonal anecdotes stored away in my 20
year relationship with the OId Girl!

My goal is not to chronicle the great
achievements along the way, nor try to
acknowledge all the great people connect-
ed to her — that would be a serious goal
and it has been done in formal ways.

No, mine are a few quick tickles to the

underbelly from my own quirky vantage
point,

LenO'®

It was a " lovely,

sunny day in May 1987. The School House was
painted, primed and pampered after an arduous
renovation and was ready for the grand opening.

The Board of Directors was lined up to greet the
dignitaries as they arrived, then the official cere-
monies would begin. In the meantime, back at
our restaurant, John and 1 were readying to at-
tend. I wore an ivory raw silk suit, with matching
hat, into which I tucked a few diamond pins. 1
also jammed & few diamonds on my fingers, and
then we entered our white stretch limo. John
traveled in style in those days. We pulled up to
TOSH, and as we disembarked in all our glittering
glory, Tom Mclver ran up, grabbed my arm and
began effusively showing me around, up the
stairs, into the new rooms, all the while excitedly
explaining how wisely the money had been spent,
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how much had been saved on the carpeting, etc.
etc. I was rather in a daze at being given so much
attention, but we chatted about construction la-
bour, the generosity of people, and the mandate
of TOSH. He offered me refreshments, thanked
me for coming, and I circulated.

[t wasn’t long before my dear friend Diana Mon-
geau (co-founder) told me that I had been mistak-
en for Jean .............. Southam, a wealthy patron
who had donated a large sum of money and Tom
really wanted to impress her as to the benefits her
contribution had produced. Tom didn’t forgive

me for a while, but he finally did see the funny
side.

Blgss you, Tom. It has taken twenty years, but I
think I am getting near the halfway mark in pat-
ronage to try and match Ms. Southam’s donation!

TASSELS

All the TOSH volunteers are highly valued. Some
are eccentric and flamboyant — others are soft
spoken and introspective; still others are out-
spoken and direct; those we call the “Scottish Ma-
fia”... a phrase originating with our illustricus
Chairman Norman, when he incurred the wrath
of the Scottish Gift Shop Co-coordinator... (But
that’s another story).

One of the soft spoken, wry velunteers was Helga
Byers. It wasn't easy to impress her. She had
heen around the world and had seen everything.
The challenge to make her laugh was my goal in
life... Sometimes I could elicit a twinkle in the
eye, and a purse to the lips.

One dreary January day [ had a dentist appoint-
ment. | thought I would do a little schtick for the
girls at reception to brighten their dreary day. I
hung two long bright orange tassels on my ears.
They fell to the shoulders of my black leather
coat. When I arrived at the office, I launched into
a raunchy burlesque number, peeling off my coat,
swinging the tassels around my ears.

As | twirled around to include the waiting pa-
tients, I was swaying full in front of Helga ~
(darned if we didn't have the same dentist!l).

“Helga...dahling... don’t vou remember when we
were in vaudeville together”? The eyes twinkled,
the lips pursed... “Well, Lenore, don’t you think
that those tassels should be hanging from a little
further down?”
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Right smartly I shot back...”Well, Helga, I'm a lot
older now and this is the only place left to hang
them!”

The room erupted, including Helga. At last I got a
real belt out of her!

We didn’t know then that not long after we would
lose her. Iimagine her twinkling, pursing, and

just maybe, trying on a pair of tassels now and
again.

ROUGH ON
THE DIAMOND

TOSH was still in an early developmental learning
curve. Every new Board of Directors had to iron
out workable rules and mandates. This time we
needed an administrator.

We were divided as to what set of qualifications
were to be the priority. There were a few of us
who thought “artistic vision” was the thing needed
to push TOSH around the corner. While it was
up and running, most of the board felt it required
more financial and organizational acumen to keep
it self-sufficient. We were — for instance — eligible
for lottery funding, but it took an enormous
amount of energy in administration just to keep
any money in the bank. This, of course, I thought
would take away from the “visionary energy”.
Marlys Diamond was one of two finalists being
interviewed before that board meeting. She had a
prodigious background in administration, finance
and the workings of governmental bureaucracy,
and she won the day with a majority. ..."where
will the artistic vision come from?” [ wailed.

The new person would have to walk a tightrope,
what with our own resident artists’ tempera-
ments, and the grumblings of the local gift and
art shops, who thought the non-profit organiza-
tion, had a distinct, unfair advantage over them.
[ went into a “wait and see” mode, with one shoe
in the air.
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Welll In short shrift she sorted the staff, the art-
ists, the stipends and the stamping of routine
stuff, and in her spare titne she organized the
very swish Garden Art Auctions and the swag
came rollin’ in... She originated the Art in Bloom,
where paintings are paired with flower arrange-
ments... a lovely collaboration. The visionary was
unfolding. This was a precursor to her putting
Qualicum on the map with a running Five Bloom
status in Communities in Bloom

S0, as.l sipped my wine at yet another successful
r§cept1on, I found that my other foot had become
firmly placed on the ground.

