Be happy and full of cheer

All through the coming years

Be kind to friends

They'll love you until the end

May God walk and keep you

In every little thing you do



AUTOBIOGRAPHY

by

IRENE BEATRICE ABBEY

My father Oliver Alvie Abbey came from Moose Jaw, Sask. in the year of
Eighteen Hundred and Eighty to the small country town of Jaffray, B.C., which
had mostly farms and lumber mills. Dad was a Steam Engineer in Moose Jaw. He
worked on a steam shovel for the C.P.R. Railway, and as he had First Class
Papers, he ran the steam engine for the sawmill at Jaffray for a few years. I
was born in Jaffray in Nineteen Hundred and Three, so obviously I do not
remember much of my birthplace at that time. From there we moved to a small
place called Elk Mouth, where the Elk River joined the Kootenay River (later
called Craig). There was a hotel there and a sawmill, and usually wherever
there is a sawmill a small town builds up. Dad was Steam Engineer there for
several years until the lumber ran out. About five miles from there was a
large company by the name of Ross Saskatoon Lumber Company, who built a large
mill, so Dad took over running of the Steam Engines. They logged the timber
on the West side of the Kootenay River and so the town of Waldo, B.C. grew.

A Mr. Baker came out from England and he had a brain wave and thought why not
buy up a lot of this land and block it off into orchards, which he did and
called them the B.C. Orchards. He did some work on them and planted a few
apple trees. He then went to some of the larger places and painted such a
beautiful picture of them in peoples’ minds that they bought them without
seeing them. They were a very disappointed lot as there were no buildings on
the land and no way to irrigate the land and Mr. Baker had returned to
England. Some of the people built homes on their land and tried to make a
living and some didn't bother at all, but they will probably think twice
before they buy anything sight unseen in the future.

Dad was also looking for a farm, and he found what he wanted in Flagstone,
B.C. which he bought from a fellow by the name of Mike Derroisie. I was about
school age now and Mike would call me his little tootsie wootsie, and the
nickname "toots" has stayed with me through the years. There were eight of us
children so far. The boys and Dad built a log house. They hewed the logs
themselves and it wasn't long before we had a real warm snug home. Dad bought
some cattle, hogs and chickens and we grew all our own vegetables and planted
some fruit trees. Mother and the boys were kept busy as Dad stayed on working
at the mill to keep money coming in until we could get the farm paying.
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Mother was one of the nicest persons you would want to know, and we all
adored her. Dad was a stern Easterner and only spoke once and we did what we
were told so our love was mostly centered around Mom. We had about a mile and
a half to walk to school, and we came home for lunch except if it was very
cold during the winter, we would take our lunch. We loved the spring of the
year the best when the snow would begin to melt in March and April and the
hills would get bare. We would take our shoes off and run and jump and play.
Sometimes we would be playing making bridges and rivers from the run-off
water and be late for school so would play truant. I remember one afternoon



my brother, Clarence, and I were playing rivers and being late were afraid to
go to school so we kept on playing. Dad happened along that day, so he sent
us home. That evening after supper we were called out to the kitchen and
asked the reason we didn't go to school so we said we'd been playing and lost
track of time and were afraid to go in so late. Dad got out his razor strap
and we each got a little of it. We didn't play rivers anymore!

Clarence and I were together most of the time. His nickname was "Chick" as he
was always catching chipminks and squirrels as he liked to play with them. We
two had a job during the summer months of herding the milk cows. We would
take them away back on the hills and were supposed to watch them and keep
them together and bring them home in the evening. One Saturday we went out as
usual and Chick had taken one of Dad's cigars (who only smoked them once in a
while). We 1lit it up and had a few puffs and then were so ill we thought we'd
die. We heaved and heaved and then we laid down and went to sleep. We had a
good Collie dog and she stayed with the cows, but when we awoke they were
nowhere to be seen. We looked and looked but couldn't find them so had to go
home without them. Out came the razor strap again and we were sent to bed
without any supper. We didn't feel much like eating anyway, but we didn't
smoke any more cigars either. In the morning the dog had brought the cows
home, so we felt much better.

As there was quite a lot of timber around Flagstone a family by the name of
Downs moved in and started a sawmill, so Dad was able to move closer to home.
It was situated about two miles from our farm, and he could be with us every
night after that. Mother and the boys still looked after the farm. Jack and
Henry would be about fourteen and sixteen now. This fall they were planning
to go hunting. There was an island with lots of deer, and they could ford the
river on horseback as there were lots of shallow places and the river was
quite low in the fall. They strapped their guns on their saddles and took off
to the island. The brush was very thick. Jack was in front and Henry was
following behind him when a twig caught the trigger on Henry's gun, and it
went off. It struck Jack in the calf part of his leg, and being close it tore
his leg badly. In those days the
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transportation was very poor. The early train had left in the morning, and
the other one was in late afternoon. The nearest hospital at that time was in
Cranbrook. Mom dressed his leg the best she could. They had to amputate his
leg and then gangrene set in, and they had to operate again and remove more
of his leg. The shock was too great, and he didn't recover. It was a terrible
shock to Mom, and I don't think Henry ever got over the accident either as he
was never the same after that. They thought the world of each other and had
always worked together on the farm.

