





PREFACE











I have written this book so that my children and grandchildren could have a record of their heritage.



The first part is about my Grandfather Franz Peter Toews.  He had written this in German before his death, February 5, 1978.  It was translated by a Ted Regehr from Saskatoon, Saskatchewan.  I have copied it as I received it from my Dad.  Janet Lougheed has helped me with the pictures as my parents lost theirs in the house fire in 1964.  Grandmother Gertrude Toews passed away July 24, 1980.



The second part is written about my father, Cornelius Frank Toews, who had taped the story.  The most was done while he was sailing with Peter, Trudi and the boys in 1979 and the rest later on.  I have written the story as he spoke on the tapes.



I trust you will enjoy reading this book as much as I have enjoyed putting it together.



	Laura Hagen

	Eldest daughter of

	Cornelius & Anne Toews

	June 1996

�Notes for my family, begun 30 April 1969







	Your father, FRANK PETER TOEWS, was born on 21 September 1879 in the village of Alexandrowka, District of Halbstadt, Berdjansk Region, Taurien Province  in southern Russia.  We were six brothers and one sister.  Two died in childhood before they were one year old.  When I was two years old I went to live with my grandparents in Schonau.  The wife of my mother's brother, Abram Friesen, died during childbirth.  Mother then took that child, while my grandparents took me in order to make it easier for my mother.  This child died after two years, but since my grandparents loved me so much and I had become accustomed to living there and it was easier for my mother, I stayed with the grandparents.  They had spoiled me great deal since I was living alone with them, and mother had other children around her.



	In 1888 my father became sick and died of pneumonia.  When my grandparents received the news of  his illness they immediately went there with me.  At that time I was already going to school in Schonau.  Father died after two days, during which time I stayed there.  It was very early one morning when he was very sick that we all had to gather around him.  He spoke and admonished each of us and then prayed that all might become different and God fearing people.  Then mother stayed alone with father because she found it very difficult.  Father comforted her and entrusted her to the care of the heavenly Father.  Then he lay down and died.  He went home to his Redeemer in whom he had believed and whom he served.   He was a preacher in the Neukirchen Mennonite Church.  He was buried two days later, having been sick only a few days.



	Mother then kept me with her.  It was in the spring and I started going to school in Alexandrowka.  The grandparents from Schonau often came to visit mother and wanted her to allow me to go there.  That would make it much easier for mother and in Schonau the school was very close by, while in Alexandrowka I had to walk along way, and it was cold.  Mother again allowed me to go along with my grandparents.  Whenever the grandparents went to visit my mother I, of course, went along.  Sometimes I stayed with my mother and brothers and sisters: but never for long before my grandparents got me again.  I went to school in Schonau for eight years, after which I attended the Central School ( Secondary School ) in Halbstadt for two years.



	When grandmother died and grandfather became increasingly feeble he went to live with his eldest son in Crimea and I returned to my mother and family in Alexandrowka in 1898.  There I was converted, accepting Jesus Christ as my Lord and Savior in 1899.  The following year, on August 6, 1900, I was baptized in Ruckenau by Bishop ( Elder ) Schellenberg.  I was baptized in the river and received as a member of the Ruckenau Mennonite Brethren Church.  In the autumn of the same year I had to go to Gros Takmak to report for military examination.  Through lot and the military muster I was found eligible for service.  As a Mennonite I was assigned to forestry service at Alt-Berdjan.  On  27 February 1901 thirty four of us had to report to the village authorities and were brought to Alt-Berdjan where we were to do our four years of military service.  After a few months I was transferred to the forestry camp at Neu-Berdjan and completed my four years service there.



	During this time the settlement at Terek was begun.  Mother bought an establishment  

( farmstead ) there.  She married a widower, Cornelius Penner of Ruckenau, sold the farmstead in Alexandrowka and moved there ( apparently Ruckenau ).  My brother Cornelius took over the farmstead and moved there (apparently Alexandrowka).  During the holidays in 1903 I drove to Terek to visit my brother.  I contributed what I had inherited from father and in 1903 my brother opened the lumber business of Toews Brothers.  I completed my service in the fall of 1904 and went to Terek the same winter, living with my brother Cornelius who had married there and was looking after the business.  At the edge of the Village of Nikolajewka we purchased Lot No. 9.  When I married Sara Wiebe on 26 February 1906 we built a house and moved the business there.  My wife Sara was the sister of my brother Cornelius'  wife.  Her second father was an Erdman Kroker who lived in the Village and had a farmstead there.  We were married by Reverend Jakob Derksen from the village of Talma No. 3.  At Nikolajewka No. 9.  the following children were born to us:  Cornelius, the first son, on 18 February 1907; the second, a daughter, Justina, on 13 August 1909.



	In addition to the lumber, which was obtained from Astrachan and came by ship as far as the great fishing stations on the Caspian sea, we also started a machinery agency, handling McCormick-Deering machines from America and plows of Russian manufacture.  In addition we started a bookstore, purchasing the required books from Germany.  The Terek settlement, however, suffered a great deal from drought and grasshoppers and many settlers left the area.  The situation only improved when irrigation was introduced, but this entailed much work and expense.  Our business consequently remained weak and we began to look around for other opportunities.  I visited the UfA settlement then drove to the City of Omsk in Siberia, and from there to the Baranlee settlement.  When I left Terek the weather was nice and everything was green.  In Siberia it was cold with much snow and stormy weather.  This did not make a good impression on me.  I was offered opportunities to buy many businesses, but could not decide to leave Caucasia.  Before I left Khassawyurt in the Terek district I was offered an opportunity to join an iron foundry enterprise as shareholder and business manager.



	When I returned everything was nice and green, but a mass of small black hoppers began to appear from the reeds along the Aktasch River.  These were all young grasshoppers, and required fast work.  Workers were brought together from the surrounding areas to fight and halt their progress.  This has been described in detail in the book "Tereker Ansiedlung" by my brother C.P.Toews. (Translated into English by Isaac Dick and called “The Terek Settlement”) ( The relevant section in the book describes the setting of a huge fireguard to halt the progress of the young grasshoppers, but they came in such numbers that the huge fire was suffocated.  Large ditches were then dug, but these were soon filled with young grasshoppers and others continued unimpeded.  Several devices were also used to squash the young grasshoppers which apparently could not yet hop very high or very far.  The colony was nevertheless ravished, although 7,759 man-days had been spent in the attempt to guard against or destroy the grasshoppers.)



	The offer of a new position was made to me by D. Unruh od Kuban, who had purchased the factory and brought in five others, all master craftsmen in some aspect of the business.  There was, however, no business manager.  The one who could have done it had died.  We agreed to join the business and to enter the partnership.  My brother, Cornelius, was prepared to take over the business (presumable in Nikolajewka) and went to Prochladnaja Station.  We moved to Prochladnaja, a station on the railway from Rostow to Baku, in the fall of 1911.  The inhabitants there were Terek Cossacks.  A few months later, toward the end of the year, I joined the partnership.  I also remained a partner in the Nikolajewka business with my brother.  I took money from my share, which I invested in this business.  The business began to prosper, but we had no spiritual fellowship there.



	Then came the war.  Many of our workers were conscripted and I also had to report.  As a Mennonite I got into the Red Cross.  My service was with the "Organization of the Nobility" in train No. 167, which brought wounded soldiers from the Austrian front to the Russian border.  I have described that work in detail in my diary.  When the factory obtained a contract to manufacture hand grenades, I was allowed to go home and I did not return again to the military service.  This was followed by the fall of the Czar and the revolution.  Our factory was taken over by a Revolutionary Committee which paid me a price they determined.  I then became business leader of the workers union, heading the commercial section in 1918.



	On the 13th of March my dear Sara became sick with spots - typhus.  I received the news while on a business trip in Armavier on the evening of the 17th.  During the night of the 18th to the 19th, we were together and went over our lives, from our marriage to that time.  She talked of what would happen to her in the days before her death, where she wished to be buried in the Russian cemetery, and that she was ready to go to the Savior.  She also talked of what would happen to me and that I should send the two children, Cornelius and Justina, to my mother at Ruckenau.  This I later did.  Since my dear Sara had always been willing to help the Cossack women, many of whom also suffered from the same disease, these women came when she was dead to lament her departure.  No German preacher could come from the Suworow settlement and my brother Cornelius, who also lived there, found it impossible to come.  We consequently asked the Russian Baptist preacher, Diedenko (Dudinsa) to speak at the funeral.  Many Cossacks and Russians came to the funeral on March 24th.  Sara died on the 22nd at about 2 a.m.  During this time Sara's mother was also with us, and was still there late in the summer when I brought the children to my mother in Ruckenau.  This was no easy task.  When I was at my mother's the Machno terrorists were also there doing their gruesome work.  It took three months before I could return to Prochladnaja, where people had presumed I was dead.  Much had changed in the interval and I soon realized that it would be better for me to leave Prochladnaja.  This had to be done secretly and I began to make appropriate preparations.  I went to the Suworow settlement where I had purchased land from the Tartar settlement through C. Reimer.  I had my share (plot) in the village of Suworow, as did my brother, Cornelius.  My brother in law, John Wiebe, lived on my plot.  I found accommodation at the Suworowka station with a widow, Mrs. Schellenberg, who provided room and board.  I soon obtained work in the local Co-op.



	The brothers and sisters of my wife, Sara, from her mother's first marriage were:

	 1.  Abram Wiebe, born ?, died 1902.

	 2.  John, born ?, died when I was in Canada.

	 3.  Anna, born 2 November 1879.

	 4.  Sara, born 18 June 1883, died 22 March 1919.

	 5.  Henry, born ?, died in Banishment (exile) where? when?



	From the second marriage, Erdmann Kroker children:

	 1.  Erdmann, born 1891, died of typhus on the Turkish front.

	 2.  Peter, born 1893, is also in Canada and lives in Vancouver; has a Russian wife.

	 3.  Katherine, born 1894, died Terek settlement 1906.

	 4.  Jacob,  born 1897, died of typhus during the civil war in 1919.



	In Suworowka I also found my second marriage partner in widow, Lena Siemens, nee Berg.  We were married on 1 January 1921 (new style).  John Toews, a teacher and preacher from the local M.B. Church.  My wife's first husband, John Siemens, was taken from his teacherage by the terrorists on the 24 February 1919.  He was taken outside the village and shot.  He was buried February 28th.  Lena then took her children and went to live with her parents at the Suworowka station in the Village of Blumenfeld.  Both children were born in Wasieljewka in Ekaterinoslav Province, Russia, where John Siemens was a teacher for several years.  Annie was born on 19 March 1916 and John on 19 August 1918.  After moving to Blumenfeld Lena looked after her father's household.  Since I was alone I moved there, but after a few months we moved to Grossfurstenthal into a rented house near the railway station.



	Lena's parents were Anton and Anna Berg, nee Janzen.  Her brothers and sisters are:

	1.  Anton and his wife, born 20 March 1884 and died in banishment.

	2.  Katharina, born 1885, married to Jak.  Krahn, both died in banishment.

	3.  Anna, born 11 October 1889 and married to a Wall, both died in banishment.

	4.  Jacob, born 21 August 1892, married a Sawatskie ? both went to Canada.

	5.	Lena ( Helen ) born 27 March 1894, married John Siemens who was shot by the Machno terrorists in 1919.  Then I, Frank Toews, married her in 1921.  She died in Canada on 25 June 1935.

	6.  Cornelius, born 15 June 1896, married Tina Warkentin, they are in Canada.

	7.  Julius, born 11 February 1899, married Helen Sukkau, and is in Yarrow, Canada.

	8.  John, born 18 February 1901, died Suworowka.

	9.  Peter, born 23 August 1903 and died in banishment.

	10. 	Maria, born 29 July 1907 and married a Schellenberg in Canada, and  living in Manitoba, Canada.



	Father A. Berg married widow Kath. Konrad, nee Durksen, and took the entire Konrad family with Maria Berg to Canada.  Father Berg died in Canada on 22 May 1930.



	During the first summer, before Father Anton Berg had married widow Konrad, I went with Lena to the place where she, her deceased husband and her children had lived.  When she had left there she had only taken her clothes and bedding.  All the other things had stayed, and we now looked after these, taking some back with us.  It was not possible to travel with many things.  For long distances we rode on the railway on the framework of the oil cars, right next to the wheels.  It was dangerous, but God protected us. After we had visited Lena's friends there we went to Nikolajewka where my brother Jacob lived and where Lena and her parents had lived.  From there we went to visit my mother, brothers, and sisters, and also my two children which I had brought there after Sara's death.  We arrived there without mishap, this being during the summer of 1921.  We found everything well there, but did not stay very long before beginning the return journey.  This was somewhat more complicated since we now also had the children.  We were able to get room inside the cars on the return trip, thanks to the fact that we had children with us.  Initially we lived with Father Anton Berg, where Lena looked after the household.  When father married widow Konrad he moved there with Mary and Peter.  Anton ( Jr. ? ) moved into the larger house while we moved into the rented house in Grossfurstenthal.  Later we purchased a house near the railway station.  Here two children were born to us:  Helen on 22 November 1921 and Erna on 31 August 1924.



	When the opportunity came to emigrate to Canada I was immediately prepared to go.  At first I had something to do with this but then gave it up.  ( Meaning of this sentence not clear, but apparently referring to those who had misgivings about emigration ).  We had initially hoped to leave Suworowka before the birth of our daughter Erna, but there were difficulties in obtaining the necessary papers.  In order to avoid suspicion I left everything behind.  I left Caucasian Russia in the year of 1924.  In the Terek settlement we left one farmstead in Rohrbach, No 8, with 40 Desjatinen ( 1 Desjatinen is about 2.8 acres ) of land and farm buildings.  In the capital city of Wladikawka district I left in the government bank 11,000 Ruble from the sale of the factory, and in the Village of Nikolajewka, Terek settlement, my share in the Toews Bros. business.  This settlement was dispersed after being attacked by the Tartars.  In the Prochladnaja Co-op I also had over 6,000 Ruble, in addition to several thousand in postal savings.  Is Suworowka, I had a farmstead of 30 Desjatinen, and a house with garden near the station.  We also left all our furniture.  In addition to our children with their clothes and bedding, we took a sewing machine, many books, an iron bed frame and two good chairs, a table, 100 dollars in American currency and several thousand Ruble in Czarist and Soviet currency.  This I later gave to the children as a souvenir.  I have never regretted leaving all these things in Russia, because we were able to come to a land where we were truly free and could live without the constant fear that the Red Commission might suddenly come and get us.  My brother in law, Kornelius Berg, and my brother Cornelius' son Cornelius and his wife also came with us.  On 12 September 1924 we left the Suworowka Station.  Ninety-eight people and all their things were crammed into four freight cars.  ( The Russian freight cars were very much smaller than those currently in use in Canada ).  At the Newienka Station we were joined by 120 more people in 5 of these red freight cars.  We proceeded rapidly to Moscow where we had to wait one day for our papers.  Then we proceeded to the border ( Sebesch ) where the formalities were quick and superficial.  There was a rush to get to the ship already waiting for emigrants.  We boarded the ship "Baltimore" in Liebau, bound for London where we arrived on September 30th.  On October 1 we left London by train for Southampton where we boarded the ship "Minnedosa" which left for Canada on October 2nd.  We arrived at Quebec on 10 October 1924, were cleared by immigration officials, and boarded the train for Winnipeg.  On the way we were given an opportunity to choose where we wanted to go and those bound for the same provinces and localities were grouped together.  We and many others from Suworowka chose the last station in the West, which was in Alberta.  ( This was certainly not the last station on the railway, but apparently the most westerly one the immigrants could choose ).  We, together with Cornelius Toews and others, went to Acme where we arrived on October 14th.  Others, among them Kornelius Berg, went further north toward Edmonton.  At Acme we received a very friendly welcome from the local Holdeman Mennonites.  The P.W. Toews family took us with them.  Another family took our daughter Justa and the next day another family took our son Cornelius.  P.W. Toews was a widower who had one daughter living with him.  He had a large house and large farm buildings.  He already had other immigrants from the previous year:  a widow with her young son and Isaac Lehn with three children.  He was no longer farming since Isaac Lehn had rented the farm from him.  We were well received but had to become accustomed to their manners and customs.  My wife worried a great deal about what they would do with our two oldest children, since we did not hear from them.  Our children Cornelius, 17 years old, Justina, 14 years old, Anny and John aged 8 and 6 respectively, these two being Siemens children from my wife's first marriage, Helen or Lena, 2 years of age, and Erna who was seven days old when we left.  We soon found out where our children were and could talk with them by telephone.



	The Mennonite Board of Colonization was hoping to find a place where we immigrants could settle and begin farming independently.  Early in 1925 they purchased a large farm or ranch near the Nakaman station in southern Alberta.  Twenty five families, including our family and that of Kornelius Berg, moved to that farm where all the work was to be done communally.  This did not work out very well and we stayed only one year.  Early in 1926 we, together with Kornelius Berg, moved to Saskatoon, Saskatchewan.  The board at Rosthern had promised us a farm there.  While living in Saskatoon at 918 Ave. South our son Frank was born on 2 March 1926.  My dear Lena became sick after the delivery and had to be taken to the hospital where she stayed for 40 days.  I, together with my daughter Justina, had to look after the baby and try to keep it alive.



	In May we and K.  Bergs purchased a fully equipped farm with 4 quarters, one section, of land near the Plunket Station.  The purchase price was $40,000 and was to be repaid with half of the annual crop.  The buildings and machines were good, but we had to live together with K.  Bergs in the same house.  We moved to this farm, 14 miles north of the Plunket Station, in May of 1926.  In the following year we built a house for K.  Berg.



	In February of 1929 I gave the farm back to Mr. Dundas, remaining with my son Cornelius as a farm laborer.  Our salary, according to a verbal agreement, was to be $100 per month.  In the fall when all the work was done and winter had begun Mr. Dundas refused to make any payment.  We could stay until spring, but he would pay us nothing.  Corney immediately left for the Peace River district in Alberta where my brother, who had left Russia in 1925, was living.  Since Mr. Dundas refused to pay us anything until the spring we also decided to leave the farm and go to Peace River.  Cornelius had taken out a homestead there and was willing to turn it over to us.  We left Plunket on March 15, traveling to Edmonton.  There we obtained inexpensive railway fares to Wembley Station on March 17th.  My brother met us at Wembley Station on the 18th.  We went to look at the homestead the next day, March 19, 1930.  It was heavily wooded and looked wild.  We would have returned had that been possible.  On Monday, March 24, Henry Sukkou helped us cut large poplar trees on this homestead.  These were to be used to build a barn which was initially to serve us as a house.  On March 27th we got our things from Plunket (or at Wembley?).  On April 1 we began to build a house of poplar logs.  We began the roof on April 7th and finished on the 10th.  Our daughter Justina, began caulking the inside with mud and a little straw the same day.  She finished this on April 11th and we put in a floor and caulked the walls once more.  On April 15th all the snow melted.  Until then we lived with my brother C.P. Toews, who had a large house.  On the 20th and 21st we celebrated Easter, and on April 23, 1930 we moved to our own homestead with all our things, into the barn we had built.  The weather was excellent.



	On April 27th, the first Sunday in our new home, my brother C.P. Toews and Henry Sukkau’s came to visit us.  This was the beginning of our life on the homestead.  We had to buy a cow and horses.  There were also a few places where the bush was low.  These we cleared out to plant our first potatoes.  On May 12th my wife Lena planted the first vegetables on this homestead and on the 17th we planted 5 1/2 acres of oats.  My brother and H. Sukkau helped us with this. 



	We received word on May 6th that father Anton Berg had suffered a stroke.  This was followed on May 23rd by a telegram that he had died on the 22nd, and that the funeral would be on the 24th.  Father Anton Berg lived with the Konrad children in Manitoba.  My dear wife would have liked to go to the funeral but we did not have the necessary money.



	We began building a chicken and pig barn on the 27th of May and on the 30th went to Grande Prairie to have the homestead transferred to my name.  Henry Sukkou’s had the adjacent homestead where they built a new house.  They moved into this house on the 3rd and 4th of June 1930.  On July 26th we had a severe frost.  Ice formed on the water and all the vegetables were frozen.  On the 27th Lena went with the children to pick wild gooseberries on our homestead, and on August 7th we went to pick saskatoons which were growing wild near the lake.  On September 10th we cut the oats, our first harvest.  It was only for feed.  On the 11th of October we had rain and snow.  



	A meeting of Mennonites was called for November 8th to consider the advisability of joining the Mennonite Insurance scheme organized in southern Alberta.  At this meeting I was asked to look after the organization of this fire insurance scheme.  A further meeting was held at Alex Voth's in LaGlace on November 21st and I was asked to start soliciting subscriptions for this insurance scheme on the 22nd.  I completed the solicitations on the 26th, and in Beaverlodge on December 1, 1930.  I continued to administer the Mennonite Fire Insurance until we left the area in 1937 after my wife's death.  I then turned over the entire administration, together with all the papers and the treasury,  to my brother Cornelius Toews.  He was already living at Wembley when I moved there.



	Making a living on the homestead was a difficult struggle.  Land clearing with an ax and spade and a few horses was very hard work and took a great deal of time.  It could, moreover, only be done when the frost was out of the ground yet summer is also the best time for a farmer to earn a bit of extra money.  During the winter months I cut and trimmed logs with which we then built our new house.  I also prepared all the shingles from poplar logs.  The logs were notched every sixteen inches according to the length of the shingles.  To cut the shingles I sharpened an old plow shear and made it into a large wood plane.  With this plane we cut the shingles from the poplar logs.  The plane was drawn by two horses while the driver sat on the plane; the shingles being produced like large wood shavings.  The shingles were all the same thickness, but only logs with few knots could be used to make good shingles.  In this way we built ourselves a new two story house with our own wood and homemade shingles.  I worked on it for two years.  When we moved into the new house, our old house became a much needed barn for the horses.  



	In the year 1933 our Mennonite Brethren Church in LaGlace started a Bible School.  The M.B. Church was only small, but a number of parents wanted their children to attend a Bible School and they could not afford to send them away.  I contributed a great deal to the establishment of this school; not in cash expenditures, but in much work required to bring teacher and students together.  The school, built by the LaGlace Church, was a small log house on the church yard.  The parents who wished to send their children to this school contributed enough, without any assessed fees, to pay for the salary of one teacher.  The church then announced that anyone who wished to do so could attend the Bible School.  Brother Alex Voth of LaGlace provided room and board for the teacher for one year.  A young man by the name of G.L. Harder from the Eberhard Bible School in Edmonton became the first teacher when the school was opened on 26 November 1933 with ? students.  The teacher was married just before he came to us, but that did not prove any obstacle.  On March 4th, 1934 the school could present its closing program.  The Lord had blessed the work of the school and also gave the encouragement to start again in the same manner in the fall of 1934.



	On June 16, 1935, at the close of a church service which was held in the home of H. Sukkau on his homestead, my wife, Lena, became ill.  Brother G. Wiens brought her home in his buggy.  She had cramps which started every five minutes and lasted for 1 1/2 minutes.  These stopped at about 7 o'clock, but left her in a weakened condition.  She only gave short answers to questions and lay there with closed eyes.  The next day, the 17th, the cramps started again but were not as severe as the first day.  On the 18th they became more frequent and more severe.  I then sent my daughter to the ranch where my brother lived.  From there it was 3 miles to Wembley to phone the doctor.  When the doctor came he tried various ways to reduce the cramps, but nothing seemed to work and he said she had to be brought into the hospital.  This was in Grande Prairie, about 30 miles away, and our only means of transportation was by horse and buggy.  Then the doctor took us in his car.  I held her in my arms for the entire trip since she also had the cramps while traveling.  These continued until June 20th when she lost consciousness and said nothing.  At noon she opened her eyes and answered some of my questions.  I was at her bedside throughout, she having a private room.  She had great pains in her back.  At home she complained of severe headaches.  Her whole body ached and she became delirious.  She talked a great deal but most of it was nonsensical.  She nevertheless answered questions I asked her in clear distinct answers.  For a time the pains seemed to be decreasing, but then they increased again, particularly in her chest.  The doctor diagnosed pneumonia.  The pains increased so quickly that on the 22nd June she talked quite nonsensical.  She was concerned to get ready to go to church on the 23rd.  She also prayed a great deal and admonished a number of people, although none were present.  Her strength was rapidly failing and I asked her if she was ready to die.  To this she gave a clear and distinct "yes".  Since her strength was failing I phoned all the children to come and gather around her.  They all came to the hospital in the forenoon of the 25th and gathered around their mother who could no longer say very much to them.  Earlier in the day I had still talked to her about various things.  I remained at her bedside day and night throughout that time, and looked after as best I could.  I also got my meals there, and slept beside her bed, ready to give assistance if she should have another attack.  When this happened she clenched her teeth together and I always had to have something ready to push between her teeth.  She rapidly weakened and at 2 p.m. on June 25th she went home gently.  I brought the body home the same day, leaving it at the Ranch where my brother and other members of the church lived.  They prepared the corpse for burial the Speaker used   33:27 as his text.



	After mother was buried on June 29th, 1935 I went with my seven dear children from the Adaira Ranch to our homestead.  Here a new life began.  We were now without our dear mother and my wife Lena.  It was hard for all of us, but God helped us to bear it.



	 The following is the genealogy of my deceased wife, Lena, nee Berg ( widow of J. Siemens).  Her parents were Anton and Anna Berg.  The parents of Anton Berg were Anton and Helena Berg, nee Schellenberg.  He was born 20 April 1860 in Chortitz, southern Russia, baptized on 10 July 1890 in Andreasfelt and married 11 January 1883.  Anna was the daughter of Julius and Katharina Janzen, nee Letkemann, and was born 14 February 1890 in Hoffnungsfeld, Ekaterinoslaw Province, southern Russia.  She was baptized July 10th, 1890.  Mother died 9 December 1919 in Blumenfeld at the Suworowka Station in Caucasia.  Father Anton Berg then married a widow, Kathatina Konrad nee Doerksen, on 4 April 1921.  Father died 22 May 1930 in Manitoba, where he was then living with his children.



	The children of Anton and Anna Berg were:

   	1.  Anton, born 20 March 1884, died ?

	2.  Kathatina, 18 November 1885 ( Mrs. Krahn )

	3.  Anna, 11 October 1889 ( Mrs. Wall )

	4.  Jacob, 21 August 1892, died in Canada.

	5.  Helena or Lena, born 27 March 1894.  She became my second wife.  She was a widow and died 1935.

	6.  Kornelius, born 15 July 1896 and moved to Canada together with us.

	7.  Julius, born 11 February 1899.

	8.  Peter, born 23 August 1903 and died in Russia.

            	9.  John, born 18 February 1901 and died 1924.

	10.  Maria, born 29 July 1907, she was Mrs. Schellenberg.



	The above mentioned are the parents and brothers and sisters of my wife Lena.  She was a widow.  Her first husband was John Siemens, a teacher in Wasiljewka and they had two children.  Their daughter Anny was born 19 March 1916 and their son John 19 August 1918, both in the village of Wasiljewka.  On 24 February 1919 he was taken from his home by the Machno terrorists.  When he failed to return, a search was organized and he was found shot to death outside the village.  He was buried on 28 February.  Later it was determined that they had shot the wrong man, but this hardly bothered the terrorists.  Lena then went to live with her parents in the Village of Blumenfeld in Caucasia, where I married her on 1 January 1921.  Her mother was dead already, and she looked after the household for her father.



	We were now together in our home.  Our eldest son Cornelius was married already and living on his own homestead about a mile away.  Our eldest daughter Justina stayed only a few days.  She did not, however, return to B.C. .  Instead she obtained work with Mr. & Mrs. Thomson of Grande Prairie, where she had worked before going to B.C. .  Life without mother must be experienced to be fully understood.  Anne now had to look after the house, but circumstances were such that she also had to take outside work periodically.  On 14 November 1936 Justina married W.S. Lougheed in Grande Prairie.  The wedding took place on our homestead with a Baptist clergyman, Rev. J.M. Baxter, officiating.  His text was 1 Tim. 2:8-15 and the ceremony was in English in our own home.  Gerh. Wiens from the Ranch spoke in German, basing his remarks on Genesis 2:18.  This was followed by a small lunch.  The wedding was only small, but more did not have room.  Mother was greatly missed.  There is no real family life without mother, and the children also wished for a mother.  Then I often asked God to show me which one he had chosen for me.  He gave me one, but she was far away, living in Yarrow, British Columbia.  It was in the year 1937 during the winter.



	We, or I and the children, were prepared to leave the farm and move to B.C. Anna had a domestic position and stayed, as did John who was to finish the school year.  He stayed with Lougheed's, our daughter Justina.  I took the three youngest, Helen, Erna, and Frank, along to B.C. .  We had an auction sale on 15 March 1937 and left Wembley on the 23rd of March.  In Edmonton we had to change trains and stay overnight.  There I met brother Herbert Oesterreich.  We had acquainted through correspondence in which we discussed various matters that we had come across in our reading of the scriptures.  We had not, however, seen each other before.  He had a homestead North of Edmonton and had come to meet us.  We spent the entire night in discussion, Bible reading and prayer.



	The next morning we left for B.C. A Cornelius Wiens family was also leaving their homestead and going to B.C. We were from the same church and were now going to the same place in B.C. We arrived in Chiliwack on 26 March and met at the railway station by H. Sukkau, who also came to get C. Wienses.  The first I did was to visit my future wife and the mother of the children.  We had not previously met face to face.  It was Good Friday when we arrived.  She Gertrude, went to Rev. J. Harder to have the engagement announced.



	It was Easter Sunday, March 28, 1937, when our engagement, Gertrude Peters and Frank Toews, was announced in the Yarrow M.B. Church.  That Sunday for dinner we were at H. Sukkau.  The next Sunday, April 4th at 2:30 in the afternoon, we were married in that church by Rev. John Harder.  His text was taken from Isaiah 55:12-13.  Together with the immediate relatives and neighbors, we had a meal in the home of the bride.  Gertrude was born 21 May 1891, in Reinfeld, Sagradofka, Cherson Province.  She was baptized in the Alliance Church on 17 June.  Her parents were Abram Peters, born 1858 and died 22 February 1922, and Gertrude Peters, nee Epp, born 19 March 1860 and died 22 February 1922. Both parents died on the same day of typhus and were buried in a common grave.  She has three sisters:

	1. 	Katherina, born 18 May 1886, married a Peter Nikkel in Reinfeld and has three boys: 			Abram, Peter, and Aron.	

	2.	Justina, born 21 November 1888 an married John Koop.  Their children are:  Abram, 			John, Henry, Peter, Gertrude, Justina, and Katherina.

	3.  	Elizabeth, born 17 February 1894 and married to Gerhard Doerksen.  Their children 			are:  Henry, Abram, John, Peter, Jacob, Gertrude, Viola, Evelin, and Nancy.



	Of my wife's brothers and sisters, only my Gertrude and her sister Elizabeth, (Mrs. Gerh. Doerksen) with their entire family...(incomplete-were able to leave Russia?)  From the Koop family only Abram is in Brazil, all the rest are in Russia - Siberia.  The Nikkel family is also there.  This genealogy I obtained verbally from my wife.  She brought no dates regarding her family from Russia.  I am leaving space to write about her when our life comes to an end.

	

Following is our family genealogy.  We have seven children:

	I.	Cornelius, the eldest son of my first wife, Sara, was born 18 February 1907 in our home in the Village of Nikolajewka No. 9 in the Terek settlement, Caucasia.  He was baptized at the Suworowka station, Village of Blumenfeld, in the Mennonite Brethren Church.  He married on 17 April 1933 in Canada, Peace River district.  His wife Anna is the daughter of John Schmidt of LaGlace.  Their children are: 

	1. 	Eric Wilfrid, born 2 April 1934 and married a Phyllis Larson on October 15, 1960, in Beaverlodge Alberta.  Their children are:

			(i) Dawn Irene, born 2 June 1962.

			(ii) Robert Wilfrid, born 28 November 1963.

			(iii)  Linda Marie, born 12 June 1965.

	2.  	Verne Victor, born 4 February 1937 and married Betty Kronowitt on 8 July 1961. 

		  Their children are:

			(i)  Susan Caroline, born 29 May 1962.

			(ii)  Francis Bernadette, born 10 September 1963.

			(iii)  Michelle Ann, born 15 March 1966.

	3.  	Laura Priscilla, born 26 July 1941 and married to Floyd Kenneth Hagen on 28 September 1962.  Children:

			(i) Marilyn Ann, born 9 July 1963.

			(ii)  Melvin Frank, born 10 October 1964.

			(iii)  Kenneth Ian, born 27 January 1966.

			(iv)  Calvin Allan, born 14 October 1967.

			(v)  Karen Elaine, born 12 January 1969.

	4.  	Benny Norman, born 24 February 1943.

	5.  	Phyllis Amanda, born 21 December 1944, married John Kocuipchyk on

		26 August 1967.

	6.  	Gertrude (Trudie) Joan, born 10 January 1948.



	II.  	Justina, born 13 August 1909 in Nikolajewka, Terek.  She married W.S. Lougheed who was born 10 November 1907 in Grande Prairie, Alberta.  Married on 14 November 1936, the wedding being in our home on the old homestead and the ceremony being performed by a Baptist clergyman, Rev. J.M. Baxter.  Text 1 Tim. 2:8-15.  Their children are:

	1.  	David, born 24 August 1937 and married to Janet Smashnuk on 9 November 1963.  

	  Their children are:

			(i)  David Stanley, born 18 June 1964.

			(ii)  Terri Len, born 28 December 1969.

	2.  	Lila June, born 11 August 1940 and married to John Michael McKenney on 24 October 1970.  John was born 14 September 1937.  He was separated from his wife and had two sons:  

			(i)  Pat, born 30 December 1960.

			(ii)  Tim, born 28 March 1963.

	3.  	Robbe Garry, born 18 September 1947 and married Sharon Maxine Wiebe in Edmonton, Alberta.



	III.	Anne, born 19 March 1916.  She is the daughter of my second wife, widow Siemens.  Her father was John Siemens.  She married Frank Toews, the son of my brother Cornelius, on 15 October 1937.  Their children are:

	1. 	Gordon Wesley, born 6 September  1940 and married to Donna Marlene Robinson on 17 December 1960.  Their children are:

			(i)  Daniel Gordon, born 11 September 1963.

			(ii)  Scott Bradley, born 15 October 1964.

			(iii)  Carrie Marylen, born 20 September 1967.

	2.  	Jim Frank, born 20 May 1942 and married Marilyn Blanche Robinson.

			(i)  Darren James, born 27 October 1967.

	3.  	Dennis John, born 15 October 1945 and married 17 August 1968, to Linda Mae Bostow.

	

	IV. 	John.  His father is John Siemens, my second wife's first husband.  He was born 19 August 1918 in Wasielewka and married Miss Emily of Calgary on 20 September 1944.  She was born 18 September 1920.  Their children are:

	1.  	Gary, born 2 December 1945.

	2.  	Pamela, born 11 September 1956.



	V. 	Helena, born 22 November 1921 the daughter of my second wife, married Peter Wolfe of Yarrow, B.C. on 4 June 1944.  Their children:

	1.  	Dian, born 3 May 1948 and married Vic Martens August 19th.  

	2.  	Kathy, born 26 October 1950.

	3.	Peter, born 29 April 1955.

	4.  	Ruthe (?)  born 20 October 1959.



	VI.  	Erna, born 31 August 1924 shortly before we emigrated to America.  She married Herbert Hamm on 29 April 1945.



	VII.  	Frank Frederick, born 2 March 1926 in Saskatoon.  He married a widow, Kay G???? on 4 August 1951.  She already had twin sons:

	1.  	Jim, (family name of Graweth) born 28 May 1945 and adopted by Frank Toews.  He has married.

	2.  	Danie, also born 28 May 1945 and adopted by their second father, Frank Toews.  

	They are all living in the United States.



	This is my present family which today, 2 June 1969, are all alive together with my third wife Gertrude.  I had four brothers but only my oldest brother, Cornelius, with his family came to Canada.  Peter, the second  son of my parents, married a Dueck girl and they had two daughters who are still living in the city of Omsk, Russia.  Both have a son.  The daughters names were Liese Toews and Justina Toews.  The latter's husband is still alive and living with her, and they also have my sister Justina with them.  My brother Abram died in prison as an exiled person.  His son met his death in Petrograd, but his wife came to Canada and died in Winnipeg.  My brother Henry remained single and was also banished and has died somewhere, but I do not know where.  Our only sister was also imprisoned a number of times and banished but, through God's grace, she was able to return and care for mother until mother died.  She remained single and is now living with my brother Peter's daughters.  We have been providing assistance for her for a number of years, thus enabling her to maintain herself.



	My parents, Peter Cornelius and Justina Heinrich, nee Friesen. Children:

	1.  Cornelius, born in Tiege 1 March 1872 and died 1966.

	2.  Peter, born 15 February 1877 in Alexandrowka, died. 

	3.  Frank, born 21 September 1879 in Alexandrowka.

	4.  Abram, born 11 March 1882 in Alexandrowka, died 1939 in exile.

	5.  Henry, born 30 January 1885 in Alexandrowka, died ? in exile.

	6.  Justina, born 30 August 1887 in Alexandrowka, living in Siberia.



	Father Peter Toews was born in Tiege on 5 November 1846 and died 1888.  Mother Justina Toews, nee Friesen, was born 18 September 1849 on Schonau and died 1934.  Our parents  married on 18 February 1871.  In 1874 they purchased a full farmstead (60 Desjatinen) in the village of Alexandrowka.  This was the first one on the east end of the village on the south side.  Father was a preacher in the Mennonite Church for 11 years.  On 15 March 1888 he caught pneumonia, died two days later and was buried on 20 March.  Mother was left along with six children.  Cornelius, the oldest was 16 and he, together with mother, had to look after the farm.  I was nine at the time and stayed with my mother for a time but then my grandparents from Schonau came and got me.  I stayed there and attended the local school and also took two years at the Central School in Halbstadt.  When grandmother died their farmstead was sold and I returned to my mother in Alexandrowka in 1898.  In 1902, during my second year of service in the forestry camps, my mother had an auction sale since she had sold the farmstead and planned to move to the Terek settlement.  She never moved there, however, because a widower, Cornelius Penner of Ruckenau, married her.  He had two foster children and now became our second father.  Mother moved to Ruckenau and lived there until she died on 24 July 1934.  During the revolution, she and her daughter Justina, were driven from there home.  She built herself a dirt or sod shack and lived in it.  My second father had already died.



