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The ASBESTOS SHEET is publis
hed and distributed by the 
Industrial Relations Dept.

Co-editors: Joanne Michael
Sharon Chadwick

Contributors for November:

A. F. Flanagan
L. Fitzsimmons
M. MacLeod 
M. Lane
A. Stefanishion 
M. Loverin 
F. Smidt-Nielsen 
D. Roe 
J. Parsons 
D.o. Shuffler 
H. Veltmeyer 
J. St. Georges

ROTE: Submit CHRISTMS
MESSAGES3 stories, poems, 
songs, notices etc for the 
December Issue of the Asb
estos Sheet by December 12th. 

**************

Weather Summary 
- October

Moderate temperatures and 
cloudy to overcast skies pre
vailed most of the month. 
Rain was measured on six 
days and snow on ten days

MAXIMUM 53° on 17 th

MINIMUM -2° on 10th

AVERAGE 28. 7°

Precipitation

Rain 2.34"

Snow 25.1"

Rain To Date 10. 0"

Snow To Date 28.5"

Secretary to Secretary ,
' ' does is

whistle.”

To the Editors:
On your October issue, 

the article "40 traffic tick
ets in a month". Are people 
really that bad in Cassiar? 
Forty tickets in a month for 
a little town like this, I 
would say is rather high.
What are the local policemen 
trying to do, make everybody 
walk.

Someone with blisters, 
and almost a dislike for 
cops.

New arrivals . .
Joe and Mirella SAROy a 
daughter Sonia, bom October 
26th, at Cassiar.

Melvin and Verna CALLBREAT> 
of Good Hope Lake, a son 
Dwayne David, bom October 
23rd, at Whitehorse General 
Hospital.

* * * *

RICHARD GREENAN. our Niglit 
Watchman, has worked for/in 
Cassiar for 15 years /see 
October issue, page 8. Tone 
Service Awards> in various 
capacities. On September 9. 
1970. Mr. Greenan transferre 
-d to his present position 
and diligently works every 
night covering about 25 mile 
-s.
We celebrated with Mr. Green 
-an when on October 26th, 
the following entry was made 

OCT 26 ALL DOORS AND WIN-
OWS LOCKED AND SECUR
ED. ALL BUNKHOUSES 
UNDER CONTROL: IT 
TOOK EXACTLY 2 YEARS,
1 MONTH. 2 WEEKS, AND 
3 DAYS.

signed Richard Greenan
him the office locomotive. All he 
run back and forth, smoke and

THE MUSCULAR DYSTROPHY

ASSOCIATION oi CANADA . . .

The following commendation 
was received from Mr. J.W.M. 
Campbell, President-of the 
above mentioned association 
and dated October 25th.

We were very pleased to 
hear of the fine job the boys 
of the Cassiar Fire Departmen 
-t did this year for the 
victims of muscular dvstroph- 
v. ,

Although we do not have a 
cure for Duchenne, the worst 
type of MD, we at least can 
now identify carriers of it 
and warn them of the danger 
of passing on the disease.

We hope to be able to do 
this for other types of MD 
and if we succeed, much of 
the credit will go to fire 
fighters who have supported 
us so faithfully and for so 
many years.
We hope to have a much 
better coverage concerning 
MD in a future issue - watch 
for it.

TRAINING NEWS
Mr. G. Daniels of the 

Dept, of Labour will be in 
Cassiar December 4th to con
duct Provincial Tradesmen 
Qualifications Examinations.
All persons eliqible to 

write these exams, please 
ensure that they have made 
their applications prior to 
Mr. Daniels arrival.

Any further information on 
the examinations can be ob
tained at:

TRAINING CENTRE: Ext. 268
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COMMUNITY SUPPORT 
*****************

Kathy Cation practicing Chopsticks on our 
new C.C.C. Lounge piano - a job well donel

It all started on Saturday, September 23, 
when a few people sat together rapping and 
someone mentioned the idea of a piano for 
the C.C.C. Lounge. Everyone agreed that it 
was a great suggestion and volunteered to 
help. Kathy Callon took the helm and a let
ter was sent to the C.C.C. executive, atten
tion Bill Zemenchik, President. By Thursday 
Sept. 28th, everything had been arranged and 
approved and the first tickets were sold.
Was it possible that approximately $1,500 
could be raised in such a short period of 
time? The draw would be held at the Hollow- 
een Dance on October 28th and the prize eith 
-era trip to Hawaii or $450.00 cash.