Dad was a good provider but handled the money himself. Mother had clothes and
everything to cook with but never any extra money to spend on herself for
things she may have liked to have other than the plain everyday needs. After
Jack died, Henry wouldn't stay on the farm but went out to work and would
send so much of his earnings home to Mom and she put it away as she wanted to
take a trip back to Moose Jaw to visit here own mother. Her maiden name was
Small, and her father was dead. She had one brother who was also dead. She
had five sisters living, Tillie and Lillian, Bertha, Faithful and Florence.
Two of her sisters still lived in Moose Jaw, one in Vancouver, one in Calgary
and the youngest one in California.



Now the farming fell to the younger boys: Vern, Archie, and George. My oldest
sister, Lillian, was born between Henry and Vern and she looked very much
like our father and could get away with most anything. We had a new baby
sister now, Violet, and this fall she would be five months old, but she
caught a cold which turned into pneumonia. Mom took her to the Fernie
hospital, but she died. Mom brought her home in a wee casket and when she
opened it and showed her to us, we were struck with augh as she looked like a
wee angel lying there all in white. We missed her very much as we were all
fond of babies.

Everything continued normally until the following spring. Dad would eat
dinner at the mill where he worked, and they used water from the Kootenay
river for cooking. It was high water time. Dad came down with typhoid fever,
and then we all caught it except Mother and Archie. Dad and I were sent to
the Cranbrook hospital. Dad's condition was critical, but I didn't have it as
bad. I was nine years old now. It was the first time I remembered seeing my
oldest brother, Wilbur. He had stayed in Moose Jaw with Mom's mother and went
to high school. After high school he was employed as an Engineer on the
railroad. He was making a trip up through Cranbook and stopped at the
hospital to visit with Dad and me. The rest of the family were confined at
home. Mom and Archie were the nurses, and the doctor went down and gave them
directions on their care. The hospital was full that spring as everyone had
it at the camp and most families at home had one or two stricken with it
also.
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Dad and I were in the hospital for about six weeks. I can remember how happy
I was when the nurse said I could get up and sit on a chair. She put my
housecoat on and said to sit there and dangle my legs a little and she would
come back and lift me onto a chair. Feeling pretty big, I thought I could do
it by myself, so I slid off the bed and landed on the floor; my legs were too
weak to hold me up. We had nothing but milk and water to drink for six weeks
and it took a few days to get strength back into our legs. We were really
glad to go home to be with the rest of the family.

Flagstone was situated alongside the Kootenay River, and just above the river
was the Great Northern Railroad. The nearest town was South at Gateway,
Montana. The Canadian and U.S. Customs was located here. The Anderson's owned
a Hotel here and a nice little store. Dad would go down on a Saturday to buy
groceries and visit with friends. Those were the horse and buggy days so that
is the way we traveled. One Saturday Dad brought home an old-fashioned
phonograph with a large, curved horn and some records, and did we kids ever
enjoy it. All the kids in town would come to our house and we had loads of
fun.

Our swimming pool was the back waters of the Kootenay River. I remember one
time we all went swimming, and we had a boat; and the older boys said it was
time everyone learned how to swim. They took us out where it was deep, and we
had to get out and swim back. It nearly cost me my life, so we didn't try
that again, but soon afterward I learned to swim quite well. At one time the
Kootenay River was quite busy. There were steamboats that came up from
Bonners Ferry as far as Fort Steele. A Bonners Ferry company logged across
the river from Flagstone; they had a large camp there, and the logs were
driven down the Kootenay River. Some of the pilings that were driven in by
the shore to keep he boats from grounding are still visible. After the boats



stopped running there was a ferry boat that used to cross the river at
Flagstone until they built a bridge at New Gate. We had extra high water one
year and it took the ferry out and it was never replaced.

There would be from fifty to seventy-five families in Flagstone now. The
mills in those days hired mostly single men and there were also about a dozen
or more Hindous' who lived in a place down by the mill. They piled lumber and
were very good at their work. Halloween was a hilarious night in those days.
The boys would string wire around the Hindous' house and then throw stones at
the door. The Hindou's would come out in their night attire and fall over the
wire, and then you'd hear Hindou language, and the boys would run for their
lives. They played lots of pranks in those days.

-5-

These are the names of some of the families that we chummed with: Tom
Crowley's -- six children, one boy Davey and the girls were Agnes, Loretta,
Jessie, Mary, and Ann. Their cousins, the Dave Crowley's had three children:
Robert, Ronnie, and Irene. Mrs. Hamyln was a widow with two girls: Leola and
Viola. She was our Sunday School teacher. The Malm family lived on a farm
about two miles from ours and they had five boys and one girl, Elsie. A
Norwegian family by the name of Eklof who had four boys and a Mr. & Mrs.
Hansen who were related lived on a farm nearby. The Jack Down's family had
three children, two boys and one girl, Frances. The boy’s names were Allen
and Russell. Russell went to school with us and was the life of the school.
We had homemade desks in those days and two would sit together. Our teachers
name at that time was Mrs. Allen and we all loved her. Russell would get down
and make eyes at her over the top of his desk and sometimes she'd be peeved
but most of the time she would laugh and then we would all have a good laugh.
The Down's family and our family were real close friends. Allen adored our
mother and stayed with us part of the time. Sam Barkley was an adopted boy of
the Frank Down's family. Frank Downs owned the mill. The boys would come to
our place often; they liked Dad but were a little afraid of him, however, Dad
liked the boys and treated them as his own. By this time, we had worn out the
old, curved horn photograph and replaced it with an Edison Disc. On Saturday
evening the gang would come, and we would dance and have loads of fun. Mom
always had lots of homemade bread and cookies. One night Sam Barkley was
winding up the phonograph and the spring broke and dad was just coming in
from doing chores. Sam ran in the bedroom and crawled under the bed as he
thought Dad would punish him. Probably if it had been one of our own boys Dad
would have! Sam got a new spring and Dad put it in the phonograph for us and
our happy days went on.

