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Introduction
Book One of the Trilogy, The Gentle Gamblers, tells the
story of PEI born Donald and Sadie Macintosh and their family
of five who move west to Alberta and gamble their futures on
the land. After four years of rented farms, snowstorms,
hailstorms, prairie fires, drought, ruined crops, black blizzards,
difficult landladies and landlords the family was beaten into
submission.
A quote from Donald (the essence of the book):
“Women are poor gamblers. You have to be a gambler to
be a farmer. Farming is the biggest risk you can take but it can
be the most profitable too. Sadie doesn’t understand that when
you’re out on a limb you have to make a move. You can’t just
hang there. Whether it’s the right move or not, you have to
make it!”
In Book Two of the Trilogy: The Tender Years, the
MacIntosh family, that keeps increasing in number, loads
everything they own on a railroad boxcar and head north into
the bushland. The children don’t realize that they are poor and
turn adversities into adventures.
Quote from The Tender Years: “Heart pounding and
trembling he hauled himself to the edge of the mattress and
peered through a crack in the floor to his parents room
below. In the dim glow of the lamp that stood on the dresser
beside the bed he could see his mumma lying in the middle of
the tousled bed, clinging to the bedstead, her face red and wet
with sweat. Something terrible was happening to her.”

Quote from a Poem:
For An Old Man
Written by: Floris Clark McLaren

I wish I had listened then
When you began those
long old stories . . . .
I was bored and ran outdoors to
play
Or older, tactfully drew the talk
away
to light immediate things...
And all the while your generation
lay behind your baffled eyes
And wistful speech
groping towards mine
And I can never reach it now
The things you did not say
are buried with you . . .
And the bright thin line of contact
broken
For I closed the door.
I wish I had listened more.

A Full House
CHAPTER ONE: MEADOWVIEW

“Looks like we’ve got ourselves some more homesteaders on the move,” Black Jack McKibbon called out from the
hotel lobby window. He was the owner and operator of the
Cherhill General Store next to the hotel and took a marked
interest in everyone new who entered the little village.
Ted Goodall, owner of the hotel which was still quite new,
just eight years old - a new venture for this enterprising gentleman, moved up beside Black Jack at the window. “Black Jack,
git that cigar outa here! If they’re gonna register here, they
don’t want cigar smoke stinkin’ up the establishment. Go smoke
it in your store. See if they like cigar-smellin’ flour and sugar.”
Deliberately blowing clouds of smoke through his black,
bushy beard, the big Irishman drawled, “Whadiya mean? Ladies like the smell of a ‘guid’ ceegar. It’s the smell of a ‘rail’
man!” He was as big as they come with a voice to match, and
prided himself in the fact that he never shaved and never got a
haircut. With that big head of wild, black, curly hair, full heavy
beard and booming voice, he was enough to frighten away any
customer who wasn’t determined to buy something at his grocery store. And Ted Goodall got few-enough paying customers
bedding down in his hotel rooms at night to risk scaring off
what few dribbled into town.
“You mean that hayrack loaded down with furniture and
straw and sacks and kids coming across the railway tracks from
the south, Ted?” Jack McKibbon observed, watching the rackload approach from The Stanger Trail, pass the Railway Station and hitch up to the rail outside his store. “I’d be havin’ me
1
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doubts about those customers. It looks t’me like they’re in no
financial position t’pay for a hotel room. I don’t think you need
that sarta clientelle, Ted. Would y’look at the size of that family!” Irish Jack puffed on his cigar as he watched the heads pop
up out of the straw. “There’s the missus and the baby, and there’s
one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight kids buried in that
straw with all of that furniture, sacks and tubs and buckets.
And here comes another wagonload behind with crates of animals and another youngster behind on horseback herdin’ a
coupla’ cows tied to the back of the wagon. I’d better git over
t’the store before they all come in. I’ll be havin’ t’help Maggie
before they come and raid the candy jar. It don’t look as though
that farmer can afford the candy they’ll be a-wantin’.”
