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FORWARD

A Sweet Spot in History1

BRYAN ARTHUR EVANS was born on November 29th, 1943, as the English-speaking world and their allies were turning the tide of World War II leading to the nonconditional surrendering of the Axis Powers in 1945.

World War II was a truly worldwide conflict having operations in every corner of the globe. The mobility of modern armies, the introduction of airplanes as machines of war, and the introduction of a new type of weaponry that destroyed cities, countries and the most important, their institutions.

In the aftermath of WW II, unlike in 1918, the western allies did not penalize or suppress the losing countries within their spheres of influence. The western allies, made up of the British Empire, the independent Dominions within the British Empire i.e. (at the time Canada, Australia, New Zealand, and South Africa), United States of America, Poland, and other small self-ruling states spent billions of dollars helping the former Axis Powers in the reconstruction of their countries and developing democratic institutions that would ensure that these countries wouldn’t rise up and cause a third world war. These investment dollars would also ensure that these countries would become good trading partners.

These efforts along with the workforce that was becoming available from the decommissioned armies of men and women who had just won the greatest conflict and destruction of the earth that the world had ever experienced changed the world. These men and women came home well trained in modern technology, expecting jobs where they could use this knowledge and their reimbursement would reflect their sacrifice and learned expertise, so they could get on with their lives and start families.

These forces ushered in a period of unparalleled peace, stability, expansion of technical knowledge, economic growth, building and economic expansion in the history of the world.

Never has there been a period in time, 75 years long, where there existed a pool of well educated and trained people with the ability and motivation to demand their rights and freedoms. They would also demand a living standard never dreamed of by their ancestors. They would develop a society from where they and their heirs could take advantage of these opportunities. We were the beneficiary of being born into this anomaly in history.


Sources For Memoirs

IN THE END there really was a purpose of me sitting in my bed in all those construction camps writing about what happened that day or week in my diaries and journals. From May 1977 to the time I retired, I kept a desk book recording what I was doing, people I talked to and people I met. Judy and I both kept diaries of our travels.

I also used the memoirs of both my father, Arthur Evans, and my mom, Lillian Harray Evans. My Aunt Winnie Noad came to our place in August of 1988, and I got her talking about the Evans family history in the Canadian West. On a beautiful Alberta afternoon in our back yard Winnie reminisced about the family leaving Wales and coming to Canada to homestead. Winne was a talker, and that afternoon she was in a good mood and willing to reminisce about the Evans’ life on the prairies between 1915 to 1935 when the family homesteaded south of Monitor, Alberta.

Winnie, Dad, and Mom’s memoirs were further complemented by research done by Gwyneth Helen (Evans) Roberts, our cousin, of Wrexham, Northern Wales. A special thanks for the research done by my brother Dennis and his wife Pat, regarding the family ancestry. Dennis and Pat have spent a lot of time researching the family’s background and visiting the places where the family had lived before coming to Canada.

I frequently wrote to my mother and father from wherever I was in the world. Mother kept all these letters. The Family Christmas Letter that Judy and I have sent every year since 1989 till today provided a chronicle on our activities.

I am also forever grateful to both grand parents, JD Evans and Amelia, who came to Canada in June 1911 and Thomas and Minnie Harray who arrived some time earlier. The date is unknown.

Thomas and Minnie Harray bought a half section of land two and a half miles north of the Philips (Alberta) siding on the Canadian National Railway (CNR) mainline.

When the Evans got chased out of the prairies, by climate change, in 1935, they went looking for land where the weather was less severe; with more rain and less wind. Their daughter, Edith, Dad’s sister and her husband, Jim Heslop had bought a farm a mile north of the Philips siding and about a 1 mile south of the Harray’s farm. The Crawford farm, bought by the Evans’ in 1935, is across the road from the Heslop’s and about a mile and a half south of the Harrays and a mile and a half north of the Philips Railroad siding which had a grain elevator, a small general store, and a school.

Also, thanks to those family members, in their waning years had the foresight and took the time to record their memoirs of their involvement in the opening and settling of western Canada; we are forever grateful.

The contribution to that effort by the Evans, Harray and Clouston families must be remembered, cherished, and passed on to the next generation.

That is the primary purpose of these memoirs.
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Bryan Evans, 1991, Age 47


A Sweet Spot in History






CHAPTER ONE

The Families Come to Canada



MY FATHER AND mother’s families, the Evans and Harrays came to Canada in the early twentieth century to make a better life for their descendants. This chapter introduces you to them.

The Evans Family

The first recorded use of the surname “Evans” to identify an individual was at the end of the ninth century. The Anglo-Saxons started using surnames to identify individuals within a group who shared similar names. This helped in collecting accurate information for the Chronicle being written for Alfred the Great (871 to 899).