In the fall when it was threshing time all the boys would come and help Dad
thrash. He had a small steam engine he used for power and the boys had to
haul water for it. One day Archie upset the cart and spilled the water. Dad
was terrible to cuss and swear so Archie was bawled out and sent for more
water. One day Dad went over to work on the threshing machine. Davey Crowley
was there this day and he loved to sit on a block of wood and imitate Dad by
swearing like him. He had his back to Dad and when he was nearly through Dad
came up behind him and grabbed him and nearly scared the life out of him. Dad
got as much of a kick out of it as we did.
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Around this time the timber began to run out and the Downs' brothers sold out
to brothers by the name of Joice. The mill was operated on a smaller scale,
and some of the families moved out and went to Eureka, Montana, as there was
quite a large mill there. We sure missed them but there were dances
regularly, and they would come to them by horse and buggy and spend the
night. Saturday night was dance night in those days and the dance would last
until three or four o'clock in the morning so they would stay the night and
drive back on Sunday afternoon. People would come from Eureka, Rexford,
Gateway, Waldo, Roosville, Grasmere, and all the small places around.
Everyone would mix and be friendly and we had some lovely times.

My sister, Lillian, was going with Merlyn Scott from Eureka, and he would
drive up Saturday night in a team and buggy and stay until Sunday evening. We
would tease them and want to go along for the buggy ride, but Merlyn always
had a bag of candy and would say run along and play. We thought the world of
him and was sure he would become one of the family, but Lillian met another
fellow and Merlyn lost out. Sunday was the big for ball games. Most of the
time they were played in Flagstone but occasionally they would be held in
Waldo or Eureka.

By this time, I would be around thirteen years old, and was allowed to go to
the dances if Mom was going. She was usually on a committee or helping with
the lunch, so I was able to go most of the time. Mom was a real good dancer,
but Dad didn't care to dance but he would often go to talk with the men folk.
On one particular night that there was a dance, Mom was tired and didn't go
and Dad was away on business. My sister, Lillian, and the older boys went.
Around eleven o'clock there was a knock at the door and Allen Downs had come
over from Eureka. When he saw Mom wasn't at the dance, he came up to get her.
There was talk of the first World War and the young men were beginning to be
called up, and Allen thought he might not have another chance to dance with
Mom. Mom got ready to go and she also let me go. We had a lovely time and Mom
was glad that she did go as it was the last time we saw Allen alive. He
caught a severe cold that night which turned into pneumonia, and he died
within a week. He was twenty-four years old then.

Some new families moved in, the Joe Brulottes, a French family, and the
Mitchell's. The Brulotte's had one girl, Annie, and five boys, Adolph,
Willie, Albert, Mitchell, and Homer. The Mitchell's had one girl, Doris, and
two boys, Glen and Douglass. Mrs. Mitchell had a lovely voice and sang at
concerts and parties, and of course, all the children were our playmates.
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One day our boys and Glen and Douglas took their twenty-twos and went out to
shoot gophers. They ran across a skunk and Glen was sprayed by it, so he took
all his clothes off, tied them on a long piece of rope they had with them and
dragged them home. Another time Glen was being punished in school by our
teacher, Mr. Corney. He took Glen over his knee and was using the ruler on
him when his sister, Doris, got up and threw her books and an ink bottle at
the teacher. He made her stay after school and apologize.

By now our family had grown some more -- Mary, Alfred, Dorothy, and Edith. We
were a family of fifteen; nine boys and six girls and were as happy as could
be. By this time, the timber was running out and the mill was closing down.
We still had dances. The music was local -- violin, drums, guitar. There was



a real nice dance hall at Gateway, Montana, so the folks down there would put
on a chicken mulligan with buns, all sorts of pickles and coffee. Everyone
would bring their own dishes. The food was prepared in the hall kitchen. The
hall would be packed and there would hardly be room to dance but what a
wonderful time we would have.

The first dance I went to was with Homer Brulotte and our teacher, Miss Opie
Harris, and her boyfriend, Bud Joice. Miss Harris and Bud Joice were married
that fall and went to live in Edmonton. I shall never forget that dance as T
had just bought a new pair of button boots and they were tight, and my poor

feet sure suffered. All the ladies wore boots laced and buttoned.

At the Newgate-Gateway Port, Mr. Flemming was the American Customs Officer,
and Mr. Brooks was the immigration Officer, and Mr. J. McDonald and Mr. Ted
Lynn were the Canadian Custom Officers. It was a little rough in the bootleg
days, but otherwise they were very nice to all of us. The Port was closed
down in later years when the Great Northern Railway discontinued service from
Rexford to Fernie. Mr. Flemming was transferred to the Roosville Port; Mr.
McDonald moved out to Vancouver, Mr. Brooks died, and Mr. Lynn stayed on at
his home in Newgate and passed away some years later.