The day arrived and the draw made about 
mid-night and Jim Keyes of Cassiar won. In 
the early hours of the morning the Keyes 
family were awakened by six oddly dressed 
characters from the dance and Jim was award
ed nine crisp $50 bills. Apparently he didr 
-t mind at all, and the win was a first for 
him.

The piano arrived on the 17th of November 
and the unpacking committee, self appointed, 
arrived at the Lounge shortly after five, 
and the piano found no rest for the next 
six hours - there was lots of enthusiasm anc 
really fine music.

The plan originated very off-handedlv anc 
concluded within one and a half months. It 
had to be well organized with a lot of com
munity support to meet that kind of deadline 
especially when the tickets sold for $5 eacl 
The ladies from the staff house sold most of 
the tickets to the tune of about $1,200, 
just short of our objective. With the Com
pany contributing a nominal amount for frei
ght etc., a second-hand piano was purchased.

It's a different type of atmosphere in 
the Lounge now and everyone seems pleased 
with it. The piano is for the use of anyone 
in the community and Airing the first week we 
enjoyed the talents of about five people. 
There's some very fine talent around too.

If you are in the area, why not drop in 
for some really good hospitality and fine 
music - the piano is yours!

k k k k k k k k k

COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT

Last of roof trusses being lowered on 
Retail Store - November 14, 1972.

Roof completely covered -
November 24, 1972.
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WARD 5 - E. Zemenchik

WARD 3 - P. Rovak, Vice- 
Vice -Cba irmaa

WARD 7 - M. Dowdall, left
D. Campbell, right 

----------- *

WARD 1 - W. Schneeberger

WARD 6 - J. MacPherson

CASSIAR TOWN 
COUNCIL

On October 27th an elect
ion was held to appoint new 
members of this committee. 
The following are our new 
representatives:
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The following was submitt
ed by our former doctor, Dr. 
Steve IJavin.
Dr. Savin felt this art

icle might reassure some 
people who may be worried 
about the dangers of dust 
and asbestos in the atmos
phere.
By the end of Sovember 

the Savins will be settled 
in Elsa, Y.T. where Dr.
Savin has accepted the pos
ition of resident doctor 
for United Keno Hill Mines.
The doctor feels that his 

wife Nona, with all the 
training she had from Bill 
Plumb and Company should 
hapve no trouble in getting 
on the pay-roll as a 
prospector.'

I recently attended, out 
of idle curiosity, a symposi
um on health and the environ
ment, largely because asbest- 
osis and other diseases cause- 
d by asbestos were on the 
agenda. The symposium was 
sponsored by the Workmen's 
Gompensation Board of B.C. 
and was well attended by 
representatives of industry, 
labour, medicine, nursing, and 
para-medical sciences.

The meeting on asbestos 
was chaired by Dr. Kincade, and 
one of the other panelists 
was a Dr. Holmes, a physicist 
from the Asbestosis Research 
Council in England, who was, 
in many respects, the star of 
the show. What follows is 
probably a fair statement of 
present facts and opinions re 
asbestos and health.
1. A review of the annual 

chest X-ray films of men 
who have been employed 
for many years at Cassiar, 
reveals, over the years, 
none of the changes that 
would be associated with
a developing asbestosis.

2. Chrysotile, the only sort 
of asbestos/mined or 
known to occur in Canada, 
is not a potent factor in 
the production of disease. 
Crocidolite, mined in two

mines in Africa is. No 
Crocidolite was imported 
into the U.K. (England, 
Northern Ireland, Scot
land, and Wales) in 1971- 
in fact to use it at all 
there, special government
al permission is required 
and this permission is 
extremely difficult to 
obtain. The asbestos 
using companies in the 
U.K. have a gentlemen's 
agreement not to attempt 
to use any Crocidolite. 
Apparently none is import
ed into Canada.

3. Little, if anything, is 
known about the effects 
on health of Amosite and 
Anthophylite, rarer forms 
of asbestos - the spellin 
-g of the last I had to 
look up in a '-'Dictionary 
of̂  Geological Terms".