In the following years, surnames came into common use, however the Evans name was found to have two different roots. The first was found in the Herefordshire area on the English side of the Welsh Marches. The anglicised form of the name means “son of Evan”. The second was from its Welsh roots, in which the name was a derivative from Ifan, and a conjugate of John. In the Welsh language, the “f” produces the v sound, thus Ifan (Ivan) became: “Evans”. In today’s world, Evans is a common surname.

My grandfather, John David (JD) Evans, was born August 16th, 1866, on a sheep farm called “The Wern” on Minera Mountain, west of Wrexham in Northeastern Wales.2 My Grandmother, Amelia (Griffiths) Evans was born on July 16th, 1870, at Boughton Tanyfron, Northeastern Wales. John David and Amelia were married on March 5th, 1894, and over the next 15 years they had six children all born at home at Ty Cerrig farm on the Wern.

The children, in order of age from the oldest were; Katherine (Katy) 1894, Elizabeth (Lizzie) 1898, Winifred (Winnie) 1900, Edith 1902, Arthur (Art, my father, 1905) and Edward (Ed) 1909. In what was a rarity for the times, all six of the children grew into adulthood and lived long fruitful lives.

Nant Mill, where JD grew up, is about three kilometers south of Ty Cerrig (Stone House in Welsh). farm and in turn is about five kilometres west of Wrexham. If you are traveling in northeastern Wales, the Nant Mill site is about 45 kilometers southwest of Liverpool via the A41, A483 highways and Rhos-Burse Road.3 It is about one kilometre to the turn off to the Nant Mill site which is signed Nant Mill.

The Thomas Evans Family lived and operated the mill and farm sometime after the 1871 census and before the 1881 census. The mill and farm were owned by the Plas Power Estates which in turn was owned by Edmund Fitzhough. Dad always referred to him, simply as “The Earl”.

The family leased the mill and the adjacent 100-acre farm for £2 per acre per year. A piece of good farmland of this size in those times would have been considered a large holding.

The Mill was a water powered; overshot corn (cereal grains) mill and the farm was a 100-acre property straddling the River Clwedog.

Thomas died in late 1886 and the 1891 census shows Elizabeth as head of the family. Both censuses reported five sons and one daughter living on the property. We take from this that JD lived at home until March of 1894 when he married Amelia. Members of the family continued operating the mill until 1931 when the mill was decommissioned.

The only physical features left on site when Judy and Bryan first visited the site in 1976, were the bridge across the river and the mill building (vintage 1840’s). When Judy and I again visited the site in 2017 the site had been cleaned up, the mill building was fixed up and being used as a visitor centre. Natalie and family visited Nant Mill in the summer of 2024.

The milling workings are all gone and if you are interested in how the Mill worked, I suggest that you visit the Welsh History village at Cardiff, St Fagans National Museum for History. The interpreter at the National Museum at the time we visited in 2017 said that the layout and the workings of mills all over Wales from the mid 1800’s would all be the same. The mill building at Nant Mill is now a visitor’s centre on the Clywedog River Valley walking trail.

By 1910, or so, JD and Amelia had a little money saved for the purpose of eventually being able to buy land of their own. Unfortunately, Amelia’s brother appeared in the story. He ran a public house (pub) and got behind in paying his suppliers, going to Amelia and John David to get him out of trouble and asking that JD co-sign for the £500 that he owed. It wasn’t long before the suppliers were again not being paid. That was the end of the supplier’s patience, someone had to pay for the supplies. There was nothing to do but hand over their savings and forget their dream of ever owning their own farm in Wales. This setback forced JD to consider a different course of action for the family future, and the idea of moving to Canada became a consideration.

JD and his family had lived and worked the Ty Cerrig farm in a lease arrangement from when they were married back in 1894. The soil was poor and very rocky, only good for raising sheep. There was no future for the family in staying at Ty Cerrig Farm. Amelia had wanted to move on for some time, but JD had resisted because that would have meant leaving his mother. Now, JD agreed that the family should immigrate to Canada to start over by taking advantage of the offer of “free lands” by the Government of Canada.

The family arrived in Canada at Quebec City via the steam ship Virginian from Liverpool on June 2nd, 1911. They immediately boarded a train for Winnipeg, arriving on June 6th, only to find that a prospective job at Melita, Manitoba for JD had not materialized. There was a scramble for a replacement arrangement for work. JD found work on a farm at Alexander, Manitoba.

