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Bronwyn: Perfect, so the first question that I ask as I said earlier is dealing with events in your early life and the first piece of that is when you became aware of gender inequality in your own life?
Susan: Well, I had a very nice childhood in Kingston Ontario and my father worked at the Royal Military College of Canada in Kingston. And on the grounds of the College, there is a museum; it is called Fort Fredrick and it is a tower as part of the defensive fortifications that the British built when Kingston was the only fresh water naval dockyard in the British Empire. Well the museum had – up until I applied – had been manned, as it were, in the summer by the sons of the staff at RMC. Well I was in mid-high school and I looked at this and said this would be a great summer job. So I applied. And I was an A student in History and grown up in Kingston and was well aware of these things and the answer came back, no. And I was dumbfounded and so I asked why. Well the answer was that I was not, I couldn’t wear the walking-out dress of the Cadets which was the blue blazer and grey flannels that the other guides wore because there were no women at RMC. Well I said, I could just as well wear my own grey flannels and blue blazer and what the heck difference did that make? And the committee went back and thought about this and they hummed and hawed and mumbled in the beards and decided there really was no good reason they said they could actually hold up. And because women’s lib was starting and this was in the early, early seventies, they really didn’t have a leg to stand on and so the answer came back that they decided that there was perhaps, there would be something for which having a woman there would prove handy and that I would be allowed to join the staff. Well I’m not sure what they thought ‘prove handy’ was going to be – if they thought someone was going to give birth in the museum. Anyway, within three years I was the head guide in the museum. That was the first formal realization that the men were not as willing to let you do whatever you wanted – I was a teenage for heaven’s sakes!
Bronwyn: Your dad was a teacher at RMC?

Susan: Yes, a civilian English professor. So that’s the main reason that I at least found out about the military as a potential career. I was very interested in joining the diplomatic corps and I had good marks and wanted to go to university. But we lived outside the city and there was no public transit and I certainly didn’t have money for a car and there was no way my parents could drive me in and out to university. And I simply didn’t have the funds to fund my way through university so that was a problem. But also the diplomatic corps, certainly in those days, but I’m sure it’s the same now, wanted you to have done something other than be a professional student, they wanted you to get out and get some professional experience. And so then when I was in grade 12 my father found out, something came across his desk that the Canadian forces were opening up the regular officer training program to women. Now previous to this that had meant that most of the men in that went to one of the three military colleges but there weren’t enough positions so some men went to civilian universities and did the same summer training otherwise and the government would pay your way through university, pay you a small stipend, you had a summer job – which was training – and upon graduation you were commissioned as an officer in the Canadian forces and you served four perhaps five years depending on the classification, like if you were a pilot I think you had to serve longer because the training was so long. But after the four years you could do whatever you wanted. So I thought that would be an excellent way of aiming at the diplomatic corps after that. If I found that it was really not my cup of tea you could buy your way out of the program so it wasn’t as if you were signing up for life. So I went to the recruiting office and went through some interviews and unfortunately in those days because there was no internet and no computers there wasn’t a lot of information about what I was getting into available, and I didn’t really know anything about the military at all. So when I went for my interview I explained that what I was really after in the fullness of time was the diplomatic corps and what would I be doing the military as a newly commission lieutenant after graduating? So the recruiting officer told me that straight out of university I could become the junior assistant to military attaches in embassies all over the world. Well I thought that was just super and signed on the dotted line and went to first year of Queen’s University and then there was basic training out in Chilliwack. Now this was the second year they had had women in the program but every course they’d had almost since the war the women kept saying, let us do what the men do, let us do the first basic officer’s training because we’re just as ‘officers’ as the men and we should do the basic training. So the system finally said, okay ladies you can do the whole thing. And nobody expected us to succeed, including our own staff. But the girls from 12 Platoon, which was our platoon number, pulled together and showed them all that we certainly could. And one of the fun things was we used to sing while we marched. And so I actually composed a song which became very long with many verses over the various exploits over the summer but the chorus, now you need to know a few terms: CFOCS is the Canadian Forces Officers Candidates School, and yes military acronyms its one of them. And another term we use in the song is ‘killers from the sky’ well that’s actually a term used for the very, very best troops who’d be in the airborne but that was the nickname the staff gave us as an absolute insult, as in you guys are the furthest from real military its laughable. So I turned it around them, and we were 12 Platoon;
(Singing)
We’re called the killers from the sky from CFOCS
We’ll do and never question why to show that we’re the best
They’ll try to make us officers we know we’ll get there soon

With a tow-row-row and a tow-row-row we’re the girls from 12 Platoon

Part way through basic training we each had an interview with the personnel selection officer and now what would you like to be when you grow up, as in what occupation within the military do you intend to join. So I happily launched into the story about being a junior assistant to military attaches in embassies all over the world. And the fellow on the other side of the table literally laughed in my face and wondered where on earth I’d gotten this fairy tale and would I kindly get serious and answer his question. Well I was mortified because that’s why I’d joined. So he shoves a piece of paper across the table at me with a list of military occupations from which to choose. Well I wasn’t a doctor and I wasn’t a nurse, I wasn’t an engineer, they wouldn’t let me be a pilot, they wouldn’t let me be an infantry officer and they wouldn’t let me be a navel officer, I didn’t want to give out socks for the rest of my life in supply, I knew nothing about trucks, and I wasn’t a finance officer, I wasn’t a dietician, I didn’t want to be an air-traffic controller and get ulcers, I didn’t know what an air weapons controller was, and it’s rapidly coming to the end of the list. Well there at the bottom was a thing called security, well what’s that? That’s military police and intelligence. Ah. I think I’ll do intelligence. So he said well wait a minute and he looked up in his manual and women were not allowed into the security branch. So I said why not? Because it says here on page 42 of the manual that women aren’t allowed in. so I thought this was pretty stupid since women during the Second World War had certainly been very proactive and vital contributors to the intelligence efforts of both the allies and the other side, if you will. And the Cuban Missile Crisis had been first identified the missiles were identified by a woman photo interpreter in the States of the satellite photography. So why on earth in 1974 were women suddenly not allowed in intelligence. And there were certainly women police officers, now, not many but they were starting to be. So I couldn’t understand this at all. So I was supposed to put down three choices. So I put down security, security, security. Well he said you can’t really do that so he made me put something else for my third choice. So in my application goes to the ether in National Defense Headquarters and I go back and finish Basic Training. So I’m part way through second year university and everyone else of my colleagues has already got an answer as to what their profession will be because it all has to do with summer training the next summer. So it’s almost Christmas time and there’s been no word so the question is asked of Headquarters and they come back with, we’re going to send three senior military officers down to Kingston to interview officer cadet Beharriell. And so they did. And we had lunch together and spent the whole afternoon talking about the most amazing things not one of which I thought had anything whatever to do with either being a military policeman or intelligence officer. But I give them full marks because in those days three were women who were testing the system and trying to get into things simply because the system said no. And you can only tell so much from a file and they wanted to know whether I was a bra-burning women’s libber and I guess they decided I was not which was just as well because they said yes. But, as I stood there, almost shaking in my boots as an officer cad-idiot as we called them because officer cadets don’t really know anything, the senior officer stuck his finger in my face and waggled his finger at me, we’re going to let you in, but you’d better measure up or we’ll never let another woman in. No pressure, dear. You know, second year university. So I was in. 
BREAK IN TAPE – SUSAN READS FROM PART THREE OF SPEECH (SEE FILE FOR DETAILS)
WHEN I WAS SENT ON A PHOTO INTERPRETATION COURSE, THE CHIEF INSTRUCTOR FLATLY REFUSED TO ACCEPT ANY BLANKETY BLANK WOMAN IN HIS CLASSROOM.  IN FACT, HE SUBMITTED HIS RESIGNATION IN PROTEST!  CALMER HEADS PREVAILED AND HE eventually WITHDREW IT, BUT THAT WAS THE ATTITUDE I FACED WHEN I WALKED INTO THE CLASSROOM.  