4. While the dust that some
times blows from the Cas
siar mill to the townsite, 
produces tattle-tale prey 
in the housewive's beauti
ful white sheets, it is 
not a health menace any
more than any other dust. 
It consists mostly of 
serpentine which is con
sidered quite harmless by 
the experts. It does 
contain some asbestos, as 
I discovered, but not 
enough to cause harm. Of 
course all dusts, whether 
from blowing earths or 
sands. animaJ. excreta, 
smoke from forest fires, 
coal, or oil being burned 
for industrial or domestic 
uses; exhausts from motors
etcera, are objectionable. 
But we have to live in the 
world pretty much as it is, 
with the advantages and 
disadvantages of all these 
things. Obviously we should 
try to abate, if not abol
ish these disadvantages. 
This will take lots of 
money, time, brains, re
search, and the efforts of 
innumerable people. It is 
one of the great problems 
of the present day.

3. The dust levels at Cas
siar in the rock reject 
and the mill have usually 
been within acceptable 
recognized standards, 
which have gradually been 
made stricter over the 
years. While an area may 
seem dusty and dirty, it 
is not necessarily a 
health menace for that 
reason.

6. There have been nineteen 
cases of asbestosis and 
other cases of lung dis
ease due to asbestos in 
about twenty years in 
British Columbia, all in 
southern B.C. and most, 
if not all, in the ship 
building or ship repair
ing industry.

7. An interesting side light 
-a British aircraft carr
ier recently put into the 
Portsmouth Naval Dockyard 
in England for a major 
refit and overhaul. To 
the dismay of the dock
yard officials it was 
found that much of the 
insulation which had been 
sprayed on the bulkheads 
many years before contain
ed large quantities qf_ 
Crocidolite. Very special1 
and careful precautions 
had to be used in the 
removal of the old insula 
tion. Whether Chrysotile 
or some of the newer 
insulating materials are 
used in the refit of the 
ship of one thing we may 
be certain - it will NOT 
be, or contain, Crocido
lite!

8. Finally ALL asbestos wor
kers would be well advised 
NOT to smoke cigarettes.

On the 21st of Sovember, a 
phone call was received 
■from Dr. Savin on his way 
to Elsa - a "hello" to 
everyone in Cassiar and a 
challenge to Charlie Gander 
to a bicycle race'. Any bets 
as to the outcome?????

* < * * *



6 COMPLETED POST OFFICE

MONDAY to 
8:30 an -

SATURDAYS 
8:30 am -

FRIDAY 
5:30 pm

ONLY
Noon

Our completed Post Office 
went in to operation November 
27, 1972. The Postmaster 
would like to advise that 
the same service and hours 
are beinn maintained as in 
the old buildinq.

LOCKED DOX LOBBY is open on 
a 2li hour basis provided 
this privilepe is not abus
ed, such as POSTERS, oarbaqe 
or any kind of defacement.

SNOWMOBILES - 1973
Everybody has been Tender

ing if all snowmobiles have 
to be licensed.

The following information 
was received from the R.C.M.I 
and states that snowmobiles 
must be licensed in one of 
two ways.
A. If the snowmobile is to 

be used only off the high
way, a license under the 
Terrain Vehicle’s Act must 
be acquired.

B. If the snowmobile is to 
be operated on the high
way (this includes just 
crossing the higlwav, a 
license from the Motor 
Vehicle Act must be obtain
ed.

C. A permit must also be 
obtained from the R.C.M.P. 
before a snowmobile can be 
operated. This permit is 
free and has to be procure- 
d along v/ith the license 
issued under the Motor 
Vehicle Act.
These permits are issued 

for the machine and good for

the season. It is not necess
ary to obtain both types of 
licenses. The snowmobile must 
•be licensed w?ith one or the 
.other. *

The snowmobile is in the 
same categorv as a motor veh
icle and therefore all law-zs 
pertaining to cars and their 
operation applies to snow-7- 
moMles. The operator of a 
snowmobile on a higlway must 
be the holder of a valid 
driver's license, must have 
registration of the machine, 
and must be able to produce 
valid insurance for the snow-7- 
mobile.
RESIDENTS OF CASSIAR -

USE OF SNOWMOBILES.....
Snowmobiles must not be 

used after 9:00 p.m. in the 
tow-msite unless the indivi
dual is going to or return
ing from wtfork. The R.C.M.P. 
w-7arn that if any corap'laints 
are received, new7 f>yiaw-7s 
will have to be Imposed as 
to the area, t^me, etc., 
that snowmobiles can be used.

Poet’s Corner
L I F E
i i i i i i i

Life is such a complex thing.
It's hard to analyse.

How some are pieced here on 
this earth.

And whv we all must die.

Is there some special role 
to play?
Is that why God gave life? 

Or must it be a mysterv.
Of sacrifice and strife?

