The Tender
Years

A Canadian Historical Novel
Of Pioneer Adventure
Second Edition (Revised)
Volume Two of a Trilogy

Lillian Ross
E

Strategic Book Publishing & Rights Co.

Copyright © 2013
All rights reserved – Lillian Ross
No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, graphic, electronic, or
mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping, or by any information storage retrieval system, without the
permission, in writing, from the publisher.
Strategic Book Publishing and Rights Co.
12620 FM 1960, Suite A4-507
Houston, TX 77065
www.sbpra.com
ISBN: 978-1-62857-087-8

Dedication and Acknowledgements
This book is dedicated to the memory of my parents, Donald and Sarah (Sadie) MacIntosh and to
my brothers and sisters, most of them deceased, who lived the adventures in this book. When the
family arrived on the prairies there were five children. In this book, afte r losing one child on the
prairies, the fa mily has grown to seven with anot her about to be born as they leave the prairies
and four more babies that will follow. I also dedicate this book to the early Stanger pioneers who
interacted with the M acIntosh family and by whose presence helped to bring their story to life.
This book is dedicated to them and to the generations that follo wed them. Their stories helpe d
me to picture life during those tender years.

To the reader:
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the reader, to relive it as well. If you would like to share your reactions or rem embrances about
these pioneer days please feel free to contact me at the address listed at the back of this book.

Audio

Audio Editions are now available in MP3 Format for: The Gentle Gambler and The
Tender Years. These can be played in a DVD player or MP3 acceptable CD players

Special Note
This work is term ed ‘Creative Non-Fiction’ Th e novel contains no other inform ation than that
which has been gained from the books listed in the Bibliography, or through personal
conversations or written m emoirs of the people m entioned, or th eir immediate families. To the
best of the author’s ability all n ames, characters, places and events as po rtrayed in this novel are
historically accurate, an d in ca reful agreem ent with the b est available records and reliab le
sources.
The autho r, however has created th e though ts, feelings and speech of the characters to
bring them to life.
The Tender Years 2nd Edition First Printing May, 2004. 2nd Printing: July 2007, Third
Printing: December 2009, Fourth Printing: Oct. 2011, is a Newly Edited Edition by Iris
Tuftin

Other Titles by the Author:
The Gentle Gamblers Second Edition
A Full House Second Edition October 2004. 3rd in the Trilogy
Fourth Historical Novel: Cougar’s Crossing First Edition
Fifth Historical Novel: Mewassin: The Good Land
Sixth Historical Novel: Gandy Dancer
Seventh Historical Novel: Cougar’s Crossing: Second Edition
Cover Design: Pat Kiehlbauch Frogbelly Printing and Promotions Drayton Valley, Alberta

Bibliography and Picture Credits
For Pictures and historical information:
1. Holt, Vera (Ed.). The Lantern Era, Published by The Sangudo and
District Historical
Society, 1979
2. Walker, Anna (Archivist) with the Archivis ts Comm ittee of th e Lac Ste. Anne Historical
Society, West of the Fifth, Published by the Institu te of Applied Arts Ltd., Education al
Publisher, Edmonton, Alberta, Canada, 1959.
3. Hardy W.G. (Editor in Chief) The Alberta Golden Jubilee Anthology, Edmonton, Alberta,
Canada. McLelland & Stewart, 1955.
4. Ted Byfield (Editor) Alberta in the Twentieth Century
5. The Provincial Archives of Edmonton and The Glenbow Archives of Calgary for Pictu res
that appear in Volum es # 2, #3, and #5 of Alberta in the Twentieth Century and to the
Barford Family Fonds for the use of picture A-2017 as seen in Volum
e #3 (The train
pulling into Edmonton)
6. Credit is extended to Maria Johnson of Dray ton Valley, J. DeBlock Card Com pany, to the
publishers of The Hills of Hope, Carvel Unifarm, and to the publishers of Trails of the Bow
(Carseland and Cheedle Chronicles) for the use of pictures as they appear in the book.

About The Author
Lillian ( MacIntosh) Ro ss was th e f ourteenth ch ild of a f amily of f ifteen who were born to
Donald and Sarah (Sad ie) M acIntosh. The las t two children were born in M eadowview in
Northwestern Alberta. S he graduated from Sangudo High School and trained as a teacher at the
University of Alberta, Edm onton cam pus. Her university studies included courses in English
Literature that inspired her to become an author.
While teaching in W hitecourt she met her future husband, Reg. Most of her thirty-five years
teaching experience was in Drayton Valley where she and her husband raised two so ns, Lonnie
and Erin.
During the years that included teaching school, raising a f amily, play ing and singing in a
band, and involvem ent in comm unity service, ther e was little tim e for writing except for songs,
entertainment programs and letters.
After retiring from teaching, a collection of family letters, memoirs and historical documents
became the basis for th e three boo ks. Ar med with these letters and d ocuments and after two
years of research and a further six years of writing and typing the trilogy became a reality.
The Gentle Ga mblers Second Edition, and The Tender Years Seco
nd Edition are an
upgrading with changes in for mat and design, the addition of more pictures and suggeste d
changes from the first two volumes.
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Dona, plus new m embers born in S tanger - Gladys, Lawrence, Reta, Catherine (Katie ) and
Murdock (Murdy), Dick, Laura and Alex MacIntosh (Donald’s brother, his wife and son).