	My grandparents.  The parents of my father were Cornelius Toews and his wife was a Bergman.  They had three children, Abram Margaret, and Peter (my father).  This wife died and grandfather married a widow who had two daughters, Liese and Cornelia.  Together they had three more children, Cornelius, Anna, and Maria.  His parents, also Cornelius Toewses had come from Tiegenhofe in the Danzig region of Prussia to Russia in 1804.  They settled in the village of Tiege when it was founded.



	My mother Justina's parents were known as Heinrich Von Riesen.  They come from Prussia in 1803 and settled in the village of Schonau, Molotschna.  Since nobility received no recognition in Russia he changed his name Von Riesen to Friesen.  A son of this Von Riesen (Friesen) Heinrich married my mother's mother, my grandmother.  They were three children, Bernhard, Justina (my mother), and Abram.  This grandfather died and my grandmother then married a widower from the village of Lebenau.  This widower's name was Frank Dueck and he had four sons: Frank, John, Jacob, and Gerhard.  Later they had another son, Peter.  		



	The parents of my grandparents, my great-grandparents.  Cornelius Toews came from the Danzig district of Prussia in 1904 to settle in the village of Tiege which was then being founded.  In addition to his farmstead he also had a factory to prepare bricks and roofing slates. My mother's mother was Margaretha Isaak.  She was born in 1823 and died in 1896 in Schonau.  The children are mentioned above, also those from her second marriage with widower Frank Dueck. They were six brothers and sisters: Abram, Philip, Margaretha, David, Justina, all Isaak children.



	My Great Great Grandparents.  I have no further information about the Toews and Friesen families.  The family of the grandmother Margaretha, nee Isaak, and married to Hein Von Riesen and later Frank Dueck.  The father of Margaretha Isaak was an Abram Isaak who was born 14 January 1795 and died 25 November 1864 in Schonau. 



	Further ancestors are:  Phillip Isaak who was born in Prussia on 4 May 1767 and died 21 October 1813.  He married a widow Gunther who had a son and they had another two, Abram and Phillip.  With these they moved to Russia in 1803 and settled on Farmstead No. 2 in Tiege.  This uncle was bitten by a rabid wolf and died.



	Further ancestors: Peter Isaak, born 16 March 1732 or 1734 and died 5 September 1809.  He married Anna Schroeder, born 12 August 1743 and died 3 May 1803.  These ancestors were born in the Kingdom of Prussia and died on Burwalderfelds, not far from Tiegenhofe, West Prussia.  Their three sons, still single, left for Russia in order to avoid military conscription by the French.  They were Phillip, Peter, and Frank. 



	One more ancestor: Phillip Isaak was born 12 April 1694 and died 25 December 1753.  He married Maria Reimer who was born 16 May 1701 and died 12 April 1770.



	I, Frank Peter Toews, wrote this out on the 11 June 1969 in my 90th year in Yarrow, B.C., Canada.  Will some of my children be interested in it?  The grandchildren cannot read it since they no longer speak German with their parents or in everyday life.



Translated by Ted Regehr, Saskatoon.



�I am printing two talks that Dad gave - one is dated the other is not.





COMMUNISM

delivered to Grade 11 class, January 12, 1961 in Beaverlodge, AB.



In your studying a lot Russian Land-Communism.  I read part of the story of Russia and the struggle for a new order.  If you read it fast and do not pay too much attention it sounds not too bad.  “For Russia, the fall of the Czar marks the beginning of a period of chaos.”  As I think back of the time from 1917-1924 when we left Russia.  The Czar was killed and the armies all scattered and divided, practically every general and officer had a group of men and were fighting for their own order and existence.  The communist had there agents all over and they promised the poor people land, riches and a better living condition and we all would be the same.



Afterwards we all were the same, nobody had anything to eat and nothing but a cloak to wear.  Many believed the promises and joined the Red Army.



There was the Red Army leader - Lenin.

There was the White Army leader - Careriasky.



The Black Army which has as its leader Macnaw, a real outlaw, and murder, and robber.  He would often join with other armies to steal and murder.  After awhile, they organized the Green Army who would fight anyone that was fighting and separate other armies.  Under such a period of chaos a human life was worth but very little.  After some time the Red Army was victorious and the communists took over the running of the government.  The most leaders of the government consisted of outlaws that were released from jail and no Moslems.  Because the people were captured or slaves and now free, they started to kill most of the rich people and burn and destroy their property.  Because the Communist Party had but a very small membership, they had to have a very strong K.G.B. (Secret Service Police Organization) which had very strong powers and will use all kinds of means to reach its objective.  At that time the communists preached a doctrine of world wide revolution and that policy has not been abundant.  The communists and the K.G.B.will go to all means to show the world that communism is a very good idea and that the Russian people are satisfied with the present communistic regime.  There has been many a delegation sent to investigate the life under communism and many come back and have nothing but praise, because they just could see the outside of the picture.  The same way the communists took the land and organized collective farms.  A farmer had the choice to join the collective farm or farm individually.  The individual farmer was taxed a large amount, as soon as the tax was paid - the government put a second tax on his farm and usually the second could not be paid and as a result of non payment - the communists took possession of the farm and all belongings.  The owner was put on the street to starve or was sent to Siberia.



The collective farm had to deliver a certain amount of grain per acre.  Regardless of the production and as a result nothing was left for feed or seed.  If the collective farm could not deliver their quota of grain - they were stamped as working against the communists and the leader or the members of the collective farm were jailed and sent to Siberia.  The communists kept saying the people joined the collective farms willingly and the communists could show the outside world a good production record by selling the grain and produce.  There was barely anything left for the people.  The traveling delegation usually do not see the dead and dying population.



The government is willing to put any gifted student through school and any scientists having any idea about any invention will get all the paraphernalia necessary to develop his idea.  If the idea fails he is branded as one working against the communist and the punishment - death or Siberia.  With all the scientific developments in Russia I wonder how many scientists are dead or dying or in Siberia.  Siberia was a part of the country that was undeveloped and very cold.



Democracy is practiced by God fearing people.  Our law is based on the Bible.  If an oath is taken a Bible is kissed and the Bible is considered the Word of God.  Communism is anti-Christ and does not recognize God nor permits its worship.  Every church is taxed so hard it is impossible to pay the tax and as a result is closed and converted to some other community building.  There is always some reason found by the K.G.B. to send the minister to prison or Siberia.  It is prohibited for child or young person to attend any church service.  There is an odd church allowed to remain open and is used by several denominations and just the old people attend.  We have several relations in Russia at present, the only correspondence we have is with my auntie, close to 70 years old.  The others are younger and afraid to write, as any person having correspondence with the outside world is soon stamped as a spy, by the K.G.B.



As we see communism spreading all around us, I wonder about the time that is ahead of us?  It is a fight between Communism and Democracy, or Atheism and Christianity.





This is another talk that Dad gave, it was written before 1965.



HOW DID CHRISTIANS LIVE IN 1920 - 1924



The revolution was over.  The communist regime was anti-Christ.  The gathering of Christians was still allowed.  The first 10 days after New Years were prayer meetings every evening.  It was in those days that many were saved and many a Christian revived.  I also found Christ as my Savior at one of these prayer meetings.  The older Christians would keep a watchful eye on a young convert and assist him with help and advice.  Once aware, I accepted my Christian life.  I will never forget - being young and single and always alone.  An older brother came to me and explained how a bunch of coals were a fire and what heat they produce.  But take the coals and separate every piece - how long will they burn and produce heat?  But a very short time and they will go out.  So is a Christian!  If you stand alone without fellowship - without communion - with God, The Fire - that started will soon go out.



Later in the winter there would be conferences of Bible Studies for one or two weeks duration - occupying the full day - and in the evening would be evening general meetings and many a soul would be saved during these meetings.



In the summer time would be Sunday School picnics and young people’s meeting held once or twice a week.  We practically all had to bring something like a recitation, a solo or a duet or an experience.  Often the group of young people was divided and sent to different parts of the colony for personal word and then had to bring a report of connections made.  In the summertime also would be a baptismal service at the river or the lake.  Before a person was baptized he had to give his testimony and was questioned in many ways to see if his or her testimony and plan of salvation was through and if they were in earnest - then the baptism was performed.  The life as this was allowed by the Communist for awhile, and then it was only allowed for the old folks and the young folks were forbidden to attend.  Instead the young folks were organized into different clubs and the Communists tried to win them over to their side and to a certain extent they succeeded.



In later years the services were more and more forbidden and many a service was held under observation and often two or three soldiers would be present to see that no young people attended or would be spoken to.  Although the order was there it did not stop the young people from coming and many will get saved and were baptized and many a pastor was sent to Siberia.  The church soon was without a pastor and the gatherings grew less and less and was always done under difficulties and under much persecution.



We left that country in 1924 and soon after that the churches were all closed and the persecution started in earnest.  As far as I know the gathering of Christians is still allowed but the church is so closely watched and the members under the eyes of the government so that the church is without existence.



�This is tape 1, side 1 and Corney Toews speaking.  I'm trying to put on tape things that are happened during my lifetime and like the song says "to count your blessings and name them one by one", and it has been a great blessing that I've experienced during my life spent.  And as I went and seen and experienced many a things, I think it will be a blessing to many ones if I put that on tape and maybe later in a book, but at the present I'm going to put it on tape and see what it will be.  I'm at the present time on the boat with Trudi , our daughter, and her husband, Peter Cardew, and two grandchildren, Robin 3, and David, about 5-6 months.  We are traveling at the present time from Bermuda to the Azores in a 35' - 37' sailing vessel, and we've been at sea about 6 days, and we've traveled approximately about little better than 1/3 way.  Weather has been very nice, a little wind and at the present time I'm on the night watch - the boat just simply isn't moving at all.  The Atlantic Ocean that can be very rough, at the present time is almost like a mirror.  The speedometer on the boat shows zero and I'm just stationary, and the boat is just lifting up and down on a light swell.  Otherwise it is warm.  Not as warm as it was in the Caribbean, or in Mexico, or Costa Rica, but I just have a light jacket and woolen underwear and  I'm nice and comfortable, and it is really a lovely evening.  When I look into the skies and see the ray of stars and think of all that God has done for me; the way He has led me through this life - I thought I'd go and put that on tape.  



I was born in Russia in close to the Black Sea in what they call the Terek Colony, and it was in the year of 1907, on the 18th of February.  



It was a nice country.  We grow all kinds of fruit except oranges and lemons.



All my early childhood we lived in a Mennonite Colony and the colonies were located among the Arabian people.  They were believers of Mohammed, and they were living in the mountains and had some cattle, sheep and horses, but their main occupation was stealing.



There is but very little murder, as a Muslim, a believer in Mohammed and Ala, will not murder.  The reason is that in paradise - his paradise, he will have to carry the murdered person around.  But to steal - that is different all together.  In order to kidnap anything in the yard or in the barn or in the field, what do you think they do?  They would hire an Arabian man, pay him his price and that person would be responsible for anything that was stolen.  Sometime it would happen that something was stolen - in that case the responsible person was notified, and it would, as a rule, take but a night or two and you would find the missing article brought back when you got up in the morning.  As I mentioned before, the Arabians, or Muslims, will not murder a person - but a lot of murder goes on in the name of revenge.  At one of the neighbor's home, there came a knock at the door one early morning.  The man of the house went to the door to see who was there.  At the door stood 2 or 3 Arabians, and they took the lamp and held it to the man's face and seen it was him.  A shot rang out and the man fell to the floor.  The wife had heard what was going on and grabbed the child and jumped out of the window and ran and notified neighbors that murderers and robbers were in their house.  When sometime later a number of men approached the house, they found a terrible sight.  As they went inside, they found the dead man by the door, his wallet by the table and the money beside, also his golden watch was there - and nothing was stolen or taken.  There was no police in that colony, so the police had to come some distance from the main town of that district.  When they arrived and seen the circumstances, they just said it is revenge and went back without doing a thing.  This happened before the revolution.  At the time, the Czar or king, was on the throne.  But the police knew it was no use to punish the guilty one - it would just lead to more murder.  It was never learned what the dead man had done and it was a great shock to the community as the most people profess to be Christians, and knew what it meant "Revenge is mine saith the Lord".  Nobody went to revenge the dead man, and the killing in this case ceased, but it would be a different story if the murdered would have been Moslems - then the dead man would have to be avenged by relatives or friends.  So you see, all those that do not believe in murdering, a lot of killing is still going on.  As I think of different incidents, I had to think a lot of a young couple that works among Moslems (who could tell me who I mean?), namely Ralph and Jean Balisky.  They are in Africa, and Africa is a long way from Russia, but they are working among Moslems - among people that are religious.



A Moslem, when it is time for prayer, will put the most of Christians to shame.  Because it makes no difference where he is he will spread his cocheun - a coat without sleeves; it is woven from camel hair and hangs loose over the shoulders - this coat he will spread on the ground and take some water and wash his hands and fall on his knees and pray to a dead prophet and a dead god.  I've seen them pray on the station platform, on the street, or market place - it makes no difference where he is when it is time to pray, he will pray.  We live here in civilized land and take things for granted, let our tempers flare and often forget "Revenge is mine says the Lord".



Now I would like to tell you of an Arabian wedding.  I can remember one day seven riders came through the colony.  An Arabian is usually on horseback, and his rifle and knife is always with him. Not far behind came more riders and one rider had a woman with him in the saddle.  The woman was veiled, as all Arabian women wore a veil, and no man is allowed to look at a woman's face, except the husband. If another man sees the woman's face, then the man or the woman is killed - jealousy or kidnapping, or both.  I do not know a wife is either a wife or stolen.  In this case the man had stolen his bride and his friends helped him to get away and hide.  It didn't take but a few hours when another bunch of riders came through in pursuit - often a curious battle would develop and the stronger party would be the winner.  If the man is about to get away, and stay in hiding with his bride, I think for 3 days, he can come out of hiding and the wedding is taking place.  I never was at an Arabian wedding so do not know what is going on, but I know in this case the man was about to wed and we seen the party returning several days later.  



An Arabian is shy and does not make friends easily.  If, however, you are fortunate to have an Arabian as a friend, you have a friend indeed!  One of the ministers was fortunate to have an Arabian friend.  This Arabian was lame and whistled every time he came out of the mountains.  One time the minister went along to the Arabian's home in the mountains.  The Arabian tried to make the minister as comfortable as possible.  While they were talking together, the minister said "You have been at my house, and you have met my wife.  I would also like to meet your wife."  The Arabian was silent for awhile, then he went and returned with his wife, removed the veil, and as soon as he had introduced his wife to him, the Arabian pulled out his gun and shot her with these words "she is of no use to me anymore".  This shows how much a human life is worth in an Arabian land.  I do not know if any mission work was done among the Arabians.  There was all kinds of services in the colony, but I don't know if it went beyond the borders.



My father was a machine agent, and had a lumber yard with his brother together.  After some time we moved away from there.  We lived there in this place for I can't remember how long, or when we moved from there.  My father who had at that particular colony of Mennonites who had a business.  He had the McCormick Deering Machinery dealership.  He also had the lumber yard and a book store and he had quite a bit of land that was his and he had some of that in company with his brother and in later years he went and he was the owner of a factory or part owner of a foundry in a Cossack Colony that was quite a bit away.  I don't know, it must have been several hundred miles, if not thousand that because when we went visiting there we had to take the train to go down there and this factory was located in the Cossack Colony, or the Village where they lived.  The factory was in partnership with 2 other men.  There were approximately 40 men employed in that factory and it was a foundry as mentioned and that place they were making especially repairs for the machines and like the cast wheels that had to be made first from wood the wheel, or if they had the part I suppose they used it to make a mold and then in that mold was poured the cast iron and in this foundry I grew up in amongst the Cossacks.  The Cossacks was a tribe of special people they thought themselves higher than the other people.  The Czar is the one that had the Cassock as their body guards and they were always on horseback.  They were really meant for riding on horseback, sometimes for tricks.  They had long lances that they would use to pick things off the ground on the dead gallop.  They were always fighting.  One end was the factory (wealthy), the other end was the market (poor).  



On Sunday, first, small boys - one from each end - they would fight and then run home and get help from older ones.  Then even the fathers would be fighting.  This is where I grew up.



Our father belonged to the rich class of people and I can remember when I started to school  when I was 8 years old and my sister started when she was 7.  We both started the same year.  When I was small growing up, I think there was no sickness that I didn't have.  Everything and that's why I couldn't start to school because I was always sick.  When I was growing up and going to school that we had, my sister and I were the only children in that family.  We had our own nurse and our own teacher.  There I had in the Russian Language, 4-5 years studying.  I didn't have no German.  We could not associate with the other children as we pleased, but it was always under the supervision of the nurse.  I remember when Mom & Dad would go on a holiday or go to visit his brother or go into different places of the country.  It was always us 2 children walking in front, the nurse behind, and the parents behind the nurse.  That was the kind of circumstances that sister and I grew up.  I haven't got so very many recollections of that time, except I remember when we went down to visit our uncle and there was a place where they were doing fishing, and I can remember where Dad had bought a big fish.  It was somewhere's around 3 feet long, and at that time there was no refrigeration, but they gave that fish a bottle of Vodka.  They poured that down his throat and then they wrapped that fish in gunny sack, which was wet and tied it up into a bundle and we went on the train and took that fish with us and was put under the seat.  And I can remember when that conductor went and asked for our tickets.  The fish happened to move and flap his tail and the conductor bent down to look under the bench to see if there was some other children that was hidden away that he wasn't aware of.  That fish was brought to our home.  I don't remember exactly how long we were on the train, but the fish was still alive when we arrived there.  It must have been a travel of somewhere around a day or at that time one tenth amount of time, I don't know for sure, but I can remember how they had to took the hammer and tried to kill the fish to cut him up to use him. 



We lived among the Cossacks and in this place there was no church services.  It was all just Russian Greek Orthodox.  In 1919 while we were in the Cossack village in the factory where Dad had it, my mother passed away.  She had typhoid fever.  The Bolshevik at that time had not taken any possession of the factory.  Dad was still the owner and the life was going on as usual.  I can remember when my mother passed away, where she was on her sick bed and Dad is mentioning how that mother said that she had the privilege of choosing, that she was feeling that one of them had to go and leave this world and she decided that she wanted to go because the way it looked the times were turning rough under the Communist regime and it would have been a lot better if Dad could take care of us and she also had mentioned to him that he should not stay alone but that he should try and find a mother for the children and we must say that God was really good to Dad when Mom passed away.  he married the second time and it really was a good mother to us.  She had 2 children of her own and Dad had 2, so that was 4 and they had 3 more children together.  Mother passed away later on here in Alberta and Dad married again for the third time in B.C. and that mother was really good to us too, although at that time we were all away from home.  But she considered us her children and was really good to us.  Dad passed away when he was 98 and mother is still in the auxiliary hospital in Clearbrook.



Now dad was the owner of the factory but the workers all were very pleased with their boss and he didn't have enemies like lots of other rich people had, but was good to them and treated them fair and square.  When mother passed away the women of the village, as it was custom, carried  her to the grave yard.  Dad had intended of having the casket transported to the grave yard with horses, but in the custom that was among the Cossacks, if you didn't have enough friends that were in your favor , then your casket was brought by horses to the grave yard.  But, if there were enough friends, then they would carry the casket to the grave yard.  It was quite a ways to the grave yard.  I can remember how we would go through the village, through the whole length of the village, to go to the grave yard, and every so often the casket would have been lowered and other women would come and pick up the casket and carry it for a certain distance and so they would change off again until they brought her down to the grave yard where she was buried in a place that they call in Russian, Prochladnaja, that is the name of the village where she is buried and is resting. Now the times were turning more and more towards the bad.  The Communists started to take over a lot of places, even the Cossacks.  They came down to the Cossack colony and the Cossacks, they were willing to welcome the Communists.  I can still see how they brought out long rows of tables along the tracks.  On the table was bread and salt, which is the welcome sign, and when the train with soldiers came into  the town along the track, it stopped, and the soldiers got out and ate bread and salt and the Cossacks welcomed them with opened arms.  But the way the Communism is working before they got hold of you, they promised you lots of things, they say how everything should be divided and how everybody should have something.  Now it isn't fair that there were rich people who owned big possessions and that everybody should have it and they promised those Cossacks a lot of things and they also came into the factory and they confiscated the factory.  Dad, he was in the house where we lived with his two partners.  In our yard the workers of the factory they came and they camped in our yard.  The soldiers were told that the people inside were their people and they  belonged to them.  When the Communists came they tried to murder everyone that was considered a rich man and belonged to the high class of people.  They were killing them off right and left, but Dad and his two partners, they were spared simply because  they were good to the workers.  The workers all stood in for them and kept them there.  The later time during the war Dad's factory was ordered by the government to produce hand grenades.  They were making those hand grenades from cast, and they were delivering them that way to the government.  I remember as we played, we played with those hand grenades.  They were not loaded of course.  As they were also doing a lot of cutting and lathe work, the fine shavings that they cut off, especially from long rollers, were used for rolling grain and grinding flour.  This dust or cuttings we had taken and filled the hand grenades, and were playing with them.  Of course it was war.  There was nothing else but to play war which I was doing with my friends.  At that time we didn't have the nurse and teacher any more.  We didn't go to school there either because I don't think there was a school among the Cossacks.  We were playing with those hand grenades and one day the Communist officials they came to search the house to see what they had there, we had these.  They found those hand grenades and of course when they found them they were loaded.  They put Dad and his two companions and everybody in the house under house arrest, because they were being considered as anti-revolutionary.  They had court right in the house with all the officials and they were trying to condemn them as being anti-revolutionary, and having those loaded hand grenades.  Now Dad tried to convince then and tell them that was not powder in those hand grenades, but the cuttings from the working on those rollers which were used by the children for playing.  I can still see how those officials finally thought that they would go and put that to the test.  They took that hand grenade and poured that powder on the table and then they moved the hand grenade beside.  They got a match and they lit those shavings and of course if it had been powder it would have all gone up in flame.  It didn't burn and so Dad was spared with the others of the arrest and the consequences of the firing execution by the soldiers, and so in that way they were spared.  Those workers were in our yard, lived in our yard for quite awhile and then they all of a sudden found out that the Communists would not keep their word - they did not do that what they promised to do, and so they decide they would go and rise against the Communists and I can remember how what was all going on.  They went and they took the rails apart and then they laid along side the tracks and they were waiting for the soldiers.  The train loaded soldiers and all kinds of war material on it came by as it was very uncertain in regards to different colonies and different places rising against the Communists.  And so they would send a locomotive first and then little ways behind the second locomotive with the train.  And when this first locomotive approached the village the soldiers or the people of the village started shooting at the first locomotive that didn't have the train, and the engineer thought it was just some robbers trying to rob the train, so he just give full speed ahead and of course, he came down to where the rail was taken apart and he crashed into that place.  Then when the soldiers came, the train with the soldiers came behind, they start shooting at them and that engineer had the same thoughts - well, we have one locomotive ahead that is supposed to see if the track is all right and he didn't come back to warn me, so there must be everything in order.   And he opened steam and give them the full steam ahead and he piled in to that locomotive that was off the track, and I can know when we went down to those accidents where the train got off, how one car was actually pushed into another, like a match box.  Many of the soldiers were killed in this derailment and those that didn't get killed and tried to get away - well, the Cossacks were laying on both sides of the tracks, they were killing off everyone that was moving.  The Cossacks those that know them and read about them they were more or less brutal and very rough type of people.  They wouldn't want to see somebody suffer so that was no wounded ones.  Anyone that was wounded was killed and put of misery.  There was during this time the country was in a real uproar, fighting was going on all around and there was a battle front not far form the village we were in.  I remember how I climbed up on the roof of the building.  There was a large tree beside the building, so I climbed on the tree and from the branches onto the roof of the building, and I could watch the battle rage and I didn't stay there too long though because pretty soon I started hearing bullets whistling by me as some snipers were trying to get on me there.  So I got down in a very big hurry!  After mother passed away, Dad didn't stay too long in that house.  He took my sister and me and we went down to see Grandmother.  It was to have been a 2 month visit and it turned out to be 2 years.  Well, when we went to Grandma's place, we started to go to the German School, and we knew nothing about German and we had to start right from the bottom up.  And in that one year we made 6 grades in one year.  They had a 2 room school and sister and I , we changed from one room to the other.  The next year we took grade 7.  As was mentioned, everything was uncertain and we traveled for quite some time before we finally reached our Grandmother's destination.  The town where we went to was called Ruckenau and we went down there and stayed with her while Dad he went back again and he was at the Suworowka at that time.  But he by Grandmother's place Dad stayed for quite sometime.  I don't know for how many months and he went through quite a bit of hard work in regards to the persecution and not just persecution, but the uncertainty because Michno a big robber band that was organized.  He was not actually - he didn't belong to the Communist, he didn't belong to the white army who were offering him the most money at that time when the fight was going on.  He would join and help them in that fight, but the most existence what they arrived and lived from was from robbing and stealing and killing.  There was a lot of people that got killed by this man and his army and I've remember seeing Dad many times put against the wall where the soldiers demanded money from him and threatened to shoot and kill him.   But God saved and brought us through all that during those years.  It was also when the big famine was in the land because the soldiers they came and they confiscated all the grain and all the produce that the farmers had and it was wasted.  It was piled up in great big heaps.  The rainy season came and all the grain spoiled.  When the crop failure was the next year, then everybody was short of food.  The starvation was bad. 



When we were at Grandmother's, that's when the war was going on 1919, 20 and 21 - that's the time we were out there.  This is the time when there was a big famine.  My uncle, he had a big packer (packs the land down).  It was hollow.  It had a bung like a gas barrel.  It was the size of a gas barrel and my uncle when there was nobody around he went and filled those packers through that little bung hole with wheat and when the soldiers came it didn't matter who took possession, they all were stealing and took whatever they could put their hands on.  The government could make you ship all the grain to them.  They didn't pay you, they just took it away and here we had all those packers filled up with wheat and when they came and looked your place over from one end to the other trying to see if you had any grain, they never found this.  They never figured on that he had those packers .  They were sitting right in the middle of the yard all grown over with weeds because nobody could sow anything and that's where he had the grain.  Quite often when nobody was around.  We didn't have nothing to eat and he'd go and get a couple of cups full of wheat and then he'd cook that and then we'd have like porridge, and you still could live.  There was nothing to kill, no animals to butcher.  The odd time somebody had a cow or a horse, and when the spring came and they tried to seed maybe a little bit.  Maybe a handful of grain.  He tried to seed it.  To plow your land I've seen a horse hooked up together with a cow and plowing.  I've seen a camel hooked up with a cow.  The animals were very thin.  The soldiers would kill anything they could see and eat it.  If they came into your house, you had to feed them.  There were 15-20 men and you had to feed them.  If you didn't have any food they would kill you.  They would kill people by the hundreds.  I've seen by the station where they had the bodies piled up like cord wood to haul them away and bury them where there wasn't so much frost.  They would have 200-300 people in one grave.  Mass graves.



(Side 2 )

Today is the 31 of May.  I am still on the boat.  The noise that you hear sometimes is the splashing of waves and of the sails.  And the going has been good today so here we'll continue with our story.  The life story.



The parents they belongs to the Mennonite faith and while we were living in the Cossack family there were not many other Mennonites and there was no church or any services.  I don't remember ever going to church when I was young.  There was a Baptist Church I know because it's the minister that... The Baptist minister that was speaking at my mother's funeral.   But otherwise I don't know much about Christian and religious life at that time.  The Cossacks belonged to the Greek Orthodox Church and they had their services.  I know I've been at their services sometime that I went down there especially - like on Easter or some special doings.  But otherwise there wasn't much religious activity in our family.  After we went to visit Grandmother - well, out there the situation was different.  That was all a Mennonite colony.  Services were being conducted every Sunday.  Prayer meeting and Bible Study was in the middle of the week.  There was a choir practice and Young People's activities, and I wasn't that old to participate in all those.  I still know and watched how Christianity worked and what it done, because it was in this turmoil of the revolution of the work of this Micnah that great robber and murderer and many people at  that time turned back from their worldly living and followed God more closely.  There was lots of revival services were going on, lot of people were being converted and come back to Christ and religious life was lifted up through the persecution, because many one lost their lives because they believed in Jesus Christ and they wouldn't deny Him and they were being persecuted and sent to Siberia a lot of those ministers they were all away and it was mostly laymen that were conducting the services and the robber were coming into the colony time and time again, picking up men and taking them out and killing them without any reason whatsoever. They'd come into a house and they'd put the man against the wall, demand the money or valuables while it's been demanded so often everything was robbed and plundered away.  So those people didn't have anything to give and lots of them were shot down and that is when you'd see when God was working - when those people were there and they'd commit themselves to God and look the man straight and calm into the rifle barrel and got killed right there.  Lot of them got saved and it was always a thanksgiving after because it was considered and it actually was a miracle of God that so many were spared.  May Dad was there for quite some time and while this was all going on and because he didn't belong into the colony and those people knew and could see that he was kind of a different type and they were after him a lot and to put him against the wall many a times.  I know my sister and I when we would see that happen, how we would go into prayer although I was just 12-13 years old, but I still remember - we huddle in a corner and pray and when they'd come and search the house and move us out of one corner and push us into another corner we'd ask them in God's name to go and spare us and leave us alone, because we didn't have anything.  A lot at one time I remember how men hollered at me to keep my mouth shut or else he was going to kill me for saying that, but is seems like the belief in God was the only thing that kept us alive and kept us going from day to day, because we didn't know what would happen next and everybody just was dependent upon God.  I know my uncle who was staying at Grandma's place; it was my Uncle and my Aunt and my Grandma.  The three of us.  The three of them and then the two of us, my sister and myself, of course there was quite a few cousins living around in the area, but we were in the house.  I know when my uncle would go down and start the field, how he would always pray before he started and commit the day's work unto God and do the work that way, and then put everything that was done, it was always done with thankful hearts to God and with prayer for safekeeping, because everything was so uncertain and we just learned to trust God and commit yourselves to Him.  Although I wasn't saved at that time, I consider myself to be a pretty good kid because I didn't join in with all the other kids.  We were strangers there and I never was the type that would go in for big rioting or trying to vandalize or anything like that, which of course wasn't being much done at that time anyway.  Dad had been hiding in the bulrushes beside kind of a small creek and he had been hiding for days and days and for the fear of his life because it was getting from day to day worse all the time and more and more were being killed.  Some places the whole colonies were murdered.  The men were all taken out and lined up and shot, and the colonies burned down and so Dad decided to leave us with Grandmother and he went back to away from Southern - that part of Russia.  Like to Suworowka and he went back to the Cossack and there he met a lady, a widow.  Her husband had also been killed by the Communists.  One night they came and asked him to come out and take him down to a certain farmer and while they were out on the way they shot him.  My step mother had 2 children and they had 3 children together after their marriage.  And after 2 years Dad & Mom came back to Grandmother's place.  The robbing and everything had settled to a certain extent and it wasn't quite that bad anymore.  Anyway, they came down there.  When Dad came with his wife to get me from grandmother's place, we hadn't seen Dad for 2 years anyway, if not more.  And when he came own there we seen him and oh... we stood there and cried.  Didn't know what to do about Dad.  I can remember when he came I couldn't say anything or do anything.  He came in and said "well, come" , and I didn't know if I should run to them, or run to Grandmother and tell them that they were there or what, and then they picked my sister and me and we went back to Suworowka to Cossack and at that place I went to High School with my sister.  I finished high school there and as I mentioned before, when I was young I had all kinds of sicknesses and was a very frail child in my youth.  When I went to High School I had rheumatic fever to such an extent that I had to walk with a cane.  I couldn't take part in any sports activities and was always standing by the side and just watching.  And it was marvelous how the Lord has healed me and given me the health that I'm enjoying now.   It was here in Suworowka where I got saved where I accepted Christ as my personal Savior.  It was during after Christmas, after New Year's they had special prayer meetings for at 10 days to start the New Year with and it was during that time that I got saved, seen myself a lot sinner, knew that I wasn't good in myself, and that I wasn't good in myself, and they it had to be Christ's saving blood to cleanse me and I accepted Him as my personal Saviour.



In the year of 1923-24, I finished High School.  It was that if you finished High School, you got papers to be a teacher, and it was little different grading I suppose than what there is here.  I finished that in the spring and the fall, in October, we migrated from Russia to Canada.  At that time there was a great migration going on - people were leaving Russia by the thousands.  They didn't leave just in car load lots; but they left in whole train loads.  We left there was a train load of cars from all the districts.  The people got together and ever so often a train load would leave.  They would try and get the papers from the government and then they would leave.  We didn't have enough money to pay for our transportation, but there was a Mennonite organization here in Canada that guaranteed the passage and C.P.R. brought us out on the credit basis, and we had to pay back our fare after we landed here in Canada.  We came into southern Alberta around Acme and Swalva especially, where we were accepted by the Mennonites that are lived there, and there I started working out first for a Mennonite man.  They picked us up and everybody was just about like a slave distribution.  You were all there and that fellow came and said "Oh I want that one", "I'll take that fellow", "I'll take that family".  I didn't stay with Mom and Dad when I got down there.  I was 17 years old so this fellow, he picked me up right away and I went down to his place, and oh, I don't know... I got along all right.  Usually nobody could stay with him longer than the first chance they got to get away.  When Sunday came he said I'm going down to past your folks place where they were staying at another man's place.  Sure I'd like to go along.  I went along and visited with my Mom and Dad.  I don't know from the kids were there I don't think many - just the youngest ones.  And before he was gonna go home in the evening, well before evening came he was gonna go and visit somebody else and he had to drive past the place.  So he dropped in and wanted to know if I was gonna go back with him when evening came or not.  Sure, it never came to me that I wouldn't go back.  Well then, this man where my folks were staying said he knows if he gets someone - if they stay until they get off the place, well that's it.  



They talked German and when I was working there I learned to count English.  That's what I learnt because we had to mix barley and wheat so many pails of this and that while somebody was helping all the time, and then I learned to count the pails.  That's all.  I stayed 2 months, then I told that man where my parents were staying I want to get away from there.  I want to get to a place that talked just English.  Well, okay, he got me a place that talked English. That fellow was lame.  He was walking with a cane and he had about 25-50 steers and those steers were being tied up.  They would lotsa times not go in their right stall.  Well, this fellow he really could swear.  My he could swear a blue streak.  He was using chewing tobacco and then that spit was flying and the air was hot and then those first years if I would have wanted to learn swearing I had real opportunity, but I was a Christian and I knew even although I wanted to learn English, I knew that those were words what he were saying were not proper to be used in everyday language.  At least not in my estimation.  I stayed and worked with him till the spring and when spring came I got another job.  I could learn talking English at this place because he was really a good teacher.  In the evening when we would sit and then he would try to tell me something and he would try and explain it to me.  Well I wouldn't understand and they could see I couldn't understand and then he would say the same thing over and over again.  Well by and by, I learned so that I knew some places you had to say yes and other times you had to say no, so I would say yes or no, which ever I thought fit right and then he's start on something else, but quite often I wonder what I actually said yes or no to because I didn't know what he was talking about.  Well by the time spring came, then I could understand him pretty good.  He could tell me something and I knew what he was talking about, and I could answer him pretty good.  Well, when I got away from him and I got a job in an elevator, now that was entirely different.  After you get to know one person and know the way he talks and understand what he was saying.  But when I got in the elevator, where all kinds of different people came, well I quite often wouldn't understand him and then of course when the boss was there everything was fine.  He could take over and say, but it was just a small town and I think there was just one elevator and so what was I do?  I was there and then he would get lonesome in the elevator - be nobody hauling grain and then he'd go down somewhere's and visit some friends somewhere's in town.  And then he'd give me his phone number and then he goes.  Well, when somebody comes and I didn't know what to do with him, couldn't understand or couldn't do that what he wanted to be done, and then I would phone him and he would come.  Here this time I was phoning him apparently the central kept on saying "Busy".  Well, what did I know what "busy" meant.  I just kept telling her all the time the number - that's the number I wanted and she kept talking about "busy".  I didn't know what "busy" meant.  When all of a sudden I heard her talking pretty fast to somebody and then I got the boss.  Well, when he came back from there he had to go back and start apologizing - most likely telling them that he had some immigrants there that didn't know any better - and go and take a good excuse on account of that there.  Set everything straight. 



From there we went and Dad bought a place with another 25 families by Nakamun and they were farming that together in,.. like in a collective. They were all working together in a George Lane Farms.  There were 3 farms, number 1, number 2, and number 3.  We were at number 3 and there was about 6 or 7 families were there, but I didn't have a job there.  I didn't have a share in the farming , so I got a job on the railroad and I was working on the railroad.  I walked 2 miles one way to go to work.  I was getting $64 a month.  Oh that was big wages in those days.  Two or three years is what I worked there and I was working there.  The men that were employed were all Ukrainian, except the Boss - he was English.  Well those men always talked Ukrainian and I didn't know how to talk Ukrainian and I could talk Russian, but not Ukrainian.  Well by the time I was through working at the railroad, I learned to talk Ukrainian and that's how come I can still talk Ukrainian.  I don't say that I'm talking it perfect and lots times don't pronounce it right, and lotsa times I don't understand what they say, but if a Ukrainian comes and talks real slow, and tries to make sure and explain what he's talking about,   I usually can understand what he's talking about.  There I worked on the railroad for 2 years on the section.  After that we went and Dad bought a farm in Saskatoon, Saskatchewan and we were on that farm about 3 years.



We stayed in Saskatoon about 2 to 3 months and I wanted to get a job.  I wanted to work in a garage.  When I went from place to place I wanted to work even if I didn't ask for wages, just let me work there, that's it.  I couldn't get no job and then they were giving night classes, so I went down and went to night classes, learning English.  And the teacher there said, well if you need any job just let me know and I maybe can help you, so I went to him and I told him I want a job in a garage.  I don't want no wages, just let me work.  It didn't take long and he found me a job.  Went down to that garage man, and he had several fellows around and he said, you want a job in a garage?  Yip!  You want to work free of charge?  Yip!  Well, okay.  And I got a job.  He had also a car washing department in the garage.  He never put me to washing cars.  To take the mud pan off, yes; but not washing cars.  This wasn't a mechanical job and I was hired as a mechanic.  So he wouldn't want to be caught giving me work that wasn't actually what I wanted to learn.  I thought that was really good of him.  He went and give me the job for mechanical work and that's where I just about got killed with electricity.  He was doing something inside the car with the electric drill and I was standing on the sewer line.  And there was a short, and I got the short somehow, and that was I couldn't let go, I just got stiff.  I couldn't let go until finally with all the efforts I had a chance to shake it off that it fell out of my hands and even now you talk electricity, and I'll make sure that I ain't gonna get a shock.