Sister Lillian's new boyfriend was a fellow who moved to Dorr, B.C. about six
miles from our place. His name was Jack Loveland and he was handsome and
didn't take very long in winning her away from Meryln. Jack had a sister and
brother-in-law on a farm, and he stayed with them. They were there only a
short time and then they moved to St. Paul, Minneapolis. Shortly after, the
First World War started. Lillian went down to Minneapolis and she and Jack
were married. They had two children, Jackie, and Billie.

These were terrible days for the Mothers. My oldest brother, Wilbur, enlisted
right away. When he was overseas Mom always seemed to be expecting a telegram
and she wasn't very happy. Henry was called up, but he didn't pass his
medical, and Dad kept Vern out to help on the farm. The other boys were too
young.
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This was around the time the first Ford cars came out. Dad purchased one and
what a joy it was. They cost quite a lot in those days, so it was real
precious. No one could drive it but Dad although he would occasionally let
Vern drive. There was no irrigation on our farm -- mostly dry farming, but
Dad put in a ram and water was pumped up with it from a spring coming out of
the bank above the railroad track. He built a large tank to hold the water so
he could irrigate the garden and small orchard.

We were bothered quite a lot in those days with tramps who we called railroad
bums. Sometimes there would be two and three a day wanting something to

eat. Mother never turned them away but would get them to cut wood or do some
work for their meals. I remember one fellow who came, and Mother said he
could cut her some wood while she made his dinner and he said he was too
hungry, and he would cut wood after he ate. She said o.k., but when he went
out, he didn't stop at the woodpile so after that they had to do their
woodcutting first. One evening a fellow came and Dad was home. We had just
had our supper and he wanted something to eat. Dad bawled him out and told
him that he had fifteen children to feed and clothe and he had never had to



bum a meal in his life, but he said yes, you poor starving devil, come in and
eat. He came in but he was so afraid that he couldn't eat! After that Dad got
Mom an Airedale dog and they were afraid to come near the place. He was a
wonderful watch dog.

A telegram came saying brother Wilbur was missing. They were terribly anxious
days for Mom. Then another telegram came saying he was wounded. Then a letter
came saying that he had been gassed and one side of his face burnt with the
gas. He had been unconscious for eighteen days. He was in the hospital for a
year and then was discharged. He was real glad to get back to Canada. He
brought back an English bride. She was a lovely girl and a seamstress, and
she did a lot of sewing for all of us. They went to live at Baynes Lake, and
Wilbur worked at a sawmill there for some years. He couldn't get back on the
railway as his eyesight had been damaged in the war.

This next year was my last at school. Our teacher's name was Jim Carney. He
had firey red hair and was quite strict, but we all liked him. After that I
started working out. With so many of us children we didn't have the money to
go to high school as it meant boarding away from home. I looked after
children while their mothers were having another baby. The babies were
usually born at home; sometimes there would be a doctor and sometimes the
father himself would have to be the Doctor. A housewife would come in and
bath and dress the baby and the mother while she was in bed. In those days
you were supposed to stay in bed ten days. If you got up on the ninth day
something would be sure to happen to you as that was the day you were to lie
real quiet. Now you can go home on the third or fourth day.
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The first family I worked for were the Elis Sweet's. They lived on a farm
over at Roosville near the U.S. border. They had moved there from Flagstone.
He was the blacksmith for the logging camp there. We had a great time with an
old friend of the family, Bert Hyde, who used to work for Dad on the farm. He
was very fond of Lillian, but she didn't care much for him, and would play
all kinds of tricks on him. He slept in a tent not far from the house and one
night she put a snake in his bed and nearly scared the life out of him.
Another time there was a storm come up so after he went out to bed she went
out and pulled all the stakes out and the tent blew down on top of him. We
called him the green Englishman. The boys took him hunting one afternoon on
the Island. Two would start out at one end of the Island and drive the deer
to the other end and then would shoot what they wanted. Bert got separated
from Vern and he thought he was lost so he climbed a tree and started
hollering for help -- you could hear him for miles. The boys had to go back
and show him the way out, and he never went hunting after that. That fall he
left and went to Fernie and got a job working in the Trites-Wood Store. He
married a Scotch girl and lived there for a few years and then moved to
Roosville. He was Customs Officer there for quite some time. They had three
children and were expecting another. They were my second job. The children's
names were Henry, Herbert and Christina and another boy was born. They had
sent for the Doctor from Eureka, but he didn't arrive in time, so I helped
with the baby and had it washed and dressed when the Doctor arrived. The next
summer they lost their little girl. They had been painting and left a bottle
of turpentine in the kitchen and she had got the top off and drank some.
Before they could get her to Eureka to the Doctor she had died.



