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			STAN GIDDINGS 

			shares his stories with Mary Talent and Nicky Vanderaa

			About ninety years ago, on a dried fruit property near Benetook Avenue, Koorlong, lived Thomas Giddings and his busy wife Gertrude, along with their boys -- Keith, John, Les, Bob and Arthur. Five healthy sons -- a family to be proud of – was a true blessing. All was going well, even though it was tough for primary producers in those years between the wars. In her heart however, Gertie, as she was affectionately known, desired a daughter and on March 4, 1931 her prayers were answered when she gave birth at Mildura Hospital to a baby girl.

			Baby Nancy came with the closest of companions, a twin brother. He was named Stanley William Giddings.

			This is Stan’s story:

			Even to this day there is a mystery about who was born first, Nancy or Stan? When their father Thomas registered their birth, he placed Stan’s name first, although Gertrude always claimed Nancy was first to arrive. Either way, the two were always close friends.

			Stan cannot remember ever having a disagreement in their eighty-seven years as twins.
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			Twins, Stan and Nancy Giddings

			Gertie even told them about the times she placed the two babies head-to-tail in their shared cot and on returning to check found them facing each other. Sadly, after a full life, Nancy passed away in 2018. 

			Stan’s grandfather, James “May” Giddings, had been Mayor of Maryborough, Victoria before moving north to the burgeoning irrigation area of Mildura, where he set up a barber shop on Deakin Avenue, near Maples department store. They lived on ten acres on Deakin Avenue where the Mildura Veterinary Hospital is now located.

			Thomas worked with his father, at the barbers and on the land, before he married Gertrude Merrifield at the Irymple Methodist Church. They began their married life on the Giddings property in Twentieth Street, Koorlong.

			Gertrude was an Irymple lass and her father was a long-time identity, being the last person to drive his horse Bill and a buggy regularly from Irymple to Mildura for shopping and business. Grandfather Merrifield was also a regular visitor with his horse and buggy when the Giddings family moved to Merbein West -- quite a trek for the elderly man who lived to be ninety-six.

			As the sons grew older Thomas purchased more properties, close-by, to increase production.

			The family lived in a limestone cottage with dirt floors, as was common in that era. Rooms were added on as required. There was no running water, and of course, no electricity. Water was carried by bucket from their underground tank to be heated in the copper for their Saturday bath. Stan, being the youngest, was the last one to use the water. The bath was set up in the chaff shed, making it a cosy place to ‘tub-up’. When it was suggested to Stan that the family might have had a Saturday night singalong as both parents played the piano, Stan shook his head and said that it was more likely they would do Bible studies with Gertie leading them.

			Stan started his education in his hand-me-down clothes at Koorlong Primary School, where two teachers taught the large classes. Stan and his siblings walked along Benetook Avenue to school with neighbouring friends, probably lingering along the way to watch birds or play marbles. In warm weather many hours were spent in the water, in dams or in channels, albeit with one eye looking out for the water ganger.

			Teaching kids to swim was a wise move and Thomas had set up a wire across the large dam to separate the safe shallows from the deep water. Active little Stan learnt to swim by the age of four and was then allowed past the wire.

			Occasionally they would go to a sandbar at the Murray River for a family picnic. It’s easy to imagine the youngsters’ excitement when the idea of a drive to Cowanna Billabong was being tossed around on a hot summer’s afternoon. The twins might have shown their enthusiasm with piping calls of, “Please can we go?” and “Please may we pack some soft drinks too? We love ginger beer”. Locally made Chislett’s soft drinks and cordials were family favourites for parties and Christmas celebrations.

			They were a very special treat, not an everyday item as they can be these days. The drive from their fruit property to Yelta for the picnic must have seemed like a real excursion for young Stan and Nancy. These simple pleasures are what make up the golden memories of childhood. The dam was a good place to cool off in those long hot summer months, but swimming in a dam (with a safety wire) is no match for ocean swimming.

			When Stan was seven years old the family took a caravan holiday to Frankston and one afternoon Stan wandered away from the park, probably enticed by the slapping of the waves, down to the pier. Being quite confident in his ability to swim he splashed his way into the sea water and, because the tide was going out, he was quickly drawn towards the pier where he would go under. Luckily, someone watching spotted the young fellow’s predicament and jumped in to rescue him. Stan never admitted his first near-death experience to his mum.