People talk of things to come.
Of life and love and death. 

When thev should talk of 
things right now-7.
And save ones precious 
b rea tb.

One shouldn't think of those 
who're dead

Of those who've not yet come 
But look around at societ
ies now.

And see what thev have done.

Have thev accomplished any
thing?
From being here todav.

Have thev made shovm that 
life's ŵ orth while?

In their ow-7n special wav.

And you. have vou. reallv 
shown us.
That God had anv right.

To olace you here upon this 
earth.

•nd shown vou the light.

dust stop and think for a 
minute please. 

uhat life reallv means to 
you.

Why God. put vou here in this 
wo rid.

And w-'hat vou're supposed to

- by Lorraine Mazson

* >v
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CONTEST
HUNTERS & FISHERMEN 
BEST STORY OF 1972

Sharon and Jo-Anne 
Co-perpetrators of a hoax 
Asbestos Sheet
Cassiar3 B. C.

At noon today when I 
first glanced at your banner 
headline on the distributed 
sheet saying ",HUNTING AND 
FISHING CONTEST"3 I thought 
this should be easy to pos
sibly win. Then as I read 
on I was appalled by your 
description of a, fisherman. 
Obviously you girls don't 
fish or know anything about 
MENj I mean real MEN3 fisher
men. Then I thought I shoul- 
d write and send you the 
exact details of a situation 
that happened to me while 
ice-fishing on a very cold 
day wizen I caught an except
ionally large pike. Nell 
anyway3 I hooked this large 
fish and after a momentous 
struggle managed to get the 
fish up to the hole in the 
ice which was just slightly 
small for the size of the 
fish. Perseverence won out3 
however3 and the fish's 
head was squeezed up 'through 
the hole and further pulled 
up several feet above the 
ice3 where due to the very 
low temperatures3 the part 
of the fish above the ice 
immediately froze solid.. 
while the lower part below 
the ice continued to thrash 
about in a very alarming 
manner. . As I was fishing 
atone3 this left me in some
what of a quandry as I could 
not find the strength to 
remove the fish or hoist it 
higher out of the hole. 
Thinking quickly3 I ran for 
the shore paying out my line 
as I went so as not to loose 
the fish if it slipped back 
down the hole. Once on 
shore I tied the line to a

stout tree and ran on to 
where my car was parked. 
.Rummaging through the car 
for something to subdue the 
fish3 I came across' a saw I 
had used to cut firewood3 
and carrying the saw ran' 
back to the lake. It was 
but a minute's work to cut 
the fish off just above the 
ice and pull the still strug
gling after-part of the 
fish on to the ice. ~

Now from the general atti
tude of your advertisement 
for fishing and hunting 
stories3 I know that you wil'i 
not believe3 or accept a 
true story like I have just 
related3 but other true fish
ermen have accepted it3 espe
cially after I showed them 
the saw that I used to cut 
off that fish which I would 
now never part with.

Most people who do not 
fish seem to labour under the 
same unfortunate idea as you 
do. Don Marquis (1878-1937)3 
the American journalist and 
humorist who said3 and I 
quote3 "Fishing is a delus
ion entirely surrounded by 
liars in old clothes."

Personally I have never 
met a true fisherman who 
lied although I might conce- 
ed to the fact that3 due to 
the popularity of the spori?3 
there may be a few liars who 
fish.

Wishing you the best in; 
your efforts to gather fish
ing stories. I will gladly 
enter a story when you speci
fy it must be a factual happ
ening.

Fred Cousins

Stew art H ighw ay

You know the Stewart High- 
way don't you, I'm the reason 
they opened it!.

One day about eight years 
ago, I was hunting and came 
across a grizzily cub on its 
own. Not far away lay the 
mother and it looked like she 
had been killed by lightning, 
so I decided to take the cub 
home and look after it.

After a few years the bear 
cub grew to be quite a size 
and all my friends teased and 
joked about this and his 
strength.

Then I bought an old D-8 
cat and because of all this 
teasing and carrying-on, one 
day when all my friends were 
visiting, a tug-a-war contest 
between the two was somehow 
arranged for the following 
day.

Well, the next morning in 
the drizzlying rain, we har
nessed the bear and D-8 cat 
together, started the motor, 
and the race was on. At the 
start, it looked like the cat 
had a clean victory, hut all 
of a sudden there was a flash 
of lightning and the bear ~ 
took off like a bat-in-hell.