NO TEACHER OR STUDENT SPOKE TO ME FOR WEEKS!

AFTER A LOT OF HARD WORK, I TOPPED THE COURSE.  AT THE GRADUATION PARTY THE CHIEF INSTRUCTOR TOOK ME ASIDE AND APOLOGIZED FOR HIS BEHAVIOUR.  HE SAID THAT I HAD PROVEN TO HIM THAT WOMEN COULD INDEED DO IT, AND HE WOULD WELCOME A WOMAN INTO HIS CLASSROOM ANYTIME.

THAT MADE ALL THE HASSLES QUITE WORTHWHILE.

THEY TOLD ME I COULD NOT WORK ON THE OPERATIONS STAFF OF A FIGHTER BASE BECAUSE THE SENIOR STAFF FLATLY REFUSED TO ACCEPT A WOMAN.  MESSAGES FLEW BACK AND FORTH BETWEEN NATIONAL HEADQUARTERS AND THE BASE, AND FINALLY MY BOSS HAD TO BE GIVEN A DIRECT ORDER TO ACCEPT ME.  THIS WAS THE ATTITUDE I FACED WHEN I ARRIVED IN COLD LAKE.  YOU CAN IMAGINE THE WELCOME I RECEIVED!

THEY TOLD ME I COULD NOT FLY IN A HIGH PERFORMANCE JET AIRCRAFT BECAUSE MY “FEMALE PARTS WOULD BE DAMAGED”.  HOW DARE A WOMAN THINK SHE COULD TAKE A SEAT IN THE cockPIT AWAY FROM A MAN!

I HAVE OVER 80 HOURS IN THE BACK SEAT OF FIGHTERS – INCLUDING our MOST MODERN AIRCRAFT, THE CF-18.  IT WAS QUITE A THRILL BREAKING THE SOUND BARRIER AT 100 FEET, CLIMBING STRAIGHT UP AND DOING ROLLS AND LOOPS ABOVE THE CLOUDS.  AND MY FEMALE PARTS ARE JUST FINE!  

SEVEN YEARS AFTER I WENT TO COLD LAKE THE FIRST 2 WOMEN BECAME FIGHTER PILOTS.

THEY TOLD ME I COULD NOT BE POSTED OVERSEAS BECAUSE AS A SINGLE WOMAN AND AN INTELLIGENCE OFFICER, I WOULD BE COMPLETELY VULNERABLE TO BLACKMAIL BY THE SOVIETS.

I SPENT 2 CHALLENGING YEARS WORKING WITH NATO IN GERMANY, BRIEFING THE SENIOR AIR FORCE STAFFS ABOUT THE GULF WAR, AMONGST OTHER THINGS.

SO WHAT DOES ALL THIS “THEY TOLD ME I COULDN’T DO THIS BECAUSE I WAS A WOMAN, BUT I DID IT ANYWAY” REALLY MEAN?

WELL, ON THE ONE HAND SOMEONE DOES HAVE TO BE THE FIRST.  ONCE A BARRIER IS BROKEN DOWN, PERHAPS IT IS A LITTLE EASIER FOR THOSE WHO COME LATER.

BUT ON THE OTHER HAND, IT DOES NOT REALLY MEAN VERY MUCH AT ALL.  THE THINGS I HAVE DONE IN MY CAREER MAKE UP A PERFECTLY NORMAL PROGRESSION FOR AN AIR FORCE INTELLIGENCE OFFICER.  THEY MAY SEEM A BIT ADVENTUROUS AND OUT OF THE ORDINARY to SOME PEOPLE OUTSIDE THE MILITARY, BUT WITHIN IT THEY ARE NOTHING SPECIAL.  I WOULDN’T HAVE IT ANY OTHER WAY.

WHAT IS SIGNIFICANT ARE THE CHALLENGES AND OBSTACLES THAT WOMEN IN THE FORCES HAVE FACED.  FOR EXAMPLE, I HAVE FACED DISCRIMINATION, SEXUAL HARRASMENT, PHYSICAL ASSAULT, IGNORANCE, sexual assault, PREJUDICE AND MALE CHAUVINISM.  TODAY, WERE MEN TO TREAT ME THE SAME AS THEY ONCE DID, THERE WOULD BE COURTS MARSHAL AND CRIMINAL CHARGES!  

BUT WHEN THESE THINGS WERE HAPPENING IN THE 70’S AND 80’S THEY WERE NOT RECOGNIZED AND UNDERSTOOD AS THEY ARE TODAY.  THEY DID NOT EVEN HAVE NAMES.  IN THOSE DAYS, HARRASS WAS TWO WORDS!  DISCRIMINATION ;//;;;.WAS PREVALENT ACROSS ALL OF CANADIAN SOCIETY – NOT JUST IN THE MILITARY.  GREAT STRIDES HAVE BEEN TAKEN AND THESE PROBLEMS HAVE BEEN GREATLY REDUCED IF NOT ENTIRELY ELIMINATED.  