If you are ever driving east on the Trans-Canada in southern Manitoba, as you come to the exit to the Village of Alexander, look to your left. You will see farm buildings part way up a hill, overlooking the village. That is the farm where JD found work and was the Evans’ first home in western Canada. Over the next two years JD learned the skills of farming in Western Canada by working on two different farms in the Alexander area. By late 1912, he had decided it was time to activate his dream of owning his own land, so in the New Year of 1913 he traveled west to the “end-of-the-steel” near Alsask, Saskatchewan. From there he walked or hitch-hiked to Kirriemuir, Alberta where he found work with Joe Birthes on a local farm.

In the fall of 1914, John David filed homestead papers on the SW quarter; Sec13; Twp33; Rge4; W4M1 located 12 miles southeast of Monitor, Alberta.4 He then proceeded to build a four-room house on the homestead and in August 1915 Amelia and the three youngest children, Edith, Art (Dad) and Ed joined him on their homestead. The older girls, Lizzie and Katy, stayed in Manitoba as they were engaged to marry local boys from the Alexander area. Winnie, JD and Amelia’s third child, also stayed in Manitoba so she could attend Brandon Normal School. She graduated with her temporary teaching certificate in late 1916. She quickly made her way west to Alberta and the homestead.

The Evans’ children had started school in the spring of 1916, at Stonelaw, however in the first few years they struggled in school. When the Evans’ left Wales to immigrate to Canada, the children knew very little English, so their speech was a mixture of Welsh and English. In addition to this the cold winters, flooding in spring, unpredictable weather in summer and the need for everyone’s labour for harvest in the fall resulted in poor attendance at school even when the school was open and operating.

Most of the children had never seen the inside of a school and were not really wanting to be there, especially the older boys. Good accommodations for the schoolteachers were limited. Real houses were few and far between, let alone having extra room for a schoolteacher.

During a spring afternoon in 1916, the family saw black smoke to the south, and Amelia sent Edith and Dad (Art) to a hilltop to investigate. When they reached the top, they were met by a wall of fire coming up the other side of the hill. The fire chased them all the way back to the fire guard that had been built around the homestead.

It was common practice on the Prairies to build a fire guard around buildings for just such occurrences. The fire guard was a plowed fifty-foot strip some distance from the buildings and yard that was kept to bare ground.

This fire had been started by burning stubble and it burnt right up to Evans’ buildings, stopped only by the fire guard. It was fortunate that JD was paying attention when things like this were discussed by those who had been in the territory for some time and knew the ways of the open Canadian prairies. He learned, built, and maintained a fire guard.

In the early years, on the open prairies, the crops were good, and they prospered and learned to love it. The following has been taken from Art’s memoir: (edited for clarity).

I was 16 years old on May 4th, 1921, old enough to start working out as a hired man at various farms in the area. The first one was with Ansel Hennessey at Kerrimuir. In the spring of 1922, I went to work for Dan Nelson and later in the fall of that year, I worked for George Earl, the district horse trader. Years later and looking back on my earlier years of working, I realized I had helped a much older group of men to steal horses.

At first, in the early spring of 1923, I worked for Sig Kjelle and, later that summer, I rode the range looking after cattle on the open range known as the Dry Lake, situated southwest of Kerrimuir. The open range didn’t cost me anything for the use of the land and the native grasses for feed. I had a very intelligent horse; I called her Nancy and that made things much easier. I lived in a tent for much of that summer. I had about 1,200 head of cattle each summer and earned about $1,925 which was a very good wage. In 1924 I was living at home so was able to take lunch from home and stay with the cattle all day long. I had a corral on the open prairie not far from home. Keeping the cattle like this at night allowed me to go home every night.

In 1925, I spent all summer breaking horses for Martin Anderson and George Bentley. One horse they brought to me to break couldn’t be broken, others had tried but failed as well. Finally, he had smashed up so much equipment and harnesses that they quit trying to break him.

Later, George sold him to the Calgary Stampede Association, and he bucked under the name of Silver Spray. He turned out to be one of the best bucking horses they ever had in Calgary.

From April 1926 to October 1927, I was breaking land at Olds and during the winter I was at Coalspur with Jim Heslop.

Note to reader:

Dad never explained what he was doing at Coalspur and later in Turner Valley, but he was likely helping Edith and Jim Heslop at home and work.

Jim had married Edith, Dad’s sister and, for whatever reason, Jim and Edith were always on the move. Jim was a Stationary Engineer. There are always lots of menial chores to do in an Electrical Power Generation Station. The common practice is the Generation Building must always be kept spotless. If there is nothing else to do, the floor could be cleaned and washed. Dad did all this for Jim as a swamper when needed.