Black Jack moved as fast as most people had ever seen
him move, next door to his General Store with McKibbon and
McBride, Proprietors emblazoned on the front. When Jack
McKibbon arrived in town, his brother, Hugh, was already well
established in business, having married Tom McBride’s sister,
Aggie. Jack had made the shrewd decision to marry Aggie’s
sister, Maggie. Since his brother, Hugh, also had a homestead
to look after, not far from town, it was the brotherly thing to do
- to move right in and help him with both places. Between the
two sisters and the two brothers they’d have this operation running like a well-oiled machine, he’d congratulated himself. Tom
McBride, his brother-in-law, would have time to spend on his
own homestead, Black Jack reasoned.
From behind the long counter laden with bolts of cloth,
rolls of brown paper and string, display jars of cookies and
candies, as well as other sundry items, Blackjack crossed his
arms over his barrel-chest and watched with interest as the
stranger walked into the store. Behind him followed the man
who had driven the wagonload of crates and tools, boxes and
buckets. He wore a battered old felt hat above greying sideburns
and a wide greying moustache that was stained with tobacco
juice.
The first man approached Black Jack with outstretched hand
and a smile as he removed his old felt hat from a head of star2

A Full House
tling white hair. “I’m Donald MacIntosh. My family and I are
headin’ narth t’Meadowview and I’d like t’buy a few things
I’ll be naidin’. This bein’ the closest store to us I’d better buy
them now - no tillin’ when we’ll git back.”
“How far north of here is your homestead?” Irish Jack asked
as he took Donald’s list and started setting the items onto the
counter.
“Nine miles - just narth of the Pembina River,” Donald
answered as he nosed about the store looking for other things
that did not happen to be on Sadie’s list. “By the way, this is
George Clay from Stanger. He’s helping me transport my stuff
to the homestead.”
Both men nodded in greeting. “I see you’ve got guns, hardware, harness, and clothing here. You sell just about everything!” George commented while gazing around.
“Yep,” Black Jack threw out his chest proudly. “You name it
- we got it!” Then something occurred to him and he hesitated as
he set the coal-oil jug on the floor beside the counter. “You don’t
have an account here with us and as far as I’m concerned, you’re
just a stranger passing through. I hope you weren’t counting on
credit because—.”
“Oh, I’m paying cash,” Donald assured him, “but I’ll be
wantin’ t’set up a bill with ye later.”
Black Jack relaxed. It was a legitimate question; a man
moving for whatever reason could be down on his luck and
with that size of family - - well, it was a good bet - -.”
“A man with cash in my store is always welcome!” Jack
boomed heartily. He was just thankful that this farmer hadn’t
brought all the family in with him. “Maggie, have we got another box to put this stuff in?” His wife scurried forward and
packed the items in the boxes without a word. Black Jack was
younger by several years than his wife. In spite of his size, he
was only in his twenties. His wife, on the other hand, was half
his size but threw the sacks of flour and sugar onto the counter
and then handed them to Donald with great ease.
“While you’re at it,” George interrupted, “I see you have
some snuff, there. Could you pass me a tin/ how much is it?”
3
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Then, after checking the change in his hand and glancing at the
candy jars he looked out of the window at the children on the
rack and spoke in afterthought as Maggie set the small tin of
Copenhagen down in front of him. “Oh, and I believe I’ll have
a sack of those gumdrops and a few licorice sticks.” At that he
smiled, remembering when little Lawrence had coveted his
snuff. The poor little four-year-old had been so disappointed
that the snuff was not as good as it looked when he’d seen
George chewing it. On the spur of the moment, George decided to make up for the dirty trick he’d played on the little
tyke.
“It should be a nice trip up to Meadowview,” Jack called
out as the pair left his store. “The roads are dry and hard-packed
- good for this early in April,” and he rubbed his hands together after depositing the cash into the till. ‘There’s more cash
around these days,’ Black Jack observed. ‘Well, after all,’ he
thought, ‘it’s 1928; the economy is looking up! The newspaper
says that construction is booming in the city. There’re more
telephones around - more than just one in a town. Maybe, before long we’ll get ‘Talkies’ out in Cherhill. I might be just the
man to make that happen. And,’ he remembered, ‘there’ve been
record sales for homesteads all over northern Alberta. So, it’s
really not so surprising to see a farmer with cash. The Twenties
are still Roaring!’