IT HAS BEEN A LONG TIME SINCE ANYONE HAS TOLD ME I COULD NOT DO SOMETHING SIMPLY BECAUSE I AM A WOMAN.

SO HOW DOES A WOMAN FUNCTION WITHIN SUCH A MALE WORLD?   WELL, I AM SURE WE HAVE EACH FOUND OUR OWN WAY.  PERHAPS THE BEST EXAMPLE OF HOW I HAVE DEALT WITH IT IS MY EXPERIENCE WORKING WITH THE FIGHTER PILOTS AT COLD LAKE IN THE EARLY 80’S.

MANY OF YOU HAVE SEEN THE MOVIE TOP GUN AND NOTICED THE STEREOTYPICAL, MACHO FIGHTER PILOTS.  IMAGINE A HUNDRED OF THEM IN A BRIEFING ROOM, OVER TWENTY YEARS AGO, LISTENING TO A SERIES OF PRESENTATIONS.  NONE OF THEM HAS EVER WORKED WITH A WOMAN, AND MOST CERTAINLY DID NOT THINK OF THEM AS EQUALS, BUT THERE THEY WERE, ABOUT TO BE BRIEFED BY ONE.  THE TRADITION WAS THAT EACH BRIEFER WOULD TELL A DIRTY JOKE JUST TO KEEP EVERYONE AWAKE.  ALL I HAD TO DO WAS BE INTRODUCED AND SOME SMARTALEC AT THE BACK COULD MAKE SOME WISECRACK REMARK THAT WOULD COMPLETELY DESTROY MY CREDIBILITY BEFORE I HAD EVEN SAID A WORD.  I DECIDED THAT THE BEST DEFENCE WAS A STRONG OFFENCE.

“GOOD MORNING GENTLEMEN.  WHAT DID THE ELEPHANT SAY TO THE NAKED FIGHTER PILOT”?

“CUTE – BUT DOES IT PICK UP PEANUTS?”

I THOUGHT I WOULD GET A GENTLE TITTER – IT BROUGHT THE HOUSE DOWN – MOSTLY BECAUSE THEY WERE SO SURPRISED.  A MOMENT LATER A PILOT STOOD UP AT THE BACK OF THE ROOM AND SHOUTED – “MINE DOES”.  IT SOON BECAME EVIDENT THAT THEY EXPECTED ME TO RESPOND.  SO I PLAYED THEIR GAME – “MEET YOU AT THE BAR AFTER THE BRIEFING!”

GUESS WHO DID NOT SHOW UP!

I HAD MADE THE EFFORT TO PLAY THEIR GAME, TO LEARN THE LINGO, AND THEY CERTAINLY KNEW WHO THEIR NEW INTELLIGENCE OFFICER WAS.  AT THE END OF THE TWO-WEEK EXERCISE THE VARIOUS SQUADRONS PRESENTED PLAQUES TO THE BASE COMMANDER.  THEY CALLED ME UP ANNOUNCING THAT THEY HAD “PICKED UP A LITTLE SOMETHING FOR ME” AND HANDED ME A BAG OF PEANUTS.

THIS JOKE HAS SERVED ME WELL OVER THE YEARS.

WAS I EVER “ONE OF THE BOYS?”  TO A CERTAIN EXTENT – YES.  BUT ONLY SO FAR – I WOULD HAVE BEEN UNCOMFORTABLE TELLING A REALLY DIRTY JOKE – AND THEY WOULD HAVE BEEN UNCOMFORTABLE HEARING ONE FROM A WOMAN.

GENTLE NAUGHTY IS A WHOLE OTHER MATTER.  THERE IS A LINE OVER WHICH I DO NOT STEP.  VIVA LA DIFFERENCE.

HOW DOES ONE MAINTAIN A BALANCE AND STAY A WOMAN IN THIS MAN’S WORLD?  PERHAPS THE BEST WAY IS TO HARMONIZE THE DIFFERENT ASPECTS OF ONE’S LIFE.  THANK GOODNESS FOR THE JOY I GET FROM WORKING WITH HORSES.  THANK GOODNESS FOR THE ANCHOR OF FAMILY AND FRIENDS AS I AM POSTED AROUND THE WORLD.  THANK GOODNESS FOR THE REMOTE WILDERNESS THAT RESTORES MY SOUL.

ONCE I LITERALLY KICKED MYSELF OUT OF THE HOUSE TO LEARN SOMETHING I HAD ALWAYS WANTED TO DO…THROW A CLAY POT ON A POTTER’S WHEEL.  THE COLONEL SQUEALED IN DELIGHT AS SUSAN THE WOMAN, SHAPED THE WOBBLY BALL OF CLAY INTO A USEABLE TEAPOT.  I CAN ALSO HIGHLY RECOMMEND LEARNING TO JUGGLE!  NO, I AM NOT GIVING UP MY DAY JOB TO BECOME A BUSKER!

SUCCESS IN MY CAREER DID NOT BRING AN END TO THE CHALLENGES I WOULD FACE.  SEVERAL YEARS AGO, I SUFFERED A SERIOUS BRAIN INJURY.  THEY TOLD ME THAT I WOULD NEVER BE ABLE TO CONTINUE MY CAREER, NEVER SPEAK IN PUBLIC OR DRIVE MY CAR, AND NEVER RIDE MY HORSE OR EXPLORE THE WORLD.  I WAS LEFT UNABLE TO SPEAK, UNABLE TO WRITE AND UNABLE TO EVEN BOUNCE A VOLLEYBALL.  I NEEDED A LIST ON THE WALL TO TELL ME HOW TO GET UP IN THE MORNING.  BUT I FOUGHT BACK WITH THE HELP OF A speech y78THERAPIST I CALL “MY MIRACLE WORKER”.  EVEN NOW, EVERY WORD AND EVERY DAY IS A STRUGGLE.  BUT HERE I AM, SPEAKING IN PUBLIC!  I DRIVE MY CAR, RIDE CLASSICAL DRESSAGE WITH MY HORSE AND STILL LOVE ADVENTURE TRAVEL!

Ever since I was a little girl, I have had a motto.  That motto is:  

Nothing ventured, nothing gained.  

Nothing ventured, nothing gained.

You may not use the same words, but you have EACH lived their meaning.

And now I am supposed to “tell you what I have told you”.  