Well, that's the last 
I've seen of the Cat as well 
as trie bear. I followed the 
rugged trail left by them 
as far as Stewart, but had 
to stop.

If anybqdy sees an old 
bear tugging a D-8 Cat, 
don't shoot, he loves to 
have the back of his ear

P.S. I also have a dog that 
I have trained to 
"point" fish, but that 
is another story.......

scratched - it's been a long 
time. Oh yes, please return 
the D-8.

Gene Storoschuk

Note: Stories by M. Jones and Wm. Dobie will be
published in our December issue.
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O ur Vacation o f  1972  
on th e  T elegraph  T ra il

- written by Eileen Zemenchik
- edited by her family

Last winter my husband Dill got the 
brilliant idea that our family should spend 
our summer vacation by taking a horseback 
trip along the old Teleqraph Trail as no 
one had travelled the trail by horseback 
since 1952. The idea soon caught on and 
the rest of the winter was spent preparinq 
for the approximately A00 mile round trip 
from Teleoraph Creek to Atlin.

We had the horses but had to purchase 
more saddles, 5 pack saddles and rigging 
to no with them. Bill, Tony (his brother 
who accomoanied us on the trip) and our 
two boys, Mike and Rick made 10 panniers 
to carry the supplies. Bill read an ex
cellent book written by a man who had 
packed for many years which helped us in 
choosing food and clothing for the trip 
as well as how to pack which neither of 
the men had done before. We planned our 
food supply for two weeks on the trail as 
that was the lenpth of time we thouqht it 
would take us to net to Atlin and there 
we would purchase supplies aqain for the 
return trip.

Up to this time only a few of us had 
what we called "our own horses" so we 
had to choose a horse that we would ride 
the whole trip. Bill would ride Thunder, 
Tony - Dusty, Mike - Commanche, Rick - 
Lobo, Tracy - Tuya and myself - Goldie.
The pack horses were Blackjack, Paleface, 
Apollo, Spud and Chestnut. Missy, a

year old we had just started to %break 
would be a spare horse and Appollo's 
2 month old colt Apache, would run along.

In the spring unfortunately the hiah 
waters took out the Tuya Bridqe which 
was our link with the horses so we 
borrowed Frances Gleason's boat and every 
weekend we could get away we camped on 
this side of the Tuya and ferried qear 
across in order to shoe horses and gpt 
them ready for the trip. With the help 
of Frances Gleason, Joe Fitzsimmons and 
Lugi Robichaud this task was completed 
over the July 1st weekend.

Finally the day arrived when we were 
to begin our vacation. On July lAth,
Bill, myself, Tony, our boys Mike, age 15, 
Rick, age 1A, and our daughter Tracy 10, 
loaded all our near into two pickups and 
headed for Teleqraph Creek with the 
Gleasons cominn alonq to help. The next 
morning we ferried everything across the 
river and borrowed Norman Day's Station 
waaon to transport the supplies from there 
to the Lava Beds - 15 miles from Teleqraph 
Creek at the Tahltan River - which was to 
be our departure point. Mel Calbreath 
also helped us by taking some supplies in 
his pickup. It was quite late when the 
last load was brought in, so we called it 
a day.

Ferrying goods across Tuya River.

The next day was sunny and hot. All the 
horses were brought down from the hills by 
the boys and Tony while Bill and I cooked, 
sorted out camp supplies and packed the 
panniers. We very diligently marked each 
pannier and listed the contents of each. 
(This lasted for one day as each day they 
are resorted for even weight). People 
dropped in to wish us well and arrange
ments were made with the Gleasons to meet 
us 2 weeks later when we rode into Atlin. 
By about nine that evening we had all the 
horses in the corral and decided to go to 
bed ourselves so we could get an early 
start in the morning. The horses kept us 
awake all ninht fighting in the corral and 
about 5 a.m. the sky opened up and it 
poured rain until 7, then it cleared and 
was a lovely morning. We had breakfast 
and while Tracy and I broke camp the men 
saddled the horses, tied them up and then 
started packing the pack horses. It was



the first experience for men and horses 
hut only Blackjack did a little rodeoino. 
She started buckinq as soon as they put 
the pack saddle on her and took off 
across the yard buckinq. She finally 
settled down but we decided not to pack 
panniers on her that day in case she 
smashed them so just packed her with the 
tents and duffle baps and left 2 panniers 
behind as they only contained feed for the 
horses.

