
I was born on March 24, 1961 to Dutch immigrants Chris and Nellie 
DeWitt in New Westminster, BC.  At the age of 5 years, I fell out of 
a hayloft and lost the hearing in my left ear.  I was looking over the 
edge of the hay mow…looking at my crying baby brother, Chris 
who was in his baby buggy.  I landed BESIDE the sawdust pile… 
the story of my life!  We didn’t have a lot when I was younger, 
but somehow my parents got me signed up for soccer.  I always 
played hard and had lots of scrapes; I loved soccer.  Our family 
spent most of their time on the farm, went to church and visited 
cousins.  When I was 9, we moved to Sicamous in the spring of 
1970.  I rode with Bouwe Miedema (our farm hand) and our family 
dog Bello on the last moving load 

My dad started a 4H club, he was the leader.  I remember being in 
4H with the Paynter kids, Kraft kids, Sherlock kids, Roeter kids, 
Favel kids and the Thomas kids.  I stayed in 4H till I was 17.  My 
favorite heifer was DeWitt’s Centurion Michelle…she even went 
to the PNE, was Grand Champion at the IPE, and helped me win 
Grand Champion Showman!  This was my first good year in 4H…
Michelle got sold to Japan!  I took her sister the following year…
She was a disaster! Lazy, plain, and needless to say, this was my 
LAST year in 4H.  

At 17, I was out of school and working full time for my dad.  Then in 
1978, I drove to Saskatchewan.  There I worked for the Wiens family 
in Dalmeny.  God had a plan.  This short experience grounded me 
for my future in farming and life.  It was a heady experience for 
a 17 year old to be out on their own.  Ivan and Hazel Wiens were 
believers and are dear friends to this day.  They introduced me 
to perogies…and in their family, God kept me safe.  I came to 
them in May and by August, I knew that I had to go back home…I 
really missed my Mom.  

During my teen years, I began to enjoy vehicles, A LOT!  My first 
vehicle was a ’68 Light blue Chevy truck, 3 speed in the column…
the same color as my truck parked out at the farm now, Ole’ Blue 
is a ’72.  Between vehicles I owned and sold, Joni and I counted 
a total of 40!  

She and I had our first date in 1979 at the IPE.  Our second date 
was the following weekend at the Salmon Arm Fair.  By October 
we were going steady.  My dad said to me, “are you going to marry 
that girl or not?” In my heart I knew I wasn’t dating, I was courting.  
When Joni asked me to go to church with her I said, “What time 
do I pick you up?” I went to youth group with her and came to 
know Jesus as my Savior.  I was baptized in early winter of 1979.  
At Christmas time I gave Joni a hope chest and proposed to her.  
She said “yes”.  We were married August 9, 1980. 

We worked for the Reid’s for a bit, then moved to Deroche 
and worked for the vonJocobi’s.  Lexi was born on the 18th of 
November in Mission BC.  While we were living at the coast, 
we met the Postma family…Art and Adi are our children’s god 
parents.  We missed family back in the Shuswap, so packed up and 
moved back.  Worked for Steve Hanson in Salmon Arm for about 
6 months then moved to our little “farm on the hill” on Solsqua 
road in Sicamous.  There we started farming on our own with 
my dad’s help.  Previous to getting our own 40 cows in 1984…my 
jobs at the Dairy also included cutting cheese, loading delivery 

trucks, and delivering milk for the Dairy.  

The rest of our kids started joining us.  1983--Colby, 1986—Nicolas, 
and 1988—Steffanie.  We had many good years at this farm, but 
it had its problems too.  Things were not always easy…I learned 
at this time in my life to hold on to things loosely.  I said to Joni…
”Even if we lose it all, we still have each other”…God was our 
strength then, and He still is today.

In 1992, we were able to trade our “farm on the hill” to a man 
in Alberta…the Ekkel farm was next door to the Simanton’s in 
Crestomere.  We fit into this new farming community very quickly.  
There were so many good neighbors, and a good church family 
at Meadowbrook Church.  Almost a year to the day, in 1993, we 
lost our oldest son Colby who went home to be with the Lord…at 
this time God was our strength!  Our feed salesman at this time 
was Phil Lee.  We found out after Colby had left us, that Phil’s wife 
was Joni’s second cousin!  Their grandfathers were brothers…
our friendship grew and we are thankful for them both.  

We moved again in 1995 to a farm just outside the town of 
Lacombe.  I was finally diagnosed with Muscular Dystrophy in 
1996…and decided to sell the farm.  Our children were still young 
and the work was hard on my body.  Finally, back to Sicamous 
we moved, in 1997.  I got my bus driving license that summer and 
took turns driving the Youth Bus on a Mexico missions trip…Lexi 
was on that bus…

We missed our cows.  So, by fall of 1998 we bought cows and 
quota and started farming again…on farm #4.  That winter our 
neighbor Peter Post passed away.  We decided to buy that farm 
to secure a future for our family…which is known to this day as 
Daridelite Farm.  All of the kids joined 4H when they were young.  
Nic always loved the cows and helped me build our herd to Master 
Breeder Status in 2018…this would be herd #5.  

It was just so special to have our kids grow up farming…team 
Daridelite.  God has been so good to bless us with the life of 
farming with our children…Lexi, Nic, Steff, and Robbi…it hasn’t 
always been easy, but very rewarding.  

It might sound like I had a lot of obstacles.  But, God always 
enabled me and blessed me to get things done that needed to 
be done!  If you were a part of my life, always know that it wasn’t 
by my own strength, but God’s…He has a plan that is in place.

My ultimate goal in life was to finish well, and spend eternity with 
my Savior…work hard, do the best I can, and have no unfinished 
business…Live God’s way.  ---John

Dad joined his eldest son Colby.  He left behind his wife Joni, 
his children Lexi & Jeff, Nic & Lindy, Steffi & Steven, Robbi & 
Lyle, and his thirteen grandchildren.  “Papa” to his grandkids…
he shared so much wisdom in his lifetime that they will cherish 
forever.  Dad lived his faith out every single day.  His life was far 
from easy, and he wasn’t perfect…but as he said himself, God 
blessed him with the “ability” to get things done with a strength 
that could only come from the Lord.    
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