Well the motto of Canada’s Air Force SAYS IT ALL:

“Per Adua ad Astra.”

Through Adversity to the Stars!           

PART TWO OF SPEECH
THERE ARE UNDOUBTEDLY THOSE AMONGST YOU WHO BELIEVE THAT THE TERM “MILITARY INTELLIGENCE” IS AN OXYMORON.  I HOPE THAT MY REMARKS TONIGHT MAY HELP TO CHANGE THAT OPINION.

SO WHAT DOES AN INTELLIGENCE OFFICER IN CANADA’S AIR FORCE ACTUALLY DO?  WELL EVERYTHING FROM TRY TO FIGURE OUT WHAT SADDAM HUSSEIN MIGHT HAVE BEEN DOING WITH HIS CHEMICAL WEAPONS DURING the first gulf war and track developments in the various arms races around the world, to prepare assessments for the prime minister and the privy council and provide intelligence support to our peacekeepers around the world.  

my first assignment was to the national defence intelligence centre – the ndic.  at the time this was the CANADIAN government’s onlY 24/7 watch centre.  as a watch officer on shift in the late 1970’s i read through reams of paper messages delivered by pneumatic tube, monitored the situation around the world and drafted briefings for the chief of defence staff and his senior staff each morning.

so what ‘tales out of school’ could be of interest to you about the ndic?  well, the korean airliner was shot down on my shift, i watched from the sidelines as the ‘house guests’ were hidden and smuggled away by our embassy staff in iran and saw the wars in afghanistan and china unfold.

As a lieutenant i was responsible for alerting the cds or the prime minister if circumstances warranted.  On the lighter side, one sunday afternoon the telphone from the prime ministers residence rang!  When i answered it i heard giggling children and the phone being abruptly hung up!  Somewhat perplexed I hung up and pondered what to do next.  Then the normal phone rang.  Maggie Trudeau explained that the children were playing with the wrong phone at harrington lake.  she apoligized and promised to keep them from doing it again.  For all her ditzy behavior with the likes of the rolling stones, i gave her full marks in this case.  she knew that someone was at the other end of the phone and that she needed to explain!

several years later after i had moved on to other duties, cutbacks reduced the number of watch officers available for shift work.  in order to cover the night shift, all junior intelligence officers in the headquarters took turns.  we would work our normal day and then report to the NDIC.  

late that night we would get a few hours sleep on an ancient fold-up cot in the canadian government war room next door.  one night the cot snapped shut trapping a colleague inside so tightly that he needed rescuing!  my next shift i decided to just put the lumpy mattress on the conference table rather than risk the tempermental cot.  as i crawled into bed on canada’s war room table, i had to wonder how many other such countries around the world had a woman sleeping on theirs!

a ground order of battle analysis job gave me responsibility for the soviet forces in the non-soviet warsaw pact countries.  the binders in which we kept our hand written records held one division per page.  each change in the detailed listings was updated by covering it with a tiny piece of correction tape.  Fot the fun of it, i saved all my used boxes of tape and calculated on my departure that i had used some 5,295 feet – over a mile of correction tape!

my job as base intelligence officer IN COLD LAKE IN NORTHERN ALBERTA was to support the new cf-18 pilots as they depLOyed to their northern operating locations.  they deployed in order to intercept soviet long range aviation bombers as they approached our air defence zone.  it was my job to teach OUR PILOTS as much as i could about the capabilities of soviet bear bombers, and soviet long range aviation doctrine, training and tactics.  these intercepts were among the cat and mouse games of the cold war.

my other responsibility in cold lake was as intelligence officer for a large international tactical air exercise known as maple flag.  i wrote the SCENARIOS THAT drove the pilots to fly their various missions and assigned targets and times for over 1000 sorties per two-week exercise.  there were no computers for designing all this – just a mark 1 pencil.  it was exciting, fast-moving, responsible work on which people’s lives really did depend day to day.

typical work for a peacekeeping mission in, say africa, consists of finding airfields which are suitable for our c-130 transport aircraft, figuring out what factions might be in the area, whether any of them had weapons capable of shooting down our aircraft, whether the weapons were still serviceable and the people trained to use them, and what everyone’s intentions were.  our goal was to have the same number of landings as 

take-offs and to keep everyone as safe as possible.

Posted to NORAD HQ in Colorado Springs, I was on duty in the operations centre in Cheyenne Mountain on 9/11. 

On my return to Canada I finished my career planning and delivering the Canadian National Security curriculum to senior officers from around the world at the Canadian Forces College here in Toronto.

Just like you, My career was certainly not all work!

wHILE i WAS AN OFFICER CADET ATTENDING QUEEN’S UNIVERSITY, I CARRIED THE OLYMPIC TORCH ON HORSEBACK ENROUTE TO THE OPENING CEREMONIES IN KINGSTON IN 1976.  I LED AN EXPEDITION TREKKING ACROSS BAFFIN ISLAND, taught members of a SMALL NATO COMMITTEE how to paddle a war cAnoe without tipping it, and LEARNED HOW TO THROAT SING AND DRUM DANCE IN iQALUIT. I COMPETED FOR CANADA IN INTERNATIONAL EQUESTRIAN COMPETiTIONS IN THE WOMEN’S RIDING UNIFORM I DESIGNED, ACTED As CHEF D’EQUIP FOR OUR NATIONAL MILITARY WOMENS’ VOLLEYBALL TEAM IN THE MILITARY OLYMPICS in holland, and earned the gold medal in the german army military skills testing.  I ESCORTED GWYNNE DYER AS HE MADE A DOCUMENTARY IN COLD LAKE and once confronted a fully-grown male grizzly bear towering over me in the middle of jasper national park.  On my own time i have explored parts of all 7 continents.  There is so much more of this big wide world just waiting for us all to explore!  And i HAVE SPOKEN TO THOUSANDS OF STUDENTS ABOUT THE FORCES through my work with the Memory Project.

As I hope you can tell by now, I have thoroughly enjoyed my service career.  the work has always been challenging, fascinating and worthwhile.  i took part in the cat and mouse days of the cold war when each side constantly tested the other’s defences. “we know, that you know, that we know that you know.” 

 I like to think that such “knowing” on both sides helped to keet fingers off the ultimate buttons.

i know that i have saved lives in at least one peacekeeping mission.  i know that the re-engineering of the intelligence process across the airforce set those staffs up for success and that many of the reforms still hold true today.  i know that my assessments have helped key operations, Nato, norad, Canadian Air Force and federal government officials to make important decisions at the tactical, operational and strategic levels.  i know that i have contributed to the understanding of national security and canada’s place in the world for almost 25% of the command and staff courses ever given to Canada’s senior military leadership.

i know that i have made a difference.