And then by and by, we got the farm.  We bought that on half crop payments.  No money down and beside that the fellow we bought it from, he had a separator that's all he was gonna leave.  But the board, through their business, they told him "Oh no, those people wouldn't know how to run the threshing machine, so you better keep the threshing machine, but you thresh for them".  Sure, he kept the machine and he threshed.  He threshed all over, all around all the neighbours and then when there was no more to thresh, then he came and threshed ours, and usually that was tough or damp, and then we had to give him the half and then we had to pay him for the thresh bill, and by the time the thresh bill was paid, and his half, then there was nothing left.  We paid way to high a price and couldn't keep it going.  The half share of crop paid for the threshing and hardly paid for the expenses, and we had nothing left over when we quit.  There we had in 3 years, Dad & I and my sister, who all worked on the farm, we had earned about 1 cow and 1 horse, and that's all what our profit was!



I could have had all kinds of jobs, but I didn't want to leave home and then one year we stayed and worked for him.  We gave the farm back, he wanted to hire us, so he paid us wages so and so much a year.  And he had another farm where his boys were working.  And usually when he'd go down to the boys first, they usually get sore at each other and they chased him off, and then he is all hot and boiling and then he comes to the place where Dad & I was working, and then he's gonna cool off on us.  And here one time he came up and oh, he was sore over something.  And some way I was plowing, and I was going around one way, turning to the right and he wanted me to turn towards the left and do it.  Well, nothing worth talking about, and he got sore and he was talking and everything else - really boiling hot, and he says "If you want to quit, go ahead and quit!"  Well we were hired on a yearly basis.  This was getting towards the fall - the end of the season. Well, all that he was looking for was to see that I would quit and then he was just dirty enough not to pay us anything!  And he says "You want to quit, go ahead and quit".  I says, "Mister, I am not quitting, but if you want to fire me, go ahead and fire me.  "You're welcome to it".  "Oh, no, no, I never would fire you!"  "Well, okay, I won't quit".  So he turned around and say, "all right keep on working".  So I kept on working.  He turned around and went down to Dad and started telling Dad what good a boy he had.  Oh what a marvelous kid he was!



I had an uncle living here in the Peace River country and so when we were through with the farm there, I decided I wanted to go and see him and come up north and see what it was.  I heard from them that there was land here available - about a homestead, and so I came down there and during the winter there was a homestead open.  I filed on the homestead and had there while  Dad, he stayed on out there on the farm, and we worked for the farmer.  Well., later on Dad also decided he wanted to come up north and he didn't want to come uncertain.  Didn't know if he would get a homestead or not, so I gave him my homestead that I had filed on first and transferred it into his name and he came down there, and we built a shack on that place and started our homestead life.  Later on I was able to get another homestead, about a mile or so away from Dad's place and I had that and was working out and trying to prove the homestead up.  I came to this Peace River country late in the fall in 1929.  Here I start working out and proving up the homestead as I said before.  Here it was that I met Annie, my wife, and we got married.  Oh... it must be around '32 or '33 and I don't remember the date exactly.  That is something that is bothering me - forgetting things - when it was or anything like that.  It was in the depression years and during those years it was marvelous how God did keep us going and everything supplied.  We were trusting Him for everything and I'd often have to marvel when I think back how the going was tough and how we always could trust God and how He didn't let us down and it seems like it started with small things, and then it kept going more and more and how in the later years, it has increased the blessings have increased and God's leading is showing out more and more and more definite in lots of ways, and so as I mentioned before, count your many blessings and name them one by one, and I'm going to try and relay some of those blessings as they happen.  They may not be all in row - year after year - exactly as it happened, but as it comes to my mind different happenings I would like to put them on this tape and give God the glory for all that He has done for us.



The 1930's are well remembered by everyone, because those were the hard years, those were the years where to exist was quite hard.  You had to exist and that was about all.  The wages they were low; work was hardly available and you'd try and make your living under circumstances like that was quite hard.  I know.  Just before I got married, I couldn't get a job to get wages, so I had an offer from a person and he gave me, saved for me a certain patch of grain - of oats.  And that was going to be my wages for that year.  Well, I worked for him until fall, and then in the fall when we harvested that grain, the crop wasn't too bad - was fairly good crop, but when the oats was worth just $.08 per bushel you can imagine how my wages were.  As far as in my mind, I think I averages somewhere around $1.60 a month, or maybe it was a little bit more, but I don't remember, but I know that oats I went and I give that to Dad for his stock - to keep because he himself had pretty tough job to get going.  It was sister and myself that were working out and the most of our earnings all went down to him to keep him going, and his family.  Like my brothers and sisters that were still at home.  There were 5 at home, and my sister and I, we were working out and the others were younger.  And Annie - before we got married, we were engaged - but she went and took a job in Saskatoon where she stayed for 2 years, because the wages were higher there and she was getting more money.  I went out on the trapline instead and tried to see if I couldn't make some money by hunting and trapping.  Well the trapping - just started it because I said the wages were low.  You could get about $5.00 a month or $7.00 a month.  The government would pay $5.00 and the farmer would pay $2.00, so that was about all you could get.  So I went out trapping and that there wasn't much money in that either because we were selling the squirrels for $.03, weasels was $.05, and coyotes were just... got I think just one.  That's all what we got and that was I think $5 or $7, so the money was pretty hard to get.  Now there was a lot of experiences that I had even on the trapline.  I remember one time we were out on the trapline.  It was not a registered line.  We went out - we built our cabin on Muddy Creek.  Right now the road and bridge goes across - at that time nothing there but a pack trail and our first cabin that we had.  Cabin #1 was at Muddy Creek and we went over the mountain down towards Cutbank River and the second cabin ***was on the head waters of the Cutbank.  In between, we had 3 teepees.  A tee-pee we built by putting up sticks (trees) like into a round circle and there was no stove in there and there was an opening way up above.  We had a campfire in the centre of the tee-pee and that’s how we kept warm.  That meant it took us 4-5 days to get down to the cabin.  We had 1 day's line around the cabin.  We stayed in the cabin 2 nights and then we'd go back.  It would take us 6-7 days to make the trip one way.



I don't like to go alone, but this time I needed to, so I went with snowshoes.  The snow was deep 5-6 feet and when you go like that you have to carry everything on your back.  I had the sleeping bag.  Now they make sleeping bags - they're light and easy and compact.  Well my mother made me a sleeping bag from sheep wool and I tell you that was a sleeping bag!  You could go and sleep in there at 50 below right under the stars and you were nice and comfortable.  It had a flap you throw that over close yourself in and pretty soon you'd have to make a little hole so that you'd get some extra air in there.  Just depends how cold it was.  If it was really cold that hole was but very small, but if it was nice and warm you could open up a little bit more.  Well that sleeping bag had to be carried, the food had to be carried.  What did we have for food?  Well, we had what we called pemmican - you call it jerky.  That was moose meat dried beside the stove in the cabin.  Made it bone dry.  Then we take the ax and we take the head of the ax on the block and we'd pound it into powder.  Then put the whole thing into a frying pan, then mix a little moose tallow in it and if you had raisins you'd mix raisins with it and oh, I'd say we used those 5 gallon jam cans that we used to have with a good lid on and it would hold about half a moose, and when we were on the trail, well what would we have for dinner?  We'd take about a tablespoon of that stuff and put it in a frying pan, fry the tallow up.  We also took about half cup flour and made 1 pancake or bannock and that was our meal: 1 tablespoon of this meat and half cup flour, and that lasted for about 8 hours or so.  Of course, every time you crossed a spring you would just go and lay down and have a little drink of water and if you were getting hungry you would take an extra drink of water and by the time you get going strong, you were full again.  That was our breakfast, our dinner and our supper.



It so happened that we had the horses, so I left my partner at the cabin with the horses and I went over and made the round of the traps, which was one week's travel and by going on snowshoes, I had to cross a certain river - the Cutbank River.  And I've crossed that on that particular place before already, and this time when I crossed and got on the ice with my snowshoes, with the pack of about 60 or 80 pounds. 



***

There was nothing but the snow which was over on top.  Well when I walked down with my snowshoes on top of that snow and got up on that river, I didn't know that and then all of a sudden, boom - bang - that snow broke under my weight and I fell right down into the river with my snowshoes on and with that big pack on my back and . . . ..but you know I didn't think about that cold water, I didn't think about how cold it was outside, I didn't care how wet the water was .... I just scrambled with all my might and everything to get out of that situation.  Well it so happened that God strengthened me and I was able to get hold of some snow and this and that and the other thing and I come out of that river and there I stood all wet the water dripping and I had about one hour's travel to the cabin - and it was around 10 or 20 below zero - and there I was.  Well when I was younger and read all kinds of stories about trappers and those trappers would fall into water or they would fall down mountains or someway or other they would lose their gun and they had lots of difficulties because the gun was lost.  They didn't have nothing to protect themselves with.  They didn't have nothing to shoot for their food or anything so I've always said to myself now I'm gonna make sure and be very careful.  I'm not gonna lose my old 30-30, so when I fell in there into that water, you know I forgot all about my rifle.  I didn't think one thing about it.  I didn't think about trying to protect it and trying to save it.  I just wanted to get out of that river before it washed me down under the ice and who knows where because that would have been the end of it.  You know when I got up there and was standing there all wet and I looked the situation over, you know I hadn't lost my rifle.  My rifle was right in that rope I had over my shoulder and it was hanging in there.  Now you know that was none of my own doing it was - God was the one that had protected it - had kept me from losing my rifle and everything else.  Well when I got out there and seen how cold it was and how far I had to go - what do you think I'd do?  What would you do when you are all wet and it is cold outside - you didn't have no clothes to change - well what to do?  You build a fire that takes a long time - by that time you might be frozen, so I said no I'm just gonna go for that cabin and you know I went fast, I run and I walk.  I run as fast as you could run on snowshoes with 50 or 60 pounds on your back and by walking that fast and creating a lot of heat personally, you know I got hot inside and outside.  The clothes they start freezing but on the inside I wasn't cold - I was sweating - and because I was sweating on the inside it kept from freezing and I kept going and then when I came down to my cabin (I had the habit when I leave the cabin - I would cut the fire wood - I would cut the kindling - I bring in enough fire wood for the whole night so that it wouldn't matter what or when I came to the cabin or to any of the tee-pees, there was fire wood for the night).  There was the kindling cut all I needed to do is get a match, light it and it would be going.  Well I tell you when I came to that cabin I was never so happy then at that time, that I had everything ready because while I was walking fast and sweating, I kept warm but when I got into the cabin and of course the cabin was cold, there hadn't been no fire for two weeks and then I start freezing and I start shaking but because I had everything ready - the kindling and everything - just one match and the kindling burnt.  We had an air tight heater in there.  If you know what an air tight heater that warms up pretty fast - you put enough dry wood in there and that fire goes and that heater starts jumping because the fire is going so fast.  Well I had the fire going and even if I was shaking and my teeth were rattling, I still went and got my clothes off and you know there was no dry clothes to put on, but you know I had one suit that nobody can take off, well that stays with me.  You know what suit that is - some call it the baby suit.  You know when a baby is born it has those clothes on nothing but the skin, right, and that's how I stood there in front of that stove, but because the fires was going good and everything else I won't freezing.  After a little while my teeth stopped rattling and my clothes - it took hours before I had them dried but that didn't make no difference.  I had enough wood to last me all night.  I didn't have to go out.  Sure it got dark outside and everything but that didn't make no difference.  I had a good supply of wood and I stayed warm and I thank God that He was the one that brought me through and you know as I said before I followed my God for over 72 years and you know through all that time he never let me down.  Sure I've been in lots of  difficult situations but I always praise him - that he brought me through those difficult situations.  When we get in trouble and we go and we trust God and we pray to Him and he gives us the grace that we will get through that.  You know this here is but one incident where God, by his marvelous grace, brought me through.  As I said he brought me through many difficult situations and he strengthens my faith every time he brought me through.  I get a little bit stronger and I can go a little bit farther.  I'm gonna continue from here what happened on that same trip as I've said there before I came down to the cabin and although I was wet and the clothes were frozen on the outside and on the inside I was warm, although I must say that I was pretty shaky before the fire got really going, but because everything was ready - there was no problem - I got warmed up.  I went to bed and had a good night's sleep.  By morning my clothes were dried and I had to go.  We had the trapline that took one day's travel - that we walked from the cabin and we came back to the same cabin for the second night so I went around and I looked over the traps - reset them, picked up the fur that was in it - the most of it what we caught was weasels and squirrels.  We didn't get much big game, there was hardly anything around to me there is more for right now then there was in those years.  Well I had to go and start back home to the cabin #1 where Shorty, my other partner, was with the horses and waiting for me.  Well the going was pretty tough going back as I mentioned before it took me six days until I got down to where Shorty was in the meantime we had a lot of snow.  One night it snowed around two feet.  That meant that the going was really tough on snowshoes but I made it all right to the cabin #1 and of course when I got down there I found that the snow had been so deep while I was gone it had snowed more than two feet and the snow was really loose and so the horses had to do a lot of pawing on this loose snow and because it was so deep (the snow had been there before) so there must have been at least around 3 1/2 feet if not more of snow and the horses had to paw that snow to the side before they could get at the grass that was under the snow.  There was a large meadow here by this cabin, so there was a lot of feed, but they couldn't get at it.  Well we had, I think, three or four horses.  I think actually we had three.  Two were pretty old and one was a younger horse.  Well the old horses were in really bad shape.  They were almost starved.  They were almost starved to the point where they hardly could walk any more, so there was nothing else to do except to go and pack up and get the horses out of the bush.  Well it was approaching Christmas so we figured on going out for Christmas any way.  So we got everything packed up and we left for the settlement to get out.  Well it took us around, I don't know, two or three days - maybe more- till we got out.  Well it was pretty hard going for the horses and we came closer to the Indian camp by Pinto Creek the horses they were, especially the two old ones, they were so weak and so tired that they couldn't walk any more.  It was not that we were riding those horses - those horse were just walking by themselves and they didn't have anything to pack, but because of the shortage of feed and the hard work to paw the snow away until they could feed - well they just had lost all the strength and they laid down and we couldn't get them up.  Well we were pretty close to the Indian camp anyway, so we went down there with the good horse - just the one horse that was young and it was carrying our sleeping bags and little bit of grub that we had and we came down there to this Indian camp and we wanted to go and kill those horses but the Indians they wouldn't want to here.  Apparently in their belief if you kill a horse that means really bad luck, not just for the one that is killing it but for the whole area, so the Indians promised me that they would go and take some food down there (some oats and something) and try and get the horse out to where his other animals were.  Where there was more feed and try and bring them through.  Well we agreed on that and we just left the horses there with the Indian.  Well of course, the horses never got away from that meadow where we left them.  They just died there.  Well we got out and everything was fine.  We went out for Christmas during this time we never shaved.  My partner, Shorty, he didn't shave and neither did I.  Well I had been out before trapping when I left my beard grow.  Well my beard would grow just around the side the cheek bones and there but not around my mouth where is of Shorty his beard was growing right up that you hardly could see his mouth.  That was all grown over with the solid beard.  We didn't have no mirror along, so we couldn't look at ourselves to see how we looked.  When we come down there to this Indian camp to stay over night we sat down and the old squaw - she prepared a supper for us.  It was Pinto Pete's wife.  I knew them before I trapped there or hunted there, and they knew me and I knew them.  So we stayed there over night.  Well when we were sitting at the table having our supper I looked back and there was a mirror hanging on the wall beside me so I just picked up that mirror and had a look at myself.  Of course I wasn't surprised or anything because I'd seen myself before but when I give that mirror to Shorty and let him look at it well he told me afterwards he said when he looked at himself and seen himself in there he got shocked and he got so shocked that it was grown over his whole face.  The poor Indian woman was sitting on the floor the way they sit, with their legs crossed, and doing some kind of hand work - I think working on a moccasin and when she seen how Shorty got so shocked and he told me he felt like jumping up and running from himself.  Well that big woman - she sat there and laughed and laughed just about rolled of laughter and Shorty was so embarrassed that he could have crawled into any little hole that would have been around.  Well when we got outside and those that hadn't seen me with the whiskers before - it cover a lot of them - they wouldn't even recognize me.  They thought that was so, so, such a funny looking man and because in those days there wasn't very many whiskers around.  Now a days there is a lot of them around.  So nobody pays much attention to it, but out there it was different.  Well I was there for Christmas and we had our Christmas and after Christmas went back to the trapline again.  Of course, Shorty he had enough, he wouldn't go out trapping again.  He didn't want to go out.  He gave up everything and he says I'm not going.  Well I had my traps there and there was a lot of money there and grub there and everything else so well, I said I'm going but I had expected that he wouldn't go and I had a good friend amongst the Indians, Adam Kennedy and Adam was trapping alone and so he said if I come after Christmas alone well he wouldn't mind going with me trapping.  Well I thought that would be pretty good.  I could learn the art of trapping better if I had an Indian to show me how and I knew Adam from before, so I was pretty good chap knew each other so I thought that would be okay if I'd go trapping with Adam.  So I started out, of course I didn't have no horses.  I just had a dog (a German Shepherd) and that dog had kind of a pack sack saddle made for him that you'd lay over his back and it fastened underneath his belly and in front a strap so it couldn't slid back and it couldn't slide forward and then there was two big pockets on each side with some ropes that I could tie some light stuff and have him carry it.  A dog would carry around 35 - 40 pounds maybe 50 pounds.  This was a big dog so he could carry roughly 50 pounds and that is how I went out on my snow shoes - back to my trapline.  Well when I came down to the Indian camp and start inquiring what was what - here the whole Indian camp was sick.  Everybody had the flu with the Indians in those days they lived together.  There wasn't very many families maybe 3 - 4.  I don't think there was more than that and they all stayed in their separate teepees or in their log cabins that they had and everybody was sick.  Adam was out in his teepee and I went down to see him.  He was sick, well what to do now?  Adam is sick well I stayed around camp I most likely would get sick so I never stopped.  I didn't have no meal.  I didn't go inside.  I just kept right on going to my own cabin #1.  Well I had to camp out too, before I would get there because it took over a day to go down there or you had to leave the cabin early in the morning and get down to the Indian camp.  I think we could make it in a good long days travel but Adam couldn't come along so I decided to go all by myself.  I wouldn't stay there with the Indians and catch the flu myself and get sick.  Well I got down to the cabin #1.  Everything was fine.  I was alone there and I didn't like it.  I never was out in the wilderness all by myself.  I always had one man as a partner and one man that was enough.  I didn't look for a big crowd as the Indians called me lone wolf, as I was alone always - hunted alone.  I had this partner when I got home - there was somebody in the cabin that I didn't have to be all by myself - well I got down there of course when I got down there to cabin #1 there was nothing else to do except just look for check the traps that were around the cabin and then go over my trapline as I mentioned before that took me six days to go one way and so I started out after one days looking after the traps close by and that rest and I started out to go over my trapline with the snowshoes and my sleeping bag and my grub enough to live for six days.  But when I was quite a ways (maybe half way or something like that) I started feeling that I was getting sick.  I wasn't feeling very good but I keep right on going.  By and by I reached cabin #2 and looked around to trap and when I was there I was really feeling bad and not just being sick but psychologically they call it.  Knowing here I was all alone - 10 days travel from the he next human being and somebody may come this winter - somebody may come next spring - if I didn't show up in the spring, well, they would come and look for me and it just got me.  I was sick and I couldn't rest, I couldn't sleep but very little and restless and when I was feeling getting sick I said well that's enough.  I just as well go back out.  Well I had to - I was at cabin #2 and it's supposed to take me six days to go back well I went and I decided I was gonna go pick up the traps and hang them up in trees at certain places that were marked at the river, at the teepee, where I had my teepee beside the pack trail and so I start picking up traps and walking back.  Well as I said I couldn't sleep at night so what did I do?  I get up early in the morning.  It was still dark outside - well so I'll go and start out.  I had a flashlight and I'd start out well it wasn't pitch dark - you could still see your trail where you'd been walking so I'll start out way before daylight and pick up my traps and pick up the fur that was in them and start going carrying my traps until the load got too heavy and then I would go and find a nice tree - that I had marked and that was by the tree, by some little creek or spring or which ever way it was usually.  I could almost, I think, I carried them all the way till the first teepee and then hung them up way up on the top of a tree - kind of hid  - out of danger from being picked up so I hung them up there and then what when I came down to the teepee which usually takes around eight hours - well it was a long ways from being night.  Well I couldn't sit down there and wait until the night would come because I wasn't feeling good and everything was sick and I didn't want to wait until I got so sick and tired and so sick that I couldn't walk any more, well then I would start out for teepee #2 and we had three of those teepees so I started out and I made two days travel in one.  I was young, I was strong even if I was sick.  I wasn't so sick that I couldn't walk.  I could walk and so I made instead of taking me four days to make the trip I made it in two days.  Well when I came down to cabin #1, of course I had the dog with me all the time, and he was carrying part of the traps and that is how come I could carry them until the teepee where I hid them.  When I came down to cabin #1 and wasn't getting any better, I was still feeling bad, so I decided in the next morning I would go and walk out - walk back home.  Well it so happen it was cold and it was snowing and it was the wind blowing and stormy, but what am I gonna do - sit here and wait for days until it got better - no - I was too sick and feeling too bad that I would go and take that time - so I just went and I started out for home.  Well I had the dog packed with some grub and some stuff and I had all my sleeping bag and little bit grub what I needed and with the most essential things that I didn't want to leave for the pack rates and so I started out.  Well when I came out wherever there was open spots on the trail - the trail was all blown shut because the blizzard.  By the time I got going, around dinner time or something like that, the wind had came up really strong.  The snow was drifting and blowing and the trail was all blown shut so I couldn't see where the trail was and you just can't go in the snow storm and leave your trail and get going.  Well the dog was packed pretty heavy too.  He must of carried around 50 pounds or something like that and he was following behind me in my snowshoe tracks.  Well on the good trail on the old trail where I came in on and if I went over with my snowshoes even the snow was, I don't know, it must of snowed again another couple of feet the snow I think was somewhere around six feet maybe more in the bush and so the dog was following my snowshoe track.  He couldn't walk on the loose snow because he was sinking in too much.  But he would go behind on my snowshoe track and follow me like that but whenever I would go and wander off the track that I would start going and not knowing where the track was - just thinking it was just that direction and just walk - well, the dog wouldn't leave the trail.  Lots of times I would look back and through the snow I say "oh there is my dog standing way back yonder" and I would have to go back - go back to where my dog was - and lots of times I would have to take off the snow shoes and through the snow feel where the hard trail was so that I could get back on the right trail and then hit for the Indian camp.  That was the place where I had to go down to first.  Well it took me, which I should have made easy in a day, it took me pretty late toward evening actually too late to go and to travel but when I came down to the Indian camp Pete came out and he just took one look at me and of course he seen right away that there was something wrong, that I was sick.  They all had been sick before so all he said  - he says, "well you go back in - go back in and me take care of the dog".  I took my snowshoes off and he took the snowshoes, cleaned them off with the snow, set them up high so the dogs couldn't get at them and chew them.  He took care of my dog that was packed.  I walked in with my sleeping bag and of course that's where I got the meals and laid down to go and laid down to go to sleep.  Well that Indian he seen that I didn't have no pillow, well I didn't carry no pillow that's extra weight.  All I did - I used my pants and my jacket for a pillow and that's what I slept on, but when that Indian seen that I didn't have no pillow, he went to his bed and he picked up his own pillow, he just had one pillow and he brought it down to me and he says "here you use this" and of course I thanked him very much.  I refused using his pillow, but used my jacket and my pants and walked out yet when I walked out further and got down into the white civilization, some friends that were there along the road when I went there and stopped and thought maybe I'd stay there and rest up - they wouldn't even let me in because - oh, they were busy - this and that - and the other thing - so I've seen that with those Indian friends and with Pete - he took care of me better than some of those white people had, but then I could always get along good with the Indians.  They respected what I told them and they knew that I wasn't taking advantage of them.  I wasn't giving them the booze what all the others give them and then after they had the booze then they would try and make deals with them so that they would get something from them and which would not be to the advantage of the Indian, but to the advantage of themselves. 





Annie and I got married on the 17th of April and we stayed that spring at home with Annie's parents.  We lived in their house and I was helping my father-in-law to put the crop in.  It was all done by horses, of course, and it was a late spring, but we got the crop in.  After the crop was in, I've in the meantime as I mentioned before, I had a homestead and on that homestead I canceled it to get it, and there was a little shack 11 x 14.  I'd moved that shack from it's original  place to the place which I was considered to be our building site.  Where we wanted to move to it was beside a small creek, so that we could have some water, and when... after when I took Annie down there and showed her the place, we went down  with the team, of course, and there was hardly enough room around that shack to turn around with the wagon.  The road, it was all a bush road, and that is where we went and that's where we first started our life together, and started to make a home out of it.  You'd be surprised how many visitors you can have in a place like that.  We've had as many as 20 or more young folks come and visit us there at one time, ... that was all right.  When our first baby came and there wasn't much room there, maybe you've seen it... The Mennonites - they have those clothes cupboard with a drawer in there.  You can put a lot of stuff in there.  Well we used one of those drawers as a bed.  We pulled that out and that's where Eric spent his first months or years, in there.  In the daytime you pushed the drawer back in.  The bed is out of the road and you keep on going.



The bush was quite heavy.  There was no bull dozers or anything like that for to clear the land.  It took me around 10 days of hard work to clear one acre.  The trees had to be all grubbed.  What I would do - I would grub the trees, cut all the roots and then wait for a strong wind to come and throw them over.  Or later on I when I was able to, I could buy a long cable and then we would hook the cable way up high on the tree and take the horses and pull the tree over, but before you could do that the roots had to be all cut off, which was quite hard work.  And that is how I cleared the first 5 acres.  And then every year you tried to add little bit more onto it.  It wasn't just that we could stay and work on the homestead.  I had to go and work out and try and earn some money and in those years the going and the earning was quite hard.  I had a good job where I was working by Bear Lake stooking and Threshing, which got us in some money.  Enough money to live during the winter and get maybe a cow, maybe a horse.  We had our chickens, we had our garden, so the living didn't cost us so much.  



On the homestead we used to have the workers that stayed at our place and they were going around and preaching different places.  And we had this man, Mr. Kennedy staying at our place, and the superintendent came and we were going to go and have some special meetings in the school house.  Well, it just so happened that the day before, we had a real strong wind storm and we had to go with the buggy and the team through bush roads and you know what that means - trees laying all over.  Well, it was no problem - we didn't have no power saw, but you still had an ax and so we took the ax along, and as we were going down, sure enough there is a tree laying across the road, and I gets off and starts cutting the tree out and pulling it out of the road.  Well, the superintendent, he had a movie camera and he was taking the picture how I am clearing this road for them to go down to the service.  Then afterwards I heard wherever he was presenting or talking about the work up,... and up here - our country.  He always used to say "Oh, look out for Corney - look at the kind of guy he is".  After the show, I took the tree out, he reverses the picture and here I am holding up the hand and the branch flies down and I'm putting it down and by and by I roll the tree back into the road, and put everything back in front of the road.  You know how everything works when you go and reverse the whole thing...





This is tape number 2, side 1.  It is the first of June, 1979.  Today as we travel the sky is cloudy, the wind isn't very strong; we're still going about 6 knots.  Last night was... Kind of turned out to be quite a storm. The boat was being tossed to and fro; the waves are still quite high!  And the boat is rolling back and forth.  I don't know how high the waves are, should say how a person should measure them from the low to the high should be somewheres around 15 feet, maybe more maybe less, but there's no problem.  We have the sails - are kind of lowered pulled in, so that the wind isn't working too hard on the boat.  It could go a lot faster, but then we would be going faster than the waves and it would have been quite difficult - the way Trudy says, and Peter.  But they know how to set it, so we just having the speed that we can go and follow the waves, more or less.  Sometimes when a big wave comes from behind and catches up with the boat, it pushes the boat ahead almost a knot or two on the speedometer.  Right now there is a little rain falling, and so I will continue with my story.  I've just listened to tape 1 and it almost sounds as if  I am the only one that has been working hard and trying to exist.  That is far from it. 

 

Now when I thought little bit back and think on it - at that time Annie, when we got married, you were about 23-24; I was  25-26, somewheres in that vicinity, and you decided to follow me and to share life's joy and sorrow.  And I think the most of it was sorrow - I believe.  You that are listening to this tape and a lot of our grandchildren that will listen to this, imagine yourself  being married to somebody... Then you move into a shack that's about 11 x 14 or 16, and there you start.  What have you got?  I think we had a team of horses and a cow.  We got that cow from father-in-law.  Of course we soon got some chickens, and had a garden -that was out there at our father-in-law's place because on the homestead we didn't have nothing.  Nothing broke or anything at all, and then after we did break something, it was more or less poor land right away for having a garden, it was pretty tough going.  I'd be going out, working out - what was taking place at home?  Just imagine yourselves...  Annie, do you think back how you would have been left alone for a week or more at an end, alone there in the bush?  And no wonder your next of kin thought you were crazy to choose me in the first place.  And I suppose you quite often thought the same thing, but there was no more looking back once the start was made.  And when I think now at 72, how the Lord did lead us and oh, how often things could have been made different than what we made them..., than what I made them especially.  But, what is done is done.  Now we just can look back and we can do nothing else but praise the Lord  for that what He has done!  Many, many a night no doubt, Annie, you spent alone and wondered... I wonder how many tears you did shed?  Never told me about it.  Now is a good time to remember it... Everybody will say "Well, he is lonesome".  Well, sure - it's just about 3 weeks now since I left home and it'll be at least 3 more if not more before I'll be able to get back.  I think this is about the longest time we've been separated at one time, although we've been separated many, many times for a week, or 10 days, or 2 weeks.  But we know the reason and everything else, and I'm happy that Trudi spoke to me about putting my thoughts on a tape.  And I've always wanted to do it and there's no better time than this.  



I got interrupted with the talking, and thinking back again... That Annie, I suppose you remember the time when I went out on the trapline.  Of course, I didn't go out into the wilderness - the traplines were around home.  I had 2 traplines - 2 different areas, and it took about each day for each area - and I always was back again.  And when I went on this one particular time, setting out traps and all I had was the little ax that I carried to mark the place and make the little houses for the traps to catch... to set them there to catch the weasel.  That was the most of what I did catch.  ...How I walked along there and I came to an old bear den.  I knew that place had been there all the time before, but this time when I came down there - here were a bunch of leaves scraped together over top of that hole and I didn't know what that was to start with.  I was wondering who was monkeying around on my trapline?  And I thought maybe it was skunks that were in there and somebody tried to cover them up so he could catch them later on.  And then when I walked closer and seen a hole went in, I thought to myself "Wow, I never knew that a porcupine made a hole like that!"  And when I looked in, all of a sudden I seen 2 charcoals glaring at me!  Well, I knew then what it was... that it was no skunks; that it was no porcupines - but that there was a bear in the den.  Well, as mentioned, all I had was just a small ax, and I tell you - I just turned around and made fast tracks to get out of there and back towards home.  ...How I came back and how the next day, I took the 30/30 and went out there to get that bear.  ... How you didn't want me to go alone - you always thought I had to have somebody - it was too dangerous.  But I didn't take anybody, I went alone.  When I came down there, the bear had been out - the way it looked by the leaves, and he was in there and I could see his face.  So I shot him - one shot, and that shot wasn't very fatal.  It took the teeth out top and bottom on one side of the jaw.  It knocked the bear down and it looked like he was finished.  I reloaded the gun and here I see how the bear was lifting up from behind - ready to jump out!  Well, then his head came up, so I could place a bullet right between his eyes, and that was the end of the bear.  Dragged him out and dressed him and took him home, skinned him.  It was a large bear.  He had a lot of fat.   We cut the fat off.  You fried it out and baked many many a good cookies from that fat.



...And how we were kind of short on meat and how you were going to go and make a roast.  You put it in the oven didn't you?  Because I talked to you about it, and tried to persuade you that it was okay.  You were in family way at that time too, and how you put that roast in and had it roasting and then you opened that oven door... You told me so yourself - how you got the smell, the whiff of that meat coming out of there!  You said it smelt exactly like a dog that has been out in the wind and you put him in the house.  ... How you took that roaster and meat and threw the whole shebang out of the door.  When I got home you told me "There, look at it!  Even the dog won't eat it, and you expect me to eat it?"  That is the things that you went through, and a lot, lot more beside.



As we were on the homestead, our existence - what we lived on - the most of it, of course, was the vegetables that were grown in the garden.  Annie, of course, was the one that had to do the most of the work on that because I was busy occupied with something else.  And then the wild meat that we could get.  During those years we lived about 90% on wild meat.  It was being supplied to us by God in a marvelous way.  I went through that time and time again, and had to say that God supplied us with the meat when we needed it.  It came to that extent that I wouldn't even go out hunting if we had meat on hand, because I'd spend so much time running around, when we had meat on hand.  But when we found out, or when you told me that the meat was gone,... the last roast was being put in the oven, you must say it's to God's glory but very seldom that I would have to go out 2 days in succession before I would get the meat.  And as the years went by that conviction went stronger and stronger, and those days we were hunting not for the sport of it, but it was being hunted for the existence, - because we had a family.  After years as the family grew - 3 boys and 3 girls, and as when those youngsters were growing up.  I tell you it took a lot of grub to feed them and we would notice it very good and very well on the flour because a sack of flour wouldn't last very long, but when we had meat it would last more than twice as much.  And those days what did we buy in the store?  It was mostly flour, salt, and sugar and we hardly bought any coffee.  That was made from home grown grain, and that's the way the expenses were kept at a minimum.  If somebody wouldn't know how to prepare a meal without nothing then we wouldn't have lived as good as we did, because Annie you know how to prepare a meal and you did it time and time again, and many a many a one that was visited us and you know how, what pile of steaks they could put down or any of the other food that was put before them.



The services that we attended while we were on the homestead were either at the Dar Ranch, or we went down to LaGlace, which was about 16 miles drive, with horses.  We would go down there for the morning Sunday service.  We usually took lunch along and then they had in the afternoon right away a service and then we would come back home again.  The children never minded the long trip down there to the services.  We had a cutter and they usually would be put to sleep in the back of it and we would drive with the horses down there.  When we talk some times what an effort been put forth to attend services and now we have everything so handy and still it is quite often neglected and other things are brought forward and considered more important than the services, and that to hear God's work and to have fellowship with the Christians and come back home refreshed and ready for the day's battle.



We started with the mink and we had... oh, somewhere's around 50 or 60 breeder mink.  It was a slow start and one time I was,... we were feeding the mink horse meat and I was out...   and also rabbits and I was out hunting rabbits and we needed some meat.  We didn't have much meat left and I was out hunting rabbits with the 22 rifle and all I had was 22 short, because that was the cheapest ammunition you could buy.  And in those days you had to try and save money wherever possible and when I came down to this one particular field and I've seen a deer buck on the field feeding, now that was about a mile and a half or 2 miles from home.  Well we needed the meat and here it was and all I had was the 22, and 22 Short.  On top of that, if it would have been the long rifle or extra long as they used to have them, but I didn't have any of those.  I just had shorts and I didn't know... was debating with myself what I should do if I should go back home and get the big rifle and come and try and get that deer ... hope that he still would be there or what?  That would have taken me 1/2 an hour,  3/4  an hour to get the 2 miles one way and 2 miles back, and so I thought it over and said, "Well, Lord, you know that we need the meat and if this meat is provided by you for me, that you put it there in the field in front of me.  Then you can help me get it even with the 22 Short, and so with that prayer on my mind, I put the gun to the shoulder and I fired and with the first shot I dropped that deer.  It so happened I hit him through the back - didn't break his back bone, but I hurt it bad enough that I paralyzed him and I could run up to him and from close range shoot him through the head, and we had our meat.  That is another way of showing the glory of God, how He did provide our daily needs.



There was a time in my life when before I looked wholly and depended wholly on God to supply our needs.  I thought myself a pretty good hunter and could get the meat practically any time I wanted and we always had meat, and I was giving myself a lot of credit that I knew how to do it and didn't trust the Lord fully for it in the beginning when I started that.  Now it so happened that we had lots of people who wanted me to go and shoot game for them so that, and get some money for that and that would bring us extra money.  This was something that was strictly against the law, but in our hunting language, we have the saying "The one who shoots the last shot that's the one that got it", so I had kind of a scheme up my sleeve.  I would go out, shoot that moose, get the man that wanted that animal, have him come down and then fire the last shot into that animal.  Even if it was dead for a couple of days or a couple of hours, and that way claim it.  Now that was entirely the wrong idea, and it was by no means right, but it just struck me and this thought was not of God, but it was of Satan, trying to bring me to fall.  So, before I would do that I thought I'd go out and see how it would work hunting up north of LaGlace and how the situation would be and try and see what I could do that winter on that score.  And I went out and I had a partner that went along and he was a pretty good hunter and when we came down to this trapper's place, Philip, we went and we started hunting.  We had a team of horses with us and feed for 10 days or more, and we had nice snow was on the ground, so it was good tracking.  We had wind - the best of hunting conditions and we hunted for those 10 days or 2 weeks and we couldn't bag a single animal.  We just simply had to go back home without meat, and it was kind of a disappointment to me in one way, but in another way the Lord spoke to me and tried to tell me that I couldn't do nothing out of myself, it was He that was gonna do it and it was He that was gonna supply me with everything that we needed.  So it took quite some time... till way later in the winter, we didn't have any meat.  We'd been without meat for quite some time and so I decided to go back to Philip again, and try hunting again.  In the meantime, it had snowed some more and there was a Chinook had blown during the time when we were out and the snow had melted some, so there was a good crust on the snow and when we went down there, I went with my brother-in-law.  He took me down to Philip and he was going to go back and come within a week or 2 weeks and see what I had.  Well, when we came down to Philip, Philip told us he said "Corney", he says, "You must be crazy, you were hunting here before under the best of weather conditions and you couldn't get nothing, and now there is a crust on and it is cold and you're trying to get your moose!"   Well, Pete went back home.  I stayed.  We needed meat, so the only way to get it was to hunt.  In the evening I had my Bible along, in the evening I read some by the candlelight, that he had, or coal oil lamp, and Philip kept always joking at me.  He says, "You've got to do an awful lot of reading, if you want to get your moose nowadays, under those circumstances, cold, crust, noisy..."  Well, I went out the first day, and God went and showed me a moose, and I shot at it and wounded it, but I didn't get it.  Well, Philip kind of shrugged it off.  He said you'd still have to do a lot more reading if you want to get your moose.  It just so happened, by accident... Well the next day I went out and I bagged that moose that was wounded, but one moose wasn't enough because if I had somebody that took me out hunting, or went along hunting, we always split 50-50.   So Pete would have to have half of it and I would have half of it.  And what was that for a family?  That wouldn't last very long!  So I went out the next day.  Philip, he didn't have quite as much to say against my reading.  The second night when I had bagged that moose,  ...but when I went out the second day and the Lord went and put another moose in my road, and I was able to shoot the second moose and Philip didn't have nothing to say after that.   But I had a lot of praises to God because God showed me not to try and scheme and go and do something and try and make some extra money, which wasn't the right way to do, but to trust Him and He would supply my every day need.  I left the Bible with Philip.  The next spring, when Philip came out from his trapline, and I met him, I said to him "What did you do with the Bible?"  Did he leave it in the cabin?  He had to pack everything out on his back and walk out on snowshoes.  "Did you leave the Bible" in the cabin?  "No",  he said, I took the Bible out",  but He didn't dare keeping the Bible.  He had too much respect for it, he said.  "I give it to Karl for his wife, so she can read it to their children".  And that was another  thing, another time when the Lord supplied and where the glory and praise goes to Him.