ON THE WAY

Ben Donaldson station master at Ardinode
Sam Richardson -brakeman at Calgary
John Dietz - section foreman at Sangudo
Sid Bamber - store owner at Wabamun
Robert Kirkpatrick - station master, Wabamun
Ole Larson - boat builder and fisherman
Ed Laight - mailman at Wabamun

IN STANGER

Mr. Butler - Post Office and Stopping House Operator
May Moore, May Walker, Miss Campbell - teachers
R.P. Rasmussen - ex-priest, neighbour
Lupke Stahl - Donald and Sadie’s closest neighbour
Tom and Jessie Bucham - Donald and Sadie’s friends
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Other Friends and Neighbours in Stanger

Helmick and Anna Johnson, The Clays, The Moores, The Semenicks, The Stirlers, The Hixsons,
The Wilkinsons, The Leskows, The McEacherns, Mr. Forsythe, Mr. Fillingsworth, The Barrs, T.
Reynders, Korbers, Pete Streznick, O’Blacks, Williamsons, Jacklishes and many more.

Introduction
This is an outline of Book One, “The Gentle Gamblers, for those of you who have not read the
first book of the trilogy.
*********
Donald and Sadie (Sarah) MacIntosh were
born, raised and m arried on Prince Edward
Island. After bringing five children into the world they decided that The Island held little future
for their growing fa mily. Donald wanted to follo w the example of his th ree brothers and m ove
west to Alberta where m iles of waving wheatland spread out across the flat open country as fa r
as the eye could see.
The fa mily packed up their few valuables a nd set out by train on the long journey west .
Gambling their lives, and the lives of their children, on a good new life on the prairies they
moved into Cheadle, east of Calgary, and then to Langdon.
Though the wheat grew prolifically during the year he came to visit his brothers, and the
west seemed to be booming, when Donald and his family arrived the weather patterns took a turn
for the worse. They were dried out four years in a row and all their money dwindled away as
Donald replanted each year hoping for a successful crop.
When his cousin, Sid, cam e west with his fam ily and moved into the farm beside Donald
and Sadie, Donald and Sid gam bled together by investing in two quarters of land to raise their
precious wheat crop. Between dust storm s, hailstorm s, prairie fires, inf luenza, black blizzards,
and the dreadful May, 1919 blizzard Donald and Sadie were beaten into subm ission and they
moved for the third time - this time to a little shack as sharecroppers. By this tim e Donald and
Sadie had seven children, one having died during the influenza epidemic. Sid’s family decided to
continue to tough it out.
North of Strathm ore, in the Nightingale district, or ‘The English C olony,’ as it was
commonly called, another child, Dona, was born to the MacIntosh family. During this period the
family was crowded into a two-roo med shack on the farm of a very difficult landlady, Mrs. Fox.
@There were m any times of hardship but there were also many tim es of fun and laughter. The
children didn’t realize that they were poor and they therefore m ade the best of every situation,
turning it into an adventure. Though they were e xpected to work hard they still had tim e to play
and m ix with m any neighbouring children. This situation was common throughout the entire
district.
In 1922, Donald heard about the availability of bushland further north. This inform ation
came from Mrs. Bucham, Sadie’s valued pen pal. Mrs. B ucham encouraged Sadie by assurin g
her that they had never lost a crop to drought
in her area. Donald was looking for som ething
positive to grab onto a nd decided to take anoth er gamble and m ove the f amily further north to
the Stanger area. Before his fa mily left, howev er, he would have to prepare the w ay by first
finding a suitable place for them to live.
As Book Two begins, Donald’s brother, Dick, has agreed to drive him up to the Stanger area
in his Model-T.
*******
“The Gentle Gamblers” - The Essence - Page 131
Donald thought, ‘W omen are poor gam blers. Y ou have to be a gambler to be a farm
er.
Farming is the biggest risk you can take but it can be the m ost profitable too. Sadie doesn’t

understand that when you’re out on a limb you have to m ake a move. You can’t ju st hang there.
Whether it’s the right move or not, you have to make it.’

Reviews and Readers Comments
“Lillian Ross has writte n another very human, very compassionate, and very engros sing episode
in the saga of a Canadian family in search for the fulfillment of their dreams. The story continues
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D.M. Mckay, Publisher, Black Hat Publishing, AB
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“Sometimes People
who came West
Looking to fulfill their dreams
Brought their pride and
Prejudices with them,
But instead of
“Changing the West”
the West changed them,
and the generations that
followed”
_________________
Lillian Ross