A second sister, Winnie, and her husband Tom Noad operated a restaurant/dining hall in Turner Valley at that time so he may have worked there as well. We don’t know.

The following was taken from Winnie Noad’s memories, (edited for clarity).

It didn’t matter where he was, everyone liked Art. He was always pulling tricks on me. One time he came into the kitchen and held up his finger and said, “look Winnie,” it was all mashed, and I thought he had caught it in the machinery, I fainted, then he was all frantic!! He had smeared crushed strawberry juice on his finger.

Sadie Noad, my sister-in-law, has never forgotten how he drove the team with the sleigh and took us all to country dances, singing at the top of his voice. Later Tom had a model T Ford coupe car that he used for work. If there was a dance at another house, Tom would let Art take the car to transport the Art Noad family to the dance. There would be himself, Sadie, who would be maybe 13 that year, and Eadie (another of Sadie’s sisters) and Tommy Noad in the coupe.

On one occasion they started for this party, but the roads were very snowy and in poor condition, the car slid off the road. So, the three men got out, picked the car up and put it back on the road, laughing as they proceeded.

By 1928, things had changed at Monitor. From a prosperous farming country, it had become a dried-out dust bowl, hastened on by the Depression. Farmers really suffered, and they were looking for ways to supplement their income. JD had gone in for sheep. He had somehow made the acquaintance of a businessman from Calgary, who wanted to buy sheep and place them on the open prairie for the summer.

By some time in the late fall of 1928, Art was back on the homestead and in the fall of 1929 he bought a grain thrashing outfit, consisting of a tractor and a thrashing machine. He then hired local men with teams and wagons to pick up the bundles of grain in the fields to feed the thrashing machine. They worked all fall custom thrashing wheat and rye for farmers throughout the district for 10 cents a bushel. The morning Art pulled the outfit back into the family farmyard, the Stock Market crashed, and wheat and rye were selling for 10 cents a bushel on the Winnipeg Commodity Exchange.

The bank was now the proud owner of a thrashing outfit and Art was broke. The worst was yet to come. The family struggled with poor crops and even worse prices for what grain they were able to reap. 1932 was a dry year and the winds caused terrible dust storms and people became very discontented. The mass migration off the prairies of the “Dirty Thirties” started the winter and the spring of 1933.

Some time earlier, Jim and Edith Heslop had moved to a farm located in “the Parklands” region one mile north of the Philips siding on the main CNR line, 10 miles east of Viking, and about 130 miles north of Monitor.5 Jim had bought some horses that summer in Monitor. In January 1933, Dad and his friend Harry Partridge trailed those horses north to Viking to the Heslop farm about one mile north of the siding of Philips on the mainline of the Canadian National Railroad (CNR) and about one and a half miles south of the Harray farm. At the same time, they started to look for a new home. They gave the prairies one more chance; but 1933 was another dry year and the Evans’ only harvested 60 bushels of grain from 600 acres. In the spring of 1934, they abandoned the prairies.

At Viking, the Evans’ first rented the Russell Place, SE Quarter of Section 18 and then in 1935 bought both the Russell quarter and the Crawford Place, which is the SW quarter of the same section. The farm buildings are across the road from the Heslops. Edward Evans (Ed) and his wife Catherine farmed this land until 1969.6

This was a big move for the Evans’ as they had all loved the prairies; JD had been happy on what he called “my acres”. Weather permitting, on a Sunday, he would shave, put on clean clothes and whilst dinner was cooking, he would say to Amelia,

“I’ll just take a walk over my acres.”7

In the end however, the move to Viking was a good one. The family were close to Edith and Jim and their grandchild. At Viking they had neighbours close by; one of the neighbours was the Harrays, including my mother, Lillian. Neighbors were something that had always been lacking on the prairie homestead at Monitor.

The new farm was about 10 miles from Viking by a good road for the times. Viking was a good-sized town with all the services they needed including doctors and the hospital. During the winter of 1938-39, there was a lot of flu and colds going around. Amelia spent about two weeks in hospital and on the day she went home, John David became ill and was taken to the hospital. This was his first trip to an institution, and he was not happy about it. He wanted to go home, even if it was only to die in his own bed. It was not to be, early in 1939 he died at the age of 73 years in the Viking Hospital. Amelia lived on with Ed until he married in 1942, then she moved to Edith’s. Her health was failing, and in August 1943, she died.

I was born on November 29th, 1943.

In the end, the land wasn’t free nor easy! But they endured the isolation, climate, hard work, hardships, and the trials and tribulations, before they had what could really be called a farm on the prairies/parklands of Western Canada.