After that I went up to Corbin to work for some friends of Mom's, Mr. & Mrs.
Drydon's daughter. He was the Policeman at Waldo and their daughter was
married to a policeman by the name of Shipman at Corbin. I stayed with them
six weeks, and a daughter was born to them. I stayed on in Corbin and worked
in a boarding house for a few months. Corbin was a mining town. It was very
pretty up there during the summer months. There were two new families who
moved to Flagstone when I got back, the Charlesworth's, an English family,
and the Blakleys. There were five children in the Charlesworth family, four
girls and one boy. Harold was the only boy in the Blakley family. He wanted
to be my boyfriend but at that time I was going with a boy by the name of
Elwood Jeufelt who lived in Eureka, so I had no time for Harold but did go
out with him once in a while. The Charlesworth's took over the Post Office.
They had bought some land across the Kootenay River and were planning on
moving to it when the buildings were completed.
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A few months after that a family of Bruce's moved in. They had five boys and
two girls. The girls, Cora and Susie looked after the two younger boys as
their mother and father were dead. I was with them a good part of the time.
Frank was a happy-go-lucky guy, and we went together most of that summer.
Dan, the oldest boy, was married and had two children. George was single. Dad
didn't care for the two older boys and wasn't very pleased to have me going
around with them. That Fall they moved to the States and we heard some time
later that they had been caught rustling cattle. Frank had been shot and Dan
was wounded and did a jail term. George managed to get away. George came back
later and married my dearest girlfriend, Florence Lanfere. Florence's family
lived at Gateway and I would go down and stay with her and she would come up
and stay with us quite frequently. One time I had gone down to visit with
Florence for a few days and she was working for a family by the name of
Kipps. Mr. Kipps was an Indian from Browning, Montana, and was married to a
lovely white girl. A baby girl had just been born to them and she looked very
much like her father, and she called it her little papoose. I helped Florence
there one day, and Mrs. Kipp told us how she had come to marry her husband.
Her family were very wealthy and had oil wells in Browning. She was the only
child’ and they thought the world of her. Her father was away a lot and they
had a chauffeur to take her and her mother wherever they wanted to go. She
fell in love with the chauffeur, and her father and mother were horrified so
they let the chauffeur go and Billie Kipp was hired as chauffeur. She was
never allowed to go anywhere without her mother after that, so the first
chance she got she ran away with Billie Kipp and they were married. Her folks
wouldn't have anything to do with her after that for a long time. Billie was
the Foreman on the railroad at Gateway for a long time. Some years later Mrs.
Flemming told me that Billie had died from T.B., and that Mrs. Kipp and her
little girl had gone to live with her mother as her father had died also. Her
daughter had grown into a lovely and pretty girl and was very talented. After
George and Florence were married’ they went to live in Montana. They had two
pretty girls, and still live there on a farm.

There were five girls and two boys in the Lanfere family. The boys were
musically inclined, one played the drums and the other played the guitar. Two
of the girls married brothers by the name of Burlingham and they played the
violin and banjo and played for the dances around at that time. Albert
Brulotte played the violin also and would spell them off so the others could
dance. Albert was sweet on Lillian, but Dad wasn't very pleased as he was
Catholic, and Dad belonged to the Orangemen’s Lodge in the East before he



came to B.C. I remember one night particularly well when Albert came to visit
Lillian. He would stay until around eleven or twelve. He lived about four
miles from our place, and about halfway there had been an Indian and his
horse and outfit buried a short way from the road. After Albert left Lillian
took a white sheet and headed across to this grave and was walking up and
down by it
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when Albert came along. He was so scared he ran all the way back to our house
and then the boys had to take him home. He wouldn't come up to the house
anymore at night by himself. The boys had told him it was Lillian, but he
didn't believe them as he didn't think she would be brave enough to do
anything like that. Lillian wasn't afraid of anything. She could ride
horseback and play ball as good as most boys. The Kootenay Indians would put
on a grand show in July at Edwards Lake in those days. They would hold pow
wows and lots of Indians from other tribes as well would come. There was a
plateau there consisting of about ten acres and they would put their teepees
all around the top of it and build their dance pavilion in the middle, made
of ten-foot posts with poles across, and then they covered the poles with fir
branches so they would be in the shade during the day. The evening was the
best time to go to watch. They would have a parade first, the horses would
look magnificent with the beaded buckskin, saddles all shined up; and the
squaws would ride with the braves, all dressed up in beaded buckskin and
colorful print dresses with feathered head dress. It was very beautiful to
see. They would parade in front of their teepees for about a half hour, and
anyone who went in and rode with them would be given a beautiful pair of
beaded gauntlet gloves. Lillian rode with them and she got a pair of
beautiful white gloves. We loved to watch them dance. They would have three
or four drums that were made from cow hides stretched tight over a round form
of some sort, and they would beat on them and dance and sway to the rhythm of
the music. It was beautiful to watch. The squaws would form a ring around the
outside and keep going around and chanting with the drums. Their pow wows
usually lasted about a month, and we would go over two or three times while
they were there. There are not very many Indians left around here now, some
have moved away, and some have died. They have small pow wows which are held
at the Village.