			At about this time his dad bought a new dried fruit property at Merbein West, selling the Koorlong place and the neighbouring properties that he had purchased during the Depression years. Stan and his siblings transferred to Merbein West Primary School, where, at an end of the year awards night he was proud to be awarded the highly regarded Book Prize from the ADFA (Australian Dried Fruits Association), for his essay on ‘Horses Compared to Tractors’. Stan would have been well versed on this topical subject as for years their blocks had been worked by a team of four draught horses (his favourite being Prince).

			Soon after Thomas had purchased his first tractor, a big red petrol-kero fuelled International Farmall A. Their passenger vehicle at that time was an Oldsmobile. Their first motor vehicle was a Hupmobile but of course it was never used as a taxi for school kids. Like all kids in those days they had to walk to school.

			When it was time, Stan graduated from primary to secondary school. Wearing his first set of new clothes, a khaki uniform, he ventured off to Merbein Central School. Only about a week later his father, as was the practice of the day, sought an ‘exemption for harvest leave’ for Stan to help with work on the fruit block during harvest. 

			Thomas was regularly using the Farmall A tractor for many jobs, but Stan and his oldest brother Keith continued to silly plough by ‘true’ horsepower.

			Prince was so well trained that he knew his way around the block and was even quicker in the harvest time than the tractor, which, like all tractors, needed a driver to steer it. Only two cartmen were required to load and stack the dip tins full of golden sultanas and plump sweet gordos.

			When the carting trailer was fully loaded the savvy draught horse ambled his way up to the drying area so the load could be tossed off and spread onto the wire drying racks. The draught horse and two brothers could reportedly cart in two more loads a day than the team using the tractor.
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			The Giddings Family (Stan on the far left)

			Little wonder the young man became an animal lover, especially of the equine variety. When Stan was twelve years old, he saved his harvest money and bought his first pony. This pony came by the name of ‘Rocket’. Stan was soon to learn why. Upon being mounted he went ‘off’, just like a fireworks rocket. He reared straight up in the air and Stan went off too, straight off the back. He shook himself and climbed back on, all the better for being armed with the knowledge of why his pony had been named Rocket.

			They became close friends and Stan rode him to school after saving his firewood money to buy an ex-army saddle. He also planned to enter the local gymkhanas and horse shows even though he couldn’t afford flash riding clothes. Stan would pick thistles and lucerne growing along the channels to feed his pony. Chaff for the horses and other block supplies were purchased from the Merbein Growers Co-op. 

			The butcher and the baker made regular visits by horse and cart with their home deliveries to Merbein West. Stan had learnt to milk their two cows (a Jersey and a Friesian), when he was about ten years old. Gertie was a good cook and used the milk and cream in her many recipes.

			All the cooking was done on a wood stove. Her growing family had healthy appetites and Gertie also had to provide morning and afternoon smokos for the workers.

			Stan’s favourite meal was the family roast. A good big joint of lamb with crisp roast vegies, thick brown gravy and mint sauce, was popular fare. This was followed by stewed homegrown fruit and custard or fresh cream from those cows that Stan had milked.

			When Stan won the Merbein West Pruning Championships while at school it could be said he was ‘a born blockie’ and that’s something of which to be proud. His father and mentor brother, Keith, had guided him well. As a student he also enjoyed metal work classes, a talent that later in life was to become very handy. Returning to school after his second harvest exemption, the young student realised he was no longer enjoying school because he had missed too many Latin and algebra classes. At home he had a readymade job on the block, and it was decided he could leave school when he was fourteen. Like some of his other brothers who chose to stay on the block, he was paid one pound a week and had a share in the property.

			A year later Thomas was fed up with the unreliability of seasonal workers; it was a real problem throughout harvest season. On weekends, after receiving their Friday pay, they would get on the grog and many would not show up for work on Monday. Thomas decided to sell the labour intensive, wholly dried fruit property and move to Stewart, an area on the river side of Red Cliffs.

			Fifteen-year-old Stan and his family started this new venture which included citrus growing and some dried fruit production. Harvest would be spread over a longer period, much of the work being done by the family. It is said that neighbours would look over towards the Gidding’s block in pruning time with amazement as the four sons got stuck into the job of cutting out, pulling out and rolling on the sultana patches in record time.