The Harray Family

My mother, Lillian Evans’ mother Minnie’s, first husband was Malcolm Clouston. He was from the Orkney Islands off the northern coast of the Scottish mainland. Clouston had come to Canada after many years in the gold fields of Australia and South Africa.

During the Matabeles uprising in South Africa against the white settlers and British action against the Boers, which lasted from 1899 to 1902, Malcolm was conscripted into the British army as a blacksmith. This was a trade he learned as a young man in the Orkneys. He was stationed along the Zambezi River where the camp was infested with mosquitoes, as he would say in later years, “The mosquitoes were so terrible that it was impossible to even see your own hand in front of your face”. Many of the soldiers including Malcolm contracted malaria and as a result, he was released from his service in the army.

During his time in South Africa he married his high school sweetheart Jean Sinclair. The wedding was between the years 1898 to 1904. She died in childbirth in 1904, leaving him with an infant daughter, named after her mother. Jean was buried in Bulawayo, Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe).

After her death, Malcolm decided to go home to the Orkneys to recover and find care for his infant daughter. He left his daughter with his sister-in-law, Maggie Sinclair, who never married. The infant grew to become a nurse; she also never married. She lived her whole life in Edinburgh until sometime in the late 1960s she died, leaving a small inheritance to her half brothers and sister, whom she had never met.

When well again Malcolm was advised by his doctor not to return to the tropics, not being able to find work in the Orkneys, and I suspect, not really wanting to stay in the Orkneys, he came to Canada. By 1907 he had a farm north of Yorkton, and he married 18 year old, Minnie Reed, my grandmother; he was 46 years old.

Not getting any younger, sometime in 1909-1910, Malcolm wrote to his sister in the Orkneys to enquire if his nephew, her son Thomas Harray, was interested in coming to Canada to help him on the farm. Thomas Harray arrived in Canada in late 1910 (the exact date is not known). Tommy was 18 years old that winter and according to Murray Clouston’s (Malcolm and Minnie’s oldest son) memoirs, he was a charismatic, good looking and hard-working young man.

By the time Thomas arrived on the scene Minnie had given birth to two sons (Murray and Jim) and was pregnant with a third child, a girl (Mary). Minnie gave birth to a fourth child, a boy in February 1913, provoking a confrontation between Malcolm, Thomas, and Minnie’s father James Reed. The result of which was that Thomas was forced to leave Yorkton. He went to Montana area as he had a brother (William (Bill) Harray) who was the manager of a large ranch there. He also had two sisters in Spokane. Minnie joined him in Spokane, Washington in the spring of 1913 along with the baby boy, whom she had named Tommy. When Minnie’s divorce was finalized, she and Thomas were married in Cour d’Alene Washington, USA. Several men within this document are named Thomas and nicknamed Tommy. To make things clear for the reader of this document, Thomas is Thomas Senior, the second husband of Minnie Reid. Tommy is her son.8

Malcolm remained on the farm with the three younger children. Some time before 1920 he visited the Orkney’s and returned to Canada with a new bride, Helen Sinclair. I don’t know if there was any family connection between her and Jean Sinclair (Malcom’s first wife), but it seems to be too much of a coincidence for them not to be related in some manner. The Orkney Islands isn’t a very big place.

Malcom and Helen moved to Yorkton, where they had built a house. They lived there until his death in January of 1951. Helen lived on in the house, until her death in 1960. From all reports I have found and read, Helen Clouston wasn’t a very nice person and made life a living hell for the three Clouston children.

My mother, Lillian, the second child of Thomas and Minnie, was born on August 27th, 1914, in Spokane, Washington, USA.

Thomas and Minnie Harray, with two very young children, returned to Canada and the farm three miles north of the Philips Siding in June 1915. They had bought the quarter section of land, SE quarter; Sec 24; Twp. 47; Rge 12; W4M, from Henry Harris.

Harris had homesteaded the property and one of the conditions of the Homestead Act was that a structure to live in be constructed. He built a small house, obtained the title to the property and sold it to the Harrays.

This farmland is still in the Harray family today, as Thomas’s grandson, my cousin Bruce, and his sons, farm the land which has now been in the Harray family for over 100 years. As fate would have it, this farm is on the same road and one mile north of the Crawford Place which the Evans’ moved to in 1935.

From what records there are, it appears that Thomas and Minnie were successful at farming. Mother did not talk very much about family affairs growing up but did talk about liking school and wandering all over the country, especially around Lake Fleming. This lake is about a one mile walk north in the middle of Section 25, along the road and through the bush from their house. This is the land that she and my father farmed when they were married in 1938. Mother’s reluctance to talk about her family was likely because Thomas and Minnie, at best, had a strained relationship. This would manifest itself in Mother having a very close relationship with her mother (Minnie) and but not her father. It all climaxed on the Sunday afternoon of April 29th, 1933.