TOSH is so respected today, that it has become
one of the Seven Local Wonders!

OKAY...this was a serious anecdote... bite mel!

§ TOSH s lst Birthday favey
Mzrlyn Dhasond, Mayor  Art: ERipmoy,
Harley solbrtoon

il

IRONICA
VERONICA

Veronica Milner was one of the first stalwart sup-
porters of the arts and of TOSH in particular.

with noblesse oblige ,She kindly lent her property
for the legendary garden party art auctions to
raise money. Her life and background are de-
tailed in Margaret Cadwaladr’s book “In Veroni-
ca’s Garden”, which explains her claim to social
station and her hauteur.

Having brushed shoulders with her whenever she
was a guest at our restaurant (the name Judge’s
Manor even evakes the old English aristocratic
pastoral life, of which I was the doyenne), I called
her by her first name, as we would be equals.
During my stint on the TOSH garden party com-
mittees we called her Veronica.

During later years, when she no longer lent her
gardens, TOSH and Veronica no longer crossed
paths and she fell off the radar for TOSH. One
day I was running around, putting up posters for
some TOSH occasion when I ran into the Fourn-
tain of Beauty — a hair salon no longer in exist-
ence.... There, in full curler flagrante sat Veroni-
ca. I was glad to see her after such a long time...
“Hi, Veronical so-0-o nice to see you!” I exclaimed.
She fixed me with her haughty Villiers’ eyes...
“MRS. MILNER!" she staccatoed.

“Oh, sorry, Mrs. Milner” I mumbled from my
crumbled, dwarfed shortness, and quickly exited.
This year, when Quality Foods celebrated its 25%
Anniversary, one of the events was a lovely garden
afternoon tea at the Milner Gardens. I was invit-
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ed and was careful to wear a proper garden tea
hat. I went through the house in a nostalgic
mood to look again at her artwork and lifestyle,
and [ guietly thanked her as ‘Mrs.Milner’ — in case
her ghost was in attendance. Ithanked my hosts
and when [ was back up on the highway, I looked
back up the long forest drive and yelled “YOU
DONE GCOD, VERONICAII”

I got a prickly stare from the vew tree

Lr)

GARDEN PARTY & ART AUCTION
Frua'er sonptall XD
40 Original Wnrkn ni Ar§
i 1 seclL kim0 anparing BC actim

ol Be awcriovd am the Eugein grovesdes of
M. Cmiavievy Neonn’s Qualiisn Rirach Fabyde

Added Attruckon The Silent Avction:
40 Additivnal Criginals and Prioks...
.okl vim o AT Ut "Lt
Factervt Sour Teciels Todam 550 prr pomen
LMY, hocemapea. and Sl & dedeihiz mesip
Tlery - Thchet Qwarckien Aow Limina)
Sunday, Angust 16, 1992

10 pm o 500 pm,
o evir Sharsing Andent 1 44 e TR

M:Umlwhluﬂjl Bealein: find 730030
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BOB-BOB-A
-~RE-BOB

Bob Mewburn is one of the
exceptional mentors of
TOSH. 1 think he lost all
his hair at TOSH, while
saving it from going under,
with sheer will and worry.

The year he took on the job
of administrator — gratis —

. there was just enough
mogney to hn’e a triumvirate of helpers in the of-
fice, for the busy summer months. Of the three,
only one was much help... Cheryl O'Blenis. She
could work the computer, while [ was a complete
electronic neophyte.

Robert tried and tried to teach me the program. I
needed to read instructions, and so would franti-
cally try and keep up making notes as he scurried
over the keyboard....“There is no time to take
notes, Lenore. Just watch and do!” He’d tear his
hair and call me his worst nightmare.

[ would alse field the phone calls like the model
secretary I used to be. He was never in... The “to
do” list of errands was so long it kept him away.
His mother Binks would call {(her being a long
time supporter of the arts as well). We knew each
other from restaurant years as well, so we would
chat.... “Has Bob eaten his lunch today?” she'd
ask.

“If you include chewing out my ears..... Then,
YES” I’d reply.




He would eventually get back to the office and I
would ask him if he wanted the good news or the
bad news first...... “Lenore, you're a nightmare!”

One day two agents from Cannon happened by,
and asked if we would like an upgrade on our
leased copier. Yippee..... I diligently took notes
and quotes for Bob, whose job I was SURE would
be easier with a new and improved copier. They
were still there when he arrived back. I intro-
duced them. He quickly pleaded “meeting” and
closed the door to his office. When they left, he
chewed my ears roundly... “Lenore, what were
you thinking, entertaining an expense like that
You're a nightmare!”