Black Jack didn’t know that Donald’s cash came from the
last of his small inheritance after his brother died in Southern
Alberta. This small sum, after having paid for the quarter-section that he had purchased in Meadowview, also paid for a
homestead quarter right beside it. He would have to manage
his money carefully before the farm was up, running and supporting them. But the land was paid for; it was his, which was
something he couldn’t say for any of the four places he and his
family had lived in, in the six years they had lived in Stanger.
Things were looking up all over the country and they were
finally looking up for him!
Bursting with self-satisfaction, George Clay couldn’t wait
to hand out a candy to each out-stretched little hand on the
4
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rack and see the wide grins of delight. As each popped the
gumdrop into their mouths, they saved the piece of licorice in
the other hand to savour further down the road. Saving Lawrence ’til the last, George saw the boy’s hand close over the
little black lump of licorice and then look up suspiciously into
George’s face. George winked at the little boy, took out the
little round tin of Copenhagen snuff, pinched off a piece and
stowed it in his own mouth. “I have my own kind of licorice
and you have yours. Try it!” he urged.
Cautiously, the four-year-old put the little lump into his
mouth and a grin stole over his face as the black juice leaked
out of the side of his mouth, just like George’s, and he smiled
his forgiveness at George. “Would you like this old tin?” George
asked, handing the old empty tin to the little boy.
“Sure!” Lawrence’s eyes brightened as he reached out to
accept it. It would be one of the little treasures that he would
stow away in his corner of the new house when they got there.
No telling what he could save away in this tin! And George
had given the tin just to him. That made it special!
“Let’s go!” his puppa shouted to the team and everybody
hurried to find his or her nook on the rack as they jounced
along the road on the next leg of their journey. “Nine miles
until home,” Donald called out as he whistled to his team.
George leaped up onto the wagon, and Richard climbed
onto Old Nell as he herded along the two cows that were tied
to George’s wagon. The old sow squealed from her crate, and
the chickens squawked in complaint as the wagon jerked into
motion again, forming up the cavalcade north through the bush.
Up hills, down hills, skirting muskegs and swamps, they
plodded. Often, they noticed fences and homes, small clearings and the odd meadow, but most of their journey was through
bush on this long ribbon of dirt road that wound unendingly
north.
The sun was hanging low in the sky, skirting the tops of
the trees in the west when they saw another wagon coming
towards them on the road. They had just passed the North
Cherhill School and Mary, as she sat between her two young5
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est sisters, Reta and Katie, looked up with interest, hoping to
see children. But it was too late; the children had gone home
for the day. “There’s no one in school by now, Katie,” she told
her two-year-old sister as she pulled her back down into the
hay beside her in the little nest they’d made beside the organ
and under the table. “Besides, that’s not our school; that’s a
different school. Ours is still a long ways from here.”
Three-year-old Reta stirred. It was warm and cozy wrapped
in a blanket deep in the hay beside her warm sister and she had
dozed off as the wagon jiggled and bumped along the road.
“Ith it time? Ith thith our new home, Mary?” she lisped. Reta’s
front teeth protruded a little and she had a tendency to lisp. The
boys had started to call her ‘Buck-Tooth-Reta.’ Both she and
Katie were only a year apart and nearly the same size. They
were becoming as inseparable as twins.
“No, Reta! Go back to sleep. See! We’re going by. Sit down
or you’ll topple off the rack!” Mary was the eldest girl and the
responsibility fell to her to look after her two little sisters since
her mumma had the baby, Murdy, to look after. He was enough
of a handful on the journey. As his mumma and he sat up on
the Winnipeg cot that perched up on top of buckets and tubs
piled on top of the hay, he kept trying to wriggle away and join
his sisters in the middle of the hayrack. Since he’d been weaned
at eleven months in January, he was learning to walk, but was
seldom given the opportunity lately. So he climbed and crawled
and scrambled while his mumma hauled him back from the
edge of the cot, and he struggled to see around his puppa who
stood at the high rack-front with the reins in his hands.