Minnie had walked over to the Crawford’s place (the Evans’ Place after 1935) to visit Mrs. Crawford. Minnie was close to Mrs. Crawford through a religious connection.

Mother (Lillian) had walked down the road to meet her mother, Minnie, on her way home. As they walked home and approached the farmstead, just over a hill south of the house, they were met by Thomas armed with a knife.

Minnie was attacked and killed.

In the melee, Lillian was severely wounded with a stab wound in her chest very close to her heart and her hands badly cut. Her hands were damaged for her lifetime but never held her back. Her father, Thomas, ran away and was found the next day dead on the railroad track east of Philips.

The strained family life and this final scene affected Mother for the rest of her life. At times she was very melancholy and would withdraw into herself. While, as a kid, I noticed and took note of mother’s mood swings; I never understood why until years later when she told me the complete story of what had happened.
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John David Evans married Amelia Griffiths on March 5, 1894.
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Nant Mill in Northeast Wales as it would have looked when the JD Evans family left for Canadian in 1911.
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Evans Family 1938

Back Row: (left to right) Katie, Ed, Art, Winnie

Middle row: Amelia, John David

Front Row: Lizzie and Edith.
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Minnie (Reed) Harray about 1930.
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Harray/Clouston children.

Left to right: Tommy C., Mary C., Gordon H., Emma H., Murray C., Lillian H.
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Mom and Dad Courting Circa 1937
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Mom and Dad (Lillian and Art) 1938.




CHAPTER TWO

Life on the Farm

1943 to 1951


FROM 1921 TO 1938 Dad worked in various activities; ranging, forestry, farming, coal mining and sometime during the boom years, just after the First World War, in Alberta’s first oil field at Turner Valley. The industries that were and still are the backbone of the Alberta economy.

While JD and Ed Evans were getting settled into their new home, Art was looking for land he could lease to own. He found what he was looking for in Section 25; Twp 33; Rge 48; W4M.

The land, a full section, was owned by a local real estate firm called Colliers Real Estate, thus the locals referred to the Section as the Collier Place. There was a small house and some outbuildings, like a dugout barn. There wasn’t a water well but there was a spring at a lake with good access in the centre of the section. To start with in 1935, Dad (Art) only took on the north half of the section. Some years later mom and dad took over the south half of section 25 as well. The land is located directly north of the Harray farm where mother was raised.

In the winters of 1935 and 1936 Dad worked for Harry Partridge. Harry was a very close friend of Dads. When the Evans left Monitor in 1934 and came to Viking, the Partridges went to Stony Plain west of Edmonton. Harry had a small sawmill set up west of Evansburg. Dad would work feeding the mill the logs that had been cut down out in the bush. They would load a two-bob sleigh with the logs and deliver them to the mill.

For payment, Dad was given a load of green, unplaned lumber that he didn’t need. He took a wagon load of this lumber when he left camp that needed to be sold quickly before it twisted, discolored and became useless. For short-term storage he hauled, “the payment for a winter of work” to the Heslop place.

The Heslops used a small amount of the wood, but Dad left the rest there to rot. This caused a friction between Dad and the Heslops which carried forward for some years. Later when I was about 12 or 13 years old, Edith came to our house to see Dad. They were visiting Viking and staying at Ed’s, and she had come to see Dad about an outstanding loan that Jim and Edith had forwarded to Dad while we were still on the farm.

When things were going from bad to worse on the farm, Dad had approached Jim and Edith about a loan to get Mom and Dad through the bad times. I remember one spring, about 1950, a “newer” tractor showed up on the farm. This gave the family a couple more years trying to make a go at farming.

To supplement the cash flow to run the farm, in the winters of 1937 and 1938 Dad contracted to supply ice from Camp Lake to the Viking Creamery. In the days before fridges and freezers people would haul or make ice in some way to provide “Ice Houses” for keeping food all summer until the next big freeze. The Creamery had a very large Icehouse in which they could store the butter they had manufactured until the production was delivered to the customer.

The section Dad had bought in 1935 is where mother came to in December of 1938 when they were married and where they would have four children over the next five years.

The farmstead is on the quarter line five and a half mile east of Viking on a “forced” road that was commonly known as the Kinsella Gas Camp Road. The road is “forced” because it doesn’t match the assigned road allowances in the Third System of Surveys, which is used throughout the majority of Alberta. Thomas Lake extends across the township for six miles cutting across the allowances where the roads were to go. So, to bypass Lake Thomas, the road allowance was moved south a mile which puts it on the north side of Section 25 where normally there is no road. The road rejoins its “proper” alignment about three miles east of the farmstead.