I calmly asked if he had eaten yet.

The three months moved inexorably slowly. Bob
lost more hair, I never did see him eat anything,
....and I learned Windows.

He still came to TOSH to pour wine at the recep-
tions, and [, like the Queen, carry no cash, so I
would end up borrowing a toonie or two from
Bob.....”Lenore, you’re still a nightmare!”

Two years ago his beautiful mother Binks passed
on, and after the funeral, at the lovely reception
he put together in her honour, I cornered him,
glass of wine in hand, and said.... “Bob, your
worst nightmare is here —
Binks, I think, would like me to
look after you now | ”

He rolled his eyes heavenward
in supplication...

I think I still owe him a toonie!

-

| Besides making people
laugh, my other life purpose
is to just look good... “a
walking sculpture” I always
say.

To be well turned out and
artistically put together,
colours must coordinate, gold must glitter, and
jewels must jaw-drop. Imagine my perturbance
when I went to a TOSH function and encountered
an ALMOST equally put together lady.

I soon found out that this person was Audrey
Cameron, a volunteer and very fine artist in her
own right, with a good eye for the “must_—do’j
rules. She had the eye for colour coordination,
the artistry and flair to be whimsical... bqt she
was very discreet with the jewelry. She did not
flaunt the honkin’ pieces like me... so [ came to
call her “Tawdry Audrey”.

She, being the lady that she is, gracefully accedes
to second place! She just laughs and calls me the

’7[

“Emperor




TEA BAGS

™ The annual Victorian

| | Tea was anticipated as
the highlight of the v
TOSH Christmas sea-

son.

The dear volunteer la-
dies would costume up.
One artist volunteer
dressed as Queen Victoria herself and presided
over a very elegant, very English, very Victorian
afternoon.

John and I always attended, dressed in our best
tweeds.

—_—

The head of the kitchen at the first Victorian Tea
was a five-foot-two bristly thistle from Scotland
though!...”dinna be stingy wi’ the tea bags, dear-
ie...put in three to a pot — let it steep a full five
minutes, then tak them oot richt awal”

After a bit, she would check on things...”Hoo
menna bags di’ ya use, dearie?... It has to be
perrr-fect for the Victorian TEA!”

As the door to the kitchen swung open and shut,

we overheard everything. When we came to the

end of the last good drop of tea, and the last good

crumb of scone, John made his way to the kitch-

en to thank the ladies. “Well, it took you three |
tea bags to make a top notch cup of tea!” That

nickname passed on, and all the kitchen staff




18

proudly to themselves as TOSH Tea Bags!

FESTIVAL OF TREE

Jean Grant Horner is a long time resident artist
at TOSH, and her husband Frank has volun-
teered a great deal over the years. A serious
bloke, is Frank (just read his prolific letters to the
Editor almost weekly!}



The year that TOSH began
their Festival of Trees, all
volunteers and artists
were on hand to partici-
pate... well maybe too
many!

While the artists were be-
ing seriously creative —
among them Jean — she
left Frank to get into trou-
ble with Nancy Whelan
and me... Nancy was, of
course, covering the event
for her column. I was wearing a particularly
bright outfit — which prompted Frank and Nancy
to prop me up against a green untrimmed tree,
and I instantly became the whole decoration,
complete with Xmas tree glass balls hanging from
my ears! They started a contest to “find Le-
nore”... and they wanted to enter me into the Fes-
tival of Trees! but, as I can’t stand in a pail for 48
hours without watering, they just took a picture
insteadl!

PUTTING ON A FASH-
ION SHOW IS NO PIC-
NIC

From the moment [ laid / : e
eyes on “Eyes on You”?, |\ o
I was hooked. / %’c 4 A
\ N

. e N
This was the TOSH |
studio of resident block =Y
print and fabric artist, i -

Mary Leigh Campbell, who turned out a success-
ful line of clothing, we called wearable art.

I became involved with her studio, retail selling,
dis-
play,
sign,
had
ple to
dress!

Ask
of the
TOSH




22

trons, members and volunteers how many arm-
loads of new colour
schemes they were
“persuaded” to buy
because I was able to
convinces them that
their present colour
palettes were all wrong
for them, (they know
who they are}). This
was not high powered
hustling though...
their personalities real-
ly needed re-staging!

But it was the fashion

shows that put us on

R the map. Mary always

} came up with unique

i themes derived from
her seasonal lines.... 1

would add funky flair. We staged one called

‘PICNIC”, which featured indoor and outdoor

loungewear, some were elegant complete with

hats... others were sporty.

It was always Russian roulette finding models in
time for a show. Our mainstays were Charlotte,
Mary's lovely daughter at 15, and Colleen, equally
young, petite and blonde.