The hunting has its dangers, not just from the wild animals, but it has dangers from other hunters.  You never know who you'd meet in the bush and what the man will do when you do meet him.  Will he pull up the gun, and shoot at you or will he make sure that that what he shoots will be a wild animal.  In my earlier years, one time I went out hunting and I was on horseback, and I was riding through the bush and had my gun with me.  And I think I was going to some place and it was all bush roads, so I was riding along when all of a sudden I heard the shot ring out, right close beside me and I hollered from my horse - "Look out what you're shooting at!", or something to that effect...  And here that person came up to me and he was shaking like a leaf and he says, "I-I-I-I-I thought you were a deer".  Now, he had taken a shot at me while I was riding, - thinking I was a deer.  I'm thankful to God that that shot went wild, it could have hit just as well as not, but it was God's protecting hand that kept it - kept me from being hit by that particular person.  And I've been always careful too with my hunting to make sure that what I shoot will be the wild animal that I am after.  It is a lot better to go and lose an animal and not get it than to go and shoot somebody and then have that on your mind all the rest of your life!  Actually, I've been thankful to God that I never had shot at anyone mistakenly.  There's many a moose I've lost simply because I wasn't sure what it was and I didn't shoot, and later on when I was sure, it was too late and the animal got away.  I wasn't never been sorry when there was situations like that.  



This is tape 3 side 1.  Today is the 15th of June 1979.  We are still sailing.  The noise you can hear is that of the waves tipping the boat.  I haven't taped any for the last 3 days.  I guess because we've had the real storm that we went through.  We've been fighting this storm now, I think it is about the 5th day.  To start with, it was cloudy and rainy and then the clouds get heavier.  The wind increased and two nights ago, or one night ago, it really blew hard.  The wind must have been blowing between 50 and 60 miles an hour.  The boat was really being tossed to and fro.  We took different night shifts.  Peter was until 12 o'clock and I took from 12 and was at watch until 4, and that is about the worst thing that I've experienced, as far as rough sea goes.  When you consider the little boat, its 35 feet long, of course if you go and add on the steering apparatus at the back, which is another 2 feet, which is going to make it 37 feet.  But just the same, that boat was going to and fro.  The beam, which the main sail was fastened to which was kind of out to the side of the boat, maybe around 6/7 feet from the boat and that is usually 12 or more feet from the water.  Well that boat bent over so that that pole was in the water many a times.  And then it shows your helplessness because anything could happen, although I must say the boat took it very well.  We've been a lot of time the whole side, and part of the side of the deck that is leaning towards the water was all submerged, but it always rights itself straight up again and we kept right on going.  The sea at the present time is still quite rough.  You can hear the waves hitting the port holes because I usually....  Before when I talked to the tape, I was filming it when I had my night watch from 7 o'clock until 12 or 1, but now for the last few days while we had this storm I didn't take the tape recorder up because you couldn't do nothing.  You just were there and watched the boat.  The steering was done by the automatic pilot that they have that is working.  It worked really marvelous.  You hardly had to do any steering except you had to watch everything and see if there wasn't a ship coming.  I sure had to think about it how it was like in our own life our own little boat is being tossed to and fro.  It's marvelous to know that we have a captain and we can trust Him and He can take us through all those difficult places and bring us safely to shore.  We figuring on about another 250 miles before we reach the Azores, which will take us another three days.  So today is Tuesday and sometimes Friday I think we should land in the Azores ... if everything goes well.  Now I haven't been talking very much those last few days about in regards to what happened in my life and during my time and I'm trying to bring all those thoughts together.



I must think of the time when I went out once to go moose hunting.  It was in the winter time and I went down to Frederickson Saw Mill.  I've hunted there and I've got one moose, but then one moose wasn't usually enough.  If I could go out and if I could get two moose which would then bring us through the winter, through the summer, it was so much nicer.  Well this must have been sometime in the after Christmas, maybe in Jan. or Feb.  In those years we didn't pay much attention to the seasons because the hunting was done, not for sport, like it is now-a-days, but it was done for our existence.   And we just were interested in getting meat to keep the family supplied with grub.  Now I went down there to Fredrickson's and have hunted and got one moose.  Then I went and continued hunting.  Well, through the bush - was 2 miles away was another sawmill - Haakstad's, and it so happened that in where they were logging in that place - that's where I got my second moose.  Now to get those moose I had to drive around 8 or 10 miles around through a trail to get down to this Haakstad's sawmill, and then go and get my second moose.  Well, the weather had been nice and the horses were well rested, because I had been gone for about a week or longer, and I knew that the weather had been nice before, and it was a change was coming - you could see it.  So when I got back to the cabin at Fredrickson's, I just had my supper and I took the horses and went and loaded up my first moose that I got, which wasn't too far away from the mill and there was a good road down there, and loaded that up.  Then came back and got the stuff and went right out down to Haakstad's mill to get my second moose.  Now, as I mentioned, it was somewhere's around 8 or 10 miles to go around to get down there.  Well, that road hasn't been traveled, and there was somewhere's around foot and half or 2 feet of snow, ...the going was pretty tough and as I left late in the afternoon.  Well, by the time I got down there to where my moose was by Haakstad's, it was getting quite late in the night already.   Well, the weather was changing and you could see it was changing and getting colder.  So I just decided to go from there right down around 12 or 14 miles, which was down to Pete Schmidt's place by LaGlace, and stay overnight at that place.  Now, under ideal or ordinary circumstances that would not have been much of a problem, but as it turned out to be - the chinook stopped and it had turned to the north - a cold wind was blowing and the temperature was dropping very rapidly, when I was on that trip going down with those 2 moose in my sleigh box.  They weren't very large ones so I was able to pry them in there, work them one way or the other with the horses to get them loaded into the wagon, sleigh box.  And so... then I was on my way and I said it turned really cold; it must have dropped around 40 or 50 below zero.  And when it is that cold, the horses they have difficulty breathing, because their noses want to freeze up all the time.  I had to stop time and time again and clean the noses out or they would rub the noses against the neck yoke up in front by the sleigh, and get the ice out of there and then get going again.  But it was no way that you could rush those horses when it was so cold like that... they were just walking.  I had been going all day to get my moose and then to get them all loaded up and now it was getting night and in a way I was tired.  My clothes were kind of a wet on the outside and they were frozen, but I wasn't cold and because I was walking behind.  Well when I was getting tired, I would sit down on the sleigh and take the ride and the closer we got to Pete's, the further away from the bush light.  The road going was very slow, and it start working on me, and I was getting chilled, and I had to walk steady.  And that was about the only time where I can remember that I was close to freezing to death.  Because they claim the freezing to death is the easiest death to have... all you do, you sit down, you go to sleep and you just freeze, and that's all there is to it.  Now, whenever I would sit down on the load and take a little rest, I don't know why, but it was always working on my mind - just go to sleep for 5 minutes.  I don't know why it was always in my mind, the 5 minutes.  Well, when I would sit on there and get a little drowsy, ...and it would take but a few minutes to sit down, and then you were getting drowsy; you felt like just leaning over, laying down a little bit leaning against the box, and close your eyes and just have a 5 minutes rest.  Well, I knew that those 5 minutes could have spread to hours, or eternity.  All I would do then is jump up, jump off the load and then walk, walk, walk, walk, walk.  And, I must thank God that He did keep me, give me enough alertness not to yield to the temptations to sit down and go to sleep for 5 minutes, but kept going and walking.  So by and by, I got down to Pete's place - of course that was around 4 o'clock in the morning, I believe (which should have been somewhere's around 12 o'clock, but because it took so much longer).  Well, I got down there, and put the horses in the barn, got in to Pete's, had a little bit to eat, something warm to drink, a nice warm bed to go in to lay down and have a rest.  And so, that was another of the experiences where God kept His protecting hand over me and give me the grace to go, and to come back home, alive and well... and with a supply of meat.



Now there was a lot of meat had to be killed, and every year there was hunting expeditions, and the one that is listening to this, or reading this, or whatever it is, you were wondering how if there was ever anything else being done.  Well there was - a lot of things were being done.  Of course, you could of went and bought a steer, which was at that time somewhere's around $17, but remember to get that money to buy that steer, you would have to earn, or you would have to go and work out for 2 months - that would have been your gross income in 2 months, to buy that one steer.  Well, you didn't have the time to spend working for 1 animal - 2 months.  You'd rather go and get the old 30/30 and a box of shells, go out and get your moose - you'd have your supply.  That meat was being used to good advantage.  I know, I never sold meat.  I've given a lot of it away, especially if I would go with a partner, I'd always split 50/50.  Lots of times I had people that went along with me to hunt, and they wouldn't know anything about hunting, or hardly left the shack to go hunting.  But I've done the hunting - it was a lot better to have somebody along than to go all by yourself, and anything could happen when you were alone.  And I know, Annie, you didn't like it - me going alone; although sometimes I did go alone, like on this trip.  And so there was lots of other trips, when I went, but very seldom did I go alone.  



Now the biggest killing that we ever done on one trip, was when Pete Schmidt and Henry Janzen and myself went out down to LaGlace to Webber's cabin, I believe it was, and we went out and we hunted for moose.  We went with the sleigh, and when I was walking through the bush and could hear some bellering going on - almost like a bull being mad; and I told myself when I changed my direction and went towards that noise, to make sure that what I was shooting at would be moose, because some people had cattle in the pasture in the bush, and they hadn't found all the cattle when they herded them up in the fall, so... And this was late in the fall, or early part of the winter actually.  So, I went down towards that noise, and I was walking, all of a sudden,  I could... I seen about 4 moose - they were coming right towards me.  At that time you had to wear white clothes, so I just went down on one knee, and put my gun - the 30/30 - to the shoulder and I start shooting.  Well, I had 1 moose laying, the other moose - it's neck was over it's body, the 3rd moose was a little ways off, and the 4th moose went about a half of a mile.  So there was 4 moose that I bagged just in one pile.  Now, in the meantime, I heard some more shooting, and here one of the other boys had gotten 2, so we had 6 moose.  Well, there was the three of us - that meant each one had 2 moose.  We all had families to feed - I don't know, we must have had around 5 or 6 children by that time, and we all had those families to support.  And although this was somewhere's around 1500 pounds of meat each, or 1000 pounds, whatever it was - well it was the beginning of the winter.  We could go and that meat would freeze and keep.  Annie, you know how many sealers you'd canned to have enough meat for the summer, and it sure was a great help for the table and keeping the family well fed.



This is the 6th of June, we'll still heading towards the Azores - apparently it is about 200 miles to go.  The wind has been quite strong during  the night.  I stayed watch on the boat until 12 o'clock, and then Peter came and took over.  It's one thing that happened at this time when I was standing watch - they had 3 sails up and apparently the wind couldn't have been too high when I started, and during the night it kept increasing.  Well, I just left the sails up because I didn't know what to do.  He had showed me where I could let the main sail - let it out more with the wind so it wouldn't pull so hard, and he said if the wind goes down, then to go and pull it back in again.  Well, I'd, for once thought the wind was down some, so I'd pulled the boom in, but found that the boat was leaning over too much, and so I let it back out again and kept right on going.  The wind was strong, it was pushing the boat along 8 miles or 8 knots per hour, and the low side of the boat was practically constantly, continuously in the sea.  But we've had so much storm, and the boat has been rocking in the sea so much, so that I simply didn't pay enough attention to it, and kept right on going.  Well, it was time for me to go down and wake Peter up to take over the shift.  He woke up by himself, and I suppose he seen how the boat was listing.  And so he came on deck and asked me if everything was okay, and I said yes, everything was fine.  And he looked up and looked at the boat and everything, and he says "How long have you been going like that?"  Well, I told him I'd been going about all the whole shift.  Well after a little while he says "Well, I'd better pull the sail down".  So he pulled one sail down and he put the second sail down - adjusted everything else, and then I went to bed.  Well, I guess the next day he told Trudi too, that that was really putting the boat through some very strenuous work, because it was bending over, leaning over so much and going right in the sea, and pushing her at that speed of 7 knots and the wind was blowing - must have been 25 or 30 miles and hour.  Well, the boat was rocking - it was really rough going.  For the last 6 days or so we've had nothing but bad weather... As I mentioned once before, it started with clouding over, and then the wind kept increasing and increasing, and got up to around 50 and 60 miles an hour a couple of nights ago.  Right now it's been somewhere's around 25 and 30 miles - even today, the sun comes out for a short period of time, and then clouds come over again, and every time the clouds come, well another swell, another gust of real wind comes up and you can hear how the sea is hitting the boat.  I've used to put this on tape on deck, but now for the last 6 days or something like that I didn't have the recorder up at all, because it sprays so much.  You sit there - have all the rubber gear on, and lots of times it covers you right up with the spray, and you'd have to shut the water off and keep right on going.



Well, my coming back again towards my life story... I'd have to mention that we lived first on the homestead, and then we got a quarter close to Beaverlodge and we moved down there, and there we built a house, dug a well, that's where we was living.  And I still kept the trapline, of course, and we were still using a lot of wild meat, although it was not as important anymore than it was before.  And I must say that it was something like with the manna during the wilderness travel of the children of Israel's that God supplied them when they were in the wilderness, and when they were through, well then the manna ceased.  Well, and I must say, that during the time when we were on the homestead and when it was going really hard and tough, I must say it to God's glory, that He supplied our meat and He supplied it in such a marvelous ways that even came to the stage that I wouldn't go out hunting if we had any meat left in the house.  But whenever Annie would say that the meat was gone, there was just left for a meal or two, I would drop all the work, take up the old 30/30 and go into the bush, and it was but very seldom that I would have to go 2 times in succession.  The most of the time that same day when I went, I would get my game, and we would have the meat again, and I could go and keep on working.  It was also the same thing of getting work supplied.  It was hard to get a job, but God supplied the work for me.  I was cutting a lot of firewood and selling it a dollar a load.  Well there was lots of people selling it at 50 cents a load, but it seems like God supplied me with customers that would come, buy the wood at a dollar a load, and I've had all the customers I could handle.  I was cutting sometimes up to 5 and 6 loads a day - if you go and consider that - making $5 or $6 a day, that was unheard of wages at that time!  Of course, we didn't have the power saw like they have now.  It was all cut with one man "cross-cut" and the ax I use to cut that wood, and then they used to come... the most of my customers all came from Bear Lake.  Each farmer that would come - he would take around 10, 12 or 14 loads of wood, which was enough to supply them for one year of fuel.  And they would come with a team of horses, they would load up the wood.  Now, how much is in a load?  There was never any measurements done.  Every farmer that came and wanted to, had bought a load of wood - he just went and loaded it up, and when he thought he had a load, that was his own judgment.  And I can really say there was no small loads went out - it was all big loads; but simply because I didn't measure the loads, or didn't make no restrictions or this and that or the other thing, but they could go and help themselves.  I  suppose that caused a lot that the people came; but the most important thing was that God supplied me with customers to go and have, so that we could sell that wood and get the necessary cash that we needed.  



I also had a sawing outfit and a grinding outfit that I drove from farm to farm, and did custom work.  The price was usually dollar an hour for your outfit, and then that was either grinding, or sawing wood.  They had to supply their own man of course, all that was just me with the outfit.  Well, I had to do, push the wood into the saw, that usually was the owner's job. Sometimes when I had to leave that and go and oil up or do something, then somebody else would take over; but otherwise, that's where I was, would be standing, feeding the saw - pushing that wood in, and then throwing the blocks away.  It took about 8 or 9 men to supply what had to work around the mill, around the sawmill, to get that wood up and have it sawed and thrown away.  And with the grinding, it was the same thing, I charged about a $1, $1.25 an hour for grinding.  I would go and set the outfit up close to the granary, or they would haul it down with the granary, and then it would kind of blow it off...in.  It was a Macleod's grinder that I had, and that's how I was doing.



Now you can meet all kinds of people that as customers.  And we had one in particular that... nobody could get along with him.  By sawing wood for him, or grinding or anything - he always had something to complain... always wasn't satisfied.  So, fine, one time he invited me to come over and do the sawing and grinding for him.  And I had heard from other outfits already what kind of a customer he was, so I took over the job, was wondering how I was gonna make out.  Well, I must say that I made out really good with that man - never had any problems with him whatsoever.  The biggest problem always was, he never was satisfied with the time that the owner give him.  Well, I adopted the policy that when I would come down to his place and start sawing, or grinding, I would say "Mr. So and So" (or call him by the first name), "You keep the time.  You keep the time".  I wouldn't even look at the watch myself.  And when the job was finished, and I'll go to him and I'll ask him for how long I sawed, how long I chopped, or what it was.  Well, he always had it figured out right to the very brink of the minute... I think almost even by the second.  And I just would take his time, and get paid by the time that he kept, and that way I didn't have no problem with him to get along with.  



I still kept a trapline.  By that time the law came in that you had to have your trapline registered.  And I had the area right around where we were by the homestead, around that area registered.  It included 2 lakes, and so I kept that registered trapline until just a few years ago when I canceled it out, because there was too many people living around and I wasn't doing enough trapping.  But in the later years, most of my trapping consisting going after muskrats and trapping muskrats.  There was quite a few muskrats on the lakes.  To start with, when I first took the trapline, there were hardly any muskrats in there.  I even went and got a permit from the government to live trap muskrats and release them in the lake so as to restock it.  Later on, we had beavers... we were raising beavers on the homestead.  When we moved away from there to Beaverlodge, the beavers got out of the fence and that way I restocked the whole area with beavers.  And some beavers were around Bush Lake, and they're around there still.  And so I still had the trapline, and was going and trapping muskrats, which was usually towards the spring. When we get a good warm wind blowing - a chinook - I would take the team and go out to the lake and start trapping muskrats.  Now this particular time, I also went out with a team of horses - we had a little covered sleigh; it was a very small 8" x 10" stove in there, so that I could just warm up a little bit in there, and I went out and was trapping muskrats.



Well, when Grandpa lived on the homestead, he had a area where he lived and quite a bit all around it.  In fact, he had 38 square miles of bush.  There weren't very many people living there and he had that area right around on the north side of Saskatoon Mountain and Bush Lake and Glace Lake.  He had all that area.  He had that registered as a registered trapline, and on that trapline he had traps so he went and he set the traps all over the bush and then he would go and see what he could catch in those traps.  He caught weasels and muskrats and sometimes he would catch a coyote.  And on that lake there were lots of muskrats, so Grandpa was always trapping muskrats whenever the time was nice, when there was a chinook blowing, and it wasn't too cold.  Grandpa would go take his team of horses and he had a kind of caboose built on that sleight where he could have a little fire in there and then he would drive along the lake on the ice and he would have the traps and he would go from one place to the other to trap the rats.  The rats they would have kind a house built on the ice from different moss and grass that they got from the bottom of the lake; and they would come up and they would sit in those houses and eat.  So Grandpa would go and he would open that place up.  They called them "push-ups".  And Grandpa would go and open that up and then he'd find the place where the rats would sit on the ice out of the water and then he would take the trap and he would set it there and then he would hope he would catch a muskrat.  so Grandpa was going and setting traps.  Grandpa had around 60 or 80 traps and he would set them all along the lake and then he would go from one trap to the other and see what he had in there and take out the rats and then he's take them home and at home he would skin them.  Sometimes he had as many as 60 rats in one day.  Well, that's too many to skin at once and look at the traps.  He would put them to the side and they would freeze and then later on when it was too cold to go out trapping, he would go and thaw those rats out and he'd skin them and stretch them and get them ready to sell.  And then he'd take them to the fur buyer and he'd sell them.  



The chinook was blowing very hard, but it wasn't so cold.  It was somewhere's around freezing, or maybe a little bit above.  And when I came to this one particular place, I was going to start setting the trap, I had the ax and I start chopping around to find the place where the "push-ups" was, or anything like that.  And stepped down toward that, and broke through the ice.  The muskrats had kept the area open.  The snow had frozen, and there was something like a dome, and the water wasn't froze, and there was no ice in that particular area.  And when I stepped on there,  I fell right into the water - right up to my armpits.  Now I always wore heavy Mackinaws (pants), and I even had some pot lifters that I had  pinned over my knees because you had to do a lot of kneeling down in the snow, and so the pants wouldn't get too wet - I had those on.  Well, I fell through there, and just up to my armpits.  I don't know how much deeper the lake was at that particular place, but I pulled myself out, and got out on the ice, and then I looked - here I was just soaking wet, like a drowned muskrat.  The water was just running off of my clothes.  Of course, the shirt was dry up higher up, but up until my armpits, that was all wet!  And I didn't know what to do.  I had a great notion to go and light a fire and try to dry out, which would have involved about 2 hours or longer.  So I decided I was going to drive home.  I had the team, I had this covered rig, and there was a little bit of a fire in there.  I went and I took my clothes off, and in that rig I had an old overcoat that I used to sit on and cover myself up a little bit.  Well, I took my clothes off.  Imagine yourself now, taking that overcoat, put my feet through the sleeves, and then sat down in the rig and took the other part of the coat and covered over my legs.  My mitts, they had been in the sleigh because I didn't use mitts while I was working in the water, and setting the traps.  I took the woolen mitts out of the leather mitts, and put those woolen mitts over my toes, and then started off for Beaverlodge, for home - that's where we lived then.  Now that was somewhere's around an hour's drive.  Well, you can just imagine how it was when I drove into the yard, and got out of the sleigh, and start walking in.  Annie seen me coming.  Annie you remember that - how you stood there by the window and you almost died laughing!  Well, it must have been a very amusing and a funny looking picture, but I must tell you, I didn't feel like laughing, because I was kind of a cold, and everything else.  Here, I almost lost my life, and then seeing you laugh over it.  But you told me later on you felt sorry all right, but it just looked so comical, you couldn't help but laugh.  And I don't blame you.  Well, this shows again how the Lord does protect, and He did protect me this time.

The next day when I went out trapping again, and came down to this particular place, and I've seen that hole where I fell in - it wasn't much bigger than an apple box where I fell in.  Yet, when I took the ax and went and chopped around the edges - how far that was open.  That hole was big enough that if I'd have driven in there right way, with the team, I could have lost the team and sleigh and everything in it.  But I myself could easily gone under the ice at that same particular spot, and the snow was drifting hard - it could have covered up that hole completely.  And the team of horses would have by and by left and went for home, and there would have  been no telling exactly at which place, or where I had disappeared.  But, I'm thankful to God - that He spared me at that time, and He has been sparing me time and time again, and it is all said to His honor and to His glory.





(Family Herald February 16, 1944.)  How can weasels be caught?  One of the best sets to use for weasels is to find where they travel.  If there is a hollow log close to their trail, put a piece of freshly killed rabbit in the hollow log and set a trap at each end.  The No. 0 trap is the proper size to use.  If there is no hollow log handy, the same bait can be tied by a string from a branch of a tree and suspended about 18" above the ground.  Set your trap directly under this.  As a rule, scents are not particularly effective in trapping weasel.  Probably the most effective and most powerful bait to use for weasel is a freshly killed rabbit, chicken or muskrat, particularly if it is left in a bloody condition.



(Family Herald March 14, 1945.)  Please tell how to make lures for fox, badger, weasel, skunk, mink, wild cat and lynx and muskrat?  The following recipes for scents have been found satisfactory: (Blanks mean information is missing from original newspaper article).

  Lure for Fox:  Ten drops of ___?_______ piece the size of a small bean __?____muscaro; 1/2 oz. muskrat musk; 1/12 oz. weasel musk; 1/4 oz. beaver castor; 5 drops asafoetida.  Use mineral oil for a base.

  Scent for Badger:  1/2 oz. fish ___?___; 3 drops asafoetida; 2 drops oil of anise; 1 oz. horse liver; 1/2 oz anal glands from badger, 1 drop skunk essence.

  Lure for Weasel:  1/4 oz. rabbit liver; 1/8 oz. rabbit gall; 1/8 oz. muskrat musk; 1/16 oz. beaver castor; 4 pairs weasel musk sacs; 1/4 oz. quail or squirrel blood; 1/2 oz. mineral oil for base.

  Skunk Lure:  3 oz. sun rendered skink fat; 1/2 oz. juice from rotted mice; 1/2 oz. fish oil; 10 drops tincture asafoetida; 3 drops skink essence; 1/2 oz. wild duck blood.  Mix and let stand for 60 days before using.

  Mink Lure:  1/2 oz. muskrat musk; 1/4 oz. beaver castor; 1/8 oz. mink musk; 1/2 oz. mineral oil.

  Wild Cat and Lynx Lure:  1 oz. fish oil; 1/4 oz. muskrat musk; 1/4 oz. beaver castor; 1 oz. mineral oil for base.

  Lure for Muskrat:  1/4 oz. muskrat musk; 1/8 oz. beaver castor; 5 drops of oil of catnip; 1 drop oil of sweet flag; 1/2 oz. mineral oil for base.  Mix and use at once.

  These formulae are taken from the book "Trapping North American Fur Bearers," which has a list of all animal lures.



Next hunting story was quite a foolish thing - after it was done it was quite ridiculous.  One time we were going down the river in the boat to hung bear, when we noticed there was a moose standing on the shore, and watching us go by.  Well, we took a few pictures and the moose just stayed and never moved, so we turned around and took some more pictures.  And then I noticed that there was a calf down below on the bank, and it couldn't make the bank to climb up to where the moose was.  It was just a young calf, a day or so old, and it swam the river with the old cow, but when the cow got up on the bank, the calf couldn't make it.  It was standing right underneath where the cow was.  Now, the hunter, he suggested that we help that calf get up.  We had a long pole in the boat, that we use to sometimes to push it off from the shore.  So he took that pole and I drove the boat closer towards the calf, and he was gonna give the calf a kind of a poke to help it up on top.  Well, we drove just so and so far and I looked at that old cow, and her ears were going back and the whites of her eyes I could see - so I just went and drove away from there, and told the hunter that that was too dangerous.  Because I was sure that if we had come much closer that cow would have jumped right into the boat.  



One time when I was hunting moose for our own meat supply and it was during the rutting season and I was out trying to call a bull and I had been calling for some time and couldn't get no answer or anything, so I started walking back towards camp.  When I was gone for 5 or 10 minutes, and when I looked back here was a bull quite enraged, saying nothing, making no noise, or anything; his head kept right down to the game trail where I was walking, apparently smelling the tracks or something. and he was coming full speed right behind me.  When I turned back and lifted up my gun and shot him and dropped him right in his tracks, he wasn't more than 25 feet away from me.  It is quite dangerous to go and try and approach a cow with a calf, but it is also quite risky when you are calling a bull, especially in rutting season.  You never know what he'll do.  If you're prepared, ready and waiting for him, well, likely you'll get your meat quite quick that way.  Another way, if he sneaks up on you, and knocks you down, wouldn't be so very pleasant.  



One time when I was just out hunting for moose, trying to get our own meat, and at the same time I received word that one of my hunters, whose date wasn't quite there yet,  was driving through Beaverlodge and he wanted to stop for a few days and hunt, and see the area, and then come back hunting later on in the season.  Well, I was in the bush with the horses and had the camp pitched on Chinook Ridge, and Ben, he brought the hunter down to the camp.  He was Ralph Crees and he wrote the following article:



Power For Living - October 13, 1968:



Corney Toews:

Big Game Guide

by Ralph Crees



MY BASIC INTEREST in going into the Peace River country of northern Alberta in October 1966 was to hunt moose and to hopefully bag a bear.  I asked Rev. Duane Morscheck, pastor of the Christian and Missionary Alliance Church in Beaverlodge, Alta., to recommend a good guide and outfitter.  I had no idea that my experience with Cornelius Toews, the guide suggested, would prove so exciting.

	I arrived at our tent about 10 p.m. on a chilly October day in 1966.  I had no more than shaken hands and met the warm welcome smile of this friendly man until I became a bit suspicious.  He looked at me with all the enthusiasm of an excited guide and reported, "There's a grizzly bear near camp!"

	My first thought was that this surely sounded like an outfitter bragging about his territory.  Beginning at breakfast the next morning, I soon learned I was with an unusual person and a dedicated Christian.  He told me that he had been born in a Mennonite colony in Russia in 1907.  His fore parents had migrated to Russia from Holland generations before and were quite successful prior to the Communist oppression.

	I learned how, as a boy, he had seen his father and associates stripped of all their earthly possessions and driven out of the country.  After much sacrifice any many hardships the family finally had made their way into the prairie provinces of Canada, first settling in Saskatchewan, then moving to Wembley, Alberta, in 1929, and later to Beaverlodge.

	In addition to farming, Corney Toews keeps bees and has produced as many as 1,200 gallons of strained honey in a season.  But this isn't the reason Toews is well known in the area.

	Corney Toews is considered to be first and foremost a guide and hunter.  When hunting season comes, his wife reports that Corney is off to the hunt.

	He conducts various types of big-game hunts.  Under normal conditions tent camping and pack horses is the order of the day.  If the snow is too deep, he also offers a mechanized snow tractor hunt.

	In addition to this he has a riverboat and can arrange an exciting trip up the Smoky River, a tributary of the mighty Peace.  Regardless of how or where one goes, he can be assured of real excitement and likely success.

	As I camped with this man in the wilds of northern Alberta, I thrilled as I listened to his testimony.  Our fellowship around the campfire - sharing experiences of God's goodness and feasting on the Word - were indeed rich.  I shall not soon forget my immediate impression as I listened to him talk to his heavenly Father in prayer.  Anyone could see he was in conversation with One whom he knew intimately.

	With breakfast over by the time the first rays of morning light drifted in from the east, Corney suggested we check the area where he had seen the grizzly the previous day.  As the morning light came we glassed the entire mountainside hoping to get a glimpse of the silver-tipped grizzly, but were disappointed not to see any signs of the bear.

	Not wanting to waste time, we decided to saddle our horses and travel to another area to look for moose.  We hadn't gone more than half a mile until we caught a glimpse of a moose heading south.  We scrambled for our binoculars and jumped to a higher elevation to see more clearly, but he had gone.

	Just as we were about to mount our horses and move on, we scanned the territory below us and saw another moose feeding.  He carried a respectable rack, so we decided to try for him.  We tied the horses and planned out stalk.  After moving carefully and quietly three-quarters of a mile, we were disappointed to find he was nowhere in sight.  He had given us the slip or had bedded down in some of the heavy cover.

	We were a bit disappointed but felt there was nothing to lose in looking for his tracks.  We did find the direction he had taken and followed for a few yards.  He had made his first mistake, for he stopped beyond a thicket, evidently assuming he was hidden well enough to avoid being seen.  The one thing he failed to consider was the sharp eye of guide Corney Toews, for when he pointed to the animal I was able to put him down.  I did not have a clean kill, and again the animal was on his way in the thick timber.  It was, however, only a matter of minutes until we found his tracks again, and with the able assistance of guide Toews, I soon had the moose down for good.

	It was now that the real work began, for a mature adult moose is really the size of an average horse and is hard to handle when taken in a heavy thicket.  With the help of Corney's son, we soon had the moose meat wrapped neatly in white muslin game bags, ready to be taken to camp on the pack horses.  Corney suggested I spend more time watching for the grizzly while he took the horses for the second load of moose meat.

	I well remember the last words Corney said to me as he disappeared down the trail, "Remember, don't you wound a grizzly for me to track in the dark."

	He also advised me that it was on this very hillside that he and his last hunter had killed a moose the week before and that a grizzly, being a carrion eater, could well be interested in the remains of the moose.

	The weather was cold, and the 40 mph wind blowing off the snow-covered Canadian Rockies soon became almost more than I could bear.  But with the hope of taking a grizzly, I determined to stand on my watch until dark.

	Just prior to 7:30, I was rewarded.  For the first time in more than 30 years of big-game hunting, I saw the much-sought-after silver tipped grizzly every hunter longs to take.  I was well hidden behind a pine tree.  Immediately I looked through the sights of my rifle to see if I had sufficient light to shoot.  Convinced I could hit the bear in a vital spot, I lost no time in getting off the first shot.  The animal went down instantly - but was quickly back on his feet.  Before there was time for a second shot, he made one long lunge into a heavy thicket and was out of sight.

	I cautiously moved toward the open spot where I had seen him, but could neither discover signs of a hit nor hear the noise that should have been forthcoming had the animal been wounded.

	Almost simultaneously to all of this, I heard Corney coming up the trail.  He had heard my shot, and as I walked over to him, embarrassed, I merely said, "I am afraid I have bad news."

	"Did you cripple a grizzly?" he asked.

	I told him I was quite sure I had made a hit but could find no signs of the bear.  I then asked, "What shall we do?"

	I followed him, not knowing what to expect.  We unloaded the horses and tied them to a tree.  He walked toward the tent-still not uttering a word.  He reached for a gasoline lantern, lit it, walked over and picked up is rifle, then we headed back to the area where I had shot at the bear.  We approached the clearing with rifle hammers back and light held high.  He paused momentarily as he looked for a sign and then said in his broken English, "I think you must have missed him."

	"I don't see how I could have.  I'm sure I hit him in the shoulder," I said.

	We spent several minutes looking but decided not to press our luck, since looking for wounded grizzly in the dark in dense timber can tend to shorten one's life.  He repeated his statement, "I think you must have missed him."

	By this time, though I was not entirely convinced, I regretfully admitted that it was possible.





Now this is as far as the story goes in regards to what Ralph Crees wrote in the power magazine of October 13, 1968 and this hunt was in October of 1966 but this was written in 1968.



Well there is something else I'd like to say.  When I walked down into the bush to look for that grizzly that Mr. Crees shot the night before I discovered him laying in the bush not more than 75 or 100 yards from where he'd shot him.  When I was walking with the lantern the night before and looking for him I must have been about only 15 or 20 or 25 steps away from him and I never saw him.  If that bear wouldn't have been dead you know there maybe would have been a dead guide plus a dead hunter.  Well anyway I found that bear laying there.  The bear was laying on its back had all four legs they were all stretched out.  Well because it was over 72 hours since he had shot him or no I should say 24 hours since he had shot him, well that bear was bloated and it was bloated all tight.  You could see how everything was tight well when I walked up to it I went and I tried to pull some hair out and I found that the hair was not slipping as yet although the meat would of been spoiled.  It would have been sour but the hair was not slipping so I knew that the pelt would have been perfectly all right, but if you haven't skinned an animal that's been killed 24 hours ago, well I'd invite you to try it.  I've been near some that had been dead that long and that were bloated and when I would stick the knife into the hide of an animal like that it would just shoot that filthy air - right out into your face - and it is pretty hard to keep anything down that's inside of you.  It usually bothered me to go and do anything with an animal that is bloated like that but this was a silver tip grizzly - which you don't shoot very often and so I knew what to expect.  When Mr. Crees came and he took some pictures and I was ready to go and start skinning this grizzly, I told him now look it is most likely that all the dinners and the suppers and the lunches and anything else that's inside will come out before I'm finished.  So I said don't mind if you can't stand it - get away.  Well he was so anxious to see what was what and when I went and stuck that knife in - opening him up for to start skinning, well, the air shot out as I said but I must tell you that I didn't have no time to take any - make any fuss about it because when Mr. Crees who was beside me when that air hit him he didn't have to worry about my stomach being emptied out - he just emptied his and he was gargling and he was going from tree to tree and he made such a fuss and I had such a laugh over him that I forgot my own situation, so that I must say it didn't bother me in the least, I could skin that grizzly and he took the hide home and he had a marvelous trophy and I often enjoy just thinking about that hunt and just knowing that in 48 hours we could bag two bears (one black and one grizzly) and a good sized moose and that actually is the best hunting trip that I've had with any hunter.



