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STOFER, Herbert Eric Riga Scott  Born August 20, 1915 in Victoria, died March 7, 
2008, Victoria. A kind and gentle man, has left us. It is indeed a daunting task to put 
into words our emotions for our Dad and Grandpa. He was predeceased by his wife of 
56 years, Dorothy, in 2002 ... the two of them the most caring and warm parents 
anyone could hope for. His five children, Dody, Dale, Dawn, Eric and Scott, as well as 
his grandchildren and great grandchildren, and his surviving brother, Ken, miss him 
dearly.  
Eric was a proud member of the R.C.A.F. 429 squadron, a flight engineer on Halifax 
bombers during the Second World War, completing a tour of operations in Europe. He 
was the author of three books, two on his wartime experiences, and one on growing 
up here, in Victoria, his home. He was a true native son of this city which he loved, and 
could recount, in detail, what used to be where and who lived there .... a born 
historian. Eric retired from Canada Post in 1978 and almost immediately began writing 
in earnest.  
Always positive and encouraging, never down or discouraging even through his own 
adversity, you could count on him 100% to be there for you. He would pick up his 
guitar or mouth organ at the drop of a hat, and sing and play some long forgotten song 
of desperate times and the spirit of another era. He was a great admirer of literature 
and the poet Dylan Thomas. Many a Christmas eve was spent in a hushed living room 
listening to 'A Child's Christmas in Wales.' Such memories are so vivid, so dear.  
A true child of the great depression, he could make or fix almost anything and taught 
all his children 'how things worked.' In this age of a disposable society, there should be 
more people like him. His sense of humour, albeit corny, was well known and he could 
always be counted on to bring laughter and light into any situation, as we are trying to 
do now.  
He didn't spend a day in hospital until the week of his 90th birthday, a testament to his 
health, and, in true form, defied the odds (and a minor heart attack), and was out to 
enjoy his birthday party. Ever the model patient, he updated the nurses at the Jubilee 



Hospital on the Canucks game on his radio, actually enjoyed his hospital dinner and 
then sadly, in the wee hours of March 7th, the warranty ran out on the engine and he 
was gone ..... quickly and peacefully. Thanks Dad, for making us who we are. We love 
you.  
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