Brother Wilbur and his wife, Gladys, were expecting their first baby so I
went up to work for them. A baby girl was born who was named Dorothy. I
stayed with them a month, and while I was there, I met a boy, Cyril Radford.
He was a very nice boy and I thought we two would marry someday. We had a
wonderful time that summer. I worked for Mrs. Adolph for three months after I
left my brothers. Adolph's owned the sawmill there. From there I went to
Jaffray, my birthplace, and worked for Mrs. Joe Desroisser. Cyril would come
up there on weekends, but I didn't have much time to spare as there were five
children and a new baby. Mrs. Desroisser had milk fever and it settled in her
legs and she was in bed for three months. Mr. Desroisser had a farm ten miles
from there, so he only got home on weekends.
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There was a cow to milk, chickens to feed, plus the housework. The washing
was the hardest part as it was done on the washboard and it took the better
part of the day for the general wash, and of course, I did the baby's wash
every day. Some of the kids were going to school so I would make them sour



dough hot cakes for breakfast; and as they had quite a way to go, they would
take their lunch. When the day was over, I was ready for bed! They were very
nice people, and the kiddies were good, and being used to a large family at
home I got along fine. But I was glad to go back home and rest up for a while
after that. Sister Mary was growing up so we would take in the dances, ball
games and picnics. I was home most of that fall and winter. We started going
with Frank Letcher and Fred Roo that winter and got to know them real well.
Wilbur had moved to Fernie now to work for the mines. He couldn't go down in
the pits because of being gassed but he worked on top. When they were
expecting their second baby I went up to care for her again. I was with them
about three months and Cyril Radford would come up on weekends and we would
go to the show and for walks on Sunday. My brother liked him, so he didn't
mind. While here I saw my first vaudeville show. It was called Youth and
showed what could happen through the years. There were dope addicts and
alcoholics and it showed how people got mixed up in these terrible things.
After my sister-in-law, Gladys, could get around and do her work, Frank came
in and took me home. He had a Maxwell car. After a few weeks at home, I went
to work for Mrs. George Seufert, who lived in Grasmere on Gus Peterson's
farm. Gus did some prospecting in the mountains most of the summer. After he
died people by the name of Gorrie's mined it and shipped a few cars of boron,
a substance used in X-Ray work in hospitals. The Seuferts were a very nice
family, and a baby girl was born to them whom they named Audrey. They had two
other girls, Virginia, and Winnifred. They lived in Grasmere four years and
then moved to Chateau, Montana. They still live there although I didn't see
them again until after I was married and had a family, and then we took a
trip down and visited them for a while.

The next family I worked for was the Robert Nolan's who lived a short way
from the Seuferts. He had a small mill. They had two girls, Mildred, and
Lorraine. Mrs. Nolan had been ill for some time, so I helped with the
housework and looked after the girls. When Mr. Nolan finished cutting the
timber there, he moved to Fernie and worked in the Government house until he
died. Mrs. Nolan is still living and has her home in Cranbrook.

My last job away from home was up in the mountains at Galloway for some
friends of ours. They had a logging camp and wanted me to help with the
cooking and serving. I was with them for four months. It was very pretty up
there. I met new people and there was a fellow by the name of Bruin Hamilton
who I liked. Mary Ann, the daughter of the folks I worked for had

a boyfriend so we would all go hiking on Sunday.
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After I came home brother Vern was married to a schoolteacher by the name of
Stella Keenane. She was very pretty but turned out to be a poor manager. They
had a baby girl, and they lived together for five years. They separated and
Stella moved to Vancouver and Vern moved to Tulsa, Oklahoma where he obtained
a divorce. He started working in a bus depot and finally bought it. He
remarried, a widow with two children, a boy and a girl, whom I have never
seen. Vern has been back once since he moved down there so it has been a long
time since we have seen him. We never heard if Stella ever remarried, but Dad
did hear from his granddaughter a few times and she enclosed some photos. She
was a very pretty girl.

Mr. & Mrs. McCabe bought out the store from Mr. West and moved to Flagstone.
She was a lovely person, but he appeared to be rather harum-scarum. Rosco



McCabe had been crippled with polio and was on crutches. Esther was my age.
Then there was Robert, Donald, and another girl, Orilie. Esther and I were
together a lot. She was very good at sewing so we would get together and make
our own dresses. Frank and I and Esther and her boyfriend, Waldo Lenard, were
together most of that summer. Brother Henry thought a lot of Esther and was
very fond of Rosco. Henry never found anyone he loved or cared for enough to
marry or he didn't want to be tied down, so he is still a bachelor. We always
called him Ollie, the Swede, because he chewed snuff. The McCabes lived in
Flagstone for a few years and then sold out to Charlie Ferguson. They moved
to Spokane, Washington. Esther and Waldo were married some years later, but I
heard later that they had separated. Robert became a barber and had his own
shop in Spokane. Donald was poisoned some years later. He had a cold and took
poison instead of cough syrup. Mr. McCabe was a dope addict and we heard that
he had died. Mrs. McCabe, Esther and Orilie and Rosco moved to Seattle, Rosco
is in a rest home in Seattle and still writes to my sister, Mary.