1
Trails North
“Pile in,” Dick called out. “Let’s head north.” Donald had ridden over on Dan
early that morning before the sun was up so they could get a good start. They were going
to drive straight up from Calgary to Edmonton, following the C.N.R. rail line, more or
less. They called it the old Calgary Trail. It had been there before the railway when the
Indians and the buffalo hunters, then the North West Mounted Police and the
missionaries, and then the settlers travelled it. The historic old trail would have new
travellers today.
When he arrived in Cheadle, Donald discovered that Laura planned to go with
them. That surprised him. “Are you feeling all right now?” he asked her. “Well enough
for travel?”
“Oh, yes,” Laura replied in high spirits. “It’s actually just what I need. I may even
be of help.” Knowing what an adventuresome person his sister-in-law was, he was not
surprised, when he really thought about it that she wanted to come along on the trip. She
had lost a baby – she had not been sick! Somehow these women resented being treated
like an invalid over something quite normal. And Laura was certainly used to riding and
driving the Model-T. Being adventuresome, she had been through a few scrapes, at times,
driving the vehicle as far away as Calgary.
Then nine-year-old Alex came out of the bedroom rubbing the sleep out of his
eyes. He had pleaded to go with them, and after a lot of discussion, his parents agreed to
let him go. “It’s only for a few days, and it’s over part of the Easter holidays,” Laura had
finally said, convincing Dick that it would not hurt for him to miss a little school. Now
there were going to be four travelling in the vehicle, instead of two as Donald had
thought. But, he shrugged; it was his brother’s automobile. It was his decision.
“What about Laurie and Hazel?” Donald asked.
“Oh, they’re staying with my mother and father,” Laura replied as she handed a
basket laden with food to Dick to load in the back. Then she went back for blankets, extra
coats and sweaters. After all, it was only spring and the nights might be cool, especially
in the North Country. She dragged out the big buffalo robe, too, and Dick nodded. That
would come in handy on this trip.
The early morning air was still cool as they drove up the road toward Calgary, so
they had the top up. They could have been more comfortable with windows but the sidecurtains could be put in if it got too cold. They were dressed warmly. Dick knew that the
newer Ford models had wind-up windows. Some day! he thought. Aside from the noise,
Donald agreed that it was certainly more comfortable riding in the automobile than in the
Democrat. Donald sat in the back seat with the blankets and lunch basket since Alex
wanted to sit up front with his parents. “As it warms up, you can put the top down,” Dick
told them.
The sun was at their backs as it rose lazily over the horizon, shining copper
through the haze. Snow still clung in patches across the prairie, in depressions and shaded
areas. The ditches were running with water again as the sun warmed the skiff of ice that
had formed overnight across the top.

At Calgary, they stopped at a filling station and pumped the tank full of gasoline,
filled the radiator with water, checked the oil and took an extra quart along. This, he
strapped on to the running board along with a couple of cans of gas that would tide them
over if it was far between filling stations. In the trunk was a box of tools that he might
need if repairs were to be made: a jack, a tire wrench and a spare tire and tube plus a
patching kit. The little trunk was crammed full. They would have to be ready for any
eventuality. It was going to be a long hard trip.
Alex’s eyes were round and his cheeks were flushed with excitement as they
headed north, winding down through the Bow River valley for a ways under the rolling
brown hills. Then the road headed up out of the valley on to the plateau, the prairie
above. The road was hard packed and fairly firm but the edges, when they met someone
and had to get over, were soft and pulled them about.
This had been traditionally cattle grazing country, open range with herds of cattle
roaming as far as the eye could see. But now, there were fences as farmers claimed and
fenced hundreds of acres and put them to the plow. The cattle had to share the land with
the grain and hay.
Looking to the west, Donald drank in the spectacular view: the misty blue
mountains, shrouded with clouds, sombre and stark, then bathed in an orange and pink
glow as the rising sun flooded them. The green foothills rolled up to the mountains,
beckoning the traveller to come and explore. But they were skirting them, and gradually
would be getting further away from them as the mountains angled to the northwest. The
cattle-grazing areas were now in those green foothills to the west, unfettered by fences
and farms.
Once in a while, soft spots in the road would pull them around, causing Dick to
wrestle with the steering wheel. Then he would shout to his passengers: “Hang on.
There’s a mud hole up ahead. I’m going to run it. If I go too slowly through it, I might get
stuck.” They were heading down a ravine where a stream was starting to flow across the
road, and Dick could see that other vehicles had been digging ruts. The water that sat in
the ruts made the firmly packed road quite soft.
All sucked in their breaths and held on to the seat. They bumped and splashed,
nearly bouncing out of their seats, but their speed gave them enough momentum to carry
them out of the hole. “If that stream floods any higher, people will have trouble getting
through,” Dick shouted above the motor, “but old Betsy won’t let me down.” He patted
his Model-T on the dash and sat back with a smile. Donald was thinking more highly of
Dick’s vehicle all the time. They would be up in Edmonton in no time.
The journey, however, was a lot longer than he realized. They drove for hours
across the rolling prairie land. Then they began to get into more parkland, with groves of
trees, streams in more abundance, deep ravines and higher hills. The Model-T chugged
up the muddy hills, getting slower and slower as they wound their way to the top while
the passengers leaned forward as though trying to help, just a little afraid that they
wouldn’t make it. When they reached the top, they would sigh and lean back with relief.
Actually, Dick assured them, he had power to spare.
The trees got denser in spots and the road more shaded so that it was softer and a
little muddier having had less opportunity to dry. But the trail was hard-packed
underneath, allowing them to whip along at twenty-five to thirty miles per hour at times.
If he tried to go any faster, the loose steering would have them swaying about and Dick