			World War II had ended, and the economy was picking up, with Agricultural Shows and gymkhanas recommencing. Stan’s passion for horse-riding went into top gear. Three times he rode from Red Cliffs to Wentworth to compete and at the first Mildura Show after the war, Stan got second prize with his pony Goldie. Rodeos and gymkhanas were also held at Merbein.

			Now there is an interesting story about Goldie. This pony had only ever been saddle-ridden when Stan and his mate Peter decided to break him in to go in harness and jinker, (a two-seater cart). Peter sat back rolling a smoke while Stan took up the reins. Goldie exploded, taking off and over the fence. This action left the horse on one side, the jinker and trainee drivers on the other, and tobacco all over the place. This experience didn’t stifle Stan’s love of horses. He had many dangerous incidents. On one occasion he took Goldie down to the sandbar, not far from their Karadoc paddock. Riding through the water, the pony and rider disappeared under the water into one of the unpredictable and notoriously dangerous potholes that are found on many sandbars along the Murray. They are caused by the swirling water of the under-currents.

			Stan bought another horse from a Red Cliff’s horse dealer. He thought this horse had been ill-treated as it was in poor condition and when it bunted into him, he named it Bunty. Soon, with a lot of gentle care, Stan got the pony’s confidence and they trusted each other. One afternoon, after being unsuccessful at the Merbein Gymkhana, a disappointed Stan saw a hurdle set up on the way out of the arena area and urged the pony towards this jump.

			Bunty had other ideas, having been calmed down for the recent events, and went straight through the rail, somersaulting, throwing Stan to the ground and landing on top of him. Stan was unconscious when attendant Fred Bland rushed to his aid and pumped his legs until he ‘came to’. So much for not moving an injured patient! Over the years, Stan learnt to roll when falling from a horse, and so avoid injury.

			In 1950 Stan had turned nineteen and his brother Les returned to work on the block after working on the railways at Red Cliffs. Stan decided he needed a change. A mate had told him about a job going in outback Queensland. His mum would miss him dearly, her youngest leaving the nest for the first time. Dad wasn’t happy about their star worker leaving home either, insisting Stan finish all the silly ploughing before leaving. Stan sold Goldie to buy his plane ticket to Queensland, leaving Mildura on a DC3 aircraft bound for Sydney, followed by the frightening experience of flying to Brisbane through a violent thunderstorm.

			Stan’s natural affinity with animals enhanced his excitement at travelling to the large outback sheep station, nearly one hundred miles from Longreach.

			Isisford is between the settlements of Stonehenge and Blackall. It was a real adventure into the hot dry interior of Australia for the young man whose horse-riding abilities were a great asset in his new job as a ringer. One day Stan’s job was to go and search for a fault in the phone lines. The boss said, “You won’t need to take a water bag. That’ll just make the horse buck you off”. Trusting the manager’s advice, Stan rode away. After about thirty miles in the scorching heat he finally found the crossed lines, close enough to the road for the boss to have found them by car. That memorable trip left Stan very dehydrated and down-hearted, leading him to take a friend’s advice to move on and have a go at sugarcane cutting in another area of Queensland.

			No sooner than one day after starting on that vigorous occupation he received an urgent call to “get home quick”. Fearing the worst news, he packed up quickly and headed back to Victoria. Next morning, back in Red Cliffs, rising from his bed, he found his only companion was a visiting

			uncle, not a farm worker. He gave Stan the message from the water ganger that the block was due for water and that Stan had better hurry and prepare for the irrigation.

			His mum and dad had left for Queenscliff on their annual caravan holiday, so it was Stan’s job to put in furrows and take control of the watering. So it was that his life as a fruit grower and block owner continued.

			Stan was twenty when the family’s next move was over the River Murray to New South Wales. They purchased the picturesque property “Sage Grove” on the highly productive delta area of Curlwaa. The seventy-two acres was planted to citrus with some natural scrubland. It is still known as Sage Grove but these days very few oranges are grown there, and it appears to be a horse property.

			The property was run by Keith and Stan in partnership with their parents. Stan’s father was about to give him a bit of a nudge with this fatherly advice, “Son, it’s about time you started getting interested in fillies of the two-legged kind”. Stan probably already had his eye on a lovely young lady called Barbara Carlson. She worked at the Water Commission Office in Curlwaa. Curlwaa Primary School was running Wednesday night card evenings as a fundraiser. Many locals enjoyed these get-togethers.
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			Stan and Barb’s wedding

			One night while playing the game “500”, Stan plucked up the courage to ask Barbara to go dancing with him. He was amazed when she accepted, and their friendship blossomed. They enjoyed dancing together at the “Old Mill” on a Saturday night and woolshed dances and balls held around the Wentworth area.

