Thank you all for coming today both virtually and in person.  Given all the unprecedented circumstances in the world today it means even that much more to us.  
I wish I could be there in person, but unfortunately the covid situation is preventing it.  
In a way this is fitting.  The traits of adapting and persevering would be two of the strongest 
gifts that I think many of us have learned from my parents example.  Mom lived such an amazingly full life in her 85 years and managed to adapt and make the best of almost everything thrown at her.  I invite you all to read the story she set down regarding her early life as it is quite the read.   
Together my father and mother were able to persevere and forge the life my family shared and provide the wonderful opportunities for many of us gathered here today.  
The combination of Bob and Inge was formidible.  Together they could accomplish just about anything and make any mountain into a molehill.   Zucchini comes to mind.    One year my father had decided to up his gardening game and my mom had suggested that we as a family enjoyed zucchini.  Dad delivered the perfect nutrient mix to the soil, charted the optimal arrangement and solar collection within the space, chose the exact perfect variety of seed and … Much zucchini followed.   Not just ordinary 1 foot zucchini but baseball bat sized zucchini, small zucchini, medium zucchini.    I know many of you received gifts of zucchini that year.
My mom also rose to the challenge.  Being both frugal, and creative, and having a love of cooking, many, many, many meals followed.  Zucchini boats, rattatouille, zucchini bread, zucchini nachos.  There were also several things that I could never quite confirm which may have also had zucchini in them.
Through it all my parents adapted and persevered and made the best of it.   I see them as a prime example of how a couple should strive to love, cherish honor and support one another.  They would have celebrated their 59th wedding anniversary at the end of this month.  
As I was helping spread the word and make preparations for today’s events, I was struck by the number of people that specifically called out my mom’s quick wit and sense of humor.   I think that is something she would certainly appreciate being remembered for.
This brings to mind the story of the great pumpkin.   When Rick and I were in high school, riding our bikes home from school we happened to see a fantastic pumpkin on display at a store. Of course we had to have it.   We quickly purchased the pumpkin and were set to take it home to share for the family. 
 
There was one small wrinkle.  It was 90 lbs.  After several very creative but ultimately less than successful attempts to strap the pumpkin onto our bicycles we rode home and Rick managed to talk mom into letting him take the car back without sharing the details of why we needed it.  The look on her face when we returned with the giant pumpkin was of course priceless.  She quickly recovered and I can still recall the twinkle in her eye as she shared that story with others throughout our life. She would describe the 30 pumpkin pies that soon lined our freezer afterwards.  The result of an assembly line effort that was lead by my father and brother primarily.  My moms primary contribution being some assistance organizing and some stern words on how she was not going to bake all that ...
Mom also had a very strong connection and love of family.  This is evident through all of our memories of family gatherings, our close ties to this day with her sister, Reni’s family, and with my fathers extended family.   And the presence of many of the same here today.  I still have great memories of every single possible square foot of the cottage and the tool shed being occupied with sleeping bodies of family as my mom and dad shared their cottage with friends and family.  I also recall the rows of portable tables set up to provide the massive quantities of food consumed by all of the growing children.  Of course, I also share with my children the lessons in “work ethics” that my parents and aunt and uncle tried to instill in all of us children by having us clean up all of the mess.
If you have visited our family home (the same home that I was born in and my parents have lived in for the past 53 years) you would notice the meticulous and intentional display of many mementos and keepsakes from events throughout my parents life.   Amongst the things you will see are some pieces salvaged from my Grandmothers bombed out apartment, my brothers art work, pictures of the children and grandchildrens and others lives.  My mom worried about all those she cared for, some might say a tad excessively.   But, in the end we all know it was coming out of her love and wish for the best, and to help them avoid some of the harsher aspects of life she had experienced.
This did sometimes translate into her strong expression of some of her thoughts. I know many of you gathered here today will not forget The Camera.  In fact, I know even her grandchildren have developed the understanding of what photo time means.  But we are fortunate today to be able to look back at those memories and to share them with our loved ones.   And in fact, I was able to bring up some pictures from the last day my family and I were able to see my mom and I will be forever grateful for that.
Mom's habit of worrying perhaps also may have occasionally been justified.   When I returned from my travels to Germany as an exchange student, (18 at the time and underage) I decided that the best possible momentos I could bring back were several martial arts weapons that were illegal in Canada at the time, some German salami that was not legal to import, and of course, two pony Kegs of good German Beer.  I managed to get my 100lb suitcase through the airport by virtue of being 6’4 and making it look much lighter than it actually was and without being questioned by customs.
I still recall the priceless look on my fathers face as he attempted to lift that suitcase.  I then explained what was in it.  My mom, being as she was decided that the best course of action, would be to host two parties with the Kegs. One for me and my friends, and another for my parents.
Mom and Dad were blessed with many great friends throughout her life.  She loved to regale us with stories of her hitchhiking through Europe after university.   I also have many fond memories of our family gathering with several of the families that are here today.  The Burkes, the Bourchiers, the Turners, the Ruhlands this all helped to shape the values for my brother and I of sharing our home for both family and friends.
I will speak for myself, but I know that many here will share this thought.  We are so grateful to have had my mom as part of our lives for the positive experiences and the wisdom we have been able to learn from her.   Wherever you are now mom, I hope you have found a place of rest and joy.  Thank you for being a such a big part of our lives, and all that you have given.  You will be missed.
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