I had to trust that the perfect model would turn
up in time... sweet, well-behaved and that she
would look well in the clothing. I prayed.....

Mary announced the opening of the program and
first model — TA-DAH!! In bounced Teacup, the
bhest-behaved, sweetest Jack Russell, bringing
with her, on the other end of the leash, my an-
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swered prayer model... Susan... a tall, leggy, fine-
boned blonde. They were the hit of the day!

What a picnic!

SHAKEN .... NOT
STIRRED

Still about fash-
ion..,

Mary Leigh
had print- ed a fab-
ulous black
and white line she
called

“Martini”. It had an
image of a martini
glass, a pitcher,
and a mini Bali
-like sce- ne, with
a sSwoop- ing bird,
which — of course —
meta- phored
the soar- ing spirit
after a couple of
martinis!
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We excitedly put together
“Martini Magic” fashion
show. Mary hired a real
bartender who would be
able to execute the won-
drous recipes I concocted.
Martini bars were becoming
big in the urban centres and
with imagination provided a
prodigious experimentation
— (our program and recipes
follow).

It certainly was easy to co-
ordinate the models, who
only had black and white to
choose from... so they were
ready early and started to
gather around the bar.
Mary and I had to quickly proclaim a rule... only
one martini before the runway...

The announcement was made... out came the
models, pushing one another..... giggling, out of
program order...... Louise couldn’t manage her
tippy heels, and so came barefoot carrying her
shoes. Heather stopped midway, threw herself
into a bend, her heavy mop of hair brushing the
floor... then threw herself upright, tossing the
mane back and teetered away.

James, the tableau ‘waiter’ came on carrying a
tray of full martinis! They were supposed to be
props.... But the girls all grabbed one and sipped
all the way home. I now realized why I had such
an unruly, giggly, barefoot bunch on my hands! I
was shaken to consider that I may be dealing with
future Kate Mosses.

29

NAUGHTY NAUTILUS
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Another founder of TOSH was a well known artist
— Tina Beard... her Husband, Graham Beard, not
too much... then.....

He is - of course - our locally famous paleontolo-
gist, with his collection of 500 million year old
bones and fossils, now housed at the Historical
Society Centre.

Back in the day, he housed everything in his
house and garage, and was trying to raise con-
sciousness about old bones. There was a Shaw
Cable show called “Airtime” that [ was a regular
panelist on (the comic relief). Graham Beard was
a guest on this show — the same show that I had
chosen to bring in Madonna’s newly published
exotic, erotic coffee table book. I had it wrapped
in brown paper, feigning a family time slot.

Graham gave a very erudite talk and showed off
the pieces that he brought. They were TV friendly
fossils.

29

[ started my Madonna shtick by showing an old
postcard picture of the Queen of Sheba belly
dancing at the Chicago World’s Fair. She was the
most popular attraction at the fair. I claimed she
was Madonna’s Great-Grandmother. She wore
only a filmy skirt and two concentric circled
‘r?reastplates - that coincidentally looked exactly
like two concentric circled fossils in Graham’s col-
lection... I grabbed them and yelled “Madonna
would kill for these... they aren’t fossils, they are
the Queen of Sheba’s wardrobe!”, and promptly
placed them in their strategic places.

I know Graham would have wished for a station
blackout, but I know his students took a much
greater interest in fossils since then... I really

think I launched him into fame... he would argue
the point.
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DAPPER FLLAPPERS

Something about the Roaring Twenties brings out
the party souls, and the dancin’ soles!

Since Bard to Broadway moved its summer thea-
tre next to TOSH, there have been a few collabo-
rative events. The year Bard did “Mame”, TOSH
decided to host a Roaring Twenties Tea Dance
that would evoke a scene out of F.Scott Fitzger-
ald. There was no gin in the bathtub, but there
was a fountain of champagne.... Literally....there
was wine and of course, teal

It was a costume event with gun molls, and 23
skidoo types (?????). By far the most outstanding
“Mame” had to be Vivien Sears, in her fringed
black flapper number, showing dimpled knees
(the bees’ knees, of coursel), glittering headband,
complete with egret feather, and a party smile
that never quit. Her red lips never closed except
to sip over the edge of a champagne glass.

A very young man, Brooks Maxwell, was tinkling
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jche ivories, and I had reservations about him be-
Ing too young to be familiar with the jazzy music
of thaF historical decade... But, just as back in
the original days, when champagne flowed, energy
ggt_more frenetic and soon the tempo picked up.
Vivien’s fringes soon began to shake and shimmy.

The _Charleston was ON! Most of us leaped up
and joined her, and it was a sight to see the old

TOSH volunteers getting their groove back, in-
cluding me!

We ke_pt that piano player thumping until he was
sweating... “Mame” will always BE Vivien!
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