Section 25 is a pretty piece of land made up of rolling hills, streams, coulees, valleys, woods, meadows, and a lake with an island in the middle of it. There were also wetlands and a coulee with a stream where, in some years, the snow lasted well into the summer. Mother talks about the beauty of this land and of swimming in Lake Fleming in her memoirs of growing up. The lake is fed water by several springs and originally two intermittent watercourses.

An earlier observation and description of the native “God’s Country” the families were coming to comes from “Buffalo Days and Nights”, 1856 by Peter Erasmus, page 34.

“The old trail passed through what was later called Hairy Hill, Whitford, Andrew, Star, Bruderheim, and then onto Fort Saskatchewan, where there was a good crossing, and then it followed the north side of the river to Edmonton, none of these places were in existence then except Fort Edmonton. There were no settlers in any part of the area until several years later, and nothing to spoil the natural beauty of the land in its primitive state. We saw herds of buffalo everyday bunches of twenty-five or so, but no large herd like the one we had stampeded on my first hunt. Hairy Hill was an old name for a high hill where the buffalo gathered and shed their hair in the springtime, no doubt to get the cool breezes and escape the insect pests. It was also a favorite range for them in the earliest heavy migration from the south, being well watered and having a heavy growth of buffalo grass.

The trail we were following passed through open land with islands of poplar and willow clumps. Where creeks meandered their way to the Saskatchewan ten or twenty miles north of us. It was a beautiful country. Wild game birds took flight from our approach but only flew a short distance to light and started feeding again. The lakes were black with every species of duck, a large flock of geese and waveys flew over our heads, low enough to have been shot down, to light on what was later called Whitford Lake.

It was truly a land of plenty, with nothing to spoil its magnificence or the abundance that nature had provided so profusely. I was destined to pass over this trail many times but never again to witness the plenty that met my vision on every hand that year of 1856.”

One of the best springs with a steady flow year-round was located at the foot of the cliff directly south of the farm buildings. This spring supplied water for the farm up until a well was drilled at the farm buildings in about 1940.

The north coulee/stream brings overflow water from a system of lakes to the north. The second one brings water from sloughs to the west.9 Historically this western drainage course may have come from as far west as Thomas Lake, a larger lake just east of Viking. However, changes resulting from the agricultural activities and road building have cut off this flow from the west resulting in very little water coming from this direction. By the time I came along, the decreased flow of water into Lake Fleming had caused the water to become stale and highly alkaline.

It is a short walk from the farmstead south to a ridge that overlooks Lake Fleming, the island, and the forested valley. The west, south, and east shores of the lake are covered with a forest of poplar, aspen, birch and willow. The valley floor had never been cleared of trees, so it provided a beautiful backdrop for the lake. From this viewpoint across the lake to the south you could see the Harray farm where mother had been raised.

The house was a small three room building set back from the road about 150 feet in a clearing, cut out of the native Aspen trees. It was a pretty spot, but I remember the house as being very cold in the winter. My sister Marilyn Carol was born at the Viking Hospital on January 6th, 1940, but unfortunately passed away from meningitis on January 8th, 1941.

I came into the world on November 29th, 1943, at the Viking Hospital in the middle of the Second World War. Apparently that fall and winter there was very little snow, as Mother said the ground was bare with no snow at all on the day I was born. My first memories of growing up on the farm were the trees which surrounded the house. Another early memory is of Mother and Dad removing the interior walls to create an open concept kitchen/dining/living area and a single bedroom.

In April 1946, the twins Dale and Dennis came along. The twins were a surprise as Mother was only expecting to bring home one baby. I remember staying with the Swains, who farmed about three miles west and north of our place, when Mother went to the hospital in Viking to give birth to the twins. I remember being fed puffed wheat for breakfast before heading out to be taken home. Instead, we met Mom and Dad with the new babies at the intersection just west of the McKinney’s yard. Now we were a family of five.

Five people in a small two room farmhouse was a tiny bit cramped so, in about 1947 Dad bought an old house from somewhere and hauled it in and attached it to the east side of the existing building. This provided a bedroom for us three boys.

I remember other neighbours: Piwowars, McKinneys, Dennetts, and Drapers, Mother’s brother Tommy and his family, and Dad’s brother Ed and his family. I am not sure how much the twins remember.I remember going down to the McKinney place to spend many days with the McKinney boys and their sister Marilyn. Neil and Marilyn were twins born in the first week of January 1943, so they were about 11 months older than me. The three older boys were Dennis, Gerald and Stewart.