working the steering wheel wildly. Still the road stretched and wound interminably
ahead of them.
Finally, Dick pulled over at a dry resting-place. Down below was a stream where
Dick started for with a jug to fetch water. “The radiator is getting low on water, and the
engine’s getting hot, Donald,” he informed him. He took off his felt hat and wiped the
perspiration from his forehead. His hair was still dark, as was his thick black moustache,
but he was greying on the sides, and he had always been bigger around the middle than
his younger brother. Donald had always been taller, broader in the shoulders, harder and
leaner than Dick.
“Hul’ on there,” Donald halted him. “Let me go for that. You open the hood and
loosen the radiator cap.”
“When it cools a bit,” Dick answered. “I could get burned by the steam. I’ve seen
people get quite a burn with the steam from the radiator.” He watched his brother as he
slid and slipped down the bank until he reached the swollen stream and dipped in the jug.
Donald’s attention was caught by a shadow that flashed by him in the water.
There are fish in here, probably trout. He wished he had something to fish them out with
so they’d have fish for dinner. After standing for a while watching two, then two more flit
by, he finally turned and scrambled back up the bank. Grass was starting to green up
already in wet spots, and the trees were starting to come out into bud with their fuzzy
little pussy feet.
When he got back with the water and poured it into the cooling radiator, Laura
had a lunch laid out on a blanket spread on the trunk. Alex was pointing out a red-tailed
hawk and the quarrelsome crows that had returned. They sat in the trees across and down
the stream, caw-cawing in their gravelly voices.
After a lunch of bread and fried chicken, cookies and water to drink, they put
down the hood, gathered their belongings together and headed out again.
Mile after mile passed by without sign of a settlement. Sometimes in the distance
they would spot a cabin, and fences would indicate that there was someone living there.
Then a little trail would wind off from the main trail towards it. Little trails branched off
from the main road like little spider webs, reaching tentacles into the hills. Suddenly, they
were startled by a loud BANG!
“Well, there’s our first tire,” Dick said with a loud sigh. “We got quite a ways
without any tire trouble, over forty miles.” He pulled over to the side of the road and
everyone got out. “I wish I had those wire wheels they’ve got out now instead of these
wooden ones. They have less trouble with them. With these, the spokes work loose and
break, and there are more flats. But at least repairs are easier with these.”
He got out the jack from the trunk, and Donald started jacking up the frame while
Dick assembled the patching materials. Without having to pull off the wheel, he used the
tire iron and took out the tube. “This tube has been patched a couple of times before,” he
observed, “but the spokes seem to be good yet, staying in place.”
Donald was now becoming less sure of this travelling by automobile. First the
radiator, now the tire! He was beginning to wish they’d taken the horses and Democrat.
He looked at the position of the sun in the sky and wondered how far it was to the next
village. Dick had seemed so confident in the automobile getting them there in much less
time.
As Laura and Alex walked down the road, stretching their legs, and Donald did

what he could to help Dick patch the tire, another vehicle came by. It was a new-looking
Studebaker. The driver stopped beside them. “Can I help you?” the driver called out
above the roar of the motor.
“No, thank you just the same,” Dick replied, “I’m just about finished. Thanks for
stopping. What’re the roads like up the line?”
“Pretty fair,” the man called back, “a little soft but not bad. Where’re ya headin?”
“Edmonton,” Donald replied, “but I don’t think we’ll make it today.”
“No,” the man laughed. “I’m from Olds, myself, headin’ to Calgary.”
“Have y’got enough room to get by there?” Dick asked as he dragged his patching
material out of the way.
“Yep! I’ll be fine. Well, I’d better get going. Wastin’ gas here jawin’. Good luck
to yeh.” Skirting between the ditch and the Model-T, he slowly eased by and roared
away.
The patching didn’t take as long as Donald had thought, and it wasn’t long until
they had the vehicle off the jack, the patching kit put away and they were off again.
A few miles up the road, they came upon the small settlement called Olds. It had
no filling station and no hotel, but there was an Inn, a stopover house. It was too early for
them to stop for the night and Dick said they still had plenty of gas, so they decided to
continue without stopping. They drove through the muddy rutted street and started up the
trail again.
Dick said they would have enough gasoline to get to Red Deer and even
Wetaskawin. It just had an eight-gallon tank, but at twenty to twenty-five miles on a
gallon of gas and with good road conditions, the Model-T could go from one hundred and
fifty to two hundred miles on a tank of gas! And, of course, he had his emergency
gasoline in the cans strapped on the running board. The road was a bit heavier now, more
rutted, and a soil that was stickier. It slowed them more, but they still whipped through
with no trouble.
Innisfail was a lovely little pioneer village, bustling with activity as farmers came
into town to gossip and buy supplies. Several who had to calm frightened horses as they
drove by frowned on their vehicle, chugging and roaring. The villagers had come to terms
with the automobile and over the years had seen many go by, but many people still did
not like these noisy, smelly machines, quite inferior to the horse and buggy.
The train had just pulled into the station, however, and Dick could see that these
animals must have been exposed to the noise of engines a lot larger than his. The railroad
station had been there since 1904. They stopped at the blacksmith shop, and the smithy
out front said, “Yes, we have gasoline in town. The railroad brings it in by the barrel. I
usually have a barrel or two in but they’re empty. There hasn’t been a lot of vehicle
traffic up the Trail over the winter and so I had no need for it. No one in town owns one
of those contraptions. By summertime there will be more automobiles travelling
through.”
“I’ve been in business here,” he said, “since 1915, and people are now starting to
come through in the springtime, but the road conditions usually deter them. They would
rather travel to Edmonton by train or buggy. It’s safer, and they’re sure to get there.”
That bit of news was a bit disconcerting, but not enough to send them back. Right
along the Calgary Trail, they came upon a huge log house that had been an Inn, the
smithy had told them, since it was built in l886. Everyone stopped there to spend the

