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Stories for My Grandchildren 
Bill Reimer 
October 9, 2004 
 
 
Hi Zachary, Samantha, and Thomas, 
 
Here is the first chapter of my story about blasting stumps. You might have to wait a while until I 
get back from my traveling for the second chapter (after October 24th), but let me know when 
you would like me to send it along. 
 

Blasting Stumps 
 

Chapter 1 
 
We were all very excited because we were taking the ‘Inter-urban tram’ to Grandma and 
Grandpa’s. The Inter-urban was an electric tram that ran all the way from Kerrisdale, through 
Marpole, New Westminster, and out to Grandma and Grandpa’s farm in Newton. It ran on the 
same tracks you and I have crossed on our way to London Drugs from the Community Centre, 
pool, and library where you spent so much time. 
 
When I was a boy, we had to take the bus from a stop right by Kerrisdale school (out by the 
‘forest’ as it was known). The bus would take us up to the train tracks and we would get on the 
Inter-urban across from the Arena. It was always the beginning of a grand adventure for us!1 
 
This day was especially exciting because we heard that Grandpa was going to blow up an old 
stump with dynamite. “Let’s just get out the stumping powder.” he said after spending hours 
trying to dig out the roots of the huge stump near the chicken coop. “That’ll fix this pesky stump 
– without all the bother of digging and chopping.” 
 
When we got the word that we may be able to watch, of course there was nothing that would stop 
us from being on that tram. Even the fear of crossing over the Fraser river was not enough to 
keep me from going – although I knew that I would probably have to crouch down below the 
window as the tram crept out on the trellis. I could remember looking down once and feeling my 
stomach tighten with fear since there was nothing between me and the swirling Fraser river 
below. It felt like all someone had to do was run to the side of the tram and it would be enough to 
                                                 
1 After I wrote this story, June Reimer pointed out that the Interurban train didn’t run through Kerrisdale like I 
remembered it. Mum checked with Peter as well and confirmed that we had to take a bus downtown to the old B.C. 
Electric building across from Woodwards. We would catch the tram at the Army and Navy building. It would take 
us across the city by the Grandview highway, then through Burnaby and New Westminster before crossing over the 
Fraser River and scaring me under the seat. 
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tip the whole thing over. I could almost feel the cold water on my skin. 
 
Sometimes it helped to keep my eyes fixed on the cars on the Pattullo Bridge above the train. I 
would look at the huge steel girders and the strong guard rails and wonder why they couldn’t put 
the same on the train bridge. It would make the trip to Grandma and Grandpa’s so much more 
pleasant! 
 
Once over the bridge, though, it was pure joy. I could return to the games Peter, Robert, and I 
would play on the tram (whenever our parents weren’t looking). Like flipping the seats back and 
forth – first of all putting them all facing in the direction we were heading, then flipping them 
back (if noone was sitting on them) so that they would be facing backwards – or placing them 
one front, one back, so that groups of four people could chat along the way. If we were lucky, we 
might even head out to the back of the car and watch the tracks and ties fly backwards as the 
tram sped along. If someone had opened the window, we could even hang out our heads and hear 
all the clicking and clacking of the wheels on the rails. Who wouldn’t love this way of traveling? 
 
Even getting there was no ending to the fun. When the conductor announced the Newton station, 
we would forget all about the excitement of the tram and turn our attention to the next adventure 
– a ride in the rumble seat! 
 

Chapter 2 
 
When we jumped down from the tram at Newton station, Grandpa had still not arrived. We ran 
under the small shelter with our bags to avoid the drizzle and took turns checking the long gravel 
road along which we expected Grandpa to come. It was only a short time before we saw the 
small black Ford come toward us leaving a trail of 
gravel and dust in the road behind it. 
 
The rumble seat must have been an invention 
specifically designed for kids. It appeared as if by 
magic when the back trunk of the Ford was opened. 
But this wasn’t a trunk like the one on cars today. 
Instead of lifting the lid up, it emerged as the trunk was 
pulled open from the top. The T-shaped handle was at 
the top of the curved cover and the seat emerged once 
the trunk was opened like the shell of a clam. I have 
included a picture of it on the right. Grandpa’s car was 
like this one except it was all black rather than red. 
 