On the year which I cannot remember, at the present time, I had been working on the field and it was dinner time so I took and went home for dinner and as I took and drove into the yard I seen how big smoke coming out of lots of places on the house and the house was on fire and I stood there half way down the driveway and looking at it and wondering where is Annie.  Is she inside or what to do where is she.  Well as I was standing and wondering there, Annie was in the "honey house", what we called the little building that we had in the yard, where we were extracting the honey from the bees.  She was in there and was doing her washing and she came out and she calls to me and says "what's the matter?" why would I stop the outfit and in the middle of the driveway and not come down to the house.  I called to her and said "what is the matter - look and here the house was on fire".  Well you can just imagine what it is those people that haven't experienced it, it doesn't know what that means, when your house is on fire.  We were standing there and looking at it and it didn't take long  some body drove by and we asked them to phone the fire brigade.  The fire truck in town.  We were just about one mile away from town and here Annie was standing, and she says "there everything is gone".  All our vegetables and all our winter supply.  She had a lot of stuff canned and all the vegetables everything was in the cellar and then she was wondering about her silverware, especially what we got for our silver wedding that was gone and oh when everything goes through your mind - you just wondering how everything is going up in smoke and you can do nothing about it.  The fire truck come and we had a dugout, not too far from the house, and they put their auxiliary motor right by the dugout and they pumped the water into the truck and then they started putting out the fire.  Well, as soon as that fire got in or the water put in, well there is a lot of things that got saved which did not burn, which otherwise would, if it wouldn't have been for the fire brigade.  We're sure thankful they saved us a lot and they done a lot for us.  It didn't take them very long to come and I think they worked about 3 hours before they had that fire under control.  The inside of the building was pretty well all gutted but otherwise the building was standing.  We had 6" studding and those studdings were all filled with shavings so it made quite a hard fire to put out.  When the fire was out, afterwards we tried to see what we could salvage.  The cellar where our vegetables was in was all filled up with water.  There was about 10" or more water on the floor.  Now I don't remember for sure, if it was the fire trucks pump or if Eric got a pump and we pumped all the water out of the cellar.  Cleaned that out and found out lots of people said that your vegetables, will be the potatoes and that, will be all smoky, so that you wouldn't be able to use that. . . . well, we must say that God protected it.  The water that came in filled the cellar and there was no smoke damage to the potatoes.  All the sealers that were filled with meat, vegetables and everything else (jams & fruit) was all saved.  There was nothing lost.  The heat didn't bother it because it was covered with water and as the water was pumped out right away, the potatoes weren't spoiled or anything.  Now when it comes to lots of other things, there was my 30-30 hanging on the wall in the scabbard.  Ben's rifle was hanging beside the 30-30 but it didn't have the scabbard on, now that was hot and so ruined that it couldn't be used any more.  Where as the 30-30 the stock was partly burned and I had the good friend of mine, Mel Toews, he went and made me a new stock for it and my nephew, David Lougheed, he had an old 30-30 rifle that he said it isn't good anymore and he said you can have it and maybe use it for repairs.  Well, I used the spring from it.  The spring that pushes the shells down into the magazine and another little piece of wood that comes right for your hand grip and the stock because that was out of the gun case.  That was partly burnt otherwise the gun wasn't hurt because when the water was pumped into the house the stream of water hit everything that was hanging on the wall, knocked it down and it was covered with wet shavings and water and that way it was saved.  The silverware that Annie was worried so much about that wasn't hurt.  It was kind of a smoke and little bit was tarnished - you can still see it - but otherwise it wasn't damaged.  Friends took it home and cleaned it all up and she had her silverware back.  We also had an old wall clock that is somewhere's around 200 years old and the face of that clock was damaged but the mechanism wasn't.  The chain was damaged to a certain extent and so were, I believe, one arm or the one that shows the minute indicator, that one, I think, kind of damaged but Vernie took that and he had a friend, that was a watch maker, and between him and that friend, they had that fixed up and it is in working order - hanging in the house right now.  There is another thing that the Lord had saved when we were sure it was all gone.  And when I think right now - Annie you remember - when everything was over and the people start going away that had gathered - you looked at yourself and you seen how dirty your dress was and anything and you says "I guess I better go and change" and found out that there was nothing to go and change into.  That everything is gone up but we must really marvel at God's grace and at God's protecting hand and at the willingness of people that gave us money, gave us clothing, and everything else that helped us build.  In the building of the house it was another miracle of God, how he undertook this fire, as it was in October and it was winter approaching and so the building had to be started right away before it got too much frost.  We didn't have no contractor but my brother-in-law, Walter, he so happened that he was out of a job and he was a contractor carpenter and contractor in Grande Prairie and he didn't have no job for a week or two and he's the one that went and put up the basement.  He put the forms up.  He had ready made forms that we could use and we put that up and we poured the cement.  There must of been around 20 or more people when we were pouring cement for the basement and everything else was gotten ready.  Because I think it was on the first of November when which was the starting time for a winters work project and the government was paying $500.00 to anyone that was starting a winter works project so we took this, applied right away, and they accepted it and we couldn't start building on the house until the first of November.  You could put the floor in and you could put your basement in, but the rest of it (the structure) had to wait until the first of November.  Now I had the inspector notified that I was going to start on the first of November and when the first of November came the inspector wasn't there to see how far the building was, but we didn't wait for him.  The first of November was here and that was the date to start, so we started.  There was lots of people that came to help and 2 days later, when the inspector came, and when he seen how far the house was advanced he wasn't willing to pass it because he said it couldn't of been done in so short a time and it must have been done before the first of November.  I insisted that it was the first of November when we started, so the inspector got his papers out and everything and he wanted me to give him some witnesses that would witness to the extent that we'd started on the first of November.  Well we live right beside the road that goes into Beaverlodge so I suggested to the inspector, I said go right down there on the road and the first car that comes you stop and ask them when we start building on this house I said you can stop and you can ask anyone that went by there knows when we started and they know the progress, so the inspector went and accepted my word for when we started on that house.  Now as I said, it was winter time and the house had to be finished by a certain time in the spring to get the $500.00.  Now there was cement work that had to be done as far as the basement floor had to be poured and so the septic tank and the hole where we had our pressure system or figured to put the pressure system in.  We had the holes dug for the septic tank and everything else and I got the gravel but we weren't ready to pour right there and then.  We had to get the top structure up so figuring on that the gravel would be frozen, I went and got some barrels that had the both ends cut out and some pipes that I laid down and poured the gravel on top.  I figured on I was going to light the fire in there and that way heat up the gravel, so I could pour the floor and septic tank when that all was ready.  In the meantime, we were working on the building getting it closed in.  We hired a carpenter and he was working on it.  I think he had one helper and so the 2 of them and then myself of course, helping all I could.  We put up that house.  In the meantime, we were living in a little trailer that we had (I think it's about 12' x 14'), it was a home-made trailer that I used for going out hunting and then my brother-in-law, Stanley, he had a little shack that they had in the yard which they used for the workers to stay in.  He brought that down and we put that down and that's where we stayed, in that shack and in that trailer.  Now when its start getting cold and the winter was approaching and it was getting pretty cold and the shack wasn't built for winter.  It was all right for the fall and summer and it was just before Christmas that we moved.  Annie and I, we moved into the house.  It was by no means ready.  We had a great big stove in the basement that was heating up the basement.  The chimney was up and so we could make a big fire in there and that would heat the whole house and that's how we were working and living there at the same time.  When the time came to pour the cement there was another way that God showed how he can work and how he can intervene.  We had it all arranged at a certain time when we would go and start pouring.  Help was going to come.  The people were going to come for that and that day and I got all ready and was gonna go and light the fire in those pipes and barrels, that I had to start heating up.  Well actually we did light the fire but God had a better way of melting that gravel out.  We got a chinook wind and sometimes we get those chinook winds and the temperature goes up to 50 or 60 and more above Fahrenheit.  It didn't take no time at all and all the snow was melted and the gravel start thawing out and that chinook lasted for 3 or 4 days.  The gravel was thawed out.  We started pouring.  We poured the basement floor.  We poured the septic tank and when we start pouring the place where the well is (the pit for the well where the pressure tank would go in) when we start pouring in there - it start getting cold.  It was getting so cold that while we were getting the gravel and mixing that all up, it would start freezing onto the sides.  We mixed chloride or some stuff that they had mixed that in with the cement to keep it from freezing and we had that finished.  Now here we could see how the Lord went and brought us the weather what we needed to thaw out the gravel and to see that the work could have been done.  Another way, that He intervened on the house was the outside around the roof that had to be all closed in and fixed up and we had some friends come from Crooked Creek.  I think there was about 5 or 6 or maybe 7 young folks came and they were all carpenters and start working on that and they had that work done and finished.  It was really nice.  The chinooks had been blowing and it was warm during the day.  They could work without having gloves on or mitts or anything else like that.  They could work as if it was spring time.  Yet the next day it must have been around 10-15 or 20 below Fahrenheit.  Nobody could have worked like that outside.  We sure have to thank the Lord for His great mercy and His great undertaking the ways He's undertook when I think on all those dear people that helped us.  Organizations where we had nothing to do with like the Royal Purple and different other organizations in Beaverlodge which I can't remember to name.  They brought us stuff and money and it showed the interest that they had.  It was really marvelous and even now when I think on it, it makes my eyes water to think on God's goodness and to think on all those good people that were moved by God to go and to help us in such a marvelous way.



God does also undertake in our daily lives.  Now, I had to have my teeth pulled and I needed dentures, so I talked with the dentist and we decided that I would go to the hospital and he would put me to sleep and then take out all the teeth at once and later give me the dentures.  Well it was nothing unusual about it so, I'd agreed with that and at the appointed day went down to the hospital.  They went and put me on the operating table and were going to go and take out my teeth.  Well, when I woke up, the teeth were all out and I was in bed, had strict order not to move, not to do anything and later on when the doctor came, they said well you're very lucky to be alive.  We almost lost you.  While you were on the operating table your heart stopped and that's what the dentist said.  Your heart had stopped and the doctor that was also there, attending to you, had to go and put heart massage on and everything else.  I don't know what he all had to do and he brought you back again and here you are and so now your strict orders are don't move.  Lay still in bed and now that was something I sure had not expected.  Here was outside all the time working hard and never thinking my heart was in any trouble or what and here my heart was supposed to stop, so here I found out, later on, what had happened.  When I was young and I had rheumatic fever, I had it so bad that I had to walk with a cane.  Well when it came to put me to sleep the doctor never asked me whether I had had rheumatic fever or not.  Apparently there is some different medicine or certain type of medicine that they cannot give a person when he has had rheumatic fever and put him to sleep.  Because he didn't know it he used that medicine and that medicine was too hard or something and it stopped my heart and it was I didn't know how close I was to the end, but he said it was just a miracle that I was alive, that he could bring me back to life again.  As I said before I thought that was a big joke.  I thought that was the biggest joke what they could of told me, but when I got out of the hospital and went back to work.  We had around 150 head of cattle and I was feeding them screenings that I was getting from Foster's Feed & Seed mill and I had a big feeder, a big box that I hauled that screening with.  I use to shovel that into the manger for the cows to eat and usually when I was, before this, when I was gonna go and unload that I could go and start unloading and work with it until the whole box was empty.  There was no effect and nothing that I had to stop and take a rest or anything on that line.  But when I started here to unload, after I got home from the hospital, I found out that something had happened.  I couldn't unload that load, I had to stop half a dozen or more times.  I just could do a little bit at a time and I know that I've got hurt and got hurt bad.  Annie you remember how we went and how we talked things over and found out and decided and seen what life is like.  How wide is that line - is it a yard - is it a foot - is it an inch - is it a half inch - is it a hair breadth - or is it even less?  We don't know how much time we've got and here we were both getting up in years.  I must have been close to 65 and what are we working for.  We had enough that we could live and here we were trying to work hard from early till late - what for?  We didn't know.  When you take and look at our children they were none of them were suffering.  All had an education or could have an education and we decided that if they couldn't go and make a living in this world with the education where we had to do it without education.  Now with all the opportunities if they couldn't make a living then that what we would leave them by working hard and trying to scratch up wouldn't help nothing anyway and so we went and we sold the cattle.  We went out of the cattle business.  We sold the bees, went out of the bee business.  Only thing what we kept was one guiding and outfitting.  We went and we done that full time.  We decided that what we wanted to do we would try and do it both together and this way Annie was doing the cooking and I was doing the guiding and that way we run our business with the guiding outfit.  We decided then that we weren't gonna go and do what we couldn't do both together.  Well now, I am here on this trip and we're separated but there was a purpose in it and we will do that and I'm very happy that Annie didn't come along on this trip.  I'm here and I'm enjoying it and I'm gonna be very happy when it is all over because this is a hard trip.  I never experienced it before what that means being 16, 17 or 18 days on water.  Nothing to be seen except water, water the first while what we were on here it was very pleasant going for 2 days I believe it was we hardly had any wind at all.  It was so calm at times, that the boat just stayed put at one place just moved around a little bit and even didn't do that much.  The ocean was just about like a mirror never expected to see the Atlantic that it could be that quiet and later on some days ago, when we had the storm, when the wind blew between 50 and 60 miles an hour and that boat was going back and forth and side ways and everything else.  Well, that was a night that I will remember for many many times.  We were in no danger, what so ever.  The boat seems to take it all right and withstood the storm but on times like that you never know it can take but one or two waves and it can upset the whole thing and a person could drown when it doesn't matter if you're a thousand miles from the closest land or whether you're just a few yards from shore, but I'm glad that I could commit myself to God and knowing that he is taking care of.  Tonight was the first time since the first of June that the weather cleared up.  It was quite nice and clear in the early part of the evening.  Right now it's after 12 and clouds are coming up and I wouldn't doubt it that the wind will get stronger and we start moving a little faster.  We're on our way to the Azores.  We went by one little island that belongs to the Azores chain or group.  The other island is about 120 miles which one we're trying to hit and where we're gonna stop.  We didn't stop at this one, but we kept right on going.  We saw it from the distance.  It was early in the evening.  We couldn't take any pictures, but we hope to arrive sometimes Friday or Saturday, most likely when we will get down to the Azores.  The wind had pushed the boat a little bit off course because we couldn't go against the wind.  We went as much as we could but anyways Peter was quite happy when we all of a sudden could see the island.  We were quite close when we saw it because it was shrouded in clouds and we couldn't see it until we were, he claims, 2 or 3 miles off shore when we saw the island and so that meant that we crossed the Atlantic and we'd found our haven or our spot what we were hitting for.  When this shows too again, how important it is that if we on our life's journey start out and we have one place to go that we hit the right spot where we want to go to and it's important that we have a pilot on board, a captain that knows the way and that will lead us and bring us home safely because if I think the way he's been leading me through my life.  Through thick and think and brought me out thus far and given me the health and everything that I can do now.  Taking this trip here, taking my watch, and trying to do my share of work when I'm 72 years old.  It is really marvelous and I think how sick I was when I was a child how I couldn't start school until 8 and then in High School had to walk with the cane and now I'm still climbing mountains and taking out hunters and working hard and it is all to the grace of God that supplied it and given us what we needed.  Tonight on the trip we've seen several dolphins even now in the evening even as I was talking I seen a couple of them swimming around and jumping.  There was earlier in the evening or in the afternoon there was a whole school of them and they were sure staying around the boat for quite some time.  They were jumping as many as 4 or 5 at one time.  They come right out of the water and then they go back in.  Then they come and come right towards the boat and it looks as if they're gonna hit the boat and then they turn around.  They swim upside down and you can see their white bellies right in the clear water just a little bit below the surface.  Lotsa time you see them right above the surface.  Robin sure enjoyed watching them and he is waiting very hard now to get down to shore and get down to the land.



This is tape 4, side 1. Trying to continue with my life story that I've started on this trip.  Today is 11th day of June and we're anchored in the Azores.  We made the crossing the Atlantic crossing and completed that trip in almost 20 days.  The trip as a whole was well, it was quite a new experience.  To start with we had some very nice weather hardly any wind for a couple of days.  It was so quiet that sea was almost like a mirror.  It's unbelievable to think that the sea be that quiet and then that continued on for about 10 days until the first of June and on the first of June the weather changed.  We had the rain clouds coming up and it started to rain off and on.  The wind was quite moderate.  We were making fairly good progress but the velocity of the wind increased from day to day.  There was for about 4 days what we didn't see any stars or sun.  We couldn't take our bearings during that time.  We had some pretty strong winds.  They were somewheres up to from between 50 - 60 miles an hour and that continued for several days, not exactly that strong, but the wind and the waves were quite high.  I took the one night shift from 12 until 3.  I believe it was and the wind was really strong then.  The boom that is where the main sail is fastened to which was out from hanging over like holding the sail.  That boom touched water time and time again.  It's something when the side of the ship is under water but when that boom starts touching the water then that ship is really listing.  We didn't have no problem, the ship could take it quite a several times the waves would come right over it.  We would of been drenched, but we had rubber suits on so there was no problem on that score and we were in no danger.  Trusted God for protection - committed myself and the boat and everyone else on to him and we didn't have any ill effect.  Nobody got sick or felt bad except navigating was very difficult and when we neared towards the Azores on the 19 day, early in the morning, we had a squall that came up and Trudy and Peter were on watch, at the time, and when I woke up the boat was really going back and forth.  There was lots of activities on deck while I just stayed below because when the wind is up like that and is work to be done like with the sails in the storm, well, Peter and Trudy like to be alone.  They don't want me to be under their feet because it makes them worrying to know what I'm doing, or where I am, or how I am making it out.  Well they had to let all the sails down and they had another special small sail they put that one up so kind of was just to direct the boat more or less with the wind.  We also have a long rope on board well as a precaution measure.  Peter took that rope out and put it down and was ready in case it was necessary to pull the anchor out and drag the anchor behind so it wouldn't drift too fast and hit those waves too hard, but that wasn't necessary.  This squall lasted about 2 hours or more.  The waves were very big and we were during all those storms that we passed we were pushed off course.  So instead of being 1800 miles we traveled 2050 miles till we reached the Azores.  Well we reached the Azores safe and sound and on the 10th it was early in the morning, maybe around one o'clock, I believe, on the 10th.  Other boats that came in about that same time or a little later, they all experienced the same problem with that wind.  It was kind of general wind in the vicinity and the navigating in the storm like that is very difficult.  During that whole trip you don't see land for 20 days, that has to be experienced to walk and shaking back and forth you have to hang on to everything.  A lot of times when I was putting my jacket or something, I found it the best if I would go in below and just kneel right down and put the jacket on that way.  Lots of clothes that I put on I just put them on laying in bed.  I tried to put them on sitting on the edge of the bed as a result, there was behind me was a book case and I hit that book case two different times with my head.  I've had a headache for a couple of days but otherwise there was no ill effect.  It showed me another thing the same way as I had to find out after that happening in the hospital when they took out my teeth - that we had to quit farming and relax and go easier now they always say you're just as old as what you think you are.  Well, I think there comes a time when it's no use thinking you've got to admit it  - you're getting old and you can't do everything that you want a do or like to do or that you figure on that you could do at 72.  I don't think at least I'm convinced that is no place for an old man to go and try and sail the Atlantic in a sail boat, in a 37 foot sail boat, and go and make a trip like that.  I it isn't say that the work was hard or anything.  I had to do - I could manage easy enough.  I could stand my watch and all that but the whole thing of sailing.  It made it bad for everybody around, but I am thankful to God that he brought us through when we landed here and the first step on solid ground that has to be experienced also.  I almost fell down when I stepped on solid ground, on the shore, on the peer because your head is whirling.  The whole world is shaking and even yet, ever so often, when I walk along like we were in town today and I walked along on the street I almost have to grab something because I'm going from one side of the sidewalk to the other, as if you see sometimes a drunkard walking.  You almost feel like that yourself because you just can't control yourself, you're head is whirling.



I am at home now.  A lot of things happen since that recording was that proceeding recording was which was done on 11 June 1979.  Right now I am at home in Beaverlodge and today is 16 November 1984 and many years have gone by - many things have happened.  I am gonna try and put on what happen on the later in the tape, but right now I want to continue about the report about the sailing trip from the Bermuda to the Azores.  As I mentioned before when that storm was and I was sitting on the edge of the bed and dressing myself.  A wave came and hit the boat and it threw me back and at the back against the side of the boat in the inside.  There was a book shelf with books, well when that wave hit and I fell over backwards I hit the back of my head against the shelf which gave me quite a jolt and a headache.  The next morning the wind continued and the next morning when I was dressing I said to myself that I was gonna go and be careful this time and make sure that I will not get hurt again.  So I braced myself to a certain extent but that bracing wasn't good enough because when that wave hit that boat and it threw me back the second time.  I mean on the second day and I hit my head again against the same shelf although this time it was a lot worse.  I laid on the bed and I rolled on the bed for quite some time with the pain.  It didn't knock me right out but I think it was pretty close to it - well I've had a headache.  Trudy and Peter they looked it over and there wasn't much to be seen all it was - it was just a red spot.  Trudy always kept asking, “Do you feel like throwing up?  Do you feel like throwing up,  Because I know what they meant.  That means if you go and get hit on the head and you feel like throwing up or throwing up then the best thing then is to get to the doctor and get to the doctor quick.  Well it wasn't that bad that I had to throw up but how bad it was they couldn't tell by looking on the outside of the head because there wasn't much to be seen.  So when we landed in the Azores we decided it was better that I would go back home and get our medical attention before I would have a concussion or something like that.  So we went and made arrangement to get the date and get the booking done on a plane to fly back to Grande Prairie.  Well the booking didn't go very fast.  It took around two weeks or more before I got home.  When I got home I didn't have very much headache, just little bit, but by the time I got down to the doctor and got x-rays and everything else they couldn't see anything and my headaches had disappeared in the meantime.  So there is no bad consequences after that trip.  In the Azores that was is really a nice island.  There people are very friendly - it's all Portuguese.  They talk quite good English and this place at the Azores that was the cheapest place where you could go to have a meal.  The meals were the cheapest in any place where we were in all of our sailing.  There was lots of tourists boats here and lots a people stayed extra time because the food was good and the island was nice.  It wasn't a very big island - just a small island - but the everybody could enjoy themselves.  While we were there at the island, they were all Catholics and the Catholics had a kind of a special celebration they go the flowers, just the petals, from the flowers and they went and they laid that like a sidewalk and they had the whole street.  The sidewalk from the church way down where they went through the town and that was made for the priest to walk on.  Nobody else would walk on that except the priest.  They also carried a big canopy which six men carried it (3 men on each side) with long poles and the priest was walking underneath that canopy.  Behind him was a girl all dressed in white.  I think there was one walking in front and there was several girls all dressed in white walking beside and the parade like that would go through the town.  They had a brass band was playing and was really a big celebration.  Well they were the band was walking like that Robin - he had to be all over in all the time - so he just left everyone, his mom and his dad.  He just went right down to the band and he was walking right in amongst them and I could hear the natives time and time again say one to the other, Canadian, Canadian.  So I suppose even if it wasn't proper but because it was a Canadian and they would excuse it and he kept on walking and he walked like that well when those there was six men carrying that canopy and they would carry it so - and so far.  Somebody from the crowd would just walk up to a man and tap him on the shoulder and then he would take over the pole that is holding up and then he would carry it.  That way they kept changing off all the time and walk right through the town and I don't know what was at the other end.  I think there was another Church or something where they went to and then it all broke up and then everybody right after the parade was over they were right behind there with brooms and try and sweep up all the petals so that there wouldn't be much garbage and everything went along like that.  I don't know.  Today I got a letter from Peter.  Trudy and the boys are still sailing.  They're at the present time at least when they wrote a letter they were in Rodes, Greece and apparently they broke a crankshaft in their motor and broke the crankcase and they'll, right at the present time, at the time of writing, they were getting a new engine and putting a new engine into the boat.  Well it is a sail boat but they have a motor in there so that when they go into a harbour or if it is necessary then they can use the motor to drive.  This letter was written on October 28, 1884 and right now as I mention is the 16 of November 1984.  Well since I was sailing through the Azores until now a lot of things have happened.  I don't know where to start or where to stop.  I intended all the time to go and keep on putting my life story and my life happenings as I mentioned before.  Count your many Blessings, name them one by one and it will surprise you what the Lord has done.  Well the Lord seen fit that on the 27 of July, Annie passed away to be with the Lord.  And she had a heart attack and so I am alone now sitting at home and watching the fire in the fire place and gonna try and put different thoughts and different happening on the tape.  Otherwise right now, I don't know if I sit here and think on every thing what happened it just, well with a heavy heart.  When I made that tape on the trip to Azores.  I made it for Annie and made it for her.  Well I can't do that now but I'm gonna go and address myself to the grand children because I am sure they will enjoy it.  Everybody loved Grandma.  Well now Grandpa is left so they have to enjoy themselves with Grandpa.  Well Grandpa and Grandma - they went through a lot of different things and a lot of things happened in their life where they shared their joys and their happiness together.  You know that Grandma and Grandpa had their 50th Wedding Anniversary about a little better than a year ago and that was really a great milestone in our life.  We had this gathering in the Albright Hall.  We didn't send out any invitations - we invited people to come down there but as my or I should say our theory always was just to have open house whoever wanted to come could come.  No one would be offended that he wasn't invited and it is not the big feast that is being put up that counts but the gathering, the fellowship, the communion, the get together that was more important than anything.  We had that Golden Wedding Anniversary, open house, on the 17 of April 1983 before I mentioned a little better than a year ago - no it isn't quite a year since we had our Golden Wedding Anniversary.  We were so happy and so glad that all the children were present - pretty well all the grandchildren were present - there were a few missing but I couldn't say exactly right now who was missing, but the others who ever could come they were all there.  Lotsa of friends were there.  I don't know there must have been two or three hundred people there.  I don't know the hall was full and a lot beside that.  We all had a good time, we all had a good enjoyable time and a lot of things were done and we had lots of laughs and lots of fun at that gathering.  I am kind of mixed up with the time - how long ago it is since we had that Golden Wedding and now when I stop and figure it out it actually is one year and about 3 1/2 months.  The time sure flies - it went so quick and now when I've been looking through the cards and through the greeting - everything that the people have been given us and it is marvelous how much luck they wished us and everything else.  Yet after that time, after this one year and 3 1/2 months, well I am alone now and how am I doing?  Well I am doing all right.  I just committed myself to the Lord.  I know that this happened and it cannot be brought back.  I know she is where she's wanted to be and that is by God by the Lord Jesus.  That's whom she trusted and that's where she wanted to go and that's where she is.  We talked often together that the time would come when we would have to part.  We were wishing God would give us the grace that we wouldn't have to be suffering that we could go quick.  Well now the way it happened it did go quick and here I am starting and talking about it, but right now I don't know where I should start but when I think we've had not before we had our Golden Wedding, we had 40th Wedding Anniversary which we also celebrated.  The children in a way surprised us.  They were pretty well all home.  I don't know exactly how many were home but we had a big gathering and we had a lot of fun at that time and there is a recitation put up by Mrs. Dahl and Marie Collins.





			THE SAGA OF CORNEY & ANNIE



		1.	When you two were courting

			And your life was sweet and good

			Did you think that she would merry you

			Did you really think she would?



		2.	When beside you at the altar

			In radiance she stood

			Did you thing your love would last

			Did you really think it could?



		3.	You carried her over the threshold

			Like every bridegroom should

			Last year it was from boat to shore

			Did you really think you could?



		4.	When he left her to go threshing

			That good-bye was loud & good

			For three miles the neighbours heard it

			Did you really think they would?



		5.	When you started on the homestead

			Not but brush, trees and wood

			Did you - think that you could stand it

			Did you really think you could?

	

		6.	When you had your first baby

			A darling little son

			Did you think you could stand to raise-

			Five more- Before you're done?

	

		7.	Muskrat trapping was Corney's hobby

			Even when the ice was thin

			And that old coat sure came in handy

			To cover up those shivering limbs.



		8.	He pulled that coat up quickly	

			The sleeves up to his knees

			The wind whistled in round the collar

			Did you really think you'd freeze?



		9.	Then Corney grew a whisker

			Warm & woolly round his throat

			But that day he shaved it off

			He sure longed for that versatile coat.



		10.	When the bear was at the honey

			And you really flipped your lid

			Did you think you killed him Annie

			Did you really think you did?



		11.	There are some whopping fishing stories

			But you really made them look

			When you told that barefaced story

			You caught two fish on every hook.



		12.	You took along your doggie

			From the bear he'd protect you good

			But when you found him hid beside you

			Did you really think he would?



		13.	Well now you've made it this far

			And your happiness can't be hid

			You've stood it through forty years

			Aren't you glad you did?



This was put up by Annie Dahl and Marie Collins and you can imagine when they read that at this celebration there was lots of food and lots of laughing going on, and when we had our Golden Anniversary there wasn't any less fun and laughing going on there.  They had a write up that Mel Toews read at the celebration as the program.  The grand children, different ones, Jonna and David, I think, Gail was amongst them too and Robin.  They sang together a quartet or whatever your gonna call it and it was really nice.  I am just sorry that we didn't have that gathering taped so that I sure would enjoy that if I could go and read it now.  Well before I am going to go and start reading that what they put up for our Golden Anniversary I am gonna wait.



Tape 4, Side 2 and it deals in regards to our Golden Wedding as I mentioned before that celebration which took place in Albright Hall and the master of ceremonies was Mr. Mel Toews, a good friend of ours, and they had put this writing up which they read and made a lot of comment beside and it was really a joyous time, lots of laughs and a lot of fun.  And here goes the reading what they had put up.



It is our privilege to reminisce with you concerning the lives of our friends Corney and Annie Toews.  Corney was born in Southern Russia, the son of Frank Toews.  Anna in the North part of Russia, the daughter of John Schmidt.  They both lived in Russia at the time of the Russian Revolution, but as far as we know didn't start it.  However, things did begin to revolve in their lives.  They both arrived in Canada and lived on the Adar ranch.  It has been evident in their life that they both were adept in the skill of hunting and before they knew it the hunter became the hunted.  Corney took one look at those soft brown eyes and said "here is one deer that won't escape my arrow".  Anna with just one backward glance at those big feet and long legs commented "the buck's not running from me".  With this type of cooperation, love at first sight, who had no trouble to land his arrows.  The engagement was short and Anna looked radiant in her white boot length gown and veil.  Corney looked smug with his seven preachers there, to make sure the knot was tied properly.  "Many a game has been lost because the knot slipped", was his reply.  Within three short hours the knot was secured according to some people's standards.  All of a sudden Corney's father, who had taken this opportunity to catch a few needed winks, sat bolt upright when he realized one preacher had erred in his terminology and after setting him straight the young couple stole away to their new home.  The renovated wood shed on the side of her folks house.  Corney felt this was a good place to live as Anna had been there before - only under different management.  Feeling the time was right, Corney purchased land on the north side of Saskatoon Mountain.  The trees were thick and tall and not much prospects of supporting a family.  But being a man of faith and not providence he utilized all his resources and was soon doing well.  He said he just found that still on his land and we believed him didn't we and he was mighty glad when he convinced the police of the same.  It wasn't long before Eric arrived - then Vernie - then Laura - then Ben - then Phyllis - then Trudy - then Anna said that's is enough.  Count whose going to fedd those six little blessings.  Depression was in their house as well as many others.  Anna's big garden and very little crop was not enough to feed and clothe eight people, so Corney decided to diversify and he went into the bee business.  All they asked was enough for their own use, some for the Bible School, some for the local missionaries and a little to sell.  With their faith, God met their very need.  In 1952 Corney and Anna moved to Beaverlodge to send the children to school.  They located just outside of town where they now live.  The mouths got bigger, the feet got longer, so Corney diversified again and took out his guide's license.  Funny thing, the guns didn't burn when they lost their house by fire - again things began to prosper and a new house was built.  Anna was happy to be the camp cook until some of those southern bells applied to go on the hunt.  Anna said, "I'm tired of this diversification" for you.  Anybody that can out stare a grizzly bear at eight feet can handle one of those dames.  I want my guide license too.  So Anna became a registered guide.  Anna passed with flying colours with her home remedies, a pound of pepper sprinkled around to keep the bears away and a bit of turpentine.  We never heard that she ever had the opportunity to try it on a bear, but it worked with good result on Neil's dog.  There is no doubt that Corney is a confident guide, but even the best can make a mistake.  Corney was out hunting with his friend and tracking down this animal - and shot it.  He came back to camp bragging to Walter and Jack about the elk he bagged.  When they went out to get the trophy it turned out to be a caribou.  Did they ask that question on your guide exam Corney?  'Say Corney do you remember the name of the guide that had to hire an Indian to help him find his meat after he shot it?"  As the story goes the name wasn't Anna..  Being a game guide has its moments of glory but it's not always so.  Remember the time you and your friend were tracking the moose in the deep snow.  He said "you go first, I have a wife and family and I am still young.  You're old so it doesn't matter any more about you".  So much for true friendship.  You have to be smart too or should we say diplomatic when your client gets a small rack of horns you supply him with a big one and then send the small ones to his son with a note suggesting he ask his father to explain those.  One thing about Anna she was always ready and willing to help you.  Corney didn't you think you asked a little too much when the tractor couldn't pull it - you loaded it on poor Anna's back and made her crawl on her hands and knees up the hill and you encouraged her with scriptures "bear one another's burdens" or did you just say bear?  Anna has a few fish stories to tell.  She says she could catch two fish on the same line at the same time using the same bait - was this when you were married, Anna?  What about you Corney - were you one of those fish.  Anna has other accomplishments.  She is a terrific driver.  The dukes of Hazard would enlist her help but she is a little too hazardous for them.  A hitch hiker after recovering in the hospital was heard to say if I'd have known I'd never have gotten in that car.  I don't think that Anna would have either.  After all those years Corney still likes Anna to sit close to him in the car seeing that Corney thought was a good example he remarked "why can't you sit like that?"  After coming closer, they found one in the front seat and one in the back.  How is that for a guides eye?  The kids say home life was always a happy time with mom and dad relating some of their hunting experiences.  Phyllis said dad took an unexpected dip in the river in the winter time.  He came home wearing his fur coat upside down and lamenting that those pants had the shortest legs and the longest fly of any pants he had ever seen.  After the years passed and they no longer needed the farm and guide - Corney overheard Anna lament - she still didn't have her rug.  Whatever did that woman want anyway.  So Corney aimed to please did lapidary.  He has sailed around the world, climbed mountains, carried home huge boulders, made them up into fire places, tables, trays, clocks, jewelry of every shape and colour and did you think she is satisfied.  Well, maybe at least he tried.  Anna you may never have gotten your rug, but you have each found your gem.  And as Anna said herself, "once he set his eyes on me, there was no shaking him".  Did you even try, Corney & Anna?  We've had our fun, but as your friends, we would like to congratulate you on your 50 years of wedded life.  Thank you for your love and hospitality you have shown each one of us, and for your true example of faith and service to God.



Now as I mentioned this is what they read to the gathering at Albright and made a lot of comments besides.  Well, that isn't what I've written up or that isn't what Anna's written up, but that is what the friends have written up.  After they had lots of laughs and fun and everything else we had the Reverend John Patterson, who was here at our church I don't know - I think that's the only one that we had at that time.  We were looking for another minister and he had a short message which he brought after all the fun was over and his message came from Romans 12: 9-13,15,16a



	"Love must be sincere.  Hate what is evil cling to what is good.  Be devoted to one another in brotherly love.  Honor one another above your selves.  Never be lacking in zeal, but keep your spiritual fervor serving the Lord.  Be joyful in hope, patient in affliction, faithful in prayer.  Share with God's people who are in need.  Practice hospitality."



	"Rejoice with those who rejoice; mourn with those who mourn.  Live in harmony with one another."



These are the qualities and characteristics that God desires his people to posses.  They are qualities that can become a part of our lives only if we have a close relationship with God.  For He alone is the source of such characteristics.  Corney and Anna Toews are celebrating their 50th Wedding Anniversary today, and I am glad that I am able to celebrate it with them.



My wife and I have only had the privilege of knowing them for a year and a half, but during that time we have really grown to appreciate them tremendously.



Especially over a big breakfast of eggs, bacon and pancakes.



They are a wonderful couple.  



Over the years of their marriage the Lord has been refining them as a couple.  He has been like a potter molding the clay.  The clay being the lives of Corney and Anna.  I think that all of you can agree with me today, when I say that the present products are above average.  Corney and Anna, have together and individually yielded themselves to the hand of God.



			Have Thine Own Way Lord

			Have Thine Own Way

			Thou art the Potter

			I am the Clay

			Mold me and Make me

			After thy will

			While I am waiting

			Yielded and still.



Everyone of us today have been, and still are witnesses, of the great lives that Corney and Anna have lived before us.  Lives they have lived in honour of God.



We have all been recipients of their love and compassion - whether its been a hello on the street, or a phone call.  They both have high standards by which they live their lives, godly standards.



		God bless the Toews on their Golden Aniversary,

		After so many years of serving God and man kind,

		May they be remembered for their service to all of us,

		And may they enjoy long years of happiness together,

		God blessed them with having a family together,

		And hope they have many more years to come.



Now this was the message that John Patterson brought at the end of the gathering and we really appreciated for all what the people have done and all what they talking about us and praising us which to me I don't know, I don't want to accept, don't wanna take and I didn't tell them to do it but that is their own opinion.  I am glad that I know that the Lord has saved me and that he has guided me.  He kept Anna and me together as we mentioned before over 50 years, and now that she is gone and I am alone I am continuing to keep on going although sometimes it gets difficult, but I know there is a lot of prayer going up for me and a lot of different things I have to experience which I have not experienced before.  I know it is a big hole, but I'm gonna go and leave that.  I'm gonna go and continue to bring my life story out and try and look more or less on the joyful side because there is enough sorrow, headaches and all heartaches and all that in this life so that we don't have to dwell on it.  When I personally don't like to think much about headaches and heartaches but I'm trusting God to bring me through, and he's been doing it marvelously, so I'm praising his name.



This is 2 of December 1984.  There is some time lapsed since I last talked on this tape, but I'm gonna try and see and get it finished.  I've read what they've written in regards to our Golden Wedding, little bit previous.  Right now I have a S.S. magazine which is the power for living.  This magazine, this particular one, was printed on October 13, 1968.  It is a story of a hunt that I had with a certain Ralph Crees who was in some way or other connected with this Power for Living magazine.  It is a magazine that we distributed in S.S. and it is still being distributed in S.S. here in Beaverlodge.  Ralph Crees was the one that I took out hunting before this date and so here is when I took him out, I believe it was 1966, so here is the story that Ralph Crees wrote and it goes with the heading "Corney Toews: Big Game Guide".  Of course, I must say what he has written here I didn't dictate that to him, he has wrote that out of his own free will.  



I have been reading two different articles already that were written about me.  Here is one article that I've written myself to the Fish and Game Sportsman and this article is called Fast Moose hunt and is the quotation of it.





	On the 23rd of November, 1961 my wife, Anna, and I started from our home in Beaverlodge, Canada on a new excursion; a hunting trip with a tractor and house trailer.  It took us approximately twenty hours to get to the hunting grounds, a valley located north of Nose Mountain.  This mountain is in the foothills of the Rockies which lie south of the Peace River.  In this area the willows are clipped like a hedge by the moose feeding on the young boughs, and a small creek, fed by clear springs, runs through the valley.  As a licensed guide I always had the idea of taking a hunting party out with the tractor and trailer.  I thought it would be best to try it out first before taking anyone else.

