
Meet Your Church Family 

Ken and Linda Gusnowski


	 Ken Gusnowski has the solid, rugged look of a man who has spent much of his 
life on his feet, active, and often outdoors.  He wears a steady, watchful gaze 
suggesting his tolerance for a threat would be short, his handshake would be firm, and 
his word, once given, would be binding.  When his smile breaks out it engages his 
entire face.  It is impossible not to like this man.

	 He was born in Elk Point, Alberta, Canada.   His family owned and ran a 
restaurant along with the attached hotel.  Ice Hockey is Canada’s official winter sport, 
and Ken’s first game was played when only six years old.  He remembers sitting in their 
kitchen, lacing on his skates, then slogging through ice and snow to the outdoor ice 
rink one block away.  He could depend on that ice being solid five months out of every 
year, but in tiny Elk Point, the reservoir of available hockey players was sparse.  As a 
result, when still only twelve, he was already playing with guys eighteen to twenty years 
old.  He favored wingman position, although he occasionally subbed in at center. 

	 	 	 
	 In his mid twenties, Ken left to work on oil derricks in Canada’s Northwest 
Territories.  This is a wild and largely unpopulated region even today.  There were no 
roads in the area back then, so wells could only operate through the winter when 
ground surface froze solid allowing vehicles to cross without sinking.   Oilfield 
roughnecking is grueling, perilous manual labor under any conditions, but these 
conditions were brutal.  When on duty, the men were housed on site in camp trailers 
with shifts of three weeks on, one week off.  He endured three years, then moved on.

	 Ken’s oilfield career moved gradually from the derrick floor into areas where his 
insight, practical knowledge, and common sense could be put to far better use.  He 
was sent to Dresser/Magcobar’s specialized schools in Houston to study oilfield 
blowout control engineering safety and design.  The company’s assessment of his 
abilities proved accurate.

	 In 1969, Ken was working with the company that pioneered drilling from a 
floating vessel into waters many thousands of feet deep.  He was a member of one of 
the first teams to be trained in blowout control required for deep water drilling.  The 
complications involved in this process are numerous and difficult to understand, but 
could be boiled down to:  1.  Keeping the vessel stable in the water without the use of 
anchors.  2.  Dealing with the formidable hydrostatic pressure of ocean water which 
increases exponentially along with depth.  3.  Controlling the formation pressures from 
gasses and fluids pent up for eons beneath the sea floor itself.  If these escape 
uncontrolled, the power to destroy a vessel and everyone on it is absolute.

	 A major portion of Ken’s responsibilities included watching over the most critical 
and potentially dangerous process, capping off the completed hole and removing 
underwater blowout equipment.  If not done correctly, the probability of a blowout is 
real and imminent.  Numerous safety features exist along the line, beginning with 
properly set cement plugs on the ocean floor, essentially plugging the well, and 
culminating with the main cap operated from the ship’s interior control room.  




	 One well was ready to be capped.  Ken flew in for his routine inspection.  Just 
after arriving on the ship, pandemonium broke out.  There was an uproar from the crew, 
men rushing about, life boats being dropped overboard, chaos generally prevailed.  
Ken instantly assessed the situation.  The early, manually controlled capping systems 
had somehow failed.  The only possibility to save the ship now was to activate the 
main system inside the control room located somewhere deep in the bowels of the 
ship.  Ken yelled out for someone to show the way.  One man stepped forward.  Off 
they went, snaking through the maze of passageways, through watertight doors, deep 
into the vessel, perhaps one hundred and fifty feet or more.  When they reached the 
control room, Ken immediately activated the shear ram, closing the well.  His actions 
saved the vessel, the entire crew, and the well itself.  It could easily have ended in an 
epic explosion, a fiery inferno, a massive loss.  It could have cost his life, but he acted 
without hesitation, as did, Ken points out, the man who showed him the way.

	 Ice Hockey is Ken’s first and favorite sport. During his years in Houston, world 
champion Gordie Howe, a fellow Canadian came to town.  At the time, Ken was a 
member of a Houston team.  While Gordie was there, several times they shared the rink 
in practice games.  They often shared some beers as well.  One evening, while enjoying 
time together in a local bar, their conversations were frequently interrupted by patrons 
stopping by to request Gordie’s signature on some item - a book, a napkin, a cap brim.  
Gordie politely obliged while suggesting Ken be asked to sign as well.  Early on, Ken 
brushed off the joke with a laugh, but after another beer or two he started signing right 
along with Gordie.  Somewhere out there today, maybe on eBay, there’s a napkin with 
two signatures - Gordie Howe and some guy named Ken Gusnowski.

