
 

My Big Brother Calvin  
by Jim Beale 

 Although I can’t be physically present here today for his funeral, I want to share some 
memories of Cal with you. 

 Cal was a survivor. He faced many hardships as a child. By the age of 6 he had lost his 
older sister, his dad left the family, and he had accidentally burned both hands on the stove 
which required him to wear bandages for an entire year.  

 Cal was a quick learner. We three boys attended bible camp at Chestermere Lake one 
summer. He really took to the water and the swimming lessons that were provided. In fact, at 
age 7 Cal received every level of swimming badge from beginner to lifeguard in a period of two 
weeks. He had to wait seven years until he was 14 to earn his Lifeguard designation. During this 
time Colin and I successfully trapped several salamanders in the coal bin under an old shed. 

 Cal was the smart one. Once he was able to immerse himself in schoolwork, Cal never 
looked back. I think he actually enjoyed homework and every teacher he met along the way was 
impressed with his ability and his work habits. This was hard on Colin and me as each teacher 
we met seemed somehow disappointed in our performance because after all, we were Calvin 
Beale’s little brothers. 

 Cal was so very musically gifted. We moved to Weyburn, Sk. from Calgary in 1960 to live 
with Mom and Gramma and Grampa Ruller. Thank God we did that, as it opened up so many 
new opportunities for us in that wonderful small city. Mom and her 3 boys joined the Legion 
band where Cal had his first exposure to playing music. He started on tuba and trumpet and 
probably soon picked up on the drums. I can easily remember those marches and waltzes and 
the band days and the parades. 

 Cal got his first drum set and in his early teens he began to play with an old-time band 
making real cash. I remember the many times that Cal and I would practice in the back room, 
him on the piano and me singing. We three boys performed on many occasions for Mom’s 



groups like the Legion or the Rebeka Oddfellows. Over the years Cal learned to play almost 
every instrument available to him.  

 Cal was educated and accomplished. He went to university in the States to pursue a 
teaching degree in music, first at Dickinson State University, and then with me at Morehead 
State College. We roomed together and as per usual Cal excelled in the learning and got his 
teaching degree. I was so proud of Cal when he conducted the entire three hour production of 
“The King and I” musical performed by the music and drama students in front of packed houses. 

 Lori and I were married in 1973 and during our wedding dance in the old Bawlf 
community centre we had a special moment. Calvin played the piano, Colin played the drums, 
and I sang “Colour My World” to my bride. Lori says that is one of her favourite memories too 
and we will never forget that moment. 

 In our twenties we three boys ended up back in Weyburn at the same time. This gave us 
a chance to play recreational hockey all together on the same team. We also golfed several 
times a week, getting up at 5:00 am and playing 9 holes before getting to work by 8:30 am. I 
really enjoyed that time with Calvin and Colin. 

 Eventually we all went our separate ways. Cal and Maureen landed in Chestermere just 
outside of Calgary. Because our mom Rhoda had moved to Alberta to live with Marge, it was 
difficult for Lori and me to get to see her very often. Cal and Maureen made time to see Mom 
on a regular basis and we appreciated that very much. Once Covid hit we couldn’t see Mom at 
all, and we will always be grateful that Cal and Maureen were with her when she passed away. 

 Although we haven’t spent much time together in the past few years, my big brother Cal 
was always only a text, an email, or a phone call away. He’d check in on me to see how I was 
doing. Of course, as a typical senior I love to talk about my health and compare notes. 
Sometimes I would warn him about this or that. I’d report on my progress with my issues. In 
fact, I last spoke to Cal on Nov. 18th and we talked about him and Maureen finally getting over 
to our lake property for some fishing and relaxation this summer. 

 Cal was a great big brother. When it was “us against the world” as children, he was 
there to lead by example. When we were away from home in strange lands, he was there to 
comfort me. When we got together to reminisce, he would always have a great story to tell. 

    In recent years Cal and I began to sign off a letter or a phone call with an “I Love You”. It 
was almost as though we were preparing for this day to come when we’d have to say goodbye. 

      I liked it the most when his email signoff would be: 

Love you Bro 

Love you Bro 