And i hope that i have shown you that AIR FORCE INTELLIGENCE IS NOT AN OXYMORON!

END OF SPEECH
Bronwyn: So just following up from what you’ve said can you tell me about when you experienced frustration in your career as a woman in the armed forces?
Susan: Well, I would say in the early days it was almost every day, many people when they hear the story about being ostracized on the course ask how on earth did you get up out of bed every day and face such discrimination. Well, I sometimes ask myself the same question in retrospect because it took a lot of guts. But as I recall it never occurred to me to do anything but that. Partly I suppose out of the ‘you better measure up or we’ll never let another woman in.’ I’m sure that was deep down an inspiration, but on the other hand, what was my other option? I was very lucky rightly or wrongly that they’d actually found another position for me because there simply weren’t very many, most of the intelligence positions were in the army and they simply wouldn’t let me in the army. So the fact that they had this ground order of battle position, for which I needed the photo interpretation course was really about the only position I could move to. So if I stopped taking the course than I wouldn’t be qualified for the position and then what would happen? So there really was no option and I never considered…I had earned the right to be there, I was perfectly capable of doing the work and I was bloody well going to learn as much as they would teach me. And too bad for them if they didn’t like it because no one at the school thought a woman should be in the military, let alone the intelligence branch, their little enclave. But I stuck it out and eventually we moved to a section of the course where we dealt with the formulae for measuring like bridges or buildings or widths of roads or whatever on these stereo-photographs. So we all started out at the same level of not knowing anything whereas all the other men in the course were much older than me, much more experienced in military things, so they all knew what all the equipment was whereas I’m sitting going which is the tank and which is the self-propelled motorized gun, and until you really figure this out it’s not easy to tell. And so I really didn’t know much of anything and they knew it. But then we got to the mathematics part of it where none of us knew anything and so I all the way through this I had been perfectly open about asking questions, the best way to learn is ask a question, and I didn’t care if that made me look stupid in front of the other students, I didn’t care, I was going to learn. And so I would ask question about the formulae if I didn’t understand. Well then the staff finally figured out that by Jove if she doesn’t understand this, I’ll bet the rest of them probably don’t either because she’s got a university degree and the rest of them don’t so maybe there’s something to this. So then they would lob a few snide comments at the back where they seated me about women and math and military and I would lob and few snide comments back and then oh my goodness, it talks. And then finally things started to loosen up and I remember one fun thing, it wasn’t discrimination, it was a fun thing was that each morning after that we would have a little test it was a ‘what is it?’ and they would give us a pair of stereo-photos and we would look through them through the stereoscopes and try to identify it. And as long as we didn’t say it out loud, we were allowed to talk to each other. And so one morning for the first time after things had started to soften up, they were all saying, oh the lieutenant’s going to get this one, oh that’s a sure one, we know she’s going to get this. Well I looked at this photo and of course they knew that I had a horse and was into riding and things, so yes, it was a field and it had a bunch of jumps and so they all leapt to the conclusion that it was a horse jumping, like a jump course but I put some of the factors that we were supposed to take into account and really looked at them, like comparing size. And so I looked at these jumps and I looked at the fence beside them around the field and I said, that’s not a horse jump and then I saw a ramp and something that looked like a teeter-totter, I said, that’s not for horses and I checked the size and it was a police dog training area. So they all got it wrong and I got it right and that sort of broke the ice and was good fun thereafter.
But after, almost everywhere I went in over 35 years of service, I was the first and only woman. Well, there’s not much novelty in my mind but the novelty would wear off in terms of, oh we’ve never had a woman here, in about two days and I would just carry on as normal. And in terms of actually being feminine, not really, you really couldn’t be, at least I couldn’t be. So you’re basically a person doing a job and there was no batting the baby blues, the uniforms they had us wear were not exactly feminine and the men in those days had no category for woman equal colleague/coworker. There just was no category and they no idea how to cope with me. 
So when I first got to Cold Lake, I found that I was going to be working in an office with three pilots and me and we were the controlling, organizing staff for the big exercise Maple Flag, I was replacing and intelligence officer who would be moving the next summer, because that’s when people are posted because of families and kids starting school but I was sent out to Cold Lake, driving across the country in December so that I could accompany the fellow I was replacing, down to the States to Nellis Air Force Base where our sister exercise, Exercise Red Flag, was held, so that I could learn from seeing and observing that exercise so that when we came back and held our exercise in May I could watch and shadow him for one exercise and then run the exercise myself because no one knew what the intelligence officer did and there was only one of them so that was the only way to do this. So barely found where my office is and I am sent with this older gentleman with a family, happily married, down to Nellis Air Force Base which just happens to be next to Las Vegas to observe the exercise. So everyday he’s got a program to start with the basics and teach me the process. And each day we would call back to Cold Lake and indicate our process and what we were working on and everything was fine. About the third day our mutual boss called down to my colleague and asked him quite seriously, are you staying in the same room? Well needless to say we were not. The concept had not occurred to either of us. But my boss was deadly serious and then proceeded to engage in what I call the small c conspiracy to get rid of me. Cold Lake is a four-hour plus drive from Edmonton and in those days was a very small community the only social life short of being a hermit was in the Officer’s Mess and it was a very active Officer’s Mess; dances most Saturday nights, all kinds of activities. He proceeded to let it be known that the two of us were shacked up and fooling around down in Nellis. When we returned, my colleague went home and found his bags packed at the door and his wife about to kick him out. He of course then and she regaled him with all these totally untruthful but really nasty stories about this young single female and what she was doing to this perfectly innocent husband. So he eventually calls me and sorts it out with his wife and is not kicked out. And Monday morning we go to our boss’s boss and say how on earth can we work with this man? None of this is true, I mean it’s slander, it’s nasty, it’s completely inappropriate and I’m told, don’t worry dear, we’ll take care of it. They promoted him. So I was now faced with how do I operate in this community of which no one knows me because I had only been there for two weeks and many if not all the fighter pilot’s wives resent the heck out of me because they don’t trust their fighter pilot husbands as far as they can throw them and what is this young single thing think she’s doing working with them? Who does she think she is? And I decided that if I did much of anything to protest and claim innocence it would be, ‘the lady doth protest too much’ and no one would believe me. Had this happened in Ottawa where I’d been serving for four years I would have laughed it off because anyone who knew me knew that that was certainly not the way I operated and that was a