			Barbara’s father was Swedish and her mother Scottish. She was very close to her sister, Rhonda, who was soon to become her bridesmaid.

			The relationship was becoming serious and so Stan decided to sell his childhood mate, Bunty the pony, to buy an engagement ring. Stan popped the question, the all-important marriage proposal. Barbara accepted and about six months after becoming good friends, plans were in motion for their wedding at Wentworth Methodist Church.

			Stan had prepared for marriage by selling his old Morris work ute and buying a new bright blue Morris Minor sedan from Syd Mills Motors in Mildura. Luckily Sage Grove had a vacant, albeit humble, workers cottage that Stan upgraded and converted into a comfortable home for his new bride.

			Soon they were looking forward to an addition to the family and so there was a new twig on the family tree when a healthy son was born. Stan has fond memories of going to visit his wife and the newborn in Mildura Base Hospital.

			While standing outside the viewing area of the nursery, a neighbour came up with his chest puffed out, pointing to his own newborn. “My boy is twenty-one inches long and weighs eleven pounds”, he exclaimed. Stan could go one better. “Yeah? Well mine is twenty-two long and eleven and a half pounds.” They were breeding them in large sizes out Curlwaa way. Unfortunately, the new mother was very ill after having baby Rodney and Doctor Scobie had to operate. While she was recovering her mother and Rhonda, her sister, looked after the newborn.

			Stan and Keith had a quarter share each of Sage Grove and Thomas and Gertrude had the remaining half share. Stan decided to sell his share to Keith now he had a young son and wife to support. At about this time the historic 1956 flood was threatening to inundate all the low-lying land along the Murray-Darling basin.

			All the growers volunteered to build levee banks. Stan and his family, along with their neighbours, worked for weeks with tractors and scoops trying to save properties and the plantings from ruin.

			Unfortunately, many were decimated later by salt damage. Sage Grove was safe from damage but by now Stan had moved to a property at Coomealla. The family grew with the birth of two more children, Gregory and Beverley. With Stan’s usual vitality he worked hard to improve and upgrade the previously run-down thirty acres on Gunyah Road. The children started their education at Dareton Primary School, and soon Stan decided that they should enjoy owning a pony, just as he had as a youth. He purchased one for them and named it “Sputnik”, maybe reminiscent of his Rocket.

			Sputnik was the name given to the Soviet Union’s and Earth’s first artificial satellite. It was the size of a beachball and in October 1957 took ninety-eight minutes to orbit Earth.

			Stan’s motto had always been “Work hard and you will succeed” but he did take time out to play basketball for the Dareton team.

			He also continued to play tennis, a game he had always enjoyed with Nancy and his other siblings when they owned their own tennis court at Merbein West and Red Cliffs.

			Stan’s metalwork skills that he had learnt at Merbein Central came in handy for doing the usual block repairs and inventions. The largest invention was a mobile picking trailer, self-driven. It went down the row with pickers and dip tins aboard and a shelter overhead. This invention featured on ABC TV and in the Weekly Times. To help with preparation for flood irrigation Stan also invented a hinged flooder -- a large arrow-shaped furrow maker which bolted to the tractor’s tool bar.

			Their home and property must have looked splendid as an unsolicited purchaser offered Stan a price he couldn’t refuse and once again he had plans in his head for a new venture.

			Stan had seen the vagaries of dairy farming when his brother Keith owned a farm at Curlwaa in his early days. However, he knew that with his optimism and drive he could make a success of it.

			It needed to be in a more suitable and productive area. In the meantime, he moved his family into Mildura to live with Barb’s widowed mother.
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			Stan’s Mobile Picking Trailer

			Stan worked for wages at Andy’s Engineering for six months before making the big move and buying a dairy farm at Lockington, near Echuca. It was a W.I.W.O. deal, with eighty cows to milk. The flat, old style milking shed made work very slow and Stan set about upgrading to a modern herringbone set-up, five-a-side, milking ten cows at a time.