	On the 24th we saw three moose, all cows and calves, and as the season was not open for the anterless until the 27th, we left them feeding in peace.

	On the 25th I went out to look the country over and saw four moose at close range but did not bother them.  I kept looking for elk, as our intent was to hunt either elk or anterless moose.  I also saw a very large moose down the hill from me.  As the wind was in my favor, I thought I would have some fun with this monarch of the woods.  The Moose did not suspect a human being in the vicinity, but thought I was one of his own kind.  He barked a few times, and I barked in response and made a noise by rubbing my gun butt on some willows.  This game continued for about ten or fifteen minutes and it was evident that the moose by this time was getting quite mad.  I did not want a trophy, or I would have shot him.  He was a beauty.  I was ready for him, however, if serious business should develop.  I stood my ground and the moose started to come to me.  He was making a half circle and got wind of me.  This was a different matter and he took off in the opposite direction.  There is still one beauty left for the trophy hunters.

	On the 26th, we took the tractor and fishing tackle box, and went looking for a lake in the Nose Mountain area.  We saw some beautiful country and the weather was nice.  Towards evening, we finally located a lake.  There wasn't time to try fishing for any length of time so we went back to the trailer.

	On the 27th Anna and I started out with the tractor to survey for moose.  We found lots of roads cut by seismograph crews exploring for gas and oil.  We followed one of them and saw a lot of new country and a lot of moose sign.  All of a sudden Anna spotted one right in the middle of the road.  It was my privilege to shoot the cow moose.  What a surprise it was, after taking careful aim and pulling the trigger, to only hear a faint click indicating an empty gun.  I had forgotten that I didn't carry a loaded gun on the road.  By the time I had it loaded, the moose started moving into the bush.  The shot went wild and I had a clean miss.  We went about one mile further.  Leaving Anna with the tractor, I set out on a fresh moose track.  After going about three or four hundred yards I spotted a cow moose running.  I fired three shots, but missed my target.  As I was following this cow I saw a very large bull not more than thirty five yards away in a nice open place.  He had beautiful antlers.  I know my 30-30 would go between his antlers and not touch any points.  However, I was not hunting for trophies, but wanted anterless game for meat, so I continued after the cow.  I supposed that I would find her waiting for her company, but miss-judged this, and she kept on going.  By this time it was getting late.  I returned to the tractor and together we made our way back to the trailer for the night.

	On the 28th it started to snow and get colder.  Anna decided to stay in the trailer.  I hunted for a few hours on foot.  When I arrived home, our hunting partners, Jack, Walter and Gordon had arrived.  They had eaten their dinner.  As soon as I had finished mine, we rested and talked hunting stories and hunting prospects.  Anna, a good housekeeper, kept herself busy cleaning up the trailer.  She also kept one eye out the window.  All of a sudden she announced, "There she is!". Sure enough there on the side hill stood a cow moose enjoying her dinner without dishes.  They cry, "There she is!", was like saying 'sic-um" to a pack of hounds.  We split into two parties and approached the moose.  Jack and Gordon went one way, Walter and I went the other.  Anna stayed to give order from the trailer.  After going some distance I left Walter behind.  I went to a large hill planning to send the cow moose back to the waiting parties.  The plan worked fine and it did not take but a short time for the fireworks to start.  Anna now had her moose.  It was a medium sized moose, a dry cow two or three years old, very fat and excellent meat.  After dressing the animal we split up again and went in search of more moose.  Jack and Gordon went down the mountain while Walter and I went up.  After searching the top we saw a large flat and a lot of sign, but didn't find any game.  We continued toward the end of the plateau where we spotted a cow and calf bedded down.  They were close to the main road and our plan was to get the two of them.  We worked our way down to a closer range.  The wind was in our favour and a heavy fall of snow muffled any sound.  When we were about six hundred yards away Walter was sure it was close enough for his 306.  I did not agree.  I did not have any intention of straining the barrel on my trusty 30-30.  It has been with me for about thirty years and has lowered over fifty moose and almost as many deer.  The moose were still bedded down.  I left Walter at his chosen place to watch them and proceeded to go closer.  I had the mis-fortune of stepping on a twig.  This brought the cow moose to her feet.  Gluing her eyes on the spot she never moved, but continued to watch Walter.  I kept working my way down along a small gully out of sight, coming nearer all of the time.  All at once I heard Walter shooting which indicated to me that the cow moose was changing her position.  I ran out of the gully and up to the ridge.  The two moose were still standing.  In short order the old 30-30 started to spit and when the noise ended two moose were down, both shot through the bottom of the heart.  We each took credit for one animal.  It was late by the time the moose were cleaned.  We went back to the trailer.  It was still snowing.  Arriving at the trailer we found Jack and Gordon had returned.  They had also spotted a cow and calf.  They had fired several shots but had missed.  In three to four hours of hunting we had bagged three moose.

	On the 29th we started out again to get the remaining two animals that we were entitled to.

	There was a large valley close to where we had the trailer.  As the weather was cold and snowing we decided to let Jack and Gordon wait while Walter and I went to try and see if we could chase a moose across the valley.  After traveling about an hour we saw a lot of moose on a side hill.  In the process of trying to get closer, we ran into a herd of about fourteen moose.  It was long range shooting but we were fortunate to get a small bull.  About this time we heard shooting in the direction of Jack and Gordon.  After dressing the bull we went back to the trailer for dinner.  We found Jack and Gordon were already back and had bagged one moose.  Our quota of five moose were killed in eight hunting hours altogether.  Now came the work of getting the moose out.  By this time the weather had turned cold.  It was about twenty degrees below zero and snowing.  We put two gas stoves and a propane stove under the diesel tractor and after several hours we were successful in starting it.  That same afternoon we got two of the moose out with the tractor.  We skinned the animals by the light of the gas lantern, working very fast as the thermometer was steadily going down.  I started the tractor several times that night to keep it in running order for the morning.

	In the morning it must have been about thirty degrees below zero and snowing.  We could not skin the remaining three moose as they were frozen solid.  We cut them into quarters and loaded them on the trucks and the trailer.  This added weight gave better traction.  The weather did not show any sign of breaking, and remained very cold and snowy.  We had no intention of being snowbound and frozen in for the winter.  The tractor was warm and running.  Anna and I left for home right after the trucks.  It turned out to be a record breaking cold spell.  After twenty hours or more of hard travel we arrived home safe and sound.  We are still talking about the grand time we had on this new hunting expedition, - - even though it was a lot of hard work.



This is as far as it goes in regard to the article which was published in Fish and Game Sportsman.  There is something else yet to make this story clear or explain more.  When we left this valley which is now called Annie's Valley, north side of Nose Mountain, Jack, Gordon and Walter left right away with their trucks and went home.  Well Anna and I we took the tractor and we started down for home, too.  Although it was getting to be late in the afternoon towards evening well that didn't matter because we had our trailer with us and we just intended to go as far as we could because then we could just stay beside the road and camp and sleep and have dinner or whatever.  Well it was cold it really was cold around 30 or 40 below.  It had stopped snowing to a certain extent and when we came down to Muddy Creek and trying to go up the hill we couldn't make it.  We worked there for a long time.  I didn't at that time have a winch on the tractor and I didn't have chains for the tractor, so we just simply couldn't make that hill and I tried several times.  Well we were at the bottom and we camped there for the rest of the night.  I got up every two hours or one and half  hours.  I don't know exactly how often but I would get up and start the tractor and warm it up and then go back to sleep again for a while.  Now it so happen that there was a seismic outfit was working on the roads and they were going out to work some where's further down the Nose Mountain Creek.  Well when they came early in the morning and they seen our position/situation well they went and they had 4x4 four wheel drive vehicles so they just hooked onto the tractor and they pulled us up the hill and we were up on top of Muddy Creek hill and that was a great help so we started off from there and kept on going till we got down towards Nose Creek.  When we got down to Nose Creek, we had left the main road and we had to go further on to go up towards Wembley.  Well right there at Nose Creek the old road goes in a different place than it does now and there was another steep hill and when I came towards that hill well I couldn't make that either.  It was simply too slippery.  The snow was too slippery.  Well and the ground was so slippery so I couldn't make it and I know that I couldn't expect those guys from the seismic outfit to come by there, which I knew they wouldn't do because they had turned off before that.  Well there was nothing else to do.  I had to shovel that whole road off.  I shoveled all the snow off until I had the bare ground and then by and by we made that hill.  Well it took us more    than 20 hours to get home because by the time we had this all done and everything and when we got home Walter and the others they were just getting ready to go out and start looking for us because they knew we should have been home before this time but we arrived so much later simply because we had to do so much shovelling and so many difficulties in trying to get going.  Afterwards I bought chains for the tractor and Claude Toews he also made a winch that is run by the power take off which I put on behind the tractor and now when we went with the tractor hunting, later on, and the same trailer we didn't have no problem because we could use the chains and if that wasn't enough we had the winch that we could winch ourselves out.  Well, I've been reading different reports and different stories that the people wrote about me and here is one more article that was written by Don MacIntosh of our staff from the Grande Prairie Daily Herald Tribune.  I don't think it was a daily then but maybe it was.  I don't know because this isn't quite that long ago but this is the way it says it goes.







NEWSPAPER ARTICLE - BY DON McINTOSH - 1977





	Sounds of motorboats cracked the early morning silence as fishermen prepared to lift their nets out of the icy Sturgeon Lake water.

	It was barely 6 a.m., and already many of the record number of fishermen were hauling in their whitefish.  Over 130 licenses were issued this year, a 50 per cent increase over the 1976 total.  But the 40,000 pound quota had not changed, and although the season was scheduled to run from May 24 to June 17, the quota would be reached in two lifts, one this morning and one the next day.

	At 8 a.m. on May 24, fishermen from all regions of the Peace Country had begun their work. Most had set nets which were the maximum 100-yard length, 30-food width and the minimum 5 1/2 inch mesh size. By noon the lake was dotted with dozens of brightly colored buoys which identified and marked the position of each man’s net.

	Weights hung from each buoy to the lake-bed, which lies 40-60 feet beneath the surface, preventing the wave action from carrying the nets across the lake.

	Although a few boats were still on the lake early Tuesday afternoon, most had been beached and the fishermen were relaxing in the warm spring sunshine. There was little to do but wait until dawn, when the nets would be bulging with two- and three- pound whitefish.





EARLY START	

	I left about 7 a.m. with well-known Beaverlodge guide and outfitter Corney Toews, Henry Sukkau, son George and Jake Martins.  Corney’s 22-foot riverboat moved quickly across the lake.

	A light breeze was rippling the water, the sky was cloudless and the sun bright and beginning to warm the cool early morning air.

	We soon spotted one of Corney’s buoys.  Corney edged the boat up to one of the buoys and George reached out and grabbed it.  He placed it near the rear of the boat and pulled up the weight which had held the net in place.  Then, with oarsmen Jake Martins keeping it so aligned, George, Corney and Henry began pulling in the net.

	As it was pulled in, the silver glint of struggling whitefish blinked off and on beneath the surface of the water.  Several large tubs, much like the ones used years ago for washing clothes, were stacked in the boat.  Chunks of ice were placed on the bottom of one of these and another place beside it.

	Corney began disentangling the fish from the mesh, then flopped them into the ice tub while placing the empty net into the other.

	Soon one tub was brimming with fish.  More ice was heaped on them and another tub pulled into position.  After an hour’s work, the net was completely stuffed into its tub and nearly 700 pounds of whitefish were on board.





LAKE ROUGHENED

	But as we had worked the wind had been steadily strengthening.  The lake was becoming rough and darkening as the waves shattered the blue sky’s reflection on the surface.  The boat bucked on three-foot waves and spray drenched those nearest the bow.  Whitecaps formed and made it impossible to spot the white flags which marked Corney’s other net.  He maneuvered the boat in a wide circle but still the flags could not be seen.

	Others had chosen red flags as markers and those stood out sharply against the whitecaps.

	We were still looking for the flags when the Fish and Wildlife boat pulled up.  Corney cut the engine and the two officers steered their craft alongside.  The smaller boat bobbed madly on the waves and smashed against the riverboat’s aluminum side.  No damage was done to the metal craft but the fiberglass of the government boat was scarred.

	The officers informed us that everyone they had talked to was netting a good catch and that perhaps the quota would be reached that afternoon.

	They hadn’t seen our net, they said, and then motored off.



FOUND NET

	Fifteen minutes later we located the white flags and Corney eased the boat into position.  The wind-whipped water made this a difficult maneuver and Jake had to work hard to keep the boat properly aligned.

	Corney, George and Henry repeated their previous procedure and soon the tubs were filling.  Again, a successful catch.

	By the time we had finished, the wind had dropped considerably and the ride back to shore was smooth and uneventful.

	As we unloaded the catch into Corney’s four wheel drive vehicle, the officers came by and said about 26,000 pounds had been taken and there would be one more lift.

	A few minutes later we were enjoying the tasty fresh fish, hot cakes and coffee that Mrs. Toews had prepared.  It was delicious and satisfied a healthy appetite.

	As I left, Corney was stretching the nets out on the grass and repairing damaged section of the mesh in preparation for the afternoon’s drop.

	With such a successful catch netted by most of the fishermen, even more licenses are expected to be issued next year.  The quota will likely remain the same, however, and next year the scheduled four-week commercial white fishing season could be completed in one day.



Tape 6 - 17 of October 1984 - Hello Robin and David and Trudi and Peter and I suppose Robert is still there - well I'm trying to send you little tape and right now I have to tell you that we've had a really hard winter start.  We have somewhere around seven or eight inches of snow.  It started storming yesterday and it really blew really hard all night too and the day before.  I went down with Laura to Edmonton and on Monday and visited at Phyllis and John's.  Vern and Betty they came from Whitehorse down there and so I met them there.  Laura she drove our car down there and then on Tuesday they forecast that real bad weather.  So there was nothing else to do but when it started snowing around two o'clock, we went and packed up and went home.  Really glad that we did go yesterday and didn't have to go today because the roads are quite slippery and there is a lot of snow and it is really blowing all day long.  I am doing all right.  I usually go down for supper to Phyllis and Eric's and I have breakfast and a dish of soup or so for dinner, otherwise, I am working with my rocks and sometimes I go down to the church and help them in the afternoon.  We start extending the church and building on it but I didn't go today because it was storming.  I don't know when I'll be going otherwise, I'm feeling fine and everything is going good.  Thank you for the letter that you sent Trudi and also thanks for the card Robert.  We just received everything yesterday and I see that you've been out fishing and you've also in the letter you also mentioned the fish that you caught and the fish that Robin caught.  You must have been excited when you caught those two fish maybe you caught more by now.  I hope that David caught some too.  Wouldn't that be some fun because I remember one time GRANDMA went down to the river and she was going down there and she went out to try and catch some fish.  So when she went down there to that rock you know where she caught those fish when you were down there by that rock.  She put the hook out and she was sitting and knitting and after a while she caught not a very big one just a small Dolly Varden that got on the hook.  She just left him there and left him swim around and pretty soon a GREAT BIG FISH came a LING.  It must have been around 12 pounds that wasn't as big as what you got but any way this Ling was about 12 pounds.  It was a big one they have a big head so Grandma had but a light line and she was afraid she was going to lose that Ling and she didn't know how to get that Ling out of the water.  There was Walter and he was out there helping me hunt and so Grandma she hollered at him and said, "I need some help, I need some help".  Well Walter thought she meant that I should come down there so he goes down to camp and he tells me to go down there, Grandma wants some help.  Well that was so long by the time that he got to the camp and I was ready to go down there to Grandma but then I run down and I hurried but Grandma had the fish out already.  What did she do - you know what she done - she had a hunting knife with her and she just went and she pulled that fish so and so far and then she took the hunting knife and she put it right in through the fish right behind the head.  Put it right through him and then she pinned him down to the ground into the sand with the knife.  Afterwards she went and she took the fish out because she never lost him and you know what she made an awful lot of fish and chips from that one.  That fish must have been around 12 pounds and  oh boy was that ever good.  You know when Grandma made those fish and chips she just knew how to fry them just so.  You know that was really a big treat for all the hunters and we had a big feed on that fish.  Same as that fish what you caught we had a good feed on that fish and enjoyed that.



You know David those two horses you were riding out here at our place Blaze and Flicker.  You know Grandpa would always take them out hunting - he would ride one and the hunter would ride one.  Then we would go into the bush and drive along the path that is blazed.  You know when we walked out there we seen the blazes Grandpa had.  All the trails blazed so he would know where he was going and then he would ride along those trails.  Usually Grandpa took Flicker and was riding him and the hunter would ride on Blaze.  Well the hunter he didn't know to handle much horses.  He never handled horses he just let the horse go wherever the horse wanted to go.  Well pretty soon the horse got kind of sleepy on the trail.  Then it wouldn't watch where it was going just going along and didn't look at anything.  Then when it came close to the tree it kind of seen the hunter was on there sitting half dreaming himself.  Then Blaze would go right close to the tree and then the hunter's knee would hit the tree OUCH, he would say.  Then what he got sore at the horse.  Well the horse thought that is fun so it would go along again, Grandpa would go ahead and the hunter would come behind with the other horse, and then it comes again another tree that's close to the trail and bang he'd go against the tree again with the hunter's knee.  Then the hunter gets sore at Blaze because it was always go and hit his knee against the tree.  His knee was getting really sore so he all of a sudden thought, I think Grandpa he just takes the best horse and he gives me the poor horse because Grandpa's horse never hits Grandpa's knees against the tree.  He always goes away from the tree and the hunter's horse always goes close to the tree and hit his knee.  One time he got kind of sore at Grandpa that Grandpa had the best horse.  Now Grandpa said you just don't know how to handle a horse so all right we stopped in the bush, Grandpa goes and takes off the saddle from Flicker and the saddle from Blaze that the hunter was using and puts it on Flicker and puts his own saddle on Blaze.  Then away we go, well Flicker know how to stay away from the trees but Blaze he didn't care so he thought would go and play the same trick on Grandpa that he played on the hunter.  Well Grandpa was watching and when we came close to a tree Blaze was gonna go and hit Grandpa's knee against the tree Grandpa quickly went and put his hand against the tree and pushed to the side.  Blaze just about fell down he stepped over with his legs cross ways and he hit his front foot with the hoof, oh! oh! he thought that is no fun so we're going and going.  Then comes another tree so Blaze says well I'm gonna see maybe I can get Grandpa's knee right against this tree.  Grandpa was watching and when he was close again and Blaze thought now I'll get his knee right against this tree Grandpa went and he pushed again pushed good and hard and Blaze again just about stumbled, hit his front foot with the other foot.  Well pretty soon he said well that is no good so keep on going whenever we came close to a tree Grandpa would push good and hard even though Blaze didn't want to hit Grandpa's knee against the tree any more but Grandpa would push him to the side anyway.  Pretty soon Blaze learned oh! oh! the best thing  to do is stay away from the trees so that Grandpa can't reach them.  If Grandpa can't reach the tree he can't push Blaze down, and that's how we keep on going.  Well the hunter was riding Flicker and he didn't care he didn't watch the tree he didn't push on the trees he just let Flicker go.  Pretty soon Flicker found out oh, oh there is nobody watching me so I'll better have some fun.  I'll keep on going kind of close to a tree - well the next time I'll come a little bit closer, still nothing is pushing sideways then pretty soon he got really close and bang he hit the hunter's knee against the tree again.  Then the hunter got sore at the horse but then the hunter found out it was not the horse that he had a bad horse, he had a good horse, he just didn't know how to handle him, and so after a while he had to learn too, the same as Grandpa - to watch for the trees because if he wasn't watching that horse would put his knee against the tree as sure as anything.



You know out there by the river where we were you know Grandma use to go down there quite often several times a day and she would go down there and she would try to fish.  She would take the hook and the rod and the line and then she'd go down there and she'd throw it into the water usually she would throw it in maybe five, six, seven, eight times and if she couldn't catch no fish she would just go and throw the hook way in and leave it there in the river.  Then she would sit down and she would crochet, read or sit. Sit for quite a while and then when she would get tired of crocheting then she would take the rod again and then she would go and start fishing and she'd try it, try it and then one time she caught one. The boat was there and she was in the boat and from the boat she was fishing and there she got a nice Dolly Varden.  It happen that she had a bad end of a line and when that fish got in there on the hook and start fighting and pulling and yanking and Grandma tried to pull it into the boat quick so it wouldn't get away bang it busted the line and it was gone.  Ah, Grandma sure didn't like losing that fish and the hook.  So but all right she got another hook and she went and fixed it all up nicely with some worms on it and then she start fishing.  All of a sudden through the water she can see that fish is still around the boat and that hook that he got away with is still in his mouth.  She can see it she thought well I'm gonna get that fish.  She tried and she tried, oh she tried for over one hour and you know after she tried that for over an hour all of a sudden the fish thought boy that hook looks pretty good and it's been here for so long surely that isn't a hook with a line on.  That must be the worm and he grabbed it and Grandma got him and she pulled him into the boat this time.  You know she had the fish and she had the hook that she lost and you know we had a good fish fry when we got home for supper.



One spring we had a hunter from Texas.  Bill he came out in the spring and he wanted to get a black bear or a grizzly.  Well there was no grizzly's around but there were some black bear around so Grandpa took the boat and Bill and he drove up the river looking and looking for bear.  They went a long ways up all way down as far as the Narroways and sometimes a little further, hunted and hunted and looked for black bear or grizzly bear and couldn't find them so when evening came we went back home.  We cam home and no bear.  Grandma wanted to know if we got a bear well no we didn't get no bear.  The next morning we went out again way up the river way down past Narroway - no bear - come back in the evening again NO BEAR well that was getting tiresome.  We were gone for about hunted already a whole week NO BEAR.  No grizzly, no black, no bear.  One time we went up again one morning down to the Narroway way past the Narroway then we stopped one place where there was some sand and sure boy there was grizzly tracks and were they ever big.  That grizzly track was around 14 inches long and maybe 6 inches or 7 inches wide a HUGE track and we looked at it.  There it went up the hill and Grandpa looked and he was wondering well maybe we should go after that grizzly and try to see if he couldn't get him.  The hunter he looks that grizzly track over back and forth and he tells Grandpa, he says, "Grandpa I don't think I'm interested in that grizzly, I don't think I want to go up the hill.  I think we better go back in the boat and we go and see if we can find a black bear, or maybe we can see a grizzly on the hill that we don't have to go after him". A grizzly like that hides behind a bush and then the hunter comes along and he isn't very careful, maybe that grizzly will jump at him and hug him and the hunter he didn't feel like it.  Well Grandpa and the hunter never went after that grizzly but we keep on looking for a black bear and we couldn't find NO BLACK BEAR.  Well we got home, the next day we drove out again and now it was we'd been hunting about 6 - 7 days already.  When we were gone Grandma all of a sudden is outside ready to go fishing and she has kind of a funny feeling., every time when a bear was around Grandma would get a funny feeling.  She says I think there is a bear around and so she looks and sure enough there on that steep hill, you know where we were, right up on top, there is a bear sitting there and looking at Grandma - well Grandma she doesn't know what to do - there is the bear and Grandpa and the hunter are out on the boat and who knows when they're gonna come back and here is the bear.  Well what am I GONNA DO.  She had her gun in the shack so she goes and she picks up the rifle and then she goes outside and she looks - yeah there he is.  She looks through the scope - Yep, I can see him, but I haven't shot at a bear I don't think I can do it - well then she leaves the gun - she goes back into the shack - all at once she says well maybe God will help me so that I can go and get that bear.  If he is there maybe I SHOULD TRY, so she goes back out again and there was an old table there and she puts the rifle on the table, she goes down and puts it to her shoulder and then she looks through the scope - Yep, she can see the bear right in the scope.  Then she pulls the trigger and BANG and she sees the bear sliding down the hill.  Grandma she takes the rifle and goes back into the shack.  Well if that bear wants to slide let him slide - I'm not going down there after him.  So she went back into the shack in the kitchen and she is waiting for Grandpa and the hunter to come back home.  Well when it was evening they come - Grandpa is on the boat with the hunter, drive up and Grandma says did you get any bear?  Nope we didn't get no bear.  Well she says you know I think I SHOT A BEAR.  The hunter says you think you got a bear WHERE?  Well Grandma says way up on top of the hill that's where the bear was sitting and looking.  I had a funny feeling and I saw him so I took the gun and went down there to that old table and I took a good aim at him and I pulled the trigger and the bear slid down the hill but I don't know where he is.  So Grandpa went down towards the hill looked around and sure he soon found where the bear had slid and where there was some blood and he goes a little bit further and there was some willow bushes and laid the bear, all dead.  Oh was that hunter ever happy now he had his bear even if Grandma shot it - that didn't bother him.  He was so happy that he got the bear and then when he went back to the States and he had it measured it was two points short of being big enough to go into the Bone and Crocket Record Book of Big Game Animal.  Well anyway the hunter was happy he had a big bear - Grandma was happy that she could shoot it for the hunter and so everybody was happy and living and hunting all the time after that.



One particular fall it was very dry and the water in the river was pretty low at that time Grandpa had a big heavy boat.  Hhe had quite a difficulty especially when it was loaded heavy to get over the rapids he had about four hunters and another guide beside myself.  We were going up the river to my camp which was by Nose Creek to hunt.  Well I knew that we couldn't take all the hunters and all the gear everything up there at once.  Grandpa went and he hired another man with a boat (Tom) and Tom had a light boat and he could get over the rapids pretty good.  Tom he took the four hunters and the one guide and himself and went up and took the hunters to camp.  Grandpa loaded all the gear, and some of the groceries loaded that all in his boat with Grandma and followed Tom up the river.  Well Tom had a light boat and he could make the rapids and he keep on going, and Grandpa had difficulty on the rapids.   The boat was too heavy and the water was too low, so he got stuck time and time again.  He got stuck and Grandpa knew further up the river there was more lower places than those here so he knew that he couldn't make it with the load he had on.  Well then he went back again to where he started from back to the Wapiti Gardens, then he went and he unloaded everything he loaded his boat on the trailer, pulled it out of the water and waited for Tom to come back to pick him up.  Well Tom didn't have too much problems he got the hunters to camp, and then he came back and we loaded all the stuff that we had on Tom's boat, Grandma and Grandpa and Tom went to camp.  Out there the hunters they were there but they had no bedding or anything and it was getting dark so we had to make it anyway we had to go up.  When we started out it was getting dark but it wasn't too bad.  We still could make it and when we got up, maybe half ways up the river, then it was getting really dark, it was just black, well when we came around the bend and because it was so black, so dark.  The water had a kind of a reflection and sometimes when we came around and the light shone down the river and it was difficult to distinguish the shore from the water.  We went though the shore was in one place, and the water at another we kept right on going and we drove right out on top of the shore, right on top of the rocks, wow!.   We went and we had to get long poles and we pried  and we pushed and pulled and Grandma was out of the boat and pushing and pulling.  She had rubbers on and the water was too deep and her feet got all wet - everybody's feet got wet and it was cold and we kept on pushing and we got it into the river, into the water again.  We got going we went going and going and pretty soon we came around the bend again.  Again it was such a place where we couldn't tell where the shore was and where the water was and out of the water we got again.  Well that was getting quite a bit of trouble.  There was a lot of work involved.  Grandma kept on saying let's camp, let those guys take care of themselves, we got all the bedding her let's just make camp and stay right here until daylight.  No, we're going to keep on going, well we pushed it off again worked hard and got the boat back in the water and then so far Tom had been driving and now Grandpa was going to drive.  Well it went for a little ways and pretty soon Grandpa went and drove right on top of the rocks out of the water.  Well, there was nothing else to do but push it back in and get back into the water.  Grandma says come on lets camp.  No Grandpa and Tom they said no let's keep on going and we worked and we worked - I don't know we must have gotten out of the river about 4 or 5 times and finally we came toward the camp and then we couldn't even see the place where we should land to unload the stuff.  Those fellows they were in the shack and they had the lantern going and they were there and just waiting for us and we came and couldn't find the landing place.  We couldn't see where to land, all of a sudden one of them decided say they're coming they're out there on the river lets get the lantern, the flashlight down to the shore and show them where it is.  They got the lantern, the flashlight they went down to where we land the boat they showed us where to go and we drove in, unloaded everything oh were we ever happy.  They had a good fire going in the kitchen, we got all out clothes off and we got them dried and then we got ready for bed.  The hunters had their blankets and we made it to camp, but Grandma still said we should have camped and not worked so hard and got so wet, but we made it and we got to camp and we could go out hunting.  One of those hunters was a GREAT big man, oh he must have been close to 400 pounds (over 300 pounds).  Well Grandpa didn't know how is Mr. Leo gonna get his moose or bear.  Well Grandpa went out into the bush with some hunters, Tom took some hunters up on the river in the boat and then he went along the bank and all of a sudden Leo says, this great big man, he says look isn't that a bear?  Yip Leo saw the first bear way up on the bank.  Tom he went and landed the boat, Leo took a good aim and bang.  There was a big den for the bear and the bear disappeared, well anyway Leo couldn't get up on top of the bank  - he was too big, but Tom went up, where the bear had been and sure enough there was the den.  The bear had gone into the den, but Leo had hit him hard enough that the bear had died in the den.  Then Tom pulled him out of the den and down the hill.  He rolled him and then they skinned him and then Leo had his bear.  Nobody else got a bear except Leo.  Was Leo ever happy and I tell you so was Grandpa.  Grandpa thought that Leo was so big, and so heavy and so helpless but he was the first one to get the bear.  Another day later on Tom was going with Leo in the boat again and they went along the shore along the river and what do you know there stood a bull right beside the river, and Leo he couldn't walk he had to ride in the boat with Tom and there was the moose and Leo was a pretty good shot so he took a good aim and he shot that moose, and there Leo had a bear and Leo had a moose, and was Leo every happy and glad.  We had to take the hunters out with the meat.  Of course we just had Tom's boat there but because the boat was light - down the river we didn't take very much other stuff along.  We could take the boat and the meat out and Leo could take his moose home.  The other hunters got some moose too, and that was a really good happy hunt.



One year Tom came out to hunt moose.  Grandma and Grandpa and Tom took the boat and went up to there camp by Nose Creek and it was getting late in the fall and it was getting pretty cold already.  We had lots of rain and there was lotsa mud and lotsa water.  Tom was out there by the camp and so we went up the hill and right up on top of the hill there was three or four different cut-lines and they form a star the way they're spread out right at that one particular place right in the middle of the slough, so we always call that the STAR.  Tom he was going up along there and sure enough he sees a moose right in that swamp, the slough and he shoots it and he drops it in the water.  Well it wasn't very deep but it was deep enough that he got his feet wet and because it was such a difficult place he had an awful time to go and to turn that moose and dress it, to take the insides out.  While he was doing that and working so hard in that bush that was there and trying to get that moose dressed one way or other.  He got his head into the bush and hit a snag and cut his skin right above the eye.  He cut it bad enough that the blood was running and it run over his face.  He was working so hard and sweating and so his face was all smeared up with blood and after he had the moose dressed he took a walk down to camp.  When he came down to camp Grandma seen him oh she thought he was really badly hurt.  So Grandma go the water out, the towel, and she got Tom down there and she got him to bend over and she washed the face and she cleaned the wound.  She had some Iodine and she put some Iodine on it and fixed it up and put some band-aid over and fixed him all up.  Well Tom was a doctor, but I don't think he ever had a nurse that took such a good care of him and fixed him up good and proper.  Well when Grandpa got back and Tom told him he got his moose and told him where it was - well because there was some snow on the ground already at that time - we went and we had a toboggan in camp.  We went up the hill to where the moose was and we got it all skinned out and all cut up nicely and then we had some gunny sacks (some bags where we put the meat in) and we got the hide and rolled it in nice and tied it down to the toboggan good and proper.  Then Tom and Grandpa they went and they pulled it down the hill.  Oh, lots of places he had to hang onto it otherwise that toboggan with the moose would run down and run down so fast that we couldn't get out of the road had to jump to the side and try and stop it.  We got it down to the camp and we got it down to the boat and then we loaded it up and then the next day we went and we loaded everything out of the camp up and Grandma and Tom and Grandpa went back to the Wapiti Garden.  We had the truck there and we pulled the boat out of the water and we loaded all the meat into the truck and then we went and got home.  Tom had his station wagon we loaded his meat up in his station wagon and he took off for Edmonton.  Happy that he had a moose.  He had several moose.  He came lotsa times - moose hunting quite a few times he was out hunting and quite a few times he went home and he didn't have no moose but he enjoyed the bush, he enjoyed being away and we had lotsa fun with Tom.



Well the tape is about filled up and the other side I'm gonna try and tell you some more stories, boys, but how are you making out - out there how is your studies going?  David can you read good and fast already?  How is your teacher doing?  Is Robert teaching you pretty good, or are you out looking at so many site that you haven't got time to do your correspondence?  Well David out here he went out to Canfor  but he didn't like it there so he is back home again going to school her in Beaverlodge.  The threshing out here is long ways from finished now this here will put the harvest back again quite a bit because with all this amount of snow everything will be pretty wet.  Although if that snow will go away and the wind and the sun start shining and blowing it will pretty soon clear up and dry up again so that the people can get their crop in.  The garden we have that all in good supply of potatoes and carrots.  The garden that we had by the Wapiti produced good.  There was some real nice carrots there and also potatoes and parsnips.  The beets they were but very small, also I never dug them.  I went down to the Wapiti Gardens and dug that one day the weather was really nice.  Eric wanted to come and help me later on but I told him it wasn't necessary and I went out there in the morning and took my time and dug it out by myself.  I must admit that I really did not enjoy it because I had to think a lot on the partner that was gone and I miss her very much but that's I'm getting use to it and adjusting myself pretty good.  People thinking I'm doing really good, I don't know if I'm doing so good or not but then I have to do the best I can.  Working a lot with my rocks in the basement whenever I am home and not away but I've been away a lot and that way it the time is going fast.  When you left me there in Vancouver I went down and stayed with Peter overnight and then the next day I went down to Dave Epps and stayed there.  I think for two or three nights C.C. Toews from Liden, he was there too.  We both stayed by Dave's and enjoyed ourselves and this tape is full so I have to say good-bye and God Bless.



Now today is the 20 of October 1984.  It is a Saturday.  Today Grandpa was all day long at the community centre.  They had a craft show and sale and Grandpa sold a lot of stuff.  I guess this is about the most stuff he sold in one day and there was lotsa of people there, although it was not quite as large as it was last year.  Grandpa sold a lot of stuff he sold quite a few clocks a lot of jewelry and some of those verses that he's got on the picture with the rocks around them, as a frame.  Everything went fine.  We had a lot of snow oh, I'd say maybe 8 or 10 inches.  It melted some today but there is a lot of it left.  The roads are getting bare lotsa places icy and so Grandpa is doing out all right.  He is working hard with his rock pictures and he didn't make much jewelry this last while, but he's got some pictures finished.  One picture you know what he made?  He went and he made a bee hive.  A big beehive and then he made a bear and he put that bear on and that bear is pushing on that beehive is the top of it is just about falling off, you know I think that bear is really getting stung up real bad and you know when we talking about bears.  You know the bear stories you know that this one that reminds me of Grandma.  She had a nice dog all the time at the camp and here this dog and Grandma they were always together and whenever there was a bear around Grandma always felt like there was bear there.  She says I can feel it - I can't smell him I can't see him but I just feel it way deep inside - that there is a bear around.  Well this bear was around and you know he came right around the shack and he just wanted to get into the shack.  He wanted to go and I suppose he most likely smelled Grandma cooking supper and anyway Grandma didn't like it so what did she do?  She would go outside she'd holler at the bear and she'd get the dog out and tell him sick’um and the dog would go after the bear and the bear just runs a little ways,  he wouldn't climb a tree, he just run a little ways and then he stopped and then he'd look back and then he is ready to come back to the shack again to see why Grandma doesn't give him supper.  He wanted supper so badly, so Grandma tried the second time, she goes outside and she hollers loud tells the dog to go and get the bear, and the dog runs after the bear and he bites him in the hind foot, and the bear turns around - he says if you ain't gonna go back  I'll slap you one and still he didn't go away.  When the dog came back to Grandma, the bear came back to the shack again.  Well Grandma says this is enough so when the bear was real close to the shack and by the way Grandma didn't have a gun in the house - Grandpa had taken that gun along hunting, one of his hunters had forgot his gun, it didn't come when he came with the plane, it was lost somewheres in the baggage and he had taken Grandma's gun and so Grandma didn't have no gun so Grandma said 'I'll fix that bear" so when that bear came back to the shack real close again, she took two pans, empty of course, she wasn't going to give him no supper, but she took those empty pans and she hollered at the dog, "Go, get him" and she banged those pans together real hard oh, as hard as she could and the bear takes off.  He says that's enough pretty soon there might be a big bang from a gun and he didn't want that, so he took off.  Well Grandma goes outside and she still has the feeling that the bear is around, she tells the dog "I wonder where the bear is, I'm sure he is still around, I still have the feeling".  Well she looks around here and there and everywhere in the bush, wherever she can see doesn't go far from the shack, no sir, but she can't see the bear, but she knows the bear is around.  Well she keeps on cooking supper there is no bear coming for any more supper.  Pretty soon the hunters start coming for supper and two hunters come, they come down to the shack, Grandma says you know there was a bear here and I have the feeling way down inside that bear is still around.  You look - so the hunter he got looking around - goes further away from the shack and he looks and he looks the both of them looking - all of a sudden one of them said "There he is".  And sure enough you know that high hill where Grandma shot the other bear - not very far from there - there was some big spruce and here is that bear laying behind the spruce and he looks around the stump of the roots and the stump of the spruce and keeps watching Grandma in the shack, thinking maybe she's gonna throw some supper out and maybe I'll go down and help myself.  That one hunter see him laying there and watching a there he is and he had the gun with him and then what you guess it - it says boom - it said a little boom - a big boom - not like the boom with those pans and that bear comes rolling down that big cliff, right down at the bottom and that wasn't very far from the shack, from the cook shack.  So the hunter had a bear, Grandma didn't have no more feeling that the bear was around.  She finished cooking the supper.  Everybody had a good supper and they all enjoyed it very much.