“Hoh!” their puppa shouted out suddenly and all the curious heads popped up. A strange wagon pulled up beside them
with a man and woman on the spring seat. “Hello there!” Donald
called out. “Could you tell me how far we are from the Pembina
River? Are you from around here?”
“Yes,” the man answered, “My name is Charles Dapping
and this is my wife, Ruth. We live in that house over there in
that grove of trees. We’re just on our way home from the district of Coyote. I’m building a school there. Where are you
6
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from?”
Donald’s ears perked up when he heard this man was a
carpenter. “I’m moving up to my homestead in Meadowview
from Stanger, south and west of Cherhill. I’ve been up this
road a couple of times, bringing stock and machinery but the
road isn’t that familiar yet. I know the homestead is nine miles
from Cherhill, but I have no idea how far we’ve come and if
we’ll get there before dark.”
“Oh, you still have five miles to go before you get to the
Pembina River. It may be getting dark by the time you get
there. It’s about —,” he took out a gold watch on a long chain
from his breast pocket, “four o’clock.”
Sadie stood up, holding Murdy, much to the little one’s
delight as he caught on with chubby little fingers to one of the
boards of the rack-front and tried to climb up. She smiled and
waved at the woman in the next wagon and the smile was returned. ‘What a handsome couple they are!’ she thought. ‘They
look like city-folk.’ The lady did indeed look impressive in a
high-collared shirtwaist and skirt. She had such a pretty smile
and beautiful eyes. Her husband, even though dressed in overalls, was straight and handsome, though his hair was greying
slightly as it showed beneath his dark grey felt hat. Sadie would
not have been surprised to hear that this was the local schoolteacher and her husband, the county inspector.
“How do y’happen t’be carpentering a way up in this neck
of the woods?” Donald asked and Sadie realized that Donald
was thinking the same way.
The man laughed. He knew that Donald was reacting to
the cultured way that he spoke and their appearance. “Actually, I learned how to be a carpenter since we moved up north
here from New York.”
“New York!” Donald tried not to sound incredulous. “Why
would a man come all the way up here from New York City?”
“We love the peace and quiet of country life,” Charles said
simply.
“You have no idea what a joy it is to live the quiet life in
the country, learning to do all the simple things that a country
7
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life offers. After escaping from the crime and wickedness of a
city like New York,” Ruth Dapping added quietly with her distinctive Pennsylvania-Dutch accent, “this is where we want to
be.” Then when her husband lowered his eyes and a pained
expression crossed his face, she went on to say, “Charles’ brother
was gunned down in a brutal murder by a gangster in the streets
of New York. Charles and his family lived on Wall Street where
his father was a policeman. It was a dangerous life - not just for
their father but for the whole family.”
“Everything we have, we have built for ourselves from the
ground up. It’s a very satisfying life and we would never go
back,” Charles spoke out vehemently. Then, as though to change
the subject, Charles asked curiously; “And what would you be
doing moving a family the size of yours such a distance?” As
he spoke, his eyes scanned the rack and mentally counted the
heads. Two boys sat on top of furniture at the back of the rack,
two girls peered out of the middle over the chairs that they had
wriggled out from under, and three more girls, one older and
two little, stared at him from under the table. Behind the rack
where a cow was tied, rode an older boy on horseback. Charles
would have been further startled to hear that there were two
more boys already in Meadowview looking after the stock that
had been moved up previously. Walking towards them from
the wagon that followed behind was another man with a bulge
of chewing-tobacco in his cheek that stained the corner of his
mouth and dribbled into his large grey moustache.