			It was very efficient, and Stan soon turned his skills to designing and fabricating an overhead gate system that pushed the cows to be milked up along the marshalling yard. Unfortunately Stan never bothered to take out a patent for his brilliant idea and a while later he saw the designer gate featured in the Goulburn newspaper -- credit given to a politician who had earlier visited the Giddings property and grabbed Stan’s idea.

			A great and loyal friend came into Stan’s life at this time, a tireless workmate and companion whose faithfulness led Stan to write an interesting story about Tip, his border collie dog. Heart-warming and amusing, the story tells how Tip and Stan’s relationship was meant to be.

			Tip seemed to have waited for Stan to come. He was the last puppy left because he had hidden in the barn until Stan turned up. Stan was sure he would have been the best of the litter.

			He relates that by the time he was twelve months old Tip was making himself useful learning the dairy farm routine, gently handling cows and calves. He didn’t want to be a ‘trick dog’ and shake hands, like others Stan had taught.

			He loved the children and waited for them to return on their school buses each evening.
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			Stan was very proud of his special dog, even when Tip regularly disappeared to chase after a female in season. During his first winter when Stan took a trailer of hay into the paddock the cows would rush up and pull the bales off the trailer. Tip soon worked out how to get between the cows and the hay to stop this happening. 

			Stan realised just how smart he was when some heifers and milkers got mixed up and Tip guarded the open gate letting only the heifers through. Another time, out of sight and unbidden, he averted a near disaster when a Hereford bull smashed his way out of the yards and headed for the highway. As Stan says, “We underestimate how smart animals are -- especially dogs and horses”.

			On the dairy farm Stan was further proving his affinity with animals. When the cows were dry, they were put out to agistment on another farmer’s property. When Stan and the farmer went to check on them, they were spread out all over the paddock. He called to them and they came running over to the two men, pushing the other farmer out of the way and licking Stan’s face.

			Stan had sold all his horses before starting out in dairy farming but once he was on the land again, he bought a broodmare from a sale, travelling to Inglewood to collect ‘Strawberry’.

			While on the Lockington farm, Rodney was a big help raising the poddy calves. It is a testament to Stan’s assiduous care of the farm and animals that he never had to advertise to sell any of his livestock. Buyers would come to him. By some quirk of providence, a friend wanted to buy the dairy farm at about the time Stan had his sights set on the dream of his life -- becoming a grazier.

			The Giddings family moved once again to New South Wales, to Deniliquin, known locally as Deni, a town in the Riverina region, on the banks of the Edward River. For six months the dream was running smoothly, cutting lucerne for cash flow and the Hereford beef cattle prospering.

			Then prices dropped and stayed that way for the next three years. The stock agency and the bank were clamping down and the producers weren’t seeing any cash from vealer sales. Financial problems loomed and the Mildura accountant advised Stan to auction the property.

			Six hundred head of cattle made only $22,000 and hay was selling for $1 a bale.

			Looking through the Classifieds section of the Weekly Times, Stan saw a job going at a stud cattle farm at Wagga Wagga, looking after Hereford Cattle and Shorthorn Dorsett sheep. Stan got the job and was soon offered the manager’s role. Stan liked being his own boss so he agreed to take it on but there was no pay rise even though his responsibilities were greater. He gave it six months then decided to move back to Sunraysia.

			A friend told Stan and Barb about a dried fruit property for sale on the third allocation at Coomealla. It was fifty-four acres and was soon purchased as Farm 343, in the name of SW and EB Giddings. Coming off River Road and into Boronia Crescent the gardens around each home were impressive. It was an area of rich red sandy loam, an ideal growing area with good drainage.

			Many of the blocks had park-like gardens with tall shady trees; back then, irrigation water was plentiful. The NSW government proposed a finance scheme for growers to convert from flood irrigation to overhead sprays.

			Stan embraced this labour-saving idea and he was soon back in his element growing currants, sultanas and gordos.

			One day, on a family visit to his elderly parents still living at nearby Sage Grove, nineteen-year-old Gregory came into the kitchen where Gertie, Barb and Stan were having a cuppa and said, “Pop’s fallen out of his chair”. Thomas, 78 years old, had passed away so quickly that it was a complete surprise to the close-knit family. Stan also lost his good companion, Tip, around this time when the 13-year-old border collie, chasing after the neighbour’s dog, was run over and killed.

			Stan took up lawn bowls and enjoyed playing, just like his father who played for sixty-five years. He had a role model in brother John who won two hundred and forty games and was six times champion of Mildura District. For twelve years they lived on Boronia Crescent and during that time bought a neighbour’s block, making their holding eighty-four acres.

