
Invasion

By David M. McGowan

Copyright © 2023 All rights reserved.

Along with

The Road That Couldn’t Be Done

Hiking Mountain Ranges

––––––––

Daison Services

Dawson Creek, BC

Canada

V1G4R2

Copyright © 2023 David M. McGowan. All rights reserved.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

INVASION of the Peace

Forward

INVASION! | By D.M. McGowan | 1

2

3

4

5

6

7

EPILOGUE

The following stories are works of fiction. Any similarity between these stories and any historical recording of events is accidental and highly unlikely. Any similarity between the characters depicted and any actual people, either living or dead, is accidental, highly unlikely and very flattering.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping, or by any information storage retrieval system, without the permission, in writing, of the author.
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When I first came to the Peace River Country in 1962 the Alaska Highway was paved from Dawson Creek, Mile 0, to Mile 82. From there most of it was gravel. In 1968 I traveled much of it and there were short strips of pavement at Watson Lake and through Whitehorse. It has since been paved and repaved from end to end.

In the 1930s there where four routes proposed for a highway connecting the ‘lower’ 48 US States to Alaska. Proposal A from the US Federal government was primarily north where the present Stewart – Cassiar Highway exists (B.C. Highway 37). Proposal B, promoted by the Canadian Government was north from Prince George, BC through the Rocky Mountain Trench along the Parsnip and Finlay Rivers. Proposal C, strongly supported by the US Army Engineers was from Dawson Creek, north and north-west through Fort Nelson, Watson Lake and Whitehorse, the course eventually followed. Proposal D was north from Peace River town site to Hay River, NWT and then west to Whitehorse.

Proposal D was quickly abandoned. The mountain ranges, including the Anvil and Nahanni Ranges along with the muskeg land to the east presented very tough barricades. It was probably only a consideration because of the railhead at Peace River.

Proposal A was a good proposal and those in the US Federal Government probably preferred it because it looked as if it might be the least expensive of all proposals. It was also very close to the coast and would have been easily attacked by Japanese forces, a high concern at the time.

Proposal B was probably a consideration because no one had actually scouted the route. Though the shortest as far as considering a BC starting point it would have been far more expensive than almost any other route except for the short-lived Proposal D. Despite improved, modern construction methods there still is no highway up through the Rocky Mountain Trench.

Proposal C is where the highway was actually built. In many respects this was because the US Army Engineers had already scouted the route. (See the rhyme, “Hiking Mountain Trails” at the end of “Invasion”.) No surprise that Engineers who had scouted the routes would know more about building a road than Politicians! The route also offered a railhead at Dawson Creek, BC and thus a delivery point for men, equipment and supplies.

The final push to choose a route came on December 7, 1941. Japanese forces attacked Pearl Harbor and Allied Forces where sure they would land off the west coast of North America probably starting in Alaska. To urge the Allies along, although it was surely not their intent, the Japanese army then occupied Kiska and Attu Islands in the Aleutians on June 6th, 1942 two months after highway construction began.

Building of this highway changed North Western Canada, and particularly the Peace River Country and the Yukon as much or more than WWII changed the rest of the world.

The fictional family I created for “Invasion” is a compilation from stories related by several who lived in the Peace Country. The impact felt by the “Bellows” was neither as mellow nor as sever as that felt by some. For the aboriginal trapper with a subsistence existence in Trutch Mountain or Toad River the impact was like an 8.0 earthquake. For the “Collins” family who already had experience in larger urban centers it was a very mild impact.
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It was the beginning of a new season. The winter's snow and cold were fast becoming a memory, and the warm spring sun was prodding the land awake. But this regular seasonal change gave no indication of the new lives that everyone was about to have thrust upon them.

They were about to be invaded. The lives of John Bellows and all the people he knew were about to be altered forever. A few people in the area became aware of the invasion during the spring of that year, but no one understood the impact this invasion would have on their lives, or that 1942 would later be seen as the dawning of a new age.

For example, just before supper on that Sunday afternoon of May 17, John was doing the same thing he did on most afternoons. With manure fork, shovel, and wheel barrow, he was cleaning the stalls and aisle behind the family milk cows.

John was supposed to have his part of the job finished before his three brothers entered the barn to do the milking. As is often the case with boys of eleven, he had only begun his chore following considerable pressure from his older brother, Matthew. When the three cows appeared, herded by Luke, John pushed the partially filled wheel barrow out and dumped it on the manure pile while the animals were being tied in their stalls.

By the time John had watched two robins chase a red-tailed hawk, and a coyote lope across the bottom corner of the pasture, his brothers had already started milking. He dragged the wheelbarrow back to the barn door which emitted the calming, liquid-metallic sound of milk being squirted into the bottom of pails.

When the scrape-bang of John's shovel had added percussion to the milking music for a few moments, Matthew spoke to the side of the cow he was milking. "How long you think you'll be with the fencing?" he asked.

Beside the cow in the next stall, Mark moved his tobacco into one cheek and spit into the gutter before replying. "'Nother week, anyway, Matt. Lot o' rotten posts."

"Well, I guess that's what we get for not doing any fencing last year," Matt observed. "But the land is ready to be worked. Like Paw has always said, you have to get on the land when it's ready, because you never know when the first frost is coming."

Mark sent another stream of brown into the gutter. "Well, I could change every second bad post. That'd speed it up a mite."

"No, we would only have to spend more time on it next year," Matt decided. "Luke? You shall have to stay home from school this week. I don't like that, but we must take care of our survival. Maw won't like it either."

Schooling was particularly important for Matthew and their mother. Matt had only attended school until he was twelve. That was the year their father went on the first of his many journeys, making it necessary for Matthew to stay home and care for his family. Since that time, Matthew read everything he could find with words written on it, and worked hard to use proper English. Their mother, a member of the Danne-zaa nation, had never been to school, but had learned to read and speak English along with her children.

Beside the third cow, Luke smiled. As with many others who have received just enough education for their immediate needs, he could not understand why he had to waste his time in school. "Want me t' start plowin' tomorrow?" he asked.

"No, you go out in the morning and catch the other team," Matt instructed. "When you have them in here, grain them, and check them out. Then check out the harness and repair it, where necessary. I'll start the plowing, then come in before lunch and help you trim their feet. After lunch you can start disking what I have already plowed."

Sitting beside his cow, Luke wrinkled his nose. Disking was a much dustier job than plowing, but following Matt's furrows would be much easier than following his own erratic plowing.

"John," Mat continued, as he began to strip the last of the milk from his cow, "we will need all three teams, so you and your sister will have to walk to school. The weather is nice now, so that will be no hardship for you. Just don't dawdle. You have chores to do."

Having finished with his milking, Matt rose from the stool which had been made by cutting a one-foot piece from a six-inch log, then nailing a leather strap to it for a handle. With milking stool in one hand, and a full pail of milk in the other, he stepped into the aisle and spoke to Mark. "You use the light team the kids have been riding, and I'll use the heavy team on the plow."

Mark merely nodded as he chewed on his tobacco in unconscious mimicry of the cows who were finishing their allotment of oats.
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