
Paul West Bio 

I was born, the oldest of 5, in a small town in North Carolina on my uncle’s tobacco farm / dairy.  When I 
was 12, we moved to Newport News, Virginia where dad had been working in the shipyard.  I finished 
my schooling there although I was never a good student.  I just never tried very hard.  I started smoking 
at the age of 14, likely because my parents smoked, for that matter everyone smoked, and I’m 
convinced I was physically marked at birth.  You see, when I was born, at the end of my spinal column 
was a little butt.  Coincidence? 

After high school I went to work at the local shipyard where I learned how to cut out steel for new ships.  
After a year and a half working in the humid hot summers and frigid wet winters, I began to look for 
something else.  I had discovered the world of electronics, fixing neighborhood radios while being 
tutored by a neighbor who owned a radio and TV repair shop.  So, I decided to go back to school.  My 
lack of earlier education meant my choices were limited.  

I looked to the military to further my interest in electronics.  I researched each branch to see just who 
had the best schools and being that Viet Nam was going strong, offered the least danger.  The Army was 
drafting at the time and I was at the perfect age to carry a gun and wade through rice paddies.  The 
marines also liked shooting.  Hmmmmm.  I choose the Navy and signed up April 1, 1963.  One has to be 
gutsy to pick that date.   

I managed to get into the electronics program and for 38 weeks learned how tiny electrons moved 
about conductors and how electronic components affected their behavior.  Computers were just coming 
into being so I requested to be sent to a computer school.  Finishing that, I was assigned to an aircraft 
carrier based in Norfolk (pronounced Nor-fuck by the locals) Virginia.  We spent a couple of months 
sailing around the Caribbean being tested for operational readiness before being deployed.  One 
morning at anchor in Guantanamo Bay, we were rammed by a cargo ship that couldn’t stop.  Damage 
was small but needed attention so we went back to Naval Base to have repairs made.  Following that the 
ship was leaving for a med-cruise.  I was freshly married and was in no mood to spend my new marriage 
half-way round the world. 

Fortunately, I had earlier agreed to extend my tour to eight years to be rewarded with another 
computer school.  I had heard of a computer system that was only located at shore stations.  I requested 
to attend the upcoming class and it was approved.  I waved to the ship as it left port for the 
Mediterranean - with a huge smile on my face.  Another year of classes in Washington D.C. and I was 
assigned to a facility in the middle of Oahu, Hawaii in October, 1966.   My son was born in February 1967 
and grew up too damn fast.   

For three glorious years I had the perfect job.  My job was not like a typical Navy job.  I worked regular 
hours, never stood any duty, and my weekends and evenings were my own.  I used those times to golf 
and scuba dive.  At the end of that tour, 1969, I was reassigned back to Norfolk to spend my last year in 
the Navy on board a Destroyer.  A year later my daughter was born.  

I decided to leave the navy because private industry was begging for computer people.  In short order I 
could more than double my salary and no longer have to worry about being split from family. Upon 
getting out, the Navy pointed me to a job not far from home working in Civil Service as a computer 
programmer for the Department of the Army.  One year later in 1971, our entire function was relocated 



to Washington D.C.  We bought a house there and I slipped into another great job.  We designed and 
developed a personnel management system for the Department of the Army and then traveled the US 
and Hawaii installing it.  Good times. 

During the ‘70s, I was making a good living and enjoying familyhood.  I knew about the GI Bill and how 
they would pay me to go to school.  So, why not ruin a good thing and go to night school.  I found a local 
junior college and signed up.  I actually enjoyed it.  Before I knew it, I was I was told that I was close to 
graduating.  And I did.  Never thought I had it in me. 

Approaching 1980 my wife and I had been drifting apart so we decided to split.  I needed to get out of 
the commuting traffic of Washington D.C. so I decided to move to Edmonton, Alberta.  I had found a job 
there, so I put in a request to immigrate.  My immigration handler couldn’t believe I wanted to move to 
Edmonton and kept asking me to instead move to Ottawa.  Lots of work there, he told me.  But I’m a 
man of my word and turned him down.  I’ve been here ever since. 

During my drive to Edmonton, my new Boss’ wife died.  He had for years taught a programming class for 
the Faculty of Extension at the U of A and he didn’t feel he could continue.  He asked me to take the 
class over for him and I agreed.  I had never taught before and was generally very nervous in front of 
people.  Never-the-less I took the job and taught there for nine years. 

In Edmonton, I was having the time of my life.  I learned to ski and was partying with my new found 
friends.  Then my ex called to say that she had to send our son to live with me.  He was 14 and was 
sneaking out at night She couldn’t handle him.  He landed at the airport with only his clothes and a 
passport.  Immigration allowed him to enter and then broke every immigration rule to allow him to stay.  
Within a few years my daughter decided she wanted to live with us. Suddenly then I became a single 
dad with two kids.  But it all worked.  My son now works for the movie industry in Vancouver while my 
daughter is a graphic designer in Los Angeles, also in the movie industry. 

I worked 20 years at the University of Alberta Hospitals in the Information Systems department and 
retired in 2001.  I met and married my soul-mate in 1989.  We bought a house in Sherwood Park that 
same year and we just celebrated 31 years of marriage bliss.  I really shouldn’t speak for Marianne; 
however, I find it blissful.  In 2013, I became a proud Canadian Citizen.  It’s been quite a ride, but I 
wouldn’t have it any other way. 


