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"Our (Club) House" 
 

I awoke before 4 this morning.  This is not by choice or my decision, as it were.  I have a  

flippin' article to write, for our upcoming newsletter! 

For any of you 'Constant Readers' (to borrow a term coined, if I recall correctly,  

      by best-selling author Stephen King. . .), you know that this is the way I operate. 

      As well, though, I “am aware of what I need to complete, to accomplish."  And I know that  

      Margarita tends to pass by on the sidewalk in front of my house, at a little before 5, each        

      morning. 

I thought this group's helper, or the helper of one of our members, would be a good person to    

to   ask.  How do I spread out, into enough words, precisely what it is that I am trying to  

      say?  How do I emphasize, or 'underline' the importance to each of our group members, that our  

      clubhouse serves? 

It was still dark outside before 5 this morning, but I knew that dear Margarita would have thoughts and ideas 

to contribute:  "The clubhouse is a place where any of you can go.  There is no judgment.  Everyone is equal." 

So I have a few lines now, perhaps most of a (short) paragraph.  Maybe I can scratch out some more words on 

my own.  What does our gathering place on Main Street mean, to me. . .? 

 My wife and I own a house on the Mountain, and we are quite comfortable there.  We are happy enough that 

we don't know if and when we will ever leave our residence (or when our 20+-year-old daughter will. . .!). 

It is lovely to own a house, to have a place we call home, on Upper Ottawa Street.  There is generally 

somebody in the house all the time and that is nice security. 

None of us can spend all of our time in the house, though; I think everybody can appreciate that.  We, who 

are involved with the Hamilton Brain Injury Association DO have a place to go, however, and that is a place we call 

'our clubhouse.' 

Again, I am scratching for words.  Perhaps, I thought, if I go inside and sign into Facebook on the computer, 

my regular friends will be there.  It is no clubhouse but, like the clubhouse, 'it is always there.' 

So I did it.  I signed onto Facebook and, what do you know, Jeff was there!  I suppose if I bounce my concern 

or desired direction off of enough people, I can get enough information to gather,  

enough ideas, to comprise a piece for the newsletter, of sufficient length . . . 

I got lucky:  "hey bud the clubhouse is awesome before the clubhouse I would  

only leave my place for food and appointments that I could not miss. 

Other than that I was a shut-in.  My world was online no human interaction  

it's a place I feel comfortable and I have garnered new friendships, or as I say met my  

brothers and sisters, as that's how I see you all.  We're all related through, one, our  

brain injuries and no one understands us better than each other.  I know that when I  

say 'You know what I mean' that others here do but in the real world others have no clue' 

 It would be difficult to utter more sincere or truer sentiments.  The clubhouse IS a place where any of us can 

go, Monday through Friday, to feel or enjoy a shelter that we cannot always appreciate, elsewhere.  More than just 

mere shelter, though, the clubhouse is more than a mere 'shelter from the storm' or a place to meet.  The shelter is 

comprised of members of our group, along with each of their personalities, and seemingly unlimited abilities. 
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 We have such a variety of abilities that I suppose the best way to proceed is alphabetically, by 

name.  Remember, though . . .  I am presenting examples of only six people's accomplishments and 

contributions;  there are so many more of us involved and participating in group. 

Barry is our group photographer.  When I peruse The Spectator each morning, I see photographs included 

in the daily newspaper.  No, Barry has not contributed these, but that is, likely, because he is out, taking ever more 

photographs, of infinite quality.  We appreciate his efforts and abilities, too, because he does not 'keep it to 

himself.'  We have had group outings, at places ranging from Gage Park to Royal Botanical Gardens.  No object is 

safe from Barry's lens.  After the instruction he shares with interested group members, no object is safe from their 

aim, either! 

Jeff and Mark are both experienced, behind a different kind of camera.  The camera of which I speak is a 

movie camera.  Jeff has former experience with filming projects.  Watch out in your chimneys this Christmas, too; 

Mark is working on a Christmas-based film that likely will not allow ANY of you to get a full night's sleep . . .! 

Marj, what can I say about her?  Do I talk about the ideal mother she is to her children?  Do i talk about how 

much we miss her when she is unable to attend and share her voice and face at our Glee club practices (one more 

activity the clubhouse hosts)?  Shall i thank her for her never-ending good humour, her appreciation for all we 

enjoy in life?  Or do I simply remain anxious?  She is also the one who cans my pears, when I provide bags of them 

from our backyard tree! 

As far as verse goes, we are lucky to have Moss as a group member.  He is an unlimited 'spring' of 

poems.  Each meeting we are lucky enough to have him in attendance, he generally shares at least two or three of 

his latest poetic efforts with us. 

If any of you climb the Mountain steps, you may have been lucky enough to come across V.  This fellow 

never stops moving, climbing the Mountain steps numerous times each day . . .  I recall last summer, when I was 

doing movie work, downtown, V crossed my path more than once.  It is always good to see him strolling about and 

certainly a piece of good luck to be able to slow him down and speak with him for a bit. 

Not perfect alphabetical order, but I mustn't forget to include Tim.  Tim, for one, serves as our garden co-

ordinator.  He has built our garden structure and is ensuring that it is ready for the 'crops' we intend to plant, in 

coming seasons.  Too, Tim is the one primarily responsible for the grounds of our sanctuary.  He built the shed out 

back as well as later taking it down.  Why do I mention that?  I imagine he removed the shed, in order to provide 

additional land for gardening! 

Tim receives my never-ending gratitude, too:  He was here at my house, yesterday, having delivered a load 

of dirt from clubhouse grounds, to my backyard.  The pool is going up soon, and we needed to get some dirt, to 

help level off the yard. 

We have such an array of efforts and abilities available, from members of our group.  If we did not have our 

gathering place, our aforementioned clubhouse, on downtown's Main Street?  We would be like a . . .  well, to 

borrow from Tim's efforts:  We would be like plants without a garden to burrow our roots into. 
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