Half way through the packing it start
ed to rain again so everyone tried out 
their new rain gear. Mike had an extra 
coat, a long black slicker that came 
down to his ankles with a slit up the 
back, and he put that on instead of his 
rain jacket. After the horses were packed 
we were going to mount our horses when Mike 
went flapping across the yard, spooked 
Thunder and off she went, pulling the tree 
she was tied to out of the ground and 
dragging it after her. Bill finally caught 
her and calmed her down. At first we 
couldn't understand what had upset the 
horse but came to the conclusion that it 
was the flapping rain coat, so Mike changed 
and was warned not to wear it again.

The rain finally ceased and we set off 
about noon. Bill was lead man, leading 
Spud and Apollo, next in line was Tracy, 
myself, Rick leading Paleface, Mike lead
ing Chestnut and Tony leading Blackjack.
The first hill we came to Spud slipped 
pulling Bill out of the saddle and causing 
quite a comotion. \/e had only been travell
ing a few hours when the packs started to 
slip, due to too many top packs, and as 
we knew we would never make it over the 
slide area on account of the slippery trail 
from the recent rain, we made camp at 
Mud Creek at h in the afternoon. By that 
time the sun was shining and it was a 
lovely afternoon so we set up camp and 
dried out all our camp equipment. V/e camp
ed right beside the creek as we knew the 
horses would try and no back to the Lava 
Beds, their home range, during the night.
V/e were quite right, Bill and Tony were 
up half the night stopping horses from 
crossing the Creek. They even stopped a 
few that didn't belong to us.

V/e got up early the next morning and 
were hoping again for an early start but 
being inexperienced at packing it was 
2 pm before we were on the trail. While 
Bill, myself, Tracy and Rick broke camp, 
Mike and Tony rode back to the Lava Beds

taking Paleface to pick up the 2 nanniers 
and feed v/e had left behind as we thought 
we minht need it. They came back just as 
they left. Paleface took a dislike to the 
packs and took off breaking one pannier to 
snlinters. Also before we left Mike stach- 
ed his slicker in a safe snot. Just before 
we got to the slide area Mike's packhorse 
Chestnut, slipped off the trail and luck
ily got hung up on some trees. We managed 
to aet her up and no damage was done.When 
we got to the slide it was like riding 
across the desert, sand dunes, hot and dry. 
I.obo got the notion to have a roll in the 
nice warn sand, Rick, saddle and all.' Rick 
bailed off and ended up v/alking her across. 
At one spot the trail is very narrow and 
there is a shear drop off to the Tahltan 
River below so v/e had to walk each horse 
over this Area. We repacked Blackjack five 
times and straightened packs on all the 
others but had a good day enjoying the 
beautiful scenery following the Tahltan 
River. Camp was made at Hartz Creek that 
day, with everyone pretty tired.

July 19th, v/e awoke at 7:30 am to 
another nice day. Had breakfast and 
while we broke camp Mike rode back to the 
slide area to try and find a small duffle 
we lost the day before while repacking 
which contained spare shoes, bridles, etc. 
for the horses.

By then v/e found we were carrying too 
much gear and our panniers were too heavy 
so we went through everything and left 
tied in a tree, our Coleman camp stove, 
white gas, extra rope, flour, sugar, 
cheese, turnips and other odds and ends.
By the time we were ready to leave Mike 
was back, and again, empty handed.

Jungle coning to twiddle Creek.
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The trail was quite nood but in the 
afternoon, Bill our lead man and guide 
missed the trail and led us into a real 
junqle. While he practically cut a new 
trail the rest of us sat on our horses, 
hot and beinq eaten alive by mosquitoes.
We finally realized this just couldn't be 
the trail so back-tracked and after consi
derable checkinq around Bill found it, 
and for the next mile all he heard was 
"we knew you were on the wrong trail all 
the time" which he was to hear quite often 
in the next few weeks.

The trail from Middle Creek to Beatty 
Creek was nood and the scenery just 
beautiful, aqain followinq the Tahltan 
River. The River here is so clean and 
clear compared to below the slide where 
it is very muddy lookino. Late that after
noon we met a black bear on the trail.
This was an encounter we had been dread- 
inn as we thought the horses would qet 
excited but the bear just stood on his 
hind lens and looked us over and the 
horses stood with their ears up lookinq 
at the bear. After standing long enough 
to have his picture taken,the bear then 
ran off into the bush, to our relief, 
and we carried on.

We arrived at Beatty Creek at 7 pm.
This is a lovely camping spot and was 
used as such by the packers in the early 
1900's. After canp was set up and supper 
finished, we all had an icy cold bath in 
the creek.