Well you know another time Grandma had again another encounter with a bear and you know what this time was - it was a grizzly.  You know a grizzly, a great big one.  Well she is around the shack and she looks up on top of the hill, that steep hill where she shot the other bear, and where the hunter shot this one, that same hill - way up there is a little cub, a grizzly cub.  He is here at the bottom and he is trying to get up on top where Grandma shot those bear and that cub would run up that hill work hard, scratch and do everything and woop he's just about on top and then he loses his footing and comes tumbling down to the bottom again.  Well that isn't enough - he says I still want to get up.  He goes right up to the top of that hill and he is so far and he tumbles down again and that little pup is standing beside and Grandma is standing not that far from the cook shack and watching this little grizzly cub trying hard to get up on top of that hill and always keeps tumbling down.  All of a sudden that dog, you know, he just runs around over to the other side of the shack and he starts barking.  Oh, Grandma says, I got a feeling there is a bear but this bear is trying to get up the hill.  I wonder what the dog has?   Well she forgets about the little cub trying to get up on top of the hill and she goes down to the other side of the shack and see what that little pup is barking about and here she looks at the top of the hill to see if there is a bear on top of the hill.  She looks at that spruce where the hunter shot that black bear before and she can't see no bear there, and then all of a sudden she hears GRR, GRR, she looks and right there stands a BIG grizzly - standing on his hind feet - has his front paws way up on high on front and standing there and looking at Grandma.  Grandpa stepped that off that was about eight and half steps somewheres around 15 or 16 feet.  There were some great big poplar trees and there stands that grizzly and says WOOF, WOOF to Grandma REAL loud.  Oh, Grandam says, what am I gonna do now?  There is that grizzly and there is the cub trying to get up the hill and that grizzly is really mad - oh, he's sore, he's really mad, his teeth is showing.  Grandma doesn't know what to do and then she remember when she met an Indian lady.  That Indian woman said to her she said once I was way out in the bush and I was walking along the bush looking for berries.  There was a grizzly in front of me and she had her grand daughter with her and there stands that grizzly on the trail in front of her.  He says GRR, GRR to the Indian lady now what is he going to tackle that Indian lady?  The Indian lady knows there is no use running.  The grizzly can run a lot faster than what a lady can run and then she remembers Oh! Oh! her mother had told her once upon a time if a grizzly is close by and if that grizzly is mad you look him straight in the face.  You don't wink and eye, you just look him in the face, you stare right at his eyes and you look real mad at him and when you look like that you go backwards to the cabin.  Well, this lady did that, she looks at that grizzly and she tells her grand daughter - she says, "you're right behind me, you get a hold of my jacket from behind and you just pull me backwards and show me where the trail is, I'm gonna keep looking at that grizzly" and she keeps looking at that grizzly and she backs up towards the cabin.  That grizzly comes right after her slowly and walks as fast as she can, she can't run, she just walks backwards and looks at that grizzly and keeps going and she walks like that for over half a mile through the bush.  There was a little trail and she walks on there and her grand daughter keeps showing her where the trail was and this Indian lady keeps on looking at that grizzly and keeps backing up, backing up, until she is by the cabin.  Then she goes back in the cabin and closes the door - WOW! she got away from the grizzly and oh was she ever glad.  And you know here stands Grandma and she looks at that grizzly.  She knows that grizzly is mad because that little cub keeps falling down the hill, sliding all the time and that grizzly is mad at Grandma what does Grandma do?  Grandma looks him right in the eyes and keeps on looking and keeps on backing up, backing up she has to go down around the first shack right down towards the door and then up on the little step, about three steps up and there is a little patio and she still keeps looking at the grizzly, still keeps coming, and she is right close by the door and she kind of opens the door and in she is away from the grizzly.  And then you know that grizzly went away and there was so much smell from the grizzly in camp and when the hunters came back from hunting  - the horses they got scared of the smell from the grizzly.  Nobody could see the grizzly, nobody knew where the grizzly was, they couldn't shoot the grizzly because there was no season on the grizzly.  The horses got scared and one hunter, the guide, he was leading the horse and the horse jumped up because it was scared from the smell of the grizzly and hit that guide with his front hoof and the guide fell down and he breaks his arm.  Oh, Grandpa had to go and take that hunter back to the doctor.  The grizzly was gone, Grandma was safe and everybody was happy.



	Well boys, we've been talking about bears, bears, GRR, bears.  Let's have another story about bears.  This one bear came around and it was around that big hill again.  Grandma she had another feeling about another bear, she went out and she could see him way up on top the hill.  He went away and it wasn't long after that Grandpa and the hunter came back from hunting and it was supper time.  Grandma told Grandpa and the hunter about that bear being way up on the hill.  Well Grandpa thought he was gonna try and see if he could have some fun.  Grandpa has got kinda a call that he tries to call the bears with.  It's a call that makes a squeak like a rabbit.  It's supposed to sound like a rabbit being hurt.  Well Grandpa sat there beside the river, way out there where we were fishing , little ways where those trees were standing and he kept calling, he kept calling and calling.  He went from there - he went further closer towards the cabin where the corral was for the horses and he sat there on the tree that was laying down and the stump and he called and called and called.  The hunter was with him waiting and wondering will that bear come and look.  When all of a sudden Grandpa heard a rock rolling down from the bank, way up from the top the rock cam rolling down bumpty, bumpty, bump.  Oh, Oh, Grandpa knew something was up there that had moved that rock and pushed it off.  Well it wasn't very long Grandpa seen the bear coming around on the river, right along that edge, around the shore where we were fishing.  The bear comes and comes and then Grandpa seen him, he calls the hunter, there he is.  The hunter takes the gun and BOOM nope he didn't hit the bear.  The bear went right up on top of a big spruce tree right beside the river and he is way up on top.  The hunter takes another shot at the bear and the bear comes tumbling down and he falls right down beside the bank by the river and then Grandpa is right there with his gun.  Well it looks like the bear is gonna die there.  Grandpa didn't shoot again and pretty soon the bear jumps up and he hits down towards the bank.  He goes down past where the kitchen is.  Right up along there and then up on top the bank.  Right up on top towards the top where a lot of trees slip down and they were laying zig zag and cross ways and there was a little path.  The bear goes right up there and then he goes up on top the hill.  Not to the whole top but quite a ways up and there he stops and Grandpa is right beside the kitchen looking where is that bear?  He wants to shoot it and then he can hear how the bear is gargling ah, ah, he was dying at last - that's what Grandpa thought.  Well by that time it was getting dark so Grandpa couldn't see the sights very well and he didn't want to go up there after that bear in the dark, so he just leave the bear.  He tells the hunter look we're going to go to bed now, early in the morning Grandpa will go and see where that bear is.  This hunter was kind of an old man, as old as what Grandpa is now, almost that old, and he couldn't walk very good up on top of the hills, so Grandpa says he'll go up and find that bear in the morning.  The next morning, early in the morning, there was some spruce on top of that hill and it sounded a lot that bear way laying in those spruce, so Grandpa goes right up on top the hill to where those spruce are and he is looking and looking.  He wants to find that bear there because he was sure that bear was dead and he couldn't find him and he couldn't find no blood, he couldn't find anything and he couldn't find the bear.  Well, so Grandpa had to come down the hill again and he goes and he looks where the bear had gone along past the shack and started up the hill.  Well sure enough there was a little bit blood so Grandpa had to go.  He thought well the bear most likely is dead underneath all those trees that are laying down.  So Grandpa he goes and he couldn't walk on there because there was just a little path under the trees so Grandpa went on his hands and knees.  He is just like a little puppy and he is just going up under the trees.  He's there along the path and he's going up and he wants to find that bear, because he was sure that bear was dead underneath those trees some place and it was slow going right up on top the hill on hands and knees of course Grandpa had his gun with him too.  Well when he got up so and so far he seen a little rock and he looks and says that looks like blood but it was dried and he couldn't tell very good, so Grandpa went and he spit on that patch and he rubbed it with his finger and sure enough it got red, so it was blood all right.  Well then Grandpa knew that the bear had walked along that path in the evening so he thought he must be up here somewheres, so Grandpa goes a little bit further and when he gets so and so far then he see there is a big rock,  just about the size of your counter in the kitchen.  Right at the bottom of that rock he sees a big black patch just about the size of your head, such a patch of back fur sticking behind that rock he can see it.  Well Grandpa says sure that's where my dead bear is and Grandpa was right close to that maybe four feet away from it.  He couldn't see far ahead because he was on his hands and knees and there behind the rock is this patch.  He figures on that's where the bear is laying an because he was wounded he was sure that the bear was dead.  Well Grandpa didn't have enough courage to grab that piece of fur and pull it out of there so he thought I better take a rock that is here and I'm gonna throw it at that piece of fur that is sticking out from behind that rock.  Well so he does, he takes that rock and he throws it at that piece of fur and he hit it with the rock and when that rock hits that fur it is just gone - it jumps up from behind the rock.  Grandpa can't see it jump up because it is going the other way and up the hill under the trees it goes, so Grandpa thought, but Grandpa couldn't see nothing under all those trees on his hands and knees so he finds a place where he can work himself out through those trees and he gets up on top of the trees.  He is right beside that rock on top of the trees and he's looking - wants to see where the bear is - well, the bear he jumped up but he couldn't run underneath those tree either so what did he do?  While Grandpa's working his way up on one side of the rock - the bear is working his way up on the other side of the rock.  When Grandpa was on top the bear was on top and there he is right close to Grandpa.  Grandpa is looking him in the face and the bear is looking Grandpa in the face just about four or five feet away - there he stands - WOW what do you think would Grandpa do?  Would Grandpa jump and run over those trees NO WAY - Grandpa doesn't run from a bear.  Grandpa had his gun with him and you know Grandpa never even put the gun to his shoulder - he just took the gun with one hand and he held it up just like he would a six shooter and BANG WOW right between the eyes and that was the end of Mr. Bear.  Oh was that hunter ever happy because it was a great big black bear.  Grandpa just went and pulled him down over those trees and then he pulled it down the hill.  He couldn't pull it up, but he could pull it down and at that time the hunter heard the shot and he was out of his cabin.  Grandma came and everybody said goody goody for the good old bear because now that hunter had a bear.  Grandpa skinned that bear and fixed up the hide.  The hunter he came from Germany and so he took that hide down back to Germany and Grandpa's sure he got that laying in his house and the head will be mounted and he just says GRRR at the hunter every time he sees it.



Boys you know one time Grandma had a bunch of geese and oh she liked to have geese all the time.  They would walk around the yard and they would walk around the garden and she would claim they would take bugs and would leave everything else alone.  You know David, here, he didn't like geese because the geese would go after him and pinch him and they did a lot of hollering but Grandma didn't care she always like to have geese.  So one time she had a bunch of geese and they were doing fine, we had a nice dam and the geese were always down there swimming and enjoying themselves, having lots of fun.  One day Grandma starts counting her geese, OH one goose is missing well that's too bad, she looked around a little bit, that one goose is gone  - it's gone.  Another day she counts the geese again - another goose is missing, wow that is two geese missing now that didn't suit Grandma very good and she starts looking around some more and some more.  She starts looking at tracks and then she finds a place where something had caught a goose and she seen some feathers so that must of took him.  That's coyote I better watch our for that coyote.  I want to get that coyote before he gets all my geese, so after a day or so she counts the geese and there's another goose missing, well that was enough for Grandma, no more geese be missing, she's gonna take care of that.  So she didn't take no gun with her - nothing - she just was going and looking around in the bush around the dam where the coyote was taking the geese and what he was doing with them.  Of course she still had her dog and that dog was with Grandma and so she finds a place where the coyote had taken that goose another place where there were feathers so she's looking around for some more tracks and then the dog starts smelling.  Grandma tells that dog get the coyote sick’um you go and get him.  What do you know that dog took off, down the trail, across the fence, into the bush he went and then after awhile Grandma hears him bark and barking and fighting with something, so what?  Grandma goes down there as fast as she could - she didn't run - but she sure walked fast and she gets across the fence, down on the other side into the bush.  What do you know the dog's got the coyote by the tail and hanging on to him and the coyote tries to bite the dog and the dog is pulling the coyote back and what'll Grandma gonna do?  She didn't have no gun, she didn't have nothing and she looks around and there lays a nice stick on the ground WOW, that's what Grandma needs so she picks up that stick and she gets down there where that coyote is fighting with the dog.  WHAM, she hit that coyote right over the head one and WHAM over the head the second time and then she start beating fast and fast always faster.  Pretty soon the coyote lays all still and she's got him killed.  What does she do?  She pulls that coyote back home, I'm going to go and show that to Grandpa because nobody would believe her that she killed that coyote with a stick.  Well Grandpa got home and sure enough there is the coyote, there is the stick.  Well people came down there and seen the coyote and they thought boy Grandma was really brave and when the fellow who had the newspaper here in town, he came and he looked at Grandma.  He says WOW you're really brave I better take your picture.  He took Grandma's picture and he put it in the paper.  Then everybody knew what good dog Grandma had and how brave she was to go and to kill a coyote just with a stick.  If Grandpa had to kill a coyote he would always use a gun.  He wouldn't think killing a coyote with a stick but Grandma sure did.  You know what after that no more coyotes came to take the geese.  We had the geese later on Grandma butchered them and oh that was some real good roasts we had.



Now this is just about finished the tape and so I'm gonna go and finish it off now and I'm gonna close up my stories and I hope you have a real good time sailing and that you get this.  I don't know if you'll be able to get this before Robert leaves but I sure hope that Robert’s gonna bring a tape along and that I've heard al the stories because you know you promised me you would send me a tape and then I would send you one now.  I have to send you one before I got yours - you make sure to have a lot of good stories to tell me.





Tape 7, Hello everybody out there somewheres in the Mediterranean, Malta or who know where.  I received your tape.  Thank you very much.  Today is the 28th of November 1984.  Outside snow is falling - it isn’t cold - but it is snowing.  We’ve had some really nice weather but for the last oh what should I say, maybe a week or more, anyway, oh maybe two weeks.  Well anyway it was nice.  It had melted some but the roads they are nice and passable and everything is going fine.  Robert got home safely and he isn’t home right now, he’s in Edmonton.  He’s trying to find a job.  I guess he missed his friends and so he’s got lotsa friends down there and he keeps on visiting.  I just got through listening on some of the tapes you sent.  Thank you very much for sending it and kind of reminds everything brings back all kinds of memories.  I’m just when I was listening to that I thought, I’m gonna go and put up this tape - I don’t know how far I’m gonna get, but if I can get it finished and get it put up - I’m gonna send it out and see if it can’t get down there before you go and leave to sail across the Atlantic to the Caribbean.



Well I don’t know where I should start or where I should stop but I’m gonna try and look through some pictures and see if I see a little bit of a story.  I’m just gonna go and tell it to you boys.  I hope you’re studying your lessons well.  Boy oh boy, what will that teacher say when you get back to Rossland?  Will she pull her hair and stand on her head and kick her heels up and cry because you never did your lessons or will she open the arms wide and say goody, goody for you?



Right at the present time I have a picture album right in front of me and I look and I see a picture where Grandma is sitting on a nice White horse and we use to call that horse Patchie.  You know we were out with some guides and hunting and this time we had to take the boat back and we were out in the bush and it was snowing and cold and then the hunters came.  Well when the hunters got there we went and we hunted.  I don’t know which hunters it were but that doesn’t matter.  When the hunters were through, I had to walk out with them to where we had our truck.  We had the horses in camp so Grandma stayed in camp with the horses till I got down to where the truck was with the hunters.  Just me and the hunters and then I took the hunters out to Beaverlodge and sent them back home and then I walked back again to Grandma.  When I was walking back to Grandma, you know I had a long ways to walk and we had some fresh snow.  Then I look and wow what is there right in front of me - there was a track and you know whose track that was?  That was the track of a grizzly and that grizzly was going the same direction I was so I just went and followed him along that path that I had.  I kept on going and going and then I came down to one place and I was wondering what did that grizzly do here?  Well what did he do - he went down to a jack pine and he went and he scraped a bunch of bark and right off the tree on the bottom.  He scraped some of the resin that had coming out of the trees and he scraped that all off and then I could see on the snow where he had licked everything up.  Every little bit of that resin that he’d scraped off and the bark he’d licked everything up and he ate it.  You know I’d never seen that before - that the grizzly would go and that he would go and scrape off bark and he would eat the bark.  He must have been really hungry.  You know in that same area there is one place where there was a game trail that was little bit before this and I walked in along that trail and so I thought I better mark it and went and every Jack-pine and spruce and poplar that was along the road, I would blaze it.  You know like you seen when we went down to the river how there was blazes.  How we blazed the trees and how you were walking and watching the blazes.  Well here I was walking along and I wanted to mark this path so when I took hunters out I know where there was a good road to go.  I had that all marked and was going oh maybe two or three miles what I had marked like that and when I came back there the next fall and I looked at my blaze.  You know what happened?  A grizzly had walked along the path and he seen where I had marked the trees and he say oh you’re just that big.  Look how big I am and he went along those trees and he scratched in tree in the bark and made a mark.  You know the grizzly has a habit.  He marks his territory he goes and he scratches on the bark on the trees and he marks it that way.  So when another grizzly comes and he says oh that grizzly could reach so high well I will reach higher and he mark is there.  Well they tell me that sometime a small bear will come and he can’t reach it where the bear that went before him had scratched it.  So he would go and he would look around until he finds a rotten log or a stump or something and then he pulls that behind the tree.  He stands on that stump and then he scratches the bark above that mark what the bear done before him.  Well this bear he must have been a big one because when he went along where I had marked my trees with the blaze.  He scratched maybe a foot an a half or so above my mark and he just went along and he done that on every Jack-pine and spruce that was along the road.  He didn’t bother about the poplar trees that were marked but any Jack-pine and spruce that were marked. He would go and he would scratch it and mark it so well.  This grizzly he kept right on walking along the trail or the cut-line (the seismic line) and he was walking exactly towards the camp and I was wondering if he would go and give Grandma a visit.  When I walked and when I came closer to the camp oh, maybe a mile or more from camp, he had turned and he went down another direction.  Well I kept right on going till I got back to camp to where Grandma was and then we got everything ready.  The next day we went and we took the horses and we went out from our camp.  We closed up for the winter and that was the end of the hunt, so we were going back.  Well here we had some warm weather, in the meantime and there was a lot of snow had melted.  There was lots of big patches of ice.  When we had to walk out to where the truck was.  We had to walk along the road, along the trail where there had been lotsa water had been on that trail and now that was frozen and it was all ice.  Well Grandma she was riding on this horse what we call Patchie.  I was walking and leading the other horses because they were all packed.  They had packs on them but Grandma was riding and you know Patchie was so careful and oh how Grandma liked Patchie, she always liked Patchie, but when Grandma would go and come toward the big patch of ice, Patchie would just walk so careful, as if on eggs.  She wouldn’t slip and fall and hurt Grandma.  Well, we got over this slippery road and the difficult walk and I think it took Grandma about around three or four hours before we reached our truck, so she had a good ride and there was no mishap.  That’s how we got back to our truck and then we went back home and stayed home and waited for Christmas.



Well here I was looking through that album and I run across another picture and another bear.  Boy oh boy, did Grandma and Grandpa ever go after bear or did the bear go after Grandma and Grandpa.  We don’t know which.  Well, this time we went up the river, down the river, actually and we had Dr. Leeson with us and he wanted to get a bear and especially what he wanted he wanted a certain bear gland, that he took from the stomach of the bear, that he wanted to have analyzed and I don’t know what.  Apparently Dr. Leeson wrote a book and took pictures from that gland, from that bear, that he got.  Well anyway we were going up the Red Willow.  The Red Willow runs into the Wapiti so we’d driven from the camp.  We had our tent and everything along and we’d driven down to the Red Willow and we’d went up the Red Willow and we were looking for a bear and we wanted a bear in the worst way.  Well when we stopped here at this one particular place and we went on the shore and what do you know - you know I could smell something  and it smelled like there was some rotten meat, so I told Annie who was on the shore.  I says you know way up there somewheres is a dead moose because I can smell that moose rotten and if there is a moose there most likely there is a bear there also.  Well so what, we went and I went and I walked around and around and kept sniffing and smelling and I was getting closer to where the smell was getting stronger and stronger and what pretty soon I found the carcass.  Sure enough there was the moose that had died during the winter and a bear was feeding on it.  Well I said okay we will go and we will try and stand there one the hill and we will watch that moose.  It was down in kind of a little gully where it had died and we went a little bit further away.  There we pitched our tent and everything ready for the night and then towards evening Dr. Leeson and I we went down there and we stood on top the hill and down below in the little gully there laid that moose and we sat there and waited for a bear to come.  Well we waited and waited and always kept watching down in the valley where that carcass was.  Nothing was coming and you know all of a sudden we noticed, not very far from us, something said WOOF!  Well that meant there was a bear.  A bear had come in from behind us - didn’t go down to the carcass, but came down behind us and just sneaked up close.  We never heard him come and all of a sudden he said WOOF and when he said WOOF we seen that bear had two cubs and those cubs just got up on top of a tree that was close by and there they were on top of the tree and the bear had just disappeared.  The mother had run into the bush and we couldn’t see her.  Well it wasn’t legal to shoot that bear because it had cubs and we were standing there and looking around and Dr. Leeson was all excited and shaking and then I tell Dr. Leeson, I says, Dr. this is no place to camp.  When you see a bear with two cubs and those cubs are on top of a tree and the mother is somewheres in the bush she might just take and charge at us.  I said to Dr. Leeson, this is not place to camp, so we just walked out of there.  We walked quite away and then we stopped and when I looked at Dr. Leeson and his face was all white and I couldn’t see if he was shacking or not, but his face was white and I says Dr. is my face white, too and he said no, no, no, no, no, but it it it sure got me.  Well we went back to camp and we were figuring a bear most likely would come and visit our camp during the night, so on the table where we had our grub, we put down a bunch of empty pans and pots and everything so that when the bear would come to the table and try to get the food, well he would go and upset the pots and pans and that would make a noise, so we could then get that bear, but no bear came during the night, so in the morning we loaded everything up and we start going back down the Red Willow.  The Red Willow was quite shallow.  There was lots a rocks but Grandpa didn’t have much time to look around and watch everything, but Grandma was sitting there and she was watching - believe you me -she could spot game like nobody else could.  Well here we were, going down the river, when all of a sudden she says there he is - there he is - well Grandpa went with the boat on the shore and sure enough there on top of the hill was a bear.  Well Dr. Leeson was a pretty good shot so he took a good aim and boom, bang, that was the end of the bear.  Dr. Leeson had his bear.  We go the bear down and we skinned him and opened him up and go the stomach out first and Dr. Leeson had everything along.  He had the iodine and he had scissors and he had knives and everything was packed.  He opened the pack up and he got a little bit excited and even cut his finger some, so he had to use the iodine - put that on the finger and then he got those glands off the stomach.  He put it in alcohol or whatever he had in those bottles and then he took that back home and oh was he ever happy that he got that bear and that he got his glands and that he could go back home happy.  You know why he went home happy just because Grandma had such good eyes and could spot that bear and Dr. Leeson could get it.



Well here I see another picture and you know, I wonder why there is always bush and trees and everything like that.  Well here I see where Grandma and a friend of hers and Grandpa were going down into the bush.  We were going somewheres I don’t know where and there was a tree that was cut over maybe by beavers, maybe it had fallen over by the wind - anyway, we had been sitting around that tree and resting.  Here Grandpa persuaded Grandma to go and sit over that tree just as if it was a horse and there was a branch sticking out the way I see and Grandma is hanging on to that branch and that friend of hers is sitting right behind her and has her arms around Grandma.  You know like when you ride on the horse with mommy and put your arms when you sit behind the saddle and put your arms around mummy and hang on.  Here is Grandma sitting on a tree hanging on to that branch just like as if it was the reins on the bridle and that friend of hers is hanging on for dear life.



Well right here I see another picture of a moose that is being shot and Grandpa is sitting on top of the moose and he is hanging on to the antlers and somebody else is taking the picture.  I don’t know if it was Grandma or if it was someone else.  Well anyway you know this was right happened when we were on the homestead .  Where we lived on the homestead there was lotsa bush around, lotsa moose around, and Grandpa had been gone threshing where they threshed the grain and he had been gone for about 10 days or more and when he comes back they tell him all kinds of stories.  It had snowed already and Grandpa couldn’t thresh and he was back home and they were telling him about a lot of stories about a moose that was in that area.  There was a neighbor lady and she was driving along the road going home from town and you know that moose was right in the middle of the road.  You know he wouldn’t go out of the road.  He just stayed there and looked at that lady on her buggy or wagon or whatever you gonna call it and she couldn’t do nothing.  She couldn’t go because the big bull was standing right in the middle of the road and wouldn’t let her go by.  Well she waited for a while.  That bull still stood there and so what did she had to do?  The bush wasn’t too thick so she just went off the road and she drove into the bush.  Made a circle through the bush, went past that bull and back on the road and hurry up get up get going.  She went as fast as she could back home and that bull was kind of a mean one.  There was another fellow was living there along the road, Bill Musack, they call him and you know he was walking along the road one time and here is this bull standing there again.  He went to go by and he put his head down and he says I’m gonna get you.  Well Bill didn’t want to fight the moose - he didn’t have no gun - he didn’t have anything, so he got up on top of a tree.  You know that moose kept him for an hour or longer, on top of the tree.  He just wouldn’t go away - he laid down beside the tree and had a rest and poor Bill was sitting on top of the tree and waiting for that moose to go away so he could go back home.  Well he was lucky it wasn’t too cold and he just sat there and waited and waited until finally that moose got up and went away.  I know of another fellow, a trapper, he was out hunting squirrels and he seen that moose and he thought boy I’m gonna try and get that moose for meat.  Well he didn’t have nothing else but the 22 but he says well if I hit him in the right spot maybe I can kill him with the 22.  Well he tried to hit the moose in the right spot, but that moose had a different idea.  He said if that’s what you want to do - look out - and he came after the trapper and the trapper he had to climb the tree so he climbs the tree and the moose is around the tree.  The tree is too big - the moose can’t throw the tree over so - and he was kind of wounded a little sick, so he went and he laid down beside the tree maybe a few steps away and he was waiting for that man to come down so he could go after him and that was winter time.  You know that hunter stayed in that tree as long as he could and he was getting so cold.  He didn’t have no more shells for his 22 to shoot any more and that moose was laying there kind of half dozing and half asleep.  You know he just watched and he slid down that tree as quiet as he could and he got over on the opposite side from the moose so the moose couldn’t see him and then he just sneaked away and hit back for his cabin where he could go and get a big rifle and then go back and shoot this moose.  Well this one that had chased Bill of the road , he hadn’t been shot at but, he was taking over the whole country and when I came back from the threshing.  Well everybody had stories about this big bad moose.   Well that’s all right, Grandpa wasn’t scared of a great big bad moose and Grandma needed meat anyway, so he says okay right away the next morning, he took his old 30-30 and he went out in the bush.  There was snow on the ground and pretty soon Grandpa found the track of that moose and then what?  Then he went and start tracking and going after the moose before the moose was going after all the people but now Grandpa was going after the moose.  Well it didn’t take too long in the bush he came down there and sure enough - there lays that big bad moose and soon as that moose seen Grandpa he says oh here’s another one I’m gonna chase up the tree.  The moose jumped up and he starts coming towards Grandpa.  He was going to chase Grandpa up the tree.  Well you know Grandpa’s never been up the tree when something chased him and Grandpa never runned either - so what did Grandpa do?  Grandpa and his 30-30.  Well that moose he just came so and so far and you know that was the end of the big bad moose because Grandpa just shot him.  Then he dressed him and then he took the meat home and they had lotsa good meat to eat.  Oh did Eric and Vernie and Bennie and Trudi also and Laura oh and Phyllis and how they all enjoyed the meat from that big bad - bad moose.



You know right here I see a picture of an owl.  Well Vernie & Eric and some friends they walked into the bush and then they found the nest and in that nest there were some young birds.  So Eric was the oldest so he climbs up and he’s gonna take those young ones out and you know that old owl flew down and got after him and got after him and it was so vicious that it even took his cap off of his head.  It didn’t want him to get those young owls, her little babies.  Well Eric was quite determined so they finally got one of those little owls down and they brought him home and here they had a nice pet.  They fed it mice and they fed it meat and they fed it all kinds of stuff.  That owl never gets really tame, but it was around all the time and they were feeding it and it grew up and they had it around two year or so.  Well anyway one time Grandma thought that’s enough - that owl is eating so much meat and everything else - so she let it go.  Well all right let the owl fly away - get away - go away and don’t come back.  It did fly away and pretty soon Grandma was losing chickens.  Well who is taking my chickens.  Grandpa had to build a fence.  Grandma built a fence and cage and put some wire over the top so nothing is going to take my chickens and you know the chickens still kept disappearing.  Now how does that happen?  Well how did it happen - this owl came down there and because it was here before all the time it got so different and gotten so smart with trying to out wit the boys all the time - where ever there was a little bit of a hole - it would climb through that hole which an ordinary owl doesn’t do, but it would climb through that hole and then go after the chickens and then get out of there and do that.  Well okay, if that’s the case - Grandpa starts watching - he starts setting traps and pretty soon he caught the owl.  Well if that is our old friend trying to be smart around - we just went and put it back in the shed where it was before and the boys had to keep on feeding that owl.  Well during the summer the circus came to town.  I think it was in Grande Prairie.  So the boys they decided we’re gonna take that owl and we’re gonna sell it to the circus great show.  They took the owl along and we went down there and we seen the manager of the circus.  He had all kinds of animals and all kinds of birds - everything - so they went and they sold him, the owl.  I think they got $2.00 for the owl and after a little while you could hear the fellow, that was announcing, he was hollering “hear yee, hear yee, come on and see the great owl from Africa.  It is just arrived right from Africa.  Come on and see the big bird”.  Well there was a whole line up he was charging 25 cents to come and see that owl and some friends of ours they were standing in line too.  They were going to see the owl.  I told those boys “Boys you want to see that owl?”  “Yah we want to see the owl our brother was in Africa, a missionary, so now we want to go and see the owl that came from Africa”.  I told them “look that is no owl from Africa.  That is the owl that Eric and Vernie had all the time and you’ve seen it.  You’ve played with it.  That is the same owl that we sold to the circus.”



Right here I see another picture of a white moose.  You know one time Grandpa went out hunting and he had a lot of friends with him and those friends they were Jaycox’s and some other ones, they were missionaries to the Indians, but they couldn’t get no moose out there so they came down here and Walter Dyrkach and myself and some other friends, we went out and we were going to help them to get a moose.  Well we never went all together in one bunch.  We all split up and everyone went and tried to get the moose.  Well, I was out all by myself hunting and I spotted a moose and I shot at it, but I didn’t get it.  I just wounded it.  Well I had it wounded so I was tracking and trying to get up to it.  It wasn’t wounded very bad, but I tried to go bag my animal and when I was walking in through the bush and looking for that moose - you know all of a sudden I see there runs the moose.  It runs like a moose.  The shape is of a moose but it is WHITE.  That is funny, I couldn’t understand it.  A white moose but when a moose is running and Grandpa was hunting he didn’t have much time to think so BOOM BOOM down fall the moose.  Well Grandpa got a moose.  So Grandpa was walking down there that was maybe 150-200 yards and the moose was laying and kicking.  Grandpa was walking fast down there to get it before it jumped up and run away.  While he is walking towards the moose he had to go through a little valley and he couldn’t see the moose for a while and he was wondering what did I actually shoot?  That was a white animal and a moose as a rule is black not white, so what will that be?  Well Grandpa he walked down to the moose and when he came down there sure enough that was a white moose.  Grandpa had never seen a white moose before.  Well you know boys, if Grandpa could have given that moose a kick and told that moose to run he would have done it, but that moose wouldn’t run because Grandpa had broken it’s back, so he had to take another shot and kill it right out and now what?  Well Grandpa knew that a moose like that was such a rare animal he was going to go and put that in the museum.  He was gonna go and have that moose mounted and put in the museum.  Well which museum?  He was gonna put it in the Grande Prairie Museum or some other museum close by, so that it could stay in this area and it would be preserved.  Well Grandpa had known how to do taxidermy.  He knew what to do about it.  He went and he skinned it, as you are supposed to skin a moose that you want to have it mounted.  He left the hoofs on and he cut it in such a way that the taxidermist could fix it and he skinned it and he preserved that hide real well and it was winter time.  When we got home we hunt it over a some 2x4, 2x6 and it froze like that and many many people came and looked at that white moose hide.  You know people heard about it that had been hunting here that were out in the United States especially that one lady had been hunting here quite a bit and she had a private museum.  She had all kinds of stuffed animals and she was charging so much to go and see those animals that she had and she wanted to get that moose under all circumstances.  She had a man out here that had guided her when she got some of those animals.  And she sent word to him and said you buy and get that moose, no matter what.  Well that man came up and he offered Grandpa some pretty good money for it - for Grandpa to sell that moose - so he could send it down to the States and have it mounted there and then she would have that animal and would go and charge for people to come and see it.  Grandpa talked to some naturalist, some men that knew something about it.  They claimed that a white moose like that was a rare animal - maybe one in a hundred thousand.  Well how should I describe you that white moose.  It’s a white moose it had a black stripe down the back, it’s legs were kind of dark and its belly was dark and the nose kind of pinkish hair on it.  It was kind of pinkish looking.  the eyes were dark.  They were not yellow like an albino.  Lots of them say this moose is an albino.  No it is not an albino.  As far as Grandpa knows an albino is an animal whose glands that produce the colour don’t function and then it is all white - it hasn’t got no black - it’s all white.  The eyes are pink.  This moose here was no albino it was a white moose.  They eyes were black and a certain professor in Edmonton he talk to Grandpa for about an hour or more trying to explain what a white moose was but all Grandpa got out of it was that a minus and a plus they crossed under certain circumstances and then it turned out to be a white moose.  Well Grandpa didn’t sell that moose when he had a chance to.  He didn’t want to sell it.  He gave it to the museum in Grande Prairie.  They sent it down to Edmonton and the taxidermist, Cliff Wolfe.  He went and he mounted it.  Well he could make a good job and he did make a good job of that moose because Grandpa had all the measurements and he sent him the measurements and then the taxidermist went and ordered that body of the moose according to the measurements and then he put the hide over and mounted it and right now that moose is sitting in Grande Prairie in the museum.  There for a while it was sitting in the open.  They didn’t have no cage for it and you know some people they were walking around and they had two different places pulled out white hair as a souvenir.  They had a patch of hide that was sticking out just about the size of a quarter.  You know that is kind of dirty trick it had signs on DON’T TOUCH, well what does that mean.  That means don’t touch it as you are liable to spoil it and here they were pulling out the hair like that and taking it as souvenirs.  They maybe just took two or three hair, but if there is lots of people who did that then pretty soon you wouldn’t have any hair on the moose at all.  Then a certain glass company in Edmonton, they went and they made a glass cage for it and now that moose is sitting in this glass cage in the museum.  Nobody can touch it even if they want to and everybody can see it.  You know why Grandpa didn’t sell it he just couldn’t bring it over his heart to go and sell that moose and send it way out there to the States and when his grandchildren wanted to see it  they had to go down to the States and pay something there for to see that animal that Grandpa shot right here.  Now you can come and visit Grandpa - you can go down to the museum and you can look at that moose and know that’s what Grandpa shot and preserved it here for his grandchildren and not just the grandchildren but all the area here.  Everybody that goes  that goes and sees it knows the animal was shot here and was preserved here and was sitting there and it will be there for many many a year to come.



Here is some more pictures.  This moose was bagged by about 70 miles south of Grande Prairie and it is displayed in the Pioneer Museum in Grande Prairie, Alberta and as far as I can remember it was sometime in the late 60’s (maybe 1969 or 1970) something in that period of time and it was in the month of November.  I don’t know for sure.