night from the early missionaries, to the buffalo hunters to homesteaders.
They were tempted to stop overnight, but they wanted to make more miles before
the day was out. It was still early. As it got later towards evening, the frost would stay in
the trail, and it would be easier to travel a bit faster. So they kept going.
To the east of them, it was more wide open with rolling hills, but to the west of
the trail, the trees were thicker, leaving less open area. They stopped at the top of a hill, a
bit of a climb for the vehicle. Dick said it was time to give old Betsy a rest and let her
cool off. Laura got out more food for them for supper. It would have been nice, she said,
to have a fire to boil the water for tea, but the water would have to be drunk cold this
time. They were anxious to get going.
As the sun was dipping low in the west, they came to the ridge overlooking the
valley of the Red Deer River. They could see the abandoned North West Mounted Police
fort that was Fort Normandeau. Just before the bank dropped off to the valley below, they
spotted a roadhouse. Its beckoning light in the gathering gloom was a welcome sight.
Since they feared the river flooding down in the valley, they had built on the ridge above.
The valley was lush and fertile, though, and farms in the valley each year grew the best
crops of grain and vegetables produced anywhere, they were told. The road wound down
through the valley to the Red Deer River where a bridge had been built. A flourishing
little village was building up along the river, the road-bridge and the railroad bridge.
They were relieved to find out that there was room for them at the Inn, and they
brought in their travelling satchels. The owner of the Inn was a man by the name of
Parker; his wife and daughters ran it themselves. Mrs. Parker was friendly and
accommodating. She gave them the rooms for twenty-five cents a night each, not
counting Alex, including breakfast in the morning. Alex was so tired and sleepy that
Laura took him right up to bed.
From the upstairs room window, Mrs. Parker pointed out the lights in the valley
below: “That’s the railroad station right by the bridge, and that’s the General Store. Over
there is the new hotel. And that light down there is the blacksmith. He lives right behind
the shop, right next to the barbershop, and that’s the Doc’s office...” Laura could tell that
Mrs. Parker was quite proud of their village. It was a wonderful view with the lights
twinkling in the valley below.
Downstairs, Donald and Dick sat around a crackling fireplace, smoking their
pipes with Mr. Parker. “You should stay around for a few days,” he spoke between puffs.
“This is the most spectacular, amazing river in all of Alberta. A lot of people come up
here to stay in the hotel and go exploring the river valley for miles up and down –
geologists, scientists, and people with cameras. Further down, the river digs itself
canyons a hundred feet deep or more. West of here, there’s a canyon two miles wide that
showed the river, once that wide, had carved it out. Every mile it makes east and south, it
carves deeper until you can see hundreds of years into the past. Piles of rock and weatherresistant clay they call ‘hoodoos’ are stacked up like a layer cake out in the middle of the
canyon. It looks ‘for all the world’ like the moon. Down there they say there’s fossils of
animal life thousands of years old. Then you climb up to the plateau and it’s flat
tableland.”
Dick and Donald were amazed. They would love to come and explore this
amazing river sometime. The Red Deer River Badlands, he called them.
“Then, not too far down the river from here,” the man went on as he leaned back

in his chair after stoking up the fire against the chill of the evening, sparks flying as the
flames licked into the dry wood, “is a place called Tail Creek. You won’t find the town
there now. She’s a ghost town. But back about 1875, it had nearly four hundred log
cabins, the largest settlement in the West. A thousand people lived there off and on. Why,
Winnipeg only had two hundred and fifty at that time!”
Seeing the rapt look of fascination on the faces of the men in front of him, Bill
Parker settled back to do what he did best – storytelling! “They were mostly Métis and
buffalo hunters, men who came from the buffalo-depleted plains of the Red River in
Manitoba, and from St. Albert and Lac Ste. Anne.
“The hunt was hard, fierce and dangerous. Pain-crazed buffalo were a dangerous
breed. And the plains were punctured with gopher holes. A horse and rider could be
crippled or killed. Wanton destruction of the animals was frowned on though. One Métis,
Louis Riel’s right hand man, it was told, Gabriel Dumont by name, was an unparalleled
horseman. He was reckless, a dyed-in-the-wool gambler, but the hero of Indian and
whites alike. He was reputed to have killed six hundred animals in one season – thirtyseven in one run.
“The women, entirely Indian, did the skinning and butchering, dried the meat to
make the pemmican and flayed and tanned the hides. At nights they would gather in the
cabin that served as a community centre and footed it to a reel on the fiddle, stomping
and swinging their partners so heartily that the building shook. Jigs and reels continued
throughout the night with competitions being held for the most endurance and agility.
Victoria Callihoo from up Gunn way, near where you folks are going, it was said, twice
won a fine buffalo robe for dancing the Red River Jig.”
“What happened to a town that size?” Dick asked, leaning forward. “Why would
it be nothing but a ghost town now?”
“They used to winter there, as many as two thousand Métis, before heading south
for the bison hunt. It was a major supply-post for bison hides and meat that went to the
fur-trading posts. A mounted police post was built there. But the buffalo and the fur trade
was all that kept it there. In ten year’s time the buffalo were all but extinct, and the
settlement was abandoned. It actually tapered off after a fire swept through the valley,
destroying all but one of the sturdy log cabins with the sod roofs, the tanned buffalo calfskins on the windows, the mud-brick fireplaces, and no furniture but a pile of buffalo
robes for a bed.”
“Is there nothing left there to show that, forty years ago or so, there was once the
largest populated town in the West?” Donald asked incredulously.
“Nothing but a few graves. Most people wouldn’t even know where to look for
them,” Bill ended with finality.
That seemed to be a good spot to end the evening as the log in the fireplace
sputtered down to coals and the lamp flickered when the coal oil neared bottom. The men
bade each other goodnight and went up the creaky wooden steps to bed.
The next morning, Dick filled the radiator with warm water. He had drained it the
night before. There had been a hard frost in the night, and the four shivered as they
stepped out at dawn. Mrs. Parker had fed them a good breakfast of home-cured bacon,
toast and jam with coffee, and they were fortified for the trail north.
They drove down the long winding hill towards the river bridge. So this was the
famous Red Deer River! This was the entrance to the Badlands of the South, seemingly