After that Mrs. Hunter took over the store and post office. She married Dobie
Webb. Dobie Webb was a peculiar man who lived in a little log house about
four miles from us. He wrote to a matrimonial paper for a wife and this Mrs.
Hunter answered his letter, her name before was Miss Duffit, so when she said
she would come out to marry him he started a new house, but they were married
before it was finished. They went to Fernie to get married and when they came
home the folks around went to their home in the evening to shiveree them. He
came out with the shot gun and told us to leave, but she came out and finally
got him quieted down, and so we all went in for a while, left our gifts and
had lunch. He never did finish the new house and after a year a baby boy was
born. He would never let her see any of his mail but one day she noticed a
letter in a woman’s handwriting so when he had gone to Fernie she pried open
his desk and found numerous letters from his first wife and two children -- a
boy and a girl whom he also had to support. She showed him the letters when
he came home, and he went into a rage and beat her, so she and the baby came
down to our place. She tried to talk him into getting a divorce and their
getting remarried but that didn't work out, so they went to court, and he got
two years in prison.
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A few years later she married Robert Hunter, he adopted the boy, Leslie, and
then a girl was born to them and they called her Margerite. Leslie joined the
Navy and was lost overseas in the Second World War. They lived happily for
some years and then Mr. Hunter died. By this time Flagstone was getting
smaller all the time, so they moved the post office over to the Simon Taylor
Lumber Company. She was there for a few years and then she married a man by
the name of Holmes, and they moved to Elko and took over the post office
there. Mr. Holmes has also passed away now and she is getting old so I don't
think she will marry again -- that should be enough for one lifetime.

Dad started to put together a mill to cut his own timber as there was quite a
bit of timber on our farm. They sawed some that fall and when the snow came,
and it turned cold they did the logging and decked the logs so they would be
ready for spring. I can remember in June when it was high water time, they
were bootlegging liquor across the border, and a Mr. Bob Sloane came to get
Dad to build him some big flat boats. He would load them up and go down the
Kootenay River to Rexford, Montana, and a truck would be waiting for him to
pick up the load of liquor. The first load he had about five thousand
dollars’ worth of liquor and lost most of the load. The river was swift in



high water and he was going over some rapids and struck some rocks and upset
it. He was back on the third day and took out another load which he managed
o.k. as he knew the bad parts of the river. He went down with several more
loads after that and made a lot of money, but it didn't do him much good as
he got drinking and was killed at a railroad crossing at Rexford a few months
later. He left a wife and daughter.

After Dad finished his timber he went over to Grasmere and sawed timber for a
Mr. Lancaster, and I went over to cook for Dad and the boys. Archie, George,
Clarence and Stanley and Dad ran the mill and the Lancaster's did the
logging. Alfred, Mary, Dorothy, and Edith were at home with Mom on the farm
and sometimes Mary would come over and stay with me for a few days at camp. I
cooked for them that summer and winter, and in the following year Frank and I
were married in Cranbrook. Frank's family came from Hill Springs, Nova
Scotia, to Fernie in Eighteen Hundred Ninety-six and started a livery stable.
There were no cars then so they had some good horses and would hire them out
and also take people sightseeing. Fernie was a rough mining town in those
days. They were there when the town burnt down. Their barn and house didn't
burn and there were a couple of other houses standing but that was all that
was left. Fernie built up again quickly and became quite a large place.
Franks' father, Thomas Martin Letcher, lived there for some time and then
bought a farm in Grasmere. There was a large family of them also, eight boys
and five girls. Mrs. Letcher died of Brights disease in Grasmere at the age
of fifty-four. She took up Christian Science, but it didn't do her much good.
Mr. Letcher lived on there with the two younger girls and boys and then sold
that place and bought a home in the orchard

-15 -

at Roosville and was there until his son-in-law, Jack MacDonald, bought an
interest in it and then took over. Mr. Letcher and his son, Edward, started a
small mill in Grasmere which they worked together until Edward married. Mr.
Letcher retired, and he stayed with us some years later and loved to be
around Frank and the boys and would often scale the logs for them. He was a
good and wonderful man -- he didn't drink or smoke. His sons didn't take
after him, but they grew up in Fernie, one of the roughest towns in the West
where liquor was abundant. Aunt Maude, Mrs. Jack O'Rouke, often stayed with
us, and would tell us things that had happened in the early days of Fernie.
Uncle Charlie O'Rouke often came down to Flagstone on the train and got our
Dad &g drive him over to Grasmere. H loved horses and he sure like is liquor,
but he always brought us candy and we thought he was tops. Uncle Charlie
O'Rouke and Uncle Jack O'Rouke were Mrs. Letcher's brothers so when Frank
Quit school at fourteen, he stayed with Uncle Jack and Aunt Maude. He would
drive the team for Uncle Jack. He worked at the brewery and would haul beer
to the hotels and do other work around. Frank's oldest brother, Joe, was
quite wild and caused them lots of heart ache, but he was one of the best
auto mechanics in Fernie. His brother, Blair, worked as a brakeman on the
railroad, and he was full of the devil and drank quite a lot. He married, had
two children -- a boy and a girl, and then they moved to Whitefish, Montana,
where he resided until he died. Frank's brother, George, worked at Simon
Taylors sawmill hauling logs. He married a schoolteacher by the name of Jenny
Nikols. They had three children when he was in a car accident and died of
injuries. Another girl was born after he died. Brother Herbert lives in
Cranbrook. They have two children, Gary, and Joyce. He operated a service
station but has now sold out and retired, but does a few odd jobs just to
keep in trim or perhaps out of mischief. Frank's youngest brother, Edward,