			Stan was fifty-eight years old when he decided to retire from primary production and bought a home on Karinya Drive in Mildura. But retirement didn’t last long.

			Soon Stan was working for a land developer and selling tilt-up garage doors. Then in 1989 he bought a trenching machine and was never out of work. One job at Iraak involved fourteen kilometres of water system. Another big job was at the Mildura Racecourse. The remarkable thing was Stan never had to advertise for work. ‘Word of mouth’ works wonders.

			For five weeks he was in Broken Hill working for Pasminco Mining Company putting irrigation into the two football ovals and around the lake. In appreciation he and his wife were given a special tour of the underground mine. Rodney had started at Swinburne College and Gregory was working with Stan. Beverley took up teaching, going on to be a principal at Mount Martha.

			Stan and Barb enjoyed many holidays around Australia and overseas before Barb was diagnosed with stomach cancer. For nearly two years she fought this horribly painful disease, struggling through chemotherapy and radiation treatment. Finally, she succumbed in 2002. It was a very bad time for the family as Gregory had been diagnosed with Cerebellar ataxia, a disease affecting the brain and limb coordination.

			The beginning of the twenty-first century must have seemed like dark days for Stanley Giddings. The death of his dear wife Barbara and problems with his son Gregory’s health must have added to Stan’s own health issues which required medical intervention in Melbourne. He underwent a quadruple bypass to fix his heart. The operation was successful, and he faced these challenges with his usual optimism. After recovery he was back playing bowls. That is where he met Pat Davis.

			Pat and her husband Ray had moved to Mildura from Ballarat after retiring as successful bus tour owner/operators. When Ray passed away Pat and Stan became good friends and in 2004 were married in the Mildura Uniting Church. In their ten years together, they enjoyed many caravanning trips around Australia and holidays overseas, including a bus trip around Europe. They also moved into the comfortable home in Princes Court Village where Stan now lives. Pat was diagnosed with cancer and died in 2014. It is testament to Stan’s congeniality that he still keeps in contact with Pat’s four children.

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Stan and Pat married at St Andrew’s Church, Mildura 

			Stan was worried and concerned for Gregory whose health was worsening. When his son was sent to the Alfred Hospital for further tests the results showed he had contracted Castleman disease, a rare condition affecting the lymph nodes. Gregory diligently studied this condition online and joined a support group. Soon he decided to attend a conference in Seattle. In 2015 when he approached a Mildura travel agent, he learned that for the same price he could book a world trip.

			A stay in New York was included and a visit to a computer friend in England, then on to Scotland and across to Africa where he made two safaris.

			Stan marvelled at Gregory’s travel exploits and resourcefulness as he travelled alone, loaded down with photo albums and luggage in his wheelchair. Gregory has since passed away, having proved beyond all doubt that he was not one to give up easily.

			For many people having a close and trusted companion by their side is a necessity. Possibly Stan is one of those people. Good fortune or Lady Luck was once again smiling on the survivor when Stan was drawn to the kind, softly spoken Monica Hocking in his church group. This gentle retired midwife was soon to be Stan’s third wife.

			They married on June 12, 2016 at St Andrews Uniting Church, Mildura, where they had both been regular worshippers. The congenial couple enjoy each other’s company and have shared some pleasant holidays and travelling time together. These days Monica proudly watches on as Stan still keeps his mind active -- making new inventions.

			The latest is a frame to hold the daily newspaper, making it easier to read while in bed. Not that Stan spends much time there.
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			Monica and Stan married in 2016

			He’s up early each morning preparing his special health drink which involves blending an apple with a pear, a stick of celery, a carrot and a banana. Then Stan makes his porridge in the microwave. He also recommends the health benefits of asparagus.

			Other tips for longevity are to exercise and to stop smoking and Stan loves a good T-Bone steak.

			We feel privileged to have been warmly welcomed into Stan and Monica’s comfortable home and to have listened to Stan remembering his life history. A sharp mind is evident and there is pride when he speaks of his clever children, his five grandchildren and a great grandchild.

			He’s a strong character who should be admired for his gregarious and brightly optimistic nature. Anyone would be wise to listen to advice from Stan Giddings, a survivor of fourteen operations and more than three near death accidents.

			At eighty-nine years of age he is a marvel!
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