bunch of bunk, but nobody knew me. So the first time I walked into that Officer’s Mess having decided that I was not going to be a hermit and that I was bloody well going to carry on and just show people by my behavior that none of this was true and that this hadn’t happened at all and that I wasn’t that kind of person, the first time I walked into the mess, if looks could kill, I’d have been dead in two nano seconds. Every set of eyes was staring at me and knew what I’d been up to. And that was pretty tough, on my own, basically in the middle of nowhere, up in northern Alberta, didn’t know a soul, to hold my head up and just carry on. So from then on, I went to the dances, I participated in mess life, I just carried on as if nothing had happened, and I danced with the pilots because there was nobody else to dance with. But I would ask the wives for permission to dance with their husband only after they’d had several dances themselves and there were half a dozen wives I never went near to ask for a dance with their husband. So my radar got very finely tuned. At the end of four years, having been told by my original boss that you can’t even work here and having been subjected to that smear campaign, we’re nearing the end of my posting and I get a phone call one morning from the base commander, a new base commander saying, I understand you want to go flying in a CF-18. Well, I really did but it had been very hard to get in the backseat because the aircraft were there for teaching pilot and once they arrived every government official and his uncle went for a flight and then they had trouble with the tailfins and they wouldn’t let anyone who wasn’t aircrew and then the assembly line wasn’t giving them enough aircrafts and then in the end I didn’t have time to sit in the ops room and wait for a spare seat to come up, I had a real job to be doing. So the base commander knew I wanted to go for a ride, he called me up he said you’re going flying tomorrow, it’s a regular training flight so he’ll be doing lots of yanking and banking but you’ll have a little bit of fun at the end of it. So I was on cloud nine. I went down and go fitted for a G suit which is like a big pair of chaps with air pockets in it and a hose that actually press against your calf and thighs to keep the blood from running to your toes or your head as you pull G’s. And that’s the only way the pilots can keep conscious when they’ll pulling these enormous G forces. So off I went and the pilot did his thing, he was training and he got his radar jammed and he went and fired some rockets at the range and he was yanking and banking and in a dog fight and it was just wonderful. And I’m not saying anything and of course there’s a dual set of controls in the backseat but I wasn’t doing anything as he did his thing. Anyway we finish his training mission and he levels it out and says, we’ve got a little bit of extra gas and we get to play now, what would you like to do. So I said, can I fly around a little bit. Sure, so he shakes the stick which is, you have control and says it over the radio because of course it’s all controlled. I said, can I do a loop? He said sure, so I pull back on the stick and we go waaaaaaaaay up in a great big loop we come back. It was just awesome! And it’s very much like going between a Ford truck and a caddy because it’s a fly by wire and it’s umpteen generations in advance of the basic T-birds and F-5s that I’d been flying around in the backseat of before so it’s really sensitive to the touch. So I said can we do a roll? So we rolled. It was awesome. He said here let me show you something, so he takes us down to 100 feet above the ground and he pushed the throttle forward, we broke the sound barrier at 100 feet above the ground; the trees are just whipping by us, of course we’re above the trees but only just, and the aircraft’s shaking, and he pulls a little bit back on the throttle, pushes it, straight up. It was just awesome, just awesome, I had a wonderful time. No I wasn’t turning green, I was just comfortable and then he flips us on our side, I don’t know how high we were but a fair ways because I’m very used to the topographical map of the range because that’s where all the targets are and I would assign the pilots for their various missions, so the shape of the lakes and you’ve got kind of an outlay, green where the forests are and stuff like that. So he tips us over and says do you know where we are? I said, well is that lake what’s-it over there about 10 o’clock? He said, yes. So he levels us out again and says take us home. Oh, okay, so I’m thinking, if Lake thing-a-ma-gig is there then I’ve got to turn us around over here, anyway, I took us right back to the airfield which was great fun and then he landed. So that was wonderful. 
Then, at the end of the final exercise in Cold Lake which I suppose I’ve got this out of order, that was the last thing, but between the exercise and that, the base commander declared that we were going to have a Maple Flag Debrief. Well what that meant in code was that the four members of the Maple Flag staff, the three pilots and me, the base operations officer, and the wing commander were all going to go out together and go fishing for three days on an island in the middle of the air weapons range which is 100 miles by 70 about 30 miles north of the base where nobody lives and it’s mostly muskeg, trees because it’s not very far south of the tree line and bears and moose and great fishing. And the base had built a little log cabin with some bunk beds on this island and they’d put some, a couple of canoes and a little aluminum outboards for fishing. So immediately I said to myself, great when can we go? And then I thought, wait a minute, this is all guys, all of whom are older than me, all of whom are married, with families, wait a minute, I understand that boys want to be boys with a bunch of beer and a bunch of steak and the fixings for fighter pilot Caesar salad and you know male bonding and I understand. So I said something to that effect; you know you boys want to be boys and have your beer and steaks and male bonding and all that. They stopped dead in their tracks, turned around and said Susan, you don’t go, we don’t go. And that was such a reversal from you can’t even work here to you are an integral part of this team, you have earned the right to be here, you’ve shown us and you’re part of us. So I said, great, when do we leave? So, out we went in a helicopter and this was in the days before cell phones so once day they would send a fighter pilot in a fighter plane over the island and if we’d had any distress or anything we would have sent our a distress or something and they would have sent the helicopter out. They decided when we got out there that I and the base commander had to be the greenhorns in terms of fishing. Now of course they never asked if I’d been fishing before but they just assumed I didn’t know how. So they put the two of us together in a little aluminum outboard boat. Well in no time flat we found the mother load of pickerel, you just put your line in and out came a pickerel and of course there was nothing else worth fishing, the pickerel were huge. And in the three days I actually caught more fish than any of the others which was pretty funny, I was careful not to over-observe this. They came to the conclusion not me which was fine. They showed me how to clean fish. But the other wonderful thing was, as you can probably imagine, they might have thought well Susan will do the dishes and Susan will clean up and Susan will do that, it was entirely the opposite; they wouldn’t let me near any cleanup. Now we had pretty minimal cleanup but they had each decided which meals they were going to be in charge of and so there was a guy who just loved doing breakfast so he did breakfast every morning for us all and cleaned the frying pan. And someone else was in charge of lunches and someone else had brought the steaks for one night and then we cooked fish –we obviously threw most of them back but we did cook some of the fish – and two of them had brought their secret recipes for Caesar salads and they wouldn’t let me do any domestic anything which was really satisfying and we just had a wonderful time. So that was one of the successes that started out with a very bad negative. 
Bronwyn: What did the people close you in your life, your family and friends, think about your career choice and your decisions?

