
I: I'm Sharon Walker.  
 
G: I'm Diana Gough, although since I got my divorce I sometimes call myself Diana 
Hughes Gough. OK? 
 
I: Go ahead. 
 
G: And I'm going to read you something that I wrote about my knowledge of Canada before 
I came here. I was born in England during the 2nd world war. I knew nothing about Canada, 
except from movies about cowboys and Indians, and a musical called "Rose Marie", where 
a beautiful Indian lady was singing with a Mountie between 2 mountain tops. [Singing] 
When I'm calling you, they sang. I went to teacher's college in 1958 and met a man. I 
married Terry in 1961. He had graduated from University of Leicester and was offered his 
job in Canada as a professor at the University of Waterloo in Ontario. We had a young 
daughter and I had just had a still-born baby, so I was very upset about that. We went to 
visit my in-laws in Portsmith just before leaving for Canada. We went to a concert by Josh 
White, a well-known jazz musician. The opening act was an Indian woman of about my age. 
She had long black hair and sang her own songs with her guitar. The lyrics were about what 
the white man had done to the native people. It was all news to me, but I was so interested 
that the next day I bought her first LP record. It was 1965. We were still busy packing 7 
trunks, 3 suitcases, and a playpen. We planned to adopt a baby when we arrived in 
Canada. So in July 1965 we boarded the Empress of Canada, leaving our house and 
families in England. We traveled to Waterloo via Quebec. I don't remember much about it. 
We were on trains. Where did we stay? Did someone met us? There was an apartment, a 
townhouse. Our 2 and a 1/2 or 3 year old daughter. Terry went to the university. I walked to 
a store. It was certainly a foreign country. I recalled Buffy Sainte-Marie's song "Welcome 
emigrante". I bought her song book, published in 1971, with that song "And now that the 
Buffalo's gone". We met neighbours and university people. I took Kristie to the park. There 
were Mennonites in the area, but I didn't see native people. Kristie went to a French-English 
bilingual nursery school. I inquired about adopting and amazingly, Becky was born on 
August the 30th and came to live with us soon after that. It's all such a blur now, and both 
our daughters have adult children. I have divorced Terry. Becky's still in Ontario, but Kristie 
and her family are in Spain. We're all Canadian eh? A couple of years ago, Buffy came to 
Sidney to preform that the Mary Winspear Centre. I took a few of my LPs with me and a 
volunteer took me backstage to meet her. The theatre manager had asked her permission. 
We spoke about teaching and I told her that I had sung some of her songs with my 
students. The volunteer took my photo with Buffy. She has been back to Sidney twice since 
then and I've spoken with her briefly. I know several First Nations people including Margaret 
Vickers, that's Roy Henry's sister, and Sophia [Allson?]. I meet many at soup kitchens and 
AA meetings and at arts and crafts events. When I first came to Ontario, I've heard of Emily 
Carr, who like me, painted and wrote and was fascinated with totem poles, and native 
symbols. I go to pow-wows and I enjoy the music and dancing. I always feel welcome, but I 
do wonder how they must feel about my ancestors taking their land. I have many carvings 
and paintings by First Nations people in my home. Mark Henry, from the Pauquachin, 
carved a Raven totem for me, which is outside my home and visible from 5th Street. And 
that's pretty much all I knew about Canada before I came and it all revolved around Buffy 
Sainte-Marie. 