the last fertile spot in the canyon for the rest of the journey down river. They stopped
across from the railroad station at the blacksmith shop and were pleased to discover that
he had gas to fill their tank, even though they had enough to last until well up the line.
He had them back up to the side of the shop beside the barrel, and the man
pumped the gas into his tank. “So, you’re headin’ north to Edmonton, are ya?” the man
questioned as he pumped. “Are ya stoppin’ in at Lacombe? It’s the next settlement down
the line. If you feel inclined, you might stop in to the Hardwick’s. They have a
roadhouse. You might be ready for a stop right then. They can tell you all about the
missionary, Father Lacombe, that the village was named for. He stayed there when he
came down with the Métis buffalo hunters from Lac Ste. Anne.”
“Lac Ste. Anne,” Donald sat up to take notice, “that’s near where we’re headed.
Not too far on the other side of the lake from the mission on Lac Ste. Anne.”
“Well,” the man said as Dick paid him for the gasoline, “You might want to stop
in for a bite to eat and a talk. He’s full of stories, that Harold Hardwick. He’d love to chat
with you awhile, and he could likely tell you a lot about the North Country.”
The long climb out of the valley, winding up the steep bank on the other side of
the river was muddy and slippery. Donald was afraid they would have to jump out and
push but the Model-T took it in stride with power to spare. He began to be more
impressed with the Model-T as they went along.
From here on, the plateau above it was clear sailing. The road was hard packed
and held a lot of frost under the surface. A lot more snow lay in the ditches, roadside, and
meadows up here. But a lot of snow had also melted, and as the day progressed, the ice
on the surface melted, the streams ran into the ditches and the ditches ran to the creeks,
making their way to the rivers.
After a lengthy discussion, they decided not to stop in at Lacombe. A lot of time
could be wasted sitting around talking while the daylight flitted away. They hoped to
make it to Edmonton today.
Leaning out the window, Alex would call out when he saw a rabbit, white on his
tummy and tail but turning brown on his back. Then he would shout out, “There goes a
deer!” as the white tail flashed and it disappeared through the bushes. Alex’s small babyface glowed pink with excitement. Though usually shy and quiet, animal life brought him
out of himself.
There were many fences along the roadside, indicating property that was owned
and farmed. Sometimes there was no fencing and no clearing of bushes, making Donald
wonder if there was still some land available around here. Dick doubted it.
“People have been farming and ranching up this way,” he said, “since 1900 at
least. Any land that has not been developed has likely been spoken-for. You would likely
have to pay a lot of money for land around here, too, right near the railroad.” They looked
over to their right and saw the smoke from a train that was but a quarter of a mile away. It
puffed black clouds into the blue sky, as it made its way north, paralleling their journey.
“Many people have been this way before us, and most of the good land has
already been taken,” Dick burst Donald’s bubble.
Nothing was said for many miles down the road, and Donald watched as roads
spider-webbed from their trail, disappearing into the hills and woods. This would have
been good land to farm, he thought. The bush was not thick, with many open areas and
meadows stretching lazily across the landscape and down the slopes. When they came to