This was to be our first large water 
crossing and is quite a wide, swift 
creek so after our breath takinn baths,
Bill and Tony waded the creek and found 
a good crossing for us. I hardly slept 
all night thinkinn about it. Also not 
being much of a horsewoman the rest began 
feeling sorry for my aching posterior and 
Bill came up with a brilliant idea. He 
cut a piece of sponoe to fit my saddle 
and from that day on no more saddle sores!

The next morninn Bill arose at 5:30 am, 
built the camp fire and put the coffee on.
I soon joined him and before the others 
were up we had consumed a pot of coffee 
and watched a lovely sunrise. The horses 
were grazing quietly around camp except 
for Apache who was in a real frisky mood 
and put on a real exhibition for us. We 
had breakfast and while everyone attend
ed to their duties Tracy prepared our 
saddle bag lunches of dried fruit, 
cheese, a little meat and packaged Tang.

\/e left camp at 11 am and crossed the 
creek without incident. We got lost three 
times that day crossing the mountains as 
the trail was obliterated by some swamps 
and an old burn. It was a very hot day 
and by the time we reached the Little 
Tahltan River everyone was extremely tired 
dry and in ugly moods. Just as we reached 
the river Bill saw a huge grizzly. This 
was one advantage he had being lead man, 
he saw all the game and by the time we 
got there the aame would be none. Hot 
knowina exactly were we were, Bill checked 
around and found we were across the River 
from a place marked on the map as "The 
Cabins". This is an old fish camp and 
there are a lot of old smoking and drying 
sheds still standing. \/e had to cross the 
river in two places. Goldie did fine the 
first time but wouldn't budge at the 
second crossinn. I lost patience and 
walked and Bill had to come back and re- 
trive the horse. We camped in a large 
field where the nrazing was excellent for 
the horses but the flies were terrible for 
both the horses and us. Tracy proceeded 
to spray the horses with repellent which 
helped considerably. It was so hot we 
couldn't bear to think of cooking over a 
camp fire so had a cold supper and went 
to bed earlv.

Fish Shed at Saloon.

The next morning Bill was again the 
first to awaken but it was rain inn so 
stayed in bed until nine and the shower 
had passed. Being the first one up, Bill 
was qoinn to make a camp fire and get the 
coffee brewing, he just stepped out of 
the tent when it collapsed on Tracy and 
I. Bill was kind enounh to set the tent 
up temporarily so we could stay in bed 
until the coffee was ready. There



11

was a stump riqht were he wanted to make 
the campfire so he pave it a kick and out 
came a swarm of wasps. He nave a yell and 
took off for the open field. This, of 
course got everyone up. He was stung on 
the wrist and hand but suffered no ill

Washed out Trail at Saloon.

These insulators are attached 
to the telenraph line which was built 
in the 1 800's and was to be the overseas 
Telegraph Communication but was abandoned 
when it was replaced by the Trans-Atlantic 
Cab 1e.

Deteriorated Telegraph Line

\!e broke camp and left at 2 pm for 
"Hyland's Ranch". V/hen we arrived at 
"Saloon" we discovered Saloon Creek had 
risen during the spring run off and had 
completely washed out the trail so the 
kids and I waited in the heat while Bill 
and Tony cut out a new trail. Saloon is 
also the junction of the Telegraph Trail 
and the Jim Town trail which we had been 
following to this point. We finally got 
goino and joined onto the orininal 
"Telenraph Trail" that afternoon and saw 
our first insulator which was delight to

(note <1-01 Highway)

The Telegraph Trail was much wider and 
was just like trail riding in a park. We 
arrived at Hyland's Ranch in the late 
afternoon and again the flies were quite 
bad. However, we set up camp. Tony and 
Hike discovered an old smoke house and 
proceeded to put a smoke on our bacon, 
ham and kobisa (Czechoslovakian garlic 
sausage). Rick and Tracy found some 
rhubarb growing beside one of the cabins 
which they munched on and Tracy made a 
little pot of jam for us. Then the two 
of them struck out to find water. They 
were gone quite awhile so Bill and I 
went to find them. On the way we passed 
a newly built cabin owned by two boys from 
Victoria, they were gone but had left a 
note on the door saying that anyone could 
use the cabin, just leave it in the same 
condition as found. We read their diary 
and found they had put in a hard winter.
V'e carried on and met Tracy and Rick. They 
had found a creek but it was about half 
a mile from where we were camped and very