While we lived on the farm we wandered about a mile in every direction from the house, from Lake Fleming and its shoreline, the island in the lake in the middle of the section, the coulees and west to the McKinney place, and with the older McKinney boys to the east end of Lake Thomas. The streams and bush were our playground for the first few years of the “Evans Boys” growing up. This freedom provided me with beautiful memories of running free. It was a great place for young boys to spend their early childhood, as we were allowed to wander much more freely than people can imagine today.

At Christmas, about the time the twins were about one and a half years old and I was four, I remember taking the team of horses and sleigh to Christmas dinner at the Dennett’s. Eventually there were six Dennett children, but we were really only involved with the two oldest boys, Jack who was born November 15th, 1944, and Neil born December 28th, 1945. The Evans Boys book ended with the older Dennett boys.

The second time I remember staying overnight away from home was at the Ed Evans’ to play with Shirley Ann, their only child, who was born April 24th, 1944. The Thomas Harray family were on the farm where mother was raised about halfway between us and the Evans.’ They had three children, Myrna born September 15th, 1941, Ida Mae born June 28th, 1944, and Bruce born September 13th, 1946.

Across the road and to the east from the house there were two old bachelors, Amil Nielson and another guy, whose name I forget, who lived in shacks in the bush. I remember the three Evans boys going over to see them quite often and I remember that one of them made a knife for me. I also remember Amil Nielson having Christmas dinner with us.

The highlight of every week was going to town on Saturday, all washed and wearing our best clean clothes. Dad would load the Model A Ford car with the week’s production of cream from the milk cows and we would head to Viking. Once we got to town each of us would be given our allowance of ten cents and away we would go. The big decision was how to spend the money, on candy or a comic book. As I remember, I usually bought a comic book featuring the Lone Ranger, Tom Mix, Lash Lareau or Roy Rogers. After supper we would go to a movie, usually a western, and then head home.

On one of these Saturday trips to Viking I was with Mother in the Co-op store when Dad came to us with the news that the manager at the Creamery, where the week’s production of cream had been delivered earlier in the day, had “jumped” him about the cream being contaminated with stinkweed. It was early spring, and you needed to be careful where and on what the cows were grazing. One of the first plants to show green in the spring was stinkweed; a tasty morsel for the cows after a winter of eating hay always attracted the cows, but it results in a lower grade cream that can’t be used to make Grade A butter.

I took Dad’s comment at face value and thought someone had literally jumped onto Dad, and this upset me; I was ready to fight! After explaining what was happening and being reassured that no one had or would be “jumping” onto my Dad, I moved on.

We always had many animals on the farm. I remember the cats and a dog named Sandy and my pet rooster (being a pet didn’t save it from being our dinner) along with the other farm animals; including a team of horses, Mickey and Minnie. I remember the cold winters, the warm summers and three boys wandering freely all over the countryside, from the yard to the hill where the crocuses bloomed in the spring; following the stream that came from the north connecting a chain of lakes for several miles.

The closeness of this farming community showed in the socials at the old Quinte School. Quinte school was one of the first county schools to be shut down around 1948 in a move to centralize all schooling into the nearest town or village. This made the rural school buildings surplus and were often turned over to the local people. In the case of Quinte, it was the local Women’s Institute (WI), who were now the proud owners of the old school building. Mother was a member of the Quinte WI. The Quinte WI operated it as a community hall for about the next 25 years. In the winter there were card parties and Christmas parties, and in the summer picnics at Camp Lake all organized by the Quinte WI. The building was demolished in about 1975 and the land given to the adjacent farmer, Ivan Beaumont. Every summer was the annual cemetery cleanup day, usually the first or second Saturday of June every year. This tradition continues into the present times. In 2023 the cleanup was held on June 10th, Brother Dale, son Jordan, Jordan’s son Griffin, Judy and I attended. Ann Clouston, daughter of Murray, also flew in from Vancouver for the day.

The Harray house, where mother was raised, burned down on March 4th, 1947. The smoke was visible from our farmyard as the land from the yard sloped south towards the Lake Fleming valley. Dad had a big Tex/Mex stock saddle which he put on the horse, Minnie, and rode over the horizon to help in any way he could. By the time he got there, there wasn’t much he or anyone could do but watch it burn. Luckily, Gordon. Mother’s brother was able to save his mother’s (Minnie’s) travel trunk, which was forgotten by the rest of the family. For the next fifty years, Gordon hauled it around to whatever place he was living at the time only to be found when I was cleaning up his Wetaskiwin acreage to sell it after he died in December 1995.

The Harray’s, from then on, lived in a little house that
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