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To Have a Job  
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I look over to the rural highway to be able to see how many vehicles are pulling-over from the rushing traffic stream. I am trying to be alert working at this new training at the cash register. This position entails receiving the monies from the gas pumps.  In my corner is also the lottery kiosk, along with the scanner for the food product and product purchases. My eyes are focusing like a blur! So many numbers to record. But the first day on the job is like that, at last for me. It’s just that it is so many methods for the different services. I was not worried about counting money back. But at closing time when doing the cash-up, my head would be full. I am not even sure that I would be required to do the cashing-up. So many instructions to remember. I don’t know what the ratio would be for long line-ups? I got nervous with long lines-ups while working at a small cafeteria and at a bus stop. Of course, I am nervous on my first day. I want to do well at this establishment as it is large and the closest to my home. I can drive here to Bednesti Lake Resort, in the rural area of Cluculz Lake. There are two other little resorts closer by and just off the highway. But these resorts only having small staff needs, weren’t hiring at this time. It was the café part of the buildings of this business I had applied for, but it was a cashier they needed. I had waitressed plenty of times, so was more comfortable with that position. I was looking forward to something new, hoping the training was efficient. I didn’t think that this position would be equal to a server position with the ‘tips’ to be a comfortable wage. Perhaps if this position didn’t work out, because it was a larger establishment I could transfer to another area? An opening would come up sometime so I would have to do this job well enough to stay on. Who knows I might like this cashier job?

Earlier, three months earlier, I had taken tests and talked with an experienced worker about me possibely having dyslexia. Visiting that office to inquire about my work skills to date was the right thing to do. I was trying to get job ready; better job ready. It happens, I was going to find-out more about myself than I knew! I wasn’t sure what dyslexia involved or having this ... shall we say condition? The councillor did go over the habits and methods that I used to do things. These were typical to a person with dyslexia. Apparently, there are different degrees of the condition. Maybe the degree I have been told about myself, is not so bad?  I felt that my partial left handedness showed-up in past jobs. I knew I reversed numbers sometimes; was that dyslexia? Was I going to be able handle this new cashier job in such a busy place with three machines to man? 

A phone call changes every thing.

I had another interview for work. A job I had applied for and, this is the one I really wanted; it was available to me! I heard about this job from my friend Doris and her daughter who lived in Vanderhoof. If I considered this job, I would be driving further west 38.7 km. on highway 16 on the other side of my home. It would be about 20 minutes more to drive. The call was from the wood speciality mill just outside of the small town of Vanderhoof, BC. I was excited! Was it possible I could have decent wages at last? I gave the store notice to leave the next day. No reason to stay and be worried. The newer job would be starting right away, if accepted ... I don’t see any reason why I would not be. I would work my best to succeed. I wanted a decent job that I could stay with and finish building my house. I traveled the highway west viewing the still and forest of evergreen trees of pine and spruce. It would be 35 minutes to get from my home at Cluculz lake to work now. I truly enjoyed the northern scenery, the nature that I was familiar with. I rolled down the windows in the truck, felt the fresh air and sang at the top of my lungs. Singing songs like “rolling on the river” made me feel exulcerated. I was happy it was still summer, the summer of 1999. “Almost 55 and coming alive!” The highway was good. My small pick-up, not so good. I did not know the truck troubles I would have as time went on. The scenery was so different from the blooming fruit blossoms in the springtime in the Okanagan valley. The forest had its’ own beauty. I had been living in the Kelowna and area for the past seven years. It’s not that I missed the trees, but it was alright to be around them after the change in scenery living in a beautiful BC valley. 

Cluculz lake was named by the Carrier indigenous natives, naming it from the stories handed-down about the big white fish. The lake is 20 km. long. Looking back ... I would have liked to have “gone fishing” like I have done in the past; it didn’t happen. Being a person who loves being on the water I surely missed that.

Some other troubles were brewing but couldn’t let those problems over-throw me. I had been having troubles with my feet. Some days, most days both of my feet ached really bad. I had never had such aching. I was wishfully thinking that it was a passing thing.

A mill worker now.

I was hired at the wood mill! The wardrobe was entirely different from nurses’ shoes and tidy uniforms of the cafes and hotels I was used of. The whole atmosphere was unfamiliar. Walking into huge building of open space filled with lumber and all sorts of equipment and machinery, was a little overwhelming. The only place that I could compare it to was my dad’s drill hall, a former hall for the soldiers in war times 1944. My deceased father had bought the army hall where he housed his loaders and machines; his staff worked on the machines. My dad teased me about becoming his little stenographer ... and here I am in this big building going to be doing what has been considered mans’ work! With my bad spelling and fairly large hands, not sure if the office job would be suitable to me? I had failed Commerce 10 in high school. The tour of the mill inspired me. I was ready for this! I would have to purchase a pair of safety steel-toed work boots. My dear mother was good to buy them for me. The head gear and gloves would be supplied. I had plenty of old shirts and pants.

The first day on the job I was shown the lath saw, a ripper saw. This was to be my station. I was trained to feed the saw and later-on and grab the tail. I learned to bundle the lathes. I was known as the lath lady; a tease and tongue twister for sure. I was right next to the big opening doors where the fort lift loader drove-up to reach for the lath bundles. I liked the area because of the fresh air ... not so sure how clean it was? I did get called away to lumber spills in the yard as were the other workers. I did not know my own strength or lack of it. I tried not to lift too thick of boards, but the spills had mostly big boards. Ooh!  I was so glad I did not have to crawl under the chain table lanes; that job was for the mill rights, I think. I worked the assembly lines, lining-up boards on a chain, called the green chain. I also went upstairs to work on assembly lines. One job I had was working downstairs; it was below the upstairs line. I worked a round table. My job was to rake-off blocks of wood. This sorting system as it were, blocks fell onto the table from the ceiling; maybe, called a Shaker. I did not understand this way. I pulled-off odd sized blocks with a rake. The table spun around a little too fast for my liking. I was being continually hit on the same spot on my belly, time and time again. It started to hurt a little each time a block hit, but the soreness would go away, in a few minutes. No one told me or offered me a denim apron. I found out later that this job requires a denim apron. I was sent to other parts of the mill to clean-up split boards and sweep. Mostly I stayed at the lath saw, feeding and tailing, and then bundling; I worked alone sometimes. I didn’t mind being alone because I was not distracted and I worked better. I was later asked if I would show other workers how to use the saw.

The mill had a sister mill; an indigenous staffed work place. A co-worker and I were called over to that part of the grounds to help-out as they were short-staffed that day. That is where I experienced the hardest lifting ever. We had to lift heavy lumber up onto a table. I was at one end and Dusty at the other. Dusty did well, I didn’t. I could see some woman across from the table glaring at me. It’s strange, but it was like I could her their spirit, “why don’t you just go home!”

The first time and the many times I walked up the steel staircase ... felt really ‘balmy’ climbing and walking. It is hard to explain the feeling but it really felt weird, as if walking on a cloud. I was on pain killer pills. It was necessary for me to take the pills, otherwise I would feel my pain from my aching feet. It wasn’t because the new boots were half a size too big. I found-out with visiting a foot specialist that I had Planter Fasciitis. “Oh, I didn’t need this!”  I had weakened areas of the foot muscles. The condition is that I had a
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