	 Houston was good to Ken.  It was there he learned his profession.  It was there 
he met Gordie Howe.  It was there he found his Linda.

	 It must have been fun to be Linda growing up.  Her hometown of Three Rivers, 
Texas is smack in the middle of a wide, wide zone of authentic Texas ranches, only 
ninety miles from the visitor’s center at the great King Ranch of Texas.  It was less than 
an hour and a half drive north to San Antonio, or southeast to the beaches of Padre 
Island.  Three Rivers is a tiny town, but for a girl so full of life as Linda, every weekend, 
this location offered endless possibilities for fun - dancing, rodeos or the beach!  She 
learned to have fun growing up, and she has not forgotten how.

	 Her father owned a jukebox business with maybe thirty or so units in roadside 
cafes scattered around south/central Texas.  As a kid, she often rode with him on trips 
to service his stock.  In those days, a nickel would buy one song, but a quarter could 
buy six.  While her father changed out damaged or unpopular 45’s, Linda counted the 
collected coins and rolled them up in paper wrappers.  Country/Western music was 
and still is the regional signature sound.  The mellow tones of Patsy Cline, banjos, 
fiddles, and country twang of Hank Williams, Lefty Frizzell, and Marty Robbins drifted 
from the doors of dancehalls where she spent so much time in her teenage years.

	 Rodeo days were the best!  In an area where genuine cowboys actually worked 
on truly authentic ranches, rodeo competitions featured skills used daily by those 



tough young men.  Calf roping, steer wrestling, bronc riding.  That’s the way a real 
rodeo ought to be.

	 There were plenty of cowboys around, and some of them were in her schools.  
This fact came in handy during her college days when her journalism professor 
promised an automatic grade A in the course to any student who wrote an article and 
had it published.  Linda tapped an old friend, Phil Lyne, who had already made a name 
for himself in the rodeo world.

	 Phil entered his first rodeo at the age of four, and turned professional before 
graduating from college.  This made his story something interesting to tell, and Linda 
was easily able to secure her interview.  She published her article in GRIT, a rural 
magazine dating back to 1882, and she earned that A.  She ultimately earned her 
teacher’s degree as well, although not in the initial four years as planned.  As it turned 
out, her career was in finance, but she continued her studies on the side, and 
graduated ten years later from the University of Houston, teaching degree in hand.  
This dogged persistence to finish whatever she starts is central to her character. 

	 Linda and Ken arrived in Georgetown in 1986, and chose St John’s because the 
members were so friendly!  When daughter Corey entered Senior High Sunday School 
Class, Linda volunteered to teach.  Linda was instrumental in getting the youth involved 
with the Homeless Ministry in Austin ( Church Under the Bridge ).  What she wanted 
her students to learn, above all, was to be kind, nonjudgemental, and to share God’s 
love with everyone.  Her students bloomed within the program.  The homeless arrived 
for the sandwiches provided, but benefited most from the heartfelt ministering 
received.  She encouraged her students to spread out in small groups, talk to the 
people, hear their stories, not be judgmental, but show the kindness and love of Jesus 
Christ.  One student removed his shirt and gave it to a shirtless man.  Deeply touched 
by the homeless man’s humble gratitude, he experienced the amazing, warm miracle of 
giving his love away.  He wore a smile on his face all the way home. 

	 Riding a float in New Orleans during Mardi Gras was a “bucket list” item for 
Linda.  Researching which group to join, Linda chose the Krewe of Iris for several 
reasons.  She learned this group is a family centered, philanthropic organization.  She 
wanted to be part of that.  Krewe of Iris membership is 100% women, and they come 
from all over America.  Their floats “roll” on Saturday morning prior to Fat Tuesday with 
families and children lining the route.  Kids often bring ladders from home, sit up on the 
top to be closer to the float in hopes of catching a pair of sunglasses - this Krewe’s 
trademark “throw”.  Sometimes the kids hold up signs saying things like “It’s my 
birthday!”  or “It’s my first Mardi Gras!”   She joined the Krewe eleven years ago and 
has ridden every year since.  One year, she spotted New Orleans Saint’s football 
quarterback Drew Brees standing on the sidewalk with family and friends as the parade 
rolled through the Garden District.

	 Where do the Gusnowskis have the most fun?  “Anywhere at all will sea shells!”


Dorothy Newcomb 
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Canadian Ice Hockey Champion

Gordie Howe

Mardi Gras Street Scenes

From Linda’s Krewe of Iris float


Linda and daughter, Corey