land that had been plowed, it was black and rich looking as it rose from out of the snow.
“I had always heard that there was a lot of danger with the Indians up this way,”
Donald voiced his thoughts. “The Blackfoot, I heard, were particularly dangerous and
warlike. I felt safer on the more settled prairies and not up in the middle of a Cree and
Blackfoot uprising”
“Oh, that was in the past. In the past twenty years or so, there has been no trouble
that I know of. They have come to terms with civilization.” Dick slewed around a little in
a slippery, soft, low place in the road and put all his attention to his driving. Donald went
back to his reverie. He had a feeling that he was about twenty years too late doing this
trek.
“Now, this is Ponoka,” Dick announced, jolting Donald out of his reverie. “The
sign says it’s a Blackfoot name for Elk. Up there on that rise is the old fort, Fort Ostell. It
was built to protect the settlers during the Riel Rebellion. One of the big heroes of that
rebellion was from around here, Gabriel Dumont. He was Riel’s right-hand man. Well,
they say he was from around here. That covers a big territory. The Indians never really
stayed in one place too long. They followed the buffalo and ranged all the way from Lac
Ste. Anne, St. Albert and north of that when they were trapping in the winter or guiding
people to the Klondike. Then they ranged south to the prairies and as far as the border.
But they had to observe each tribe’s territory too. So the Blackfoot and Cree stayed more
up this way.”
“Let’s stop here by the creek and have lunch,” said Laura, and Dick pulled over.
He needed to give the vehicle a break, anyway, and check the water and oil. On a stump
by the creek she laid out the bread, cheese and sausage. The creek was getting quite high
and the water running quite strong, so Laura called Alex back from it when he ventured
close. Laura was slight of build with dark hair and slightly protruding front teeth like her
little daughter and namesake, Laurie. Ready to tackle any new challenge, she had always
been adventuresome.
There was a cold wind, though it was sunny, so they didn’t spend long at lunch
before they were on their way again. At Wetaskawin, Dick pulled in for a break. They
stopped in at a little combination grocery, dry goods and post office that also had gas
barrels out front for fill-ups. The man at the counter where Donald paid for a loaf of
bread and some sausage asked them all about where they were from and where they were
going. He also told them about the little village they were in. ‘Wetaskawin’ meant ‘Hills
of Peace’ and that plaque on the hill up there commemorated the peace treaty that was
signed between the whites, the Cree and the Blackfoot fifty-five years ago.
Donald was surprised to hear that it was that long ago. Settlers have probably
been in this area for at least forty of those years. There would not be any available land
around here now. You could be sure of that! He looked out across the cleared hills and
saw the stubble of crops, fences, and good black soil. The land was likely too rich for his
blood.
They pushed on. The road seemed to be less soft. There was more frost in the
ground, making it easier to get more speed from the Model-T. On some of the downhill
stretches, he was able to get up to twenty-five miles per hour. He felt that he could get up
to its maximum thirty miles per hour but he was afraid of losing control of the steering. It
was cool enough so that the motor was running cool and the radiator, too. Just then, Dick
nearly lost control of the vehicle, and he fought the wheel, nearly going into the ditch

before he brought the Model-T to a stop.
After he got out and walked around the vehicle, he swore: “Damn it! It’s another
flat tire! I was afraid of that.”
“Dick,” Laura chided him, “Alex is here!”
The trunk was opened and out came the jack and the repair kit again. Donald was
starting to wonder if they would ever get to Edmonton − let alone Stanger. But a half an
hour later, they were on the road again.
The hills were a little steeper up here, and their speed had to come right down.
Donald was getting impatient to get there. It had been a long drive so far, and the road
still stretched and wound ahead, mile after interminable mile.
The next road sign heralded Leduc, and Donald was impressed at the
surroundings. This reminded him more of the prairie. It was flat and more open. The bush
had been pushed back, opening up fields of black furrowed soil peeking out of the snow.
This land was close to Edmonton and had been cleared years ago. It was well fenced, and
there was no sign of drifting soil across the open fields.
As they drove on towards Edmonton, he was even more impressed with this North
Country. Wouldn’t he just love to have land around here! Over there was a nice little
two-storey farmhouse, painted white, with a big wide verandah out front and a big red
barn with well-cared-for buildings. Then across the road and nearly hidden in a clump of
trees for shelter was another well-built farmhouse and well-cared-for yards and fields.
“Would you like a farm like that one?” Dick asked him when he saw Donald’s
close attention to the view.
“I’d give my eye teeth to have a place like that one,” Donald replied. “But I know
they will want more money than I could make in the next ten years. This is just the place
I would like to have. But who knows? Maybe after twenty years in Stanger, my
homestead could look like this. Just a little hard work… And who knows what Stanger
looks like?”
Both men were silent as they drove along, and Alex and Laura set up a chatter
about the open country and how far you could see. “It reminds me of Cheadle here,” Alex
said with enthusiasm.
The road was wider and quite firm the rest of the way into Edmonton, and they
even met a couple more vehicles. “Hey, there’s another Model-T like this one!” Dick
shouted out. And later he observed: “That’s a 1918 Studebaker, isn’t it? And wouldn’t
that be a Greydort, Donald?”
Alex noticed the horse and buggies and commented on those. As they neared the
city, they saw more of them. Because there was more to see and comment on, the last
miles seemed to fly by. Before long, the city buildings could be seen. The lights were
beginning to come on in the windows as it began to get dark, and the four of them
realized how hungry they were. At last, here was Edmonton!
They stopped at the first filling station they came to and asked about a place to
spend the night. The smells of a bakery caught their attention down the street, and Dick
had Laura bring them each a doughnut advertised for two cents each.
Impressive paved streets and sidewalks greeted them. Looking down the street,
they saw a train pulling into the station, and another was pulling out to the south. While
they stood there admiring the buildings up what was called Whyte Avenue, the doors
opened on the fire hall not too far down the street and two big red fire trucks roared out