Side B - The elk antlers and beside Grandpa another man his name is Mr. Stakelberg and he was the German Ambassador to the United States.  Grandpa had him out hunting and he was using the boat at that time and he was hunting on the Smoky River.  So Grandpa was just with the hunter, Grandma wasn’t with him.  Grandma was home at that time because in the earlier start of the hunting when we started earlier, Grandma didn’t always go along - later on she always went along.  Grandpa never went without Grandma but here Grandpa was with this Ambassador - out on the Smoky and that Ambassador wanted a moose or an elk.  He wanted especially an elk and we were hunting and it seemed like we couldn’t get one.  We hunted a lot of places and tried hard but we couldn’t get an elk.  Well here at this particular time Grandpa was hunting with him again and he was calling and he was calling for an elk by bugling, by having a whistle that called.  Oh, when he starts calling what do you know an elk answered and he starts calling some more.  Then pretty soon another elk, way down towards the right, answered so there was two elk answering and Grandpa in the middle.  Pretty soon a big bull moose was answering too.  Well that was a good spot to be in.  Well Grandpa kept on calling moose and he kept calling elk and tried to see which one he could fool to come down.  Pretty soon the moose said oh, no that is nothing of my kind and he left, but here were those two elk - one to the right and one to the left and Grandpa in the middle trying to whistle and to call.  Well those elk were coming closer and closer.  Grandpa was calling and doing his best to get the elk to come.  Well pretty soon he gets the elk pretty close and he says to the hunter “look you go slow towards the elk and I will go slow further away from the elk and maybe I can get them to come so that you can see them”.  The bush was pretty thick there and you couldn’t see very far.  Well we agreed on that system to try and fool the elk.  So pretty soon Grandpa couldn’t see the hunter no more.  He was trying to sneak up to where the elk were because they were both of them coming from the right and from the left and Grandpa was in the middle.  So Grandpa had sneaked back further away and he kept on calling.  The elk were calling and they were banging their antlers and they were making noise and they were really upset and they didn’t know that Grandpa wasn’t an elk and he was trying to fool them.  They were coming closer and closer and pretty soon the two elk were right close together and Grandpa was farther back calling.  They were making a lot of noise and all of a sudden BOOM - Wow! and Grandpa heard that BOOM and knew something must have happened.  He just runs up and there is the hunter and there Grandpa sees an elk standing with the head down to the ground shaking his head and the hunter stands with his gun ready.  Well Grandpa kept telling the hunter shoot, shoot, shoot again.  Grandpa thought that the hunter had shot that elk and that elk was standing there wounded.  Grandpa couldn’t see in the little hollow in front of that one that was standing there was an elk that was dead.  Grandpa couldn’t see that, but he kept telling the hunter shoot, shoot again, shoot again, so the hunter picked up the gun and boom.  Well the hunter was smart enough he didn’t shoot the second elk he just shot once more - the elk that was down.  Well Grandpa went up - sure enough - there was a great big 12 point elk down and the hunter is all happy.  Well we forgot about that other elk.  That elk soon found out that this third elk - that was calling wasn’t an elk, it was just Grandpa calling and he took off in the bush.  Well we had this elk down so we went and we skinned it nicely and the hunter couldn’t use the meat, but Grandpa had to take it out so we took the meat out.  We took it out down toward the boat.  We loaded it up and we took everything out to Beaverlodge and left the carcass like the insides, ribs and all that stuff.  We left that laying there hoping maybe a bear would come.  Well we had been in the bush about 10 days or so - so we went back to Beaverlodge.  The hunter had a good bath and a wash and he could fix up the head nicely - the way the Germans do and we put a lot of peroxide on and we cleaned it up so it was nice and white.  We boiled it clean and the hunter knew how to take care of it, so he took real care of it and then after a day at home we went back to the bush again.  We got to go and see if there is a bear by that carcass.  Well sure enough a bear had come there.  We waited for two days, we sat there.  The bear would come but he would come after every time at night.  In Germany they can hunt at night - the hunter had a scope so he could hunt at night, but here it is against the law.  Well one evening he says I’m going there at night and I’m gonna shoot that bear.  But it’s against the law.  He says “I don’t care, I am a big shot.  I am an Ambassador.  I’m gonna go down there and get that bear”.  Well what was Grandpa to do?  Grandpa knew it was an Ambassador - the government knew he had an Ambassador out - the planes were flying overhead once or twice every day to see where we were.  They were going to make sure that nothing befell this ambassador and here he had made up his mind he’s gonna go and get that bear regardless.  Well Grandpa seen he couldn’t stop him and how could he stop him, so when the bear went - the hunter went down to the bear - Grandpa went with him.  It was a nice moonlight - you could see pretty good and the hunter had a good stand and he was on the stand with his gun, with his scope he could see in the dark and so he was there waiting for the bear.  Grandpa went quite a ways off.  He just squatted down on the ground and he just sat there.  He thought well In case something happened he can go and protect the hunter anyway.  He couldn’t leave him to go alone and sure enough the bear comes at night and he comes down to that carcass and the hunter is out here waiting for him.  The bear just came and he smelled the hunter I guess and he just took off.  Took off before the hunter could get a chance to shoot.  Oh, was Grandpa ever happy that the hunter didn’t have a chance to shoot that bear simply because it was against the law.  Grandpa would have gotten in problems although this hunter says “don’t worry about it - don’t worry about it - they won’t do you nothing”, he says.  I was on a big dinner for dignitaries in the States and when I was there I talked to the Canadian Ambassador to the States and I told him I was gonna hunt with you.  Well that Ambassador told me you just wait for a little while.  I’m gonna find something out so what did that ambassador to the States do?  Canadian Ambassador he wrote down or he phoned down here to the game officers and the game officers had to go and check out Grandpa to see what kind of a man Grandpa was - if he could go and if he could handle an ambassador.  When they found out that he was trustworthy they says all right you can go and hunt out there in Canada but your wife that wanted to go along with you - she can’t go to hunt in Canada, it is a wild country and we don’t want her to go.  So he came and he got his elk, but he didn’t get a moose and this same Mr. Stakelberg he was the Ambassador before in Nigeria, Africa.  He even had the license as the Big White Hunter and he was out there hunting a lot and this particular time he told me he went out to hunt in Africa and he wanted to hunt the buffalo.  The buffalo that they have in Africa and apparently that type of  buffalo is a really vicious animal but he was gonna go and shoot that buffalo.  His wife was standing with the camera and movie camera and she was gonna take the movie of this Ambassador as he is killing this buffalo.  Well when they seen the buffalo and the buffalo was there.  The hunter was all set to kill it but the buffalo looked and he seen that lady taking the movie and the buffalo attacked.  He didn’t attack him but it attacked his wife and went right for her - just after her - well what would she do - she was watching the camera and taking pictures and never noticed that buffalo was running for her.  Well he had to do some quick shooting.  He just dropped that buffalo just a few yards away from his wife with the camera, so he was a pretty good hunter.  He left this area with a happiness and he went back to Germany and he was happy and I never heard from him since.



Well it looks like this tape is just about full.  I’m gonna try and send that away - send it away to you - so you’ll get it around Christmas and I wish you all a really Merry Christmas and just looking at the pictures, where we were when we were sailing around Mexico - when we were there for Christmas.  Do you remember when you bought that, oh I forget what they call it, you know - you buy and then you break it and see what kind of a present is in it.  I forgot what you call it.  Well anyway Trudi you bough one of those and when Christmas time came we took the hammer and smashed it.  Robin do you remember that?  Well anyway we smashed it.  Well sometimes that nothing in it - it’s a dud.  This happened to be one of them.  There was nothing in there but anyway it was lotsa fun trying to smash it and have it.  Remember how we had that Christmas tree that mommy made from some cloth and hung up some stars on it and some angels and how we had a big feast.  Well that was a good time and I hope when you have a Christmas this time you will have a good time.  Enjoy yourself.  I don’t know what kind of a Christmas Grandpa’s gonna have.  I know he’s gonna miss Grandma.  He misses her right and left.  He doesn’t try to think as little as possible about Grandma.  He’s working a lot with his rocks and trying to make different picture and it won’t be long and you’ll be back.  I suppose you know that when you’re gonna come back to Rossland and when you’re gonna go and see Uncle Ben and Aunt Sue and Alison.  I don’t know maybe Alison will have a brother or sister, maybe not.  Maybe you’ll get there ahead before that but anyway they’re all expecting something and looking forward to it.  Well I’m sure wishing you were back here then mommy could phone and we could talk a little bit and I could talk with you and find out what you were doing.  Maybe they even would put you on the plane and send you up to Grandpa for a little while and I think most of all the teachers would be happy when you get back and start going to school.  I’m sure she misses you.  I’m sure you got lots of letters from them out there.  Grandpa hasn’t written many letters.  Grandpa doesn’t like writing letter and he’s no good at writing letters.  He enjoys the letters that mommy sent and the cards that he got and the messages that Robert brought.  It sure was lotsa fun lotsa enjoyment.  I enjoyed it very much.  Thank you, Peter for the letter that you wrote.



Right now I am looking at the picture of a grizzly bear that is laying over a barrel and in another picture that I have something similar - Ben is holding Dawn in his arms so at that time Dawn was that small a baby when we got this bear so that is over 20 years old.  I still have that hide hanging in the basement.  It is tanned and waiting for me to fix it so I can make a rug out of it.  Well this particular grizzly bear was bothering Jack Collins, who lives by Rio Grande.  That bear was going down there and was taking pigs and he’d take the pig and just carry it away and then eat it or whatever he would doing with it.  So Jack told me about it and I have some big bear traps so I took the bear trap down there.  I set the trap for that bear to catch him.  Now a grizzly is a pretty powerful animal and this was a pretty large grizzly.  Oh, I don’t know exactly - maybe 500 - 600 - 700 pounds, but anyway I set the bear trap for him and hoping to catch that bear of course, I wasn’t staying at Collin’s over night.  Well during the night, that bear got into the trap.  Well I’ve heard later on when I set the bear trap, I had it on a drag so that when the bear would get in he wouldn’t be able to pull the foot out.  With the first jump he would pull the drag and drag it away, but Jack seen that and I guess he didn’t like it so they got chains or something and they went and they fastened that bear trap to a tree.  Here during the night Jack heard a big commotion out there by the corrals, so what was that?  So he went out at night - went down there with his gun and sure enough there the grizzly was in the trap.  A big animal and vicious and jumping up and down and around.  You name it well I think Jack, the way I understand, because it was dark and he was with the lantern.  He had quite a job to kill that bear, but anyway, he killed the bear without the bear getting breaking loose from the trap.  Then of course, the next day, I don’t know if I went down there or if he brought it up here, anyway the bear landed in our yard and quite a few came and took pictures of the bear.  Well I skinned the bear and then I sent the bear away.  I think it was to Vancouver that I sent it for tanning - so that it is cleared by the government and now I fixed some black bear hides for rug.  One rug is in the basement which belongs to Trudi and I was always gonna go and fix this rug up too, but I never got around to it.  Never done it so well I don’t know, maybe later on.



We had a hunter, Mr. Wolfe, I believe he came from Michigan.  He passed away several years ago and he came down there and he hunted with us for several years.  I don’t know three or four times.  Any way he was a real nice jolly fellow.  A nice Christian and we had lotsa fellowship together and here this particular time he was hunting and there was another man with him and the two of them they were hunting.  We were trying to get a moose and we hunted for quite a while already and we weren’t able to bag one up until this time.  So here as we were down in the bush one particular place where there is a big beaver dam and a large puddle of water and that the beaver have dammed up and holding back and I wasn’t right close with the hunters.  I don’t know what I was looking for I was somewheres a little ways off and those two gentlemen they were right down by the beaver dam and going.  As they approached the beaver dam all of a sudden I heard them start shooting and I was quite a ways off and I start hollering at them “Don’t shoot them in the water - don’t shoot them in the water”  well that hollering was the same as if you holler against the tree or what.  Tey didn’t pay no heed and they kept on firing away.  I don’t know they must have shot about half a dozen or a dozen times each.  Then finally by the time I got down there so what here they had two great big bulls in the middle of that huge beaver pond.  Oh, that must have been from shore I don’t know  maybe 100 yards - 200 yards from the shore - right in the water - the two of them were in there.  Well now what?  What are you gonna do with two moose in the dam like that?  Well I soon knew what I was gonna do, I told the boys look we had horses tied up.  We had three horses so I says what I’m gonna do - I’m gonna go and I’m gonna go back to camp.  Then I’m gonna go and get some ropes and I get the com-along (the hand-winch) that we had and then I come and then we’re gonna pull the moose out of that water.  Now I said, here is some rope that we had along, not very much, I said you guys go and make yourself a raft.  When you have that raft made you go and you put that in the water and then try and get up to that moose and try and dress him because a moose when it is killed it is a huge animal and you can’t leave it without dressing it.  Cutting it open at least so the gases from inside the stomach can go out.  If they can’t go out that meat will get sour.  It starts puffing up and bloating up right away and the meat will get sour and of course then it is no good, so I said, you do that and I’ll go and get the ropes and the com-along and then we’ll try and get the moose out.  Well that was about 3/4 - 1 hours ride one way to get down to the camp, so I know I would have been gone for about two hours.  It was somewhere around 2 hours what I’d be gone.  Well all right, they had a little hatchet and they had some ropes that we had on the saddle bags and they went to work.  I took off to get those ropes and the com-along.  Well when I come back - what?  Here is Mr. Wolfe on the raft, way out in the middle of the beaver pond and he is trying to pull himself down to the moose.  He was close to the moose and so what.  No way can I turn that animal or get down to his stomach that I can open it up.  Well if you can’t do that well then I went and I took the ropes and uncoiled them and threw them out to him on the raft.  He went down right to the moose and he tied the rope to the antlers and then I, out here, went and fastened it to the winch and then we started to winch getting the moose out.  Well we worked pretty hard working and winching.  He was out there on the raft and I was trying and pulling this moose in.  It was one of course, the other one was in a different area, another 200 or 300 yards away from this one.  So it would take several times.  The antlers would hook in behind willows and we couldn’t pull it any more, so Mr. Wolfe had to cut in the water and twist the antlers and everything to get it unhooked.  Well by and by we got the moose to the shore.  We got it out of the water.  We got the insides cleaned out.  It was in the fall the water was cold and that moose - there was no danger of it bloating because it was cooled off, as if it had been in a real fridge.  The water was so cold and it just cooled it off so that meat wasn’t one bit spoiled.  Well after we had this first one out, then we went down to the other one and we pulled that one out and got it out on the shore.  Got it dressed and by the time we had it dressed it was time - just about time - to go home.  We worked on that meat until evening and we got it cut up enough and meat cut off and I think it was the next day that we went down and got the meat out.  I think we hauled some meat out the first time and then we went back the next day and hauled the rest of the meat out to camp and then of course, that was their hunting time was up then.  Those two gentlemen had their moose so there was nothing else to do but to take them out to town and get the meat down to the butcher and get it all fixed up and pretty soon they were gone back to the States.



Well we usually had it with those parties.  One bunch goes and then about a day or so in between then another party comes and so those two hunters were gone and another two came and so I took them out.  Annie was by camp of course and I was with the boat.  Took the hunters out and then came back with the other two hunters and we went out hunting the next day.  Well we hunted and then we came by towards the same area where we had shot.  Wolfe and his hunter had shot this moose before, that in the meantime, I guess it must have been a time lapse of three - four days.  Well anyways when we got closer we could hear the timber wolves fighting.  What were the timber wolves doing?  The timber wolves they were out by the carcass by the insides and the ribs and the bones, whatever was left out there.  The timber wolves were fighting around there and eating.  Well I told those hunters all right you go and hide here behind the trees, it was by the beaver dam, and there was lots of trees cut down by the beavers, laying zig zag big beaver runs and so the hunters they went and they found a nice place where they hid themselves.  I went a little ways away from them and start calling the timber wolves.  You have a call that squeals like a rabbit.  You try to imitate a rabbit that is in distress and I start calling and calling and then it didn’t take long - I wasn’t calling more than five minutes, if I was calling that much.  The hunters seen a timber wolf coming right up to where I was and because there was so many trees down and beaver runs that timber wolf was going right on top of a tree trunk that was laying down and trying to walk over this beaver run and come down to where I was.  Well between me and the wolf there were the hunters - hid and so they start shooting and sure enough they killed that timber wolf and they got it.  Well it was really a nice pelt and I skinned it and I opened up the insides and I looked at his stomach, what he had in there.  This particular timber wolf had eaten the insides and hair from the hide and everything his stomach was just plum full with this fresh meat that he had eaten.  Beside that he had oh I would say maybe a good cup full of old bones that had been in his stomach and when he found this moose carcass then that those bones that is all what he had in his stomach, so he was quite hungry.  I don’t know for how long, but there was no other food that could be seen in the stomach except this cupful of bones.  well what is a timber wolf?  There is quite a few timber wolves around and a timber wolf is quite a peculiar thing.  A lot of wolf defenders they making a big holler about timber wolves, but the most of them haven’t go much of an idea what a timber wolf is and how he operates or anything.  But a timber wolf is really a smart animal.  In my 40 years of hunting it is, I believe, two timber wolves that I skinned - we shot several other ones but usually it was in the evening and they were wounded pretty bad and we couldn’t track them that same night, so we’d go back down the next morning and when we went down looking for them the next morning usually, what we would find would be a piece of hide from a tail or a piece of an ear or something like that.  The timber wolf had eaten them up right away.  Well how is that?  Well as I said a timber wolf is a smart animal and it has rules and regulations in his family, in his pack, that is strictly obeyed.  Now I am no scientist that I’ve studied wolves, but I’ve read about them and I watched them and I watched them in the wilderness and I watched the tracks and watched what they were doing and how they were acting.  Well how does a timber wolf act when he is in a pack?  Well lets say there are two male and female they usually mate up for life according to the statistics and they have their young ones which creates a pack.  Sometimes they have young ones from two or three years and they go together.  A pack sometimes is 18 wolves in one pack sometimes even more.  Well what is the rules and regulations?  The two oldest are the leaders.  The male and female that are the leaders, that are the killers they are the bosses of the pack.  When they go and kill an animal then they tear it down and usually run it down - try and bite some meat out from the hind quarter - try to ham-string him.  Anyway usually they get them in a difficult situation.  We found moose that were killed by timber wolves that was backed up against a bank and his antlers were under a tree that had fallen.  He was defending himself from the timber wolves and while they were fighting and hitting them with their antlers they had got in under a tree and they got him that way.  One place where different trees had fallen down zig zag cross ways and it created like a corral and by chasing him they chased that moose right in there they didn’t intend to but it just happened like that and the moose got into that difficult and particular places they couldn’t get out.  They killed them there.  I’ve seen places where they’ve run after them for miles and chased where that moose and elk or elk was so tired it would jump over trees and over gorges, trying to get away and if the timber wolf was right behind him and get him that way.  Well when those two leaders they have a kill made those two leaders they eat first.  They fill themselves, they gorge themselves up and when they are filled then they go away and then the next two or three or four that are the strongest - they eat and then the next bunch gets down and starts eating.  The one that is the weakest and the one that can fight the least he goes and cleans everything up after all the others have finished.  Now when this weakling - when there is game that is hard to get and it is bad hunting - the weakling when he isn’t strong enough to defend himself then the wolves will just simply eat him - if the wolf can’t defend himself in the pack - they just go and eat him.  So if you have a wolf that is wounded which cannot defend himself those timber wolves just eat him right away.  They eat him the first night so that when you go back the next day there is nothing left of that timber wolf.  What about the breeding?  When the meat is scarce and the hunting is hard the snow is bad.  The snow is in favour of the animals and not the wolves.  Usually just the two leaders they will mate.  It will be just one liter from that whole pack - if on the other hand - the game is good and the moose are plentiful.  The timber wolves can run on top of the snow and the moose has to break through that’s when there is a big killing going on then.  The timber wolves kill and he doesn’t just kill for the fun of it.  He doesn’t just kill the moose that is crippled or that is old.  He will kill anything and he’d just leave it.  He wouldn’t eat it all just eat what he wants and then he would go and kill some more.  So when the hunting is good and they can kill enough meat then maybe 2, 3, 4 maybe 4-5 liters that are born in the same pack and so that when the hunting is good and the meat is plentiful those timber wolves increase really rapidly.  Well what about when it is in a settled area when there is people that have cattle.  It takes so and so long until a wolf starts taking cattle.  It takes so and so long until a coyote starts taking sheep but once a timber wolf gets the taste of cattle once he gets the taste of that meat and finds out how easy it is to kill.  He will kill the cattle and live all summer on it and there is no other way that you can break him of killing cattle except getting that timber wolf.  Now if one timber wolf learns to eat cattle - How?  Maybe if he is really hungry and there is a calf that is a little bit separate and he can get it or maybe something dies in the pasture.  He’s hungry and he tastes it and finds out that that particular smell isn’t dangerous that he can live from it well he will start killing and the other timber wolves will learn how to kill and how to eat cattle.  Why doesn’t he start right away on the cattle?  Simply because he is afraid of the smell of cattle - he is really a leery animal and won’t go and eat something that he doesn’t know what it is - so he is afraid of the smell of cattle because that is a different smell what he isn’t use to.  Once he gets use to it he’s gonna get the cattle and then what is so bad about is once they start killing cattle the cattle are in pasture in the summer so he lives off of the cattle in the summer and then he is a good shape and in nature he lives in summer on mice and rabbits which is low calories.  He doesn’t get really fat on those rodents but when the fall comes and then he’s going to start hunting and then he’s able to run down and kill the moose.  He comes into winter in a good shape and he is in a good shape to hunt the moose, the elk and deer and then he is in a good shape when the breeding season comes around in February, and there they have a large liter and that is why some times there is an explosion of the wolf population.  They get really thick and some of those environmentalists talking about 200 wolves or 80 wolves  - they all are on an endangered list.  Well, they’re really wrong.  I’ve seen seismic line roads which, oh what should I say, maybe 30 - 40 feet wide and I’ve seen where the timber wolves have played for miles on those roads and they had that snow so tramped down that you couldn’t follow a track.  It was just beaten up.  Well that doesn’t show me that there is just 80 or less wolves in that pack and that is the way they are and if we want to have and hunt big game, we got to go after the big game, but we also got to control the predators because nature will control itself.  If we go in and take something and not take the other then the balance is thrown out of whack and then there is a lot of problems with everything.  But the way it looks to me right now, after 50 or more years of hunting, I can see that we have not got less game now, out here, but just as much although the hunting is getting a lot more difficult than what it use to.  We use to have a lot of fire that would kill the under brush and the bush was more open so that we could see quite distances.  Now the bush is so thick you can’t see the animal in lotsa places - not more than 25 -30 - 40 yards and all the animal has to do is take one step to the side and then it is gone.  But of course there is an awful lot of hunters in the bush, but the most of those hunters are all road hunters - they staying on the road and trying to get the animals, where as the animals when it comes, they don’t want to cross any cutlines or anything.  If they cut the cutline - the timber wolves likes to run around those cutlines and is on the track as soon as the moose is crossed and that’s why when you go you cannot get any game.



CRIUSING (CRUISING) DOWN THE RIVER

(Newspaper Article)



	The raging white waters of western Canada’s uncharted streams and rivers are a far cry from the setting envisioned by the composer of the tune whose words were “cruising down the river on a Sunday afternoon..”  In this case, the narrow, rocky, swift stream made the trip anything but leisurely for Corny Toews of Beaverlodge and his youngest son, Cpl. Ben Toews, home on a holiday from his RCMP station at Nelson, B.C.

	These two intrepid outdoorsmen, with the help of local farmer, Walter Dyrkach, left last Tuesday morning in Mr. Dyrkach’s truck to drive out the Two Lake Road as far as the Nose Creek bridge.  Loaded in the back of the truck was a 15 1/2 foot Canova Pneumatic boat, capable of handling loads up to 3000 pound and a supply of food and dry clothing.

	Once at the bridge, the boat, which is made of fiberglass, synthetic rubber and wood, was taken from the truck, loaded with supplies and launched into Nose Creek.

	Before they could even wave good-bye to Mr. Dyrkach, the first unwanted experience occurred, as, in turning around in the boat, Mr. Toews lost his balance and fell over board into the waist-deep freezing cold water.

After a change of clothes, the seventy-mile journey began.  Without using any type of mechanical power, the boat was allowed to float downstream with the 7-mile an hour current, guided around obstacles with the aid of paddles.  Starting from the Nose creek bridge at 12 noon, the two men traveled for almost two hours before arriving at the first barrier, the 7-foot high Nose Creek Falls.  Here the men lowered the boat over the falls with ropes in order to continue their journey.

	At 6:30 that evening they arrived at the confluence of the Wapiti river and Nose Creek, and set up came for the night.

	Starting at 7 the following morning, the journey down the Wapiti as far as Ivor Guest’s Wapiti Gardens was made in four hours.







THE FLOAT TRIP No. 2

(as written/ typed by Corney Toews)



After considerabel time of thincing and plening, I disidet to teke a Flot Trip down the Stetson Creak to the Thorrens, then to the Narrawey and Wapiti.



John Kocuipchyk, Ben Toews and Robert Toews okompaind me on the mentchend trip.  We had a Infletebel 14’ boat and one Aluminum 12’ boat on the sids of the aluminum boat we put hawy infletebe patuns to protekt the sids of the aluminum boat from roks and trees.



We started on Stetson Creak by the big colvert bitwin Two Lake and Sherman Meadows on September 6-1978 and treveld two houers and thirty Minuts to the Torrens river.  The water was low and we had to pool the boat all the wey.  As soon as we hit the Torrens, wehre the river was wery swift, John lost his footing slipt and fell in the water, rold dovn a short distens over roks, lost his het and glesses got sokt good and proper, we mede camp and got a good fier started and sted over niht.



We wehre riding in the rober boat and had all al auer giar in the aluminum boat tide diwn so as not to louse awriting in case of an exident.  We had no motor on board, but were just floting down the river.  The water was very swift and ther were alot of repits and prektikly al came under the catogory of WIHTH WATER, at alot of pleces we cold not ride in the boat, but had to let the bots down by the rops and somtime it took two to hold the boats from going down strim.  At pleces ther were treese akros and had to be chopt aut.  At one place Ben was choping a tree and broke the handel and lost the axe head in the river and we cold not find it.  Wile puting the gear togehter I had the urge to put a second axe in withch I did and now kame in wery handy.



At some places the threes were too big and we had to go under the tree.  Somtimes it ment onloding ewriting, but rigardles we had to kip on going.  At places the water was so rofe and we had to let the bot down one at a time.



One nght we camt wehre the Sulfor Rifer coms in to the Thorens and bifore we got up in the morning we had a wisitor.  A halicopter landet on the grefel bar and the pilot came fpr a cop of cofee he wass angtches to get some rial coffe made in a smokt up pail and water burnd with some natchurs watimens and minerals.  After the halikopter left we got redy and started auer trip down river, the going was good till we came to a sharp turn in the river, hear the rifer made an S turn.  The water was wery swift and the river made the turn in a large drift wood piel or under the pield up trees at the sarp bend of the river we tryd hard by rowing with all auer might to get aut of the chenal that led under the trees pield up, but we feld and we hit the drift wood with full forse, the ruber raft with us in it, shot up on the drift wood piel the aluminum boat turd botem uppatrly under the piele as it was tied to the ruber boat and cold go no forder, ther was alot of spray ang we were sokt.  As we lookt ower aur sutiation we realized how close we all were to loising auer life, had we ben sudt under or thrown in to the river no life jeket cold of capt us from going under the drift piel.  We were all tankful to the Lord for spering auer lifes.  We had to go to work and get the aluminum boat stretoned up with difikulty we got thr ruber boat in to the water and ower to the other shore with the aluminum boat, here we had to separate ewriting wes soken weht.  I had neglektet to tie the ax down an olso one catel with a spcial rock and as a risolt the were lost in the river, we had some problem geting auer fier wood as we niadet alot to dry ewriting but we menigd.  All auer food was weht-Bons be on selwiging, I tryd to fry in the frying pen with fet but in did not work, the flower ws weht on the autside but it kold be usde and we menijd the nekst day started aut agen.



We stopt at a place and John went in along the shore and we seen him koming and in hes hands he karid a katel somting similar as we had lost in the water.



At another place it lookt like ther was s sismik line or a road so we stopt and I wehnt to inwestigate and weht in to the bosh and folowing a trail for a short distenc I fond an old camp three orfoure years old and biside the camp lay an axe in good shape, weter beaten but usuible, the two artikels lost in the river  God had marwelesly replact.  It was diner time and Robert is trying to katch a fish and John had the misfotchre to slip and fall in to the rifer so his close had to be dryd bikose the roks were weht and the rapits steep and sliprey some places it was triky and hard to get the boats down withaut an axident.



Ther were some places wehr ther was some quite water but they were fuw and fare bitwin.



After diner we amployd slawe labor, the dishes had to be washt.



After 5 days we reasht the Wapiti and stayd ower night wer I hawe a cabin, some Beaverlodge hunters were ther hunting Elk.  From hiare we weht as far as Nose Creak and stayd in auer huntig camp.  From heare it was one days floting til the Watiti Gardens.





THE BEAVERLODGE ALLIANCE CHURCH - August 19, 1984





This Church has quite a history - It was built in 1936 by Rev. Campbell.  The church has gone through many stages.  I do remember when it started and I was at the opening service with Rev. Campbell.  We did not attend the service as we were attending the services at the Mennonite Church in LaGlace.  In later years we started to attend the church at Beaverlodge.  We were attending the Alliance Church when it was enlarged and moved on the basement.  I was also on the Board when we purchased the present sight and built a new church.  I also have a bulletin (carried it in my Bible ever since) Sunday, Feb. 5, 1967, the heading of the Bulletin “ The Beaverlodge Alliance Church Mortgage - Burning Service “  That was a great day for the Church. 



Now we are at another great milestone of the Church THE SOD TURNING CEREMONY -  We as a Board and Congregation had many meetings.  Now it is at this stage - We are taking this step with full confidence - God and we are trusting God, for the completion of the project.  



AND THERE WILL BE NO MORTGAGE BURNING SERVICE - BUT A DEDICATION - MAY GOD HELP US.



Next year it was Pastor by Rev. Ashdown, a Baptist minister.  In 1941 was organized under the name of Christian and Missionary Alliance with 8 or 9 members.  Those were the hard years for everybody and especially anew church, but god was in the midst of the congregation and the Holy Spirit worked in hearts.



I met a man who was not a member of the congregation, he told me that he never even attended the services and that he was moved by the Holy Spirit to bring a load of wood to the Alliance Church in Beaverlodge, so in obedience to God he loaded up a good load of wood and brought it to Beaverlodge.  At that time wood was hard to sell, but as soon as he got to town a person approached him and was interested in buying that load of wood, but was informed that this load was sold, but he would bring him another load in a day or two.  Now when that person got down to the Church and the parsonage, Rev. Ashdown was living at the back of the Church, no one was home, so he unloaded the load of wood under the steps, as that was the place for wood, but it was empty and most likely Rev. Ashdown and been praying in regards to the wood supply as the congregation was two or four persons.



That Church was moved on a basement later on and then we built a new Church in 1960 after that mortgage or note was burnt we built an extension and enlarged the building in 1967, for $40,000.  It is with thankful heart to God who made it possible.  It is not the work of one or two, but as a unit, as a Body of Christ, we were able to accomplish this work and finish those payments - To God be the Glory.



To God’s Glory I must say that as for payments we did not have any difficulties, if the need arose the money was needed, we as a Board brought it before God and the Congregation and the needed money came in and it is still the same.  God moves in hearts and the needs are met.



I am personally very happy in knowing that the notes are all paid up and am thankful to God for the way he led this congregation and am confident that He will continue to lead and make us as a body of Believers a Blessing, but we must yield ourselves to God and the lighting of His Holy Spirit.







This is the end of the tapes and any other articles that I found and tried to put them in a bit of an order.  I have completed this by myself and have enjoyed doing it.

			LAURA HAGEN

					eldest daughter of Cornelius Toews





I now shall add some facts from my family.





	My mother passed away on July 27, 1984 from a heat attack.  Her death was sudden and we were comforted by the following poem.



 “He Knows the Way”



�My Father’s way may twist and turn,

My heart may throb and ache;

But in my soul, I’m glad to know

He maketh no mistake.



My cherished plans may go astray,

My hopes may fade away;

But still I trust my Lord to lead,

For Father knows the way.



Though night be dark and it may seem

That day will never break,

I’ll pin my faith, my all on Him;

Who maketh no mistake.

There’s so much now I cannot see,

My eye is still so dim,

But come what may I still can trust,

And leave it all to Him.



For by-and-by, the mist will lift;

And darkness turn to day,

Then looking back, we’ll praise His name.

Who led us all the way.

	----

“But He knoweth the way that I take;

When He hath tested me, I shall come forth as gold...”



We also wrote a tribute to our mother:

�

OUR TRIBUTE



	God lent to us a virtuous woman, her price was far above rubies.  Our hearts could always trust her - we had no need to fear.  Her whole life was given freely to meet our needs.  She ate not the bread of idleness, but worked willingly with her hands.

	She will always be remembered how she spent hours sewing, mending and knitting.  Her meals were also a delight.

	Many long hours were spent in the fields, doing chores, hunting, fishing and travelling to assure us the security of a home and unity in a marriage.

	Each act was one of love, that love that generates more warmth in her home than any fire.

The strength of her character has always been an example and an encouragement to us.

	Without discrimination she was quick to respond to the needs of others and to show appreciation and love to those who were used to meet her needs.

	She taught us by example the reality of prayer and the faithfulness of God’s Word.

	She bore Christ’s name with pride and felt no need to be ashamed of her Lord.

	Strength and honor were her clothing and now she rejoices with her Lord. She gave us words of wisdom and in them was the law of kindness.

	Yes, we, her husband, children, grandchildren and friends rise up and call her “blessed”.

	It is with rejoicing we say, “We thank God upon every remembrance of her.”





Mom enjoyed the same poems and as we cleaned up the house I found a whole scrap book with her poems cut out and glued in.  She also had them in every cook book and her Bible and I leave one here for you to enjoy.

�

THE WAY TO GOD



�If my days were untroubled

  and my heart always light

Would I seek that fair land

  where there is no night;



If I never grew weary

  with the weight of my load

Would I search for God’s Peace

  at the end of the road;



If I never knew sickness

  and never felt pain

Would I reach for a hand

  to help and sustain;



If I walked not with sorrow

  and lived without loss

Would my soul seek sweet solace

  at the foot of the cross;









If all I desired was mine 

  day by day

Would I kneel before God

  and earnestly pray;

If God sent no “Winter”

  to freeze me with fear



Would I yearn for the warmth of

  “Spring” every year . . .

I ask myself this

  And no one knows God

or sees Him as plain

  and the answer is plain -



If my life were all pleasure

  and I never knew pain

I’d seek God less often

  and need Him much less,



For God’s sought more often

  in the time of distress.

As those who have met Him

  on “The Pathway of Pain”.

	by Helen Steiner Rice

�We then gained a new mom in 1985.  Dad saw Ruby Remple the first time on June 29, 1985.  He didn’t know who she was but he knew that was the woman he was to marry.  When she arrived at Bear Lake Bible Camp, July 13, 1985, he knew for sure that this was the woman God wanted him to marry.  Their courtship was short.  Children to meet over the next weeks with an engagement party around August 17, 1985 in Beaverlodge.  Wedding took place in Vernon, BC on September 1, 1985 with almost all the children present.  God gave them almost 10 years of marriage with summers in Canada and winters in Yuma, Arizona.  They were active in the churches in both areas.  They have also been blessed with many great-grand children.



On, May 9, 1991, the Lord called my oldest brother, Eric home to be with him.  He had fought cancer for many years.  The poem that was chosen for his memorial was:



IN A LITTLE WHILE

�In a while his last breath left him,

And his spirit fled away

To a land where all is brightness,

To a land where all is day.



How our sorrowed hearts would have him

In this world to longer roam,

But our precious Lord had called him

To a far more glorious home.



Death at last had claimed his captive;

Breathed on him his icy breath,

But the Lord has feed the captive,

For the Lord has conquered death.



He is talking now with Jesus,

In a land of pure delight,

Where no tears are ever flowing

And where Jesus is the Light.

�	In a while we’ll all be over

	In that land where angels sing;

	In that land where fears are ended;

	In the land where Christ is King.

 	

On July 9, 1995 our beloved father passed away as the result of a heart attack.  He had not been feeling well ever since they came back to Canada, in the spring.  We all miss him very much and I am finding many interesting things that he has left behind.



Some of the tributes to him follow:



Remembered by:  Julia and Gordon Thompson

What I remember . . .Being so kind and helpful to me when I supervised correspondence school at Mountainside School in 1946, 1947.  Also his very positive outlook on life - no matter how negative things were.  Last time during our short visit with him at McDonalds on July 3 or 4th when we asked how he felt - he said, “ It is easier to say I’m fine with a grin, than to tell you the shape I’m in”.  God Bless Him.





Remembered by:  Bob Balisky, Peace River Bible Institute Board

What I remember . . .Always will Remember Corney for

 	1.	Love for Our Lord & Saviour

	2.	Personal interest & Friendliness to Young & Old

	3.	Love for Outdoors & Creation (hunting)

	4.	Always greeted me in Ukrainian (which I can’t speak)

	5.	Generous going to the Lord’s Work. (e.g. P.R.B.I., Mission Steers, etc.)





Remembered by:  Dennis Stonehaker, Beaverlodge Church Member

What I remember . . .I remember Corney’s spiritual insight and guidance when he was on the Church Board.  He always supported the local church and Bible School at Sexsmith and actively worked for both.  I remember his active, enthusiastic participation in Adult Sunday School.  He could always bring his spiritual wisdom and experiences to illustrate something we were discussing.  He was a spiritual pillar. I was also fascinated by his artistic skill and ability to use rocks to create artwork.  He put the same enthusiastic effort into his hobbies that he put into living.  To Corney the spiritual and secular were never separated.  We have lots of memories of Corney around in his artwork.





Remembered by:  George Sukkau, Nephew

What I remember . . .is his positive attitude, encouragement to trust God and his words of wisdom.  His rock picture and jewelry will be a constant reminder of him.





Remembered by:  Dave Schmidt, Nephew

What I remember . . .Uncle Corney’s adventurous spirit and love for the outdoors and nature.  He was a good listener and I appreciated his fatherly advice and his wisdom in giving direction to me when I asked - being as my own father was gone.   Prov. 1:7-9. He kept his priorities straight and I admired his insight into life’s problems.  He was always very positive about life and people.  And he stayed faithful to the end.





Remembered by:  Allan and Shirley, Ruby’s brother

What I remember . . .Corney was a very loving kind man.  Saw the best in everyone.  If there was any judgment to be made - he would say “Who’s keeping the books”.  We loved him.

Remembered by:  Buster Leggatt

What I remember . . .The falls when Corney came to our place and stooked for my dad.  For about ten years, between 1930-40.  We were quite young at the time and he was almost like a father to us.  Also we really enjoyed helping him catch all the fish in his dam and looking over his rock work in the later years.





Remembered by:  Ella Miles (Leggatt)

What I remember . . .Corney worked (stooked) for my Dad for many years.  He was like a second father to my brother, sister and I.  I used to stand beside him when he ate his supper, and lean on him of course.  One time I had a string tied to a loose tooth, but hadn’t the nerve to pull it, and in a quick flash, he pulled the string, out came my tooth, and we laughed and laughed.  I loved him dearly!





Remembered by:  Ruth Boyd (Leggatt)

What I remember . . . He worked for Dad when I was a baby.  He always teased me about holding me on his knee when I was little.  We used to visit them on the bee farm in later years, he always gave me honey combs to chew on.  I’m sorry I never came to visit in later years to see his beautiful crafts.



With Sympathy - Don and Ingrid Sylvester

�“He’ll always be remembered As a man,

both strong and good,

Who gave his best

for others

And who did the best he could.

He’ll always be remembered

For all the joy he brought,

As a man who made a difference

An a man who meant a lot”





He lived a full and happy life,

and together you shared

many years of love.

Although he is gone,

rich, warm memories

of all that he meant to you

will one day be a source of comfort.

Until the, may it help to know

that many are thinking of you

and remembering him with love.

�

Sincere sympathy - Sue and Jack



Don’t think of him as gone away --

his journey’s just begun;

life holds so many facets --

this earth is only one.

Just think of him as resting

from the sorrows and the tears

in a place of warmth and comfort

where there are no days and years.

Think how he must be wishing

that we could know, today,

how nothing but our sadness

can really pass away.

And think of him as living

in the hearts of those he touched. . .

for nothing loved is ever lost --

and he was loved so much.

		poem by Ellen Brenneman
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