We scrambled to climb up the small round steps built into the back fenders and we tumbled into 
the rumble seat, fighting for a place on the outside. Our luggage was tossed in at our feet and we 
took off down the road with the wind and drizzle blowing through our hair. 
 
I loved to climb down by the passengers’ feet when the rushing air became too cold on my skin. 



C:\Documents and Settings\Bill\My Documents\Personal\BillHistory\Stories\StoryBillBlastingStumps01.doc (January 22, 2006) 3 

Crouching down with the luggage, it was like a small cocoon – warm and comfortable, where the 
clack of the gravel on the mudguards became a dull roar that blended with the sounds of the 
motor. 
 
The trip always seemed too short. We would feel the car slow down and turn in through the gate 
about the same time that we could hear Patsy barking at us with excitement. 
 
 

Chapter 3 
 
The ‘farm’ was a place of wonder - full of special places that could keep us occupied for hours. 
My first stop was the farm house itself. Grandma was always at the door to greet us and welcome 
us into her home with a hug and a laugh. Our welcome was helped by the cookstove, of course – 
a marvel of comfort that filled the whole house with smells and flavours carrying the memory of 
turkey dinners, hot chocolate, and fresh-baked cookies. The smell of burning wood or sawdust 
became part of the taste – making the whole experience much more than a meal, a snack, or a 
work-break. 
 
On the days when we were driven indoors by the rain or cold, the house provided a store of 
treasures that were never depleted. It was during these times that the checkers would come out, 
the button jar would be dumped over the table, or some new delight would be revealed – like the 
apple corer, the cream separator, or the meat grinder. 
 
On those days when we had really settled in, we were allowed up in the attic. This was our 
version of adventure heaven! We couldn’t just sneak up there, of course, since we had to bring in 
the ladder, move the hatch, and plug in the extension cord so we could have some light. We 
would climb up the ladder with the light bulb guiding the way and choose our favorite spots. For 

 
Figure 1: Here’s a picture of 
Patsy and me on an old stump at 
the farm. 
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me, it was beside the stacks of national geographic magazines near the tiny window at the end of 
the room. I would sit there for hours thumbing through the photos from around the world, 
exploring lands and places strange and exotic. 
 
Some days we would get into the many trunks and boxes 
lining the rafters. Some of them were full of old 
magazines, some with photos and trinkets, and some with 
clothes and blankets smelling of moth balls and cedar. 
The muffled sounds of adults talking in the room below, 
the soft chimes of Grandma and Grandpa’s clock, and the 
smells of dinner became part of the experience that 
enveloped us every time. 
 
 
It was hard to get us out of there once we had settled in. 
Even calls to eat were usually answered reluctantly and it 
was only with the threat of unplugging the light that we 
would make our way down the ladder. 
 
But today was very different – we were not interested in spending time in the attic when there 
were stumps to blow up! 

 
Figure 3: Here's another picture of the attic - showing the window at the end. 
 

Chapter 4 
 
Grandma got a very short greeting from us on blasting day, though. We were too worried about 
missing the main event, so we immediately ran out to join the men in the tool shed. Grandpa and 
Dad were soon piling the shovels and picks into the wheelbarrow, and preparing to head down to 
the old stump. 
 
A small sack was sitting on the old table saw and we gathered from the way it was handled, that 
it contained the dynamite. At our insistence, Grandpa pulled out a stick to show us, then opened 

 
Figure 2: Here’s a photo of the attic in 
Grandma and Grandpa’s house. 
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the coil of the fuse with its blasting cap at the end. He showed us where the cap end would be 
inserted in the stick of dynamite, ready to be lit. Of course he couldn’t resist teasing us about the 
dangers of the explosion to heighten our anticipation. 
 