with bells clanging and whistles blowing. Vehicles coming down the street slammed on
their brakes and pulled over to let them speed off to the fire.
“Edmonton is a busy place,” Dick had commented to the filling-station attendant,
who pulled the handle back and forth on the pump while the gas filled the tall cylinder,
then poured down the hose and into his tank.
“Oh, this isn’t Edmonton,” the man said, replacing the hose on the side of the
large filling cylinder. “This is Strathcona. Edmonton is across the river over there.”
Donald and Dick looked beyond the trees and the houses north of Whyte Avenue
and saw the tall buildings of Edmonton on the high banks the man had indicated.
“There’s great things going on in Edmonton right now,” the man went on as they
followed him into the building to pay him for the gas. “Wop May is back in the city after
a successful flight in his plane to the North Country. It’s too bad about Jock Palmer. Did
you hear about him? His plane crashed down in North Dakota just a couple of weeks ago.
He was supposed to pioneer an international mail route between the U.S. and here. Wop
May might follow in his footsteps – on the mail route I mean. Everyone says that he’s
more interested in the North Country, though. He says the airplane will make Edmonton
the ‘Gateway to the North.’ Where are you folks from?”
“Strathmore, near Calgary,” Donald answered him. “Well, from a farm out of
Strathmore, in the Nightingale area.”
“Oh, a prairie farmer,” the man nodded. “I hear the crops were not that good
down there with the drought.”
“They haven’t been good for the past few years,” Donald told him. “That’s why
I’m looking for land up this way.”
“Well, if you go over to Edmonton, check out the Land Office. There might be
some good property coming up. There may even be some homesteads left that came up a
few years back. This new government should be good for you fellas since last year when
the U.F.A., the United Farmers of Alberta, swept into power and ended the Liberals hold
on us. We’ve had them since Alberta was first formed in 1905. With seventy percent of
Alberta being rural, they should cater to you fellas pretty good. You should’ve seen the
parade down Jasper Avenue when they obliterated the opposition!”
They thanked the man and crawled back into the automobile. “There’s the
Princess Cinema,” Laura sang out. “We should go to see a movie.”
“I think we had better find a room for the night. That’s the most important thing
right now,” Dick replied as he turned at the theatre and headed north.
“Oh, look it’s Mary Pickford playing, and Douglas Fairbanks,” Laura turned her
head around, looking back at the marquee.
“Momma, look ahead,” Alex shouted out. “We’re going to cross over the High
Level Bridge!” He bounced with excitement.
“I don’t know about this,” Dick’s hands tensed on the steering wheel as the traffic
poured by him. “I should have gone by the Low Level Bridge.” But as they neared the
bridge, the traffic headed into the tunnel-like entrance, and he followed right along. “It’s
so narrow. I don’t want to scrape the railing or another vehicle.” Dick was sweating.
“Look away down there,” Alex said in a voice filled with awe as he hung onto his
mother.
“I can’t look,” Laura told him as she squeezed her eyes shut.
Donald looked out over the edge, one hundred and fifty-seven feet down to the

North Saskatchewan River below. The bridge was nine years old now and extended from
the top of the south-side bank to the north-side bank. Smoke from the industrial area
below drifted up to them and across the river. This was the city that coal built, and it
looked as though it was powering a lot of machinery and fires below them.
Further up the river and climbing the banks to their left was a forest of trees.
Down to the right along the Donald Ross Flats, below McDougall Hill, were the market
gardens, lumber mills and the Edmonton Hotel. Coal mining had been stopped in the
hillsides because of the fear of undermining the city, but coal was still sold down in the
Flats. Horse and wagon details still hauled from there. Wagons were parked by the river,
and some tents were set up.
Suddenly, such a roar happened over their heads that Alex and Laura clung
together with a squeal. Dick nearly hit the side railing with the shock before they realized
that a train was crossing on the level above them. It seemed to shake the whole bridge.
After Dick reached the other side, they breathed a sigh of relief and relaxed. “That
must be the highest bridge in the world!” Alex said in awe.
“No,” his father disputed, having regained his composure, “actually it isn’t. The
bridge in Lethbridge is twice as high as this. But it only has a train going over it. It
doesn’t have any vehicle traffic. This High Level Bridge seems to have lasted these nine
years, though, without collapsing under the strain of train and automobile traffic. It has to
be mighty strong!”
Dick pointed out the huge dome of the Legislative Building and all the thousands
of houses that had built up over the past twenty to thirty years. “How would you like to
buy a house over here, Donald?” he asked. “It would cost you only $3,500.”
“Whew!” Donald whistled. “And then you only get a penny-sized patch of land
with that. You couldn’t grow enough on it to eat on for a week. No, I’m no city man. I
need the farm. That’s where I belong!”
“I think I could very easily become a city girl,” Laura spoke up. “I like this!” She
looked out at the neatly fenced yards with the smooth wooden sidewalks and the paved
streets. It was becoming dark by now. The sun had set behind the low-roofed houses
leaving a twilight glow on the sky in the west. Lights were glowing in the windows of the
many houses they passed. “There’s something so safe and secure about the city. There’s
always a neighbour close by, and everything is so neat and tidy. All the lights make you
feel so warm and welcome and full of excitement.” Dick looked sideways at his wife but
said nothing as he turned and headed up Jasper Avenue.
First, they stopped at the King Edward Hotel to ask for a room but decided they
were too expensive. “Over a dollar for one little room for the night?” Donald was
indignant. “I don’t want to buy it. I just want to use the bed for a little while.”
It was dark by the time they found a more inexpensive rooming house, glad to
finally fall into bed after visiting the bathroom down the hall.
** *
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