Susan: My family was very supportive; very, very supportive. They were very proud of me and it made for good conversations I guess about ‘what’s your daughter doing?’ She’s what? She’s where? She’s doing what? Oh my goodness! And for example one friend of my parent’s was actually the chief librarian of the Royal Military College and he had been in the Second World War, in fact was an intelligence officer, went on the beaches on D-Day with the British forces. And he collected cigarette carton military pictures, there was a series of old cigarette packages that would have the various Canadian uniforms of the various regiments from way back and he framed three of these and when I was promoted to captain, he presented these to me and indicated that when you’ve made it to captain you have arrived. And that was just such a special thing. No my family was very supportive, they used to tease in the early days, you know, my sister the spy. And in the early days due to the nature of what I was doing I couldn’t actually tell them what I was doing, and I mean I could say I was in a watch centre and I was looking at stuff and I was analyzing stuff and in Cold Lake I could say we were having an exercise and when I was running the entire Air Force I could talk about that but the highly classified things obviously I couldn’t and they all got quite a charge out of this and my sister’s husband so my bother-in-law was always, my sister-in-law the spy, what’s the spy up to. It made for great fun. 

People have also asked me why on earth would you choose such an imposing place to start? Well again, it never really occurred to me that it would be that hard because there hadn’t been anyone else doing that. I mean I had no role model at all, no mentor, I mean in some of my annual reports, one of my performance reports said, words to the effect, “in this field will undoubtedly be affected by her sex she will have to work very hard to overcome this handicap.” I did indicate that there really was an ulterior motive at the beginning which was to be in the diplomatic corps so that’s where I actually was heading in the early days so after I was commissioned and after I was working in the National Defense Intelligence centre where I had been working for some years. I then decided to take the annual entrance exam for the Foreign Service and it is held at the same actual time all across the country so everyone is sitting down all the way across the country. And I’m told that something like 16,000 people took the exam the same time I did. And out of that they chose 100 papers for interviews. And out of that they then ranked you one to 100 and as a job came up they went to the next person on the list. So I wrote the exam three times, I was chosen as one of the 100 papers three times, I was interviewed three times, now I might have been number 100 each time they don’t tell you where you’re ranking. But the first year there was one job, the second year there were two jobs and the third year, there were no jobs. So after all that, by then I’d been in seven years as a commissioned officers and I decided that I obviously had something they were looking for that I could have done that but that it was obviously the wrong hiring time and that by then I was starting to make a niche for myself, so I just decided that no, the time wasn’t right for the diplomatic service and I was enjoying what I was doing so I just carried on. Now, I certainly didn’t think at that point that it would be 35 plus years. And on one hand the time does seem to have flown and on the other hand day by day frustrations of put downs and snide comments and stupid remarks but I just carried on and id the job and it was in hindsight remarkably quickly that those kinds of snide remarks stopped and I really did know what I was doing and I was doing a damn good job and there wasn’t any particular need to carry on with that and I was ignoring it anyway. I like one story of a group of women, they were non-commissioned officers and they had just learned how to be aircraft technicians and they came to a base an air force base could well have been Trenton, I’m not sure, but it was a big air force base where they had to wear great big winter parkas and pants to maintain the aircraft out in the cold in the winter. So there was a room in which they would put all this outside kit right next to airfield. And there were three of them posted to this base at the same time, thank goodness in numbers and they were the very first women aircraft maintenance technicians ever, anywhere. And they went into this room and plastered all over it were scantily clad if at all calendar girls and pictures like that and they didn’t think this was very professional and they weren’t very comfortable about this so they put up with it for a few days and then they started to mention it to their male colleagues; okay guys, when you were here alone, but we’re hear now, and this isn’t really professional and we pretty uncomfortable about it and we’d really rather they weren’t there. And the men all said things like, well there’s nothing there that we all haven’t seen before and we don’t see what the problem is and perfectly professional and that doesn’t mean we think of you guys like that, snicker, snicker, snicker. So the women just decided to take matters into their own hands and one weekend they went into the office and they just redecorated. And Monday morning when the men came in, they found that all the scantily clad women pictures and been taken down and there were all these nude pictures of men, well, the indignation and protests, they lasted for about five minutes. And deputation to the women saying we can’t have this, we have to take all these down. So the women just used all their arguments; well, we’ve all seen what’s on the picture, there’s nothing we’ve never seen before, it’s perfectly professional, it’s not like we think of you guys like that. The men couldn’t put up with it so they reached an understanding and they all came down and they put up some other sort of neutral types of pictures and that was it. But the women had put up with it for several weeks and the men couldn’t hack it for one morning. And I give them full marks, because rather than go and complain to the bosses and make an issue out of it and get told forget it and get everybody’s feathers ruffled, they just dealt with it with a sense of humour and like with like and proved their point the best way they possibly could have.
In terms of family support I have always very much admired my mother and while I don’t know if it consciously had anything to do with it, I do know that she was a pioneer in her own right. She was in high school during the war and graduated just after the war and went to the Pasadena Playhouse in California as an 18 year old straight out of high school from London, Ontario, all the way out to California to the acting program at Pasadena Playhouse. Well that was pretty revolutionary in the forties that this prominent citizen of London would send his daughter away to theatre school. Well of course there wasn’t a theatre school in Canada. And within a matter of weeks she found out quite quickly that she was entirely out of her league in terms of the acting program but she was fascinated with the technical program so she switched and became the first woman to graduate from the Pasadena Playhouse in the technical program as a stage manager with set design, set construction, lighting, props…and so the fact that it could be done and that it had been done by my mother I’m sure was deep down somewhere. But my parents always encouraged me that if you wanted to do something to go ahead and do it, that if something is worth doing it’s worth doing to the very best of your ability, that what other people say in terms of jealousy or just lobbing criticism for criticism’s sake to just ignore it and carry on although constructive criticism is of course another matter. And we grew up in the country. My brother was three years my elder and my sister three years younger so because we were out in the country and nowhere near other kids I basically played by myself, I was too young to play with my brother and my sister was basically a baby so I learned to enjoy my own company and to enjoy woods – I wouldn’t call it wilderness because it was within walking distance of the house but it was deep woods. I was also in Girl Guides which probably gave me my first understanding of helping other people, my first practical experience outside the family, let’s put it that way. A number of very good solid foundation for wilderness trekking, of woodcraft and camping skills but also international travel. And in those days to earn a Girl Guide badge could easily take a year of hard work, towards a goal. So the idea of working towards a goal was easily instilled. And one of the fun things upon looking at the military that many of my confreres would balk at immediately was wearing a uniform, well I proudly wore my Girl Guide uniform without any hassles or problems or anything, I was perfectly comfortable doing that so that that was one obstacle that was nonexistent to getting in the military. But international travel; representing Canada at our cabana which was a Guiding centre in Mexico gave me a taste for traveling the world which has been a love ever since. 
Bronwyn: So given your career and everything that you’ve done what do you think has changed for women specifically in the armed forces and also what remains to be done? What are the critical issues facing young women today?