We were not allowed near the stump, of course, so we had to watch from behind the garden 
fence as Grandpa and Dad worked at the base of the stump. It was one of the big ones that rested 
in the back of the farm – taller than my father and spreading out in the base to the roots that 
continued to hold it in place. 
 
It was just like the one farther back in the woods – the one we called ‘the fort’. This is where we 
would play for hours, squeezing through the narrow slit that allowed us access to the hollow 
space inside, climbing up the outside using the old worn notches that remained from the 
lumberjacks springboard, and proclaiming our triumph as we reached the top of the stump, 
challenging ourselves to walk all the way around the outside ring of wood. 
 
The stump was so big that we could only circle it by calling our cousins to join hands around the 
base. Only when June and Rick were added to the chain formed by us three boys were we just 
able to touch fingertips. 
 
As with most of the big stumps in the region, they were scarred with the black of some old fire. 
We were never clear whether this was the remains of some forest fire long ago, the remnants of a 
campfire set by kids like us, or the futile attempt of some farmer like Grandpa who was trying to 
clear the area for a new field. 
 
Dad and Grandpa seemed to take hours at the base of the stump – chopping the roots to make 
just the right place for the dynamite, setting the charge, and covering the sticks with rocks to 
ensure that the blast would be directed to the roots of the stump rather than dissipate uselessly 
into the air. 
 
At last, they stood up from their work, piled the tools back in the wheelbarrow, and headed up to 
where we were standing. 
 

Chapter 5 
 
We jostled for the best places to see, but we weren’t sure what to expect. Would the whole stump 
blast off like a rocket? Would it split apart like a huge log? or Will it send a shock wave that 
would knock us off our feet? It wasn’t hard to convince young boys that all of these were 
possible – and that’s just the type of thing that Grandpa loved. 
 
“Keep you heads low, boys.” he called out as he approached our hiding place. “There’s no telling 
where she’ll end up.” 
 
“If you see it flying your way – run as quickly as you can to the shed.” he added – but I missed 
the smile on his face as he wheeled the barrow past the raspberry bushes. 
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All he grabbed was a box of matches as he turned once again in the direction of the stump. My 
Dad headed off to the house to let Mum and Grandma know that the blasting was immanent but 
he was back at our sides before Grandpa had returned to the stump. 
 
We heard the screen door slam as Mum and Grandma stepped out to get a look, then turned 
toward Grandpa as he yelled to us all – “Everybody ready?” 
 
We all waved and he went back to work on the fuse. 
 
In no time at all, he straightened up, took a couple of steps backward, then turned and ran to 
where we were crouching in anticipation. We all held our breath. 
 
The noise was much less than I expected – but the dust and dirt were spectacular! The stump 
didn’t shoot up like a rocket, but out of the dust we could see something sailing through the air. 
It flew up over the chicken house and past the big fir tree before starting to fall – right toward the 
house! 
 
We all stood in wonder as the rock continued its descent – down, down, down – then, with a 
crash, right through the wall! We all stood in disbelief as we listened to the muffled crashes from 
inside the kitchen. 
 
Grandma was the first to rush inside the house, quickly followed by Mum. As Grandpa ran to see 
the damage from inside, we could hear the exclamations of the two women as they explored the 
debris. By the time we got over to the house, Grandpa was standing in the doorway with a smile 
on his face and a rock the size of a softball in his hand.2 
 
That evening we enjoyed a family dinner in a kitchen with a board on the wall marking the place 
where the hole in the wall was located. We laughed at the way Grandpa had created a cannon 
from an old stump, and we discussed how thankful we were that no one was standing in the 
kitchen when the cannon went off. 
 
By the time we left the farm that trip, the hole was repaired, the kitchen cleaned up, but the 
stump remained as it was – except for a rather large hole at its base where the dynamite had 
been. Even when the farm was sold many years later, the stump was still standing to remind us of 
the day that Grandpa had used it to launch a rock through the kitchen wall. 
 

                                                 
2 Rick e-mailed me the other day to say that he remembers crying when the rock went through the wall – but all the 
adults just laughed at the hole! 