“This,” said Donald, by way of introduction, “is George
Clay who lives in Stanger. He’s helpin’ us move. George, this
is Charles Dapping. He lives over yonder in that grove of trees
- up here all the way from New Yark City. He chose the narthcountry bush out of all of the places from here t’the U.S. East
Coast so it must be good country. It appears that he’s a carpenter - a man of many talents, I’ll bet.” As the two men shook
hands heartily, Charles, leaning down from his seat on the
wagon, Donald thought about customs up here in the Northwest like he never really thought about them before. You
stopped to talk to a man for five minutes and already you knew
8
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all about the man and he knew all about you.
“Glad to know yuh, Charlie,” George pumped his hand.
“Bein’ a carpenter in this country is a bonus. I’ll bet yer neighbours keep yuh busy.”
“I learned how to be a carpenter since I got here - built all
the buildings on my farm and by then I guess I was a carpenter,
so I started on my neighbours’ buildings and graduated to school
buildings.” Charles chuckled. “I learned as I went along.”
“I think I would waste a lot of lumber before I learned how
to do it right,” Donald moaned. “Well, if we’re gonna make it
to Meadaview tonight we’d better be on our way.”
“I hope we meet again sometime,” Sadie called out and
waved to Ruth as the wagons moved away from each other.
Then she peeled Murdy’s hands off the board on the front of
the rack and sat back down on the cot behind her. Mary and the
two littlest girls, Reta and Katie, had scrambled over the hay
and grain sacks to sit on the cot beside her. They had moved up
while the conversation was going on with the strangers. However, as the cool wind came up and the sun dipped lower in the
sky behind them they soon scrambled back over the cot to the
shelter of the sacks and hay.
Dona and Gladys on the other side of the rack curled up
together in their blanket and jammed themselves down between
the sacks into their nest again. The April evenings were cool as
soon as the sun no longer was shining in on them. Though
Dona was only a year older than Gladys she took it upon herself to be her sister’s protector. Gladys was smaller, softer, quieter and always seemed more vulnerable to her so she had
stepped into the role of the Big Sister. She was always the brave
one, the strong one, the tough one - often the precocious one.
Next month Dona would be seven years old and Gladys
would be six in June. She would be starting school in
Meadowview. Dona would have to show her sister the ropes what school was all about. She was a big girl now, taller, leaner,
and stronger than her sister was. She was the second oldest girl
in the family and would have to fight for a place for both of
them amongst all those boys: Johnny, Richard, Willie, and
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Ewen. Lawrence was younger than she was. She could outrun, out-climb, out-swim both Ewen and him. Her three older
brothers, though, were another story.
As the sun sank behind the clouds on the horizon, it soon
got so chilly that it drove the two boys, Ewen and Lawrence,
down from their perches on top of the furniture to hang onto
the back of the rack. They buried into the hay with blankets
wrapped around their bodies. Shadows of evening stole across
the road behind them and the evening breeze set the tall trees
on either side swaying and rustling.
As Murdy started fussing and squirming, Sadie called up
to her husband. “Puppa, the children are getting hungry and
have to go to the toilet. Murdy needs changing and I don’t
want to expose him to the night air as I do it.”
“It won’t be long now ’til we git to the river. Barnhouses
live just across the bridge. We c’n stop there. The kids can git
off and go to the t’ilet in the bush ’til then. If we stop t’get
somethin’ t’eat it’ll git too dark. Have y’got some bread or
somethin’ that they c’n chew on?”
And so the stop was made while all scurried into the bush.
Most approached the bush warily and just a bit fearfully. The
girls finally decided that they didn’t care if anyone saw them
squatting down in the grass at the side of the road; they were
not going to go any deeper into the dark bush. Besides that,
there was water in the shallow ditch and it was cold. It was all
right to wash hands in, though, and scamper back onto the rack
into the warm nests again.
Buy the B&N e-Pub version at:http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/a-full-house-lillian-ross/1
120112192
Buy the Kindle version at:http://www.amazon.com/Full-House-Canadian-Historical-A
dventure-ebook/dp/B00MMMPLQW/