Susan: Well in the latter years of my career I found that every once and a while I would bump into first of all more women than I had in the early days, but young women starting their careers and on various speaking engagements they would come up afterwards and be absolutely amazed and baffled at the very concept that I had gone through the kinds of things that I had been through. And they just had no understanding of what the first wave, let alone the second wave had gone through and the strides that had been made that they were the beneficiaries of which on the one hand is nice because it means they’re not running into these things, on the other I do wish more of them had a better feel for the work that has been done in the past. In my day the very idea that these non-traditional roles were slowly opening up to women was a real challenge and I really think that women felt they had something to prove and they did because nobody thought they could do these kinds of things. And so they went out all across the work and societal environments and while doing what they loved to do proved that they could do it, whereas women today, young women today, not being knowledgeable about the past, don’t see any of the barriers and are just happily doing their thing, which is wonderful. 
One aspect though now, is there is nothing, there is no occupation in the Canadian military that is not open to women and it’s the only country in the world that this is true. So we do have women boots on the ground infantry in Afghanistan, not very many though and the numbers have not been increasing at all, mostly because, today’s women, are not banging on the door asking to get in. Now, why might this be the case? I’m not a sociologist but there are so many other opportunities open for women that they’re just not looking at the unusual ones perhaps. And it takes a certain woman to decide to join the military that’s quite true. But the opportunities are certainly there. One good thing about the military is that from the very beginning, since the Second World War, after demobilization, when the military started to recruit some women they turned to the female leadership from the war and said would you set up women in the Canadian Military with the idea that it would be completely separate service like it was during the war; and their collective answer was no. We will only do this and two of the three said no and the one who did work in the early days with the military after the war indicated that women will be part of the same military and women will be paid exactly the same and have the same competition and have the same competition for the same ranks. Well. That certainly was quite a demand and the government took it’s time figuring out that. But eventually, actually it wasn’t very long, well yes. Because they felt they needed the advice of this very experienced woman from the war. And so from then on we have had the same ranks, same pay as the men. So where does work need to be done in Canadian society? Well, pay equity would be pretty high on my list and it just baffles my mind that such blatant discrimination still exists these days. Mind you, one discriminatory incident, when I was posted to Winnipeg to run air force intelligence, my predecessor a man with grownup children but just with his wife had a wonderful senior officer’s home on the base in what we call Permanent Married Quarters – PMQs; very low rent, very near the base, and ideal working conditions, right next to a park, fireplace, hardwood floors, lovely grounds, big mature trees, it was lovely. So I am posted, and in the administration before arriving I apply to live on the base in this same house or any other senior officer house. And the answer is no because I am single. Well if that isn’t discrimination based solely on marital status, I don’t know what is. So I was advised from many sides to appeal this and make an issue; take it to court. In the meantime, I had to find a place to live which I actually did at about three times the rent but still reasonable the subsidized rent was well below market value and I finally decided by weighing the pros and cons, if I were to appeal this and go to court, what would the system do? The system would not likely say I could go live there it would probably raise the rents to market value. Well I as a senior office with all due respect could afford the market value whereas Corporal Bloggins and Private Smith and the non-commissioned officers would find it very difficult so on that basis I did not take it forward but it certainly rankled that solely based on marital status I was forced to pay three times as much rent plus commuting time plus the only place I could find in my range was not in the best part of town, it turned out to be perfectly fine but it wasn’t ideal. 
So what advice would I give to young women of today? I would simply say to set your goals and work hard to reach them and if you wish a military career it’s there for the asking. If you are looking at a subsidized, as in completely paid for way through university, it is there, four years is not the end of your life in terms of not carrying on. But you have no student debts, guaranteed summer jobs, a stipend, you’re actually paid, so it’s something to look seriously at and you do get leadership instruction, you certainly will have a sense of responsibility, you’ll be learning to work as a team and perhaps some travel and all of those things can look very good on a resume here after. I do despair at the segment of young women who still believe that a knight in shining armor will come, sweep them up, marry them and that they’ll be set for life and that they don’t have to get an education, they don’t have to look after themselves and that is so unfortunate because without an education, without independence you are really quite at the beck and call of others who you can’t always depend on and why on earth should the man be expected to support you? Why shouldn’t you be expected to support yourself? And it’s in this day and age certainly possible and I urge young women to look at it that way. 
I’ve often been asked by young women, why I have never married. And the answer is really quite simple and I flip it back to them and I say, why should one get married? And they look quite astounded because you fall in love with somebody? Well that’s all well and good, what if you haven’t actually met the person you’ve fallen in love with? Well. They’re really quite set back by that. And then I say, well am I just supposed to walk down the street and bump into somebody and fall in love with them? Well no. Well you meet the right person? Well what if you haven’t? And a remarkable number of young women have been quite set aback by that they say, oh…well aren’t you lonely? Well, yes, at times, but just as when I am traveling alone which I do most of my travel how could you possibly be alone in a bustling big city? If you want to talk to somebody go talk to somebody, if you want to be on your own, just be on your own. Society no longer has the great stigma of being a single woman, there are many single successful women, and while I’m not running around trying to find somebody to marry, it doesn’t mean that it might not happen in due course, but I’m continuing on with being me and contributing to society any way I can, married or not married. 
So what advice would I give to young women today? Well ever since I was a little girl I’ve had a motto; nothing ventured, nothing gained, try it someday you may just surprise yourself. 
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