has a sawmill and logging outfit which he has now sold out, and retired. He
was married but they didn't have any children. The first man that came to the
Roosville valley was John Phillips. The legend was that he had been chased
out of England. There were only Indians there then and so he married the
Chiefs daughter and became the boss of the Indians. He was good to them if
they did what he wanted but if not, they were severely punished. He was on a
farm and a large family was born to them, and gradually other white people
moved in. His wife was a good cook and if anyone came to the house at
mealtime they were always asked to stay, but his wife never ate with them.
She and the girls would put the meal on the table and then remain in the
kitchen. I never met him, but I did meet his wife. I helped one of her
daughters, Parnell, and her mother was staying with her at the time. She had
a wonderful sense of humor. The girls were all nice looking, but the boys
took after the Indian side of the family. Their mother lived until she was
ninety-four.
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A short while after Phillips moved in Fred Roo moved to Roosville and started
a store, post office and hotel-rooming house. The freight was hauled by team
and wagon. Fred Roo was English, a jolly sort of fellow and got along well
with everyone. He came from Winnipeg. After the town of Elko built up, he
moved there and had a store. His son, Frederick stayed on in Roosville and
his mother stayed with him until they were established in Elko. They
gradually sold out at Roosville, and that is where we moved to after Frank
and I were married. Fred stayed with us. It was just a shell of a place --
was real cold in the winter and you had to have a stove in every room. We
closed the top part off and just used the lower part of it. Frank and Fred
started a garage and worked on trucks and cars. Fred still had the post
office, and they turned the store building into a dancehall. It was two miles
from the Montana border, and the folks down there would come up on picnics
and take in the dances. A lovely little creek ran close by so Frank's dad
gave him ten acres of land, and we built a home on it and started a small
orchard. We got a cow, some chickens and horses, and Frank built a garage and
went on working on cars and trucks. Our first baby was born on January 26,
1924. It was a cold winter and we had lots of snow. Emma was born near
Eureka, Montana, at the home of an old friends of Mom's, Mrs. Jack Downs. She
was a nurse and would take in maternity cases. Dr. Long was her doctor.

We moved into our own house that summer and what a joy it was to be by
ourselves. About four months before Emma was born, we lost another brother,
Stanley. He fell on one of the cut-off saws at the mill and cut his leg
severely. They took him to Eureka and the doctor dressed it there and sent
them on to Spokane. Gangrene set in and they amputated his leg twice, but he
had lost so much blood that when he came out of the ether he called for Mom
and died. He was fourteen years old then. Dad wanted to take Alfred over to
the mill then, but Mom wouldn't let him go, she said the mill was no place
for kids. When Dad was through there, he sold the mill and started a store.
He purchased a few sheep and some cattle. Dad was a wonderful worker and was
never idle. Everything he owned was well looked after. He had his tools and
the boys had theirs, and woe-betide them if they touched his. He had a
wonderful memory and knew where everything was placed. It was not long after
this that Mom began to feel listless and tired, and we worried about her
health. Mary had some friends by the name of Sinclair who were taking a trip
to California and they wanted Mom to go along. Mom said she'd better go as
she may never get another chance. She was gone
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about three weeks. Our sister, Lillian, lived in California, and Mom also had
a sister living there so she visited with them and had a lovely trip. When
she came back, she went out to the Coast and stayed with Dad's brother for a
couple of months. Mother was really getting ill now so Dad sent for Mary to
come home. They took Mom to the Fernie hospital and they said she had
pernicious anemia and should have been under the doctors care long ago. They
kept her in the hospital for a few months and then she came home, but she
never got well and gradually got weaker. We did everything we could to make
her life as happy as we could. Mom was fifty-eight when she died. We were
expecting a new baby in August and that is when Mom was taken from us. Cecil
was born on August 22 and Mom died the 29. When Cecil was two days old, they
brought Mom over to see him. She said then he would probably be the last baby
she would see so new as she wouldn't be long in going. Mom had stayed with me
two weeks in the early spring, and I was very thankful that she had.

Fred Roo and Mary were married and lived on with Dad for a while, and then
they moved over to Roosville and made their home there. They had four
children, one girl and three boys. The care of the home now fell to Edith and
Dorothy, but in a few years they married also. Later Dad moved his store over
to Roosville beside Mary and Fred and he lived there until he died. Archie
married a girl from Fernie by the name of Martha Crompton. They have two boys
and live on a farm across the Kootenay river from Flagstone. George married
Blanche Wakefield and they live in Fernie. Clarence married a schoolteacher,
and they have three boys, Walter, Arthur and Gerald and they were real boys.
Alfred, whom we called Slim, married a girl from Vernon and they live in
Cranbrook. He has two stepchildren, Joan, and Roy, and one son of his own.
Dorothy married Lawrence Turney, they had two girls and one boy, and live in
Cranbrook. Edith married Robert Taylor, they have three girls and one boy. He
works for the CPR and they also live in Cranbrook. Wilbur has also moved to
Cranbrook and is making his home there. He has worked for the city the last
few years and is now retiring. His son also works for the City and his
daughter is married and living there also. She works for the Walkley Meat
Market as does her husband.

Now our own family are growing up so we will soon be all alone. We are
building a new home on our farm at Roosville and will retire there. We hope
to do a little traveling and see some of the places we had not been able to
see in the years gone by.

IRENE BEATRICE LETCHER