hard to get at. We noticed that the boys 
who owned the cabin had tried to put a 
pipe line of garden hose from the creek 
to their cabin and we are still wondering 
how lone it took them to pack the hose 
from Telegraph Creek as there must have 
been 2,000 feet of it.
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* Smoke House at Hylands Ranch
After supper we went looking tor an 

old "Eagle Rock" aircraft that had crash 
landed in one of the fields in 193**. 
Eventually we did find bits and pieces of 
it but found out later that a helicopter 
pilot had taken most of it out and plans 
on reconstructinn it. Vent to bed that 
night tired, but feel inn good.

By now we were all becominn accustomed 
to our duties, the packing was easier and 
the packs looked better every day. After 
breakfast the boys, Tracy and Tony usually 
rounded up the horses while Bill and I 
not the panniers packed. The riding horses 
were saddled first and then the packhorses 
packed. In the even inn when we stopped 
Tracy and I would net the canp fire noinn 
and a pot of coffee on while the men un
packed and unsaddled horses. Tracy would 
help hobble the horses while I not supper 
going.

Sheslay is)

Saturday, July 22nd - left Hyland's 
Ranch at 11 am, weather was cloudy with 
a clinht wind, but warm. Had a nood 
trip until we arrived at Kennicott Lake. 
There (B1ackjack's packs slipped right 
under her belly but fortunately she was 
quite calm about it all which is more 
than I can say for us. After Blackjack 
was repacked, Bill noticed that Paleface's 
pack was also starting to slip so tried 
to repack it himself. Somehow the horse 
spooked and kicked Bill in the len, 
sending him flying in the bush and put
ting quite a large hole in the pannier. 
Bill had a very bad scrape from his 
thigh down past his knee and had a hard 
time for the next few days netting in 
and out of the saddle and being lead 
rider, he had to do this quite often to 
clear the trail. Me never repacked 
Paleface that day and used the spare 
horse instead.

The trail got very rough at Hatchou 
Lake where beavers had dammed the lake 
and we had to go above the original trail 
Near the end of the lake we went through 
an area much like a haunted forest, the 
trees were all dead and the trail very 
narrow. Really eerie. Further on we 
hit a cat road and followed it all the 
way to Sheslay. In some spots here it 
was very hard goinn for the horses as 
the road was extremely rocky.

\/e arrived at Sheslay at 9 pm and 
were greeted by the only occupants,
Henry Vance, his wife Janet and their 
four small children. \/e found out the 
next day that Mrs. Vance and the children 
had flown over us on the trail and the 
kids had been watching for our arrival 
every day.

Sunday, July 23rd - we took the day 
off to do our laundry and just relax. It 
was raining in the morning so we all 
stayed in bed till noon. Shortly after 
we not up Henry Vance stopped in and had 
coffee with us. It cleared up in the 
afternoon so everyone took their turn at 
the creek with their dirty laundry and 
the scrub board. Mike made a clothes 
horse out of poles to dry his socks and 
undies. The rest of the day was spent 
goinn through old cabins and the old 
telegraph station. When the line was being 
put throunh, Sheslay was one of the larg
er stations and had a population of app
roximately 900.



13

Later that day Bill, Tracy and I 
visited with the Vance family while the 
boys went fishinq. Mike cauqht a nice 
rainbow in the Hackett River. He also 
left his hatchet there. That afternoon 
we also met Mike Erickson "The Sheslay 
White Resident". We checked out his 
cab»in and could find no food and little 
else to speak of. That evening the kids 
went and had tea with him and came back 
thinking the "free life" isn't so hot 
after all.

Monday, July 2Ath - while we were 
preparing to leave we wondered if we 
should pack Paleface and decided that he 
would probably have forgotten the incid
ent two days before. How wrong we were, 
Bill was just putting the pack saddle on 
when he let fly, this time kicking Bill 
in the hand. However, Bill was determined 
that Paleface was going to pack so they 
snubbed him to a tree, put a running W 
on him and he packed.

After we left Sheslay it took 2 hours 
to climb the Summit. It was a long,hard 
climb for man, woman and beast. We stayed 
in high country from there right to Atlin. 
That afternoon we rode through a lot of 
buckbrush. Found A more insulators. About 
5 pm it started to rain so we began to 
look for a good camping spot. As we 
wound our way down to a lake we could 
see tents in the distance, and as we got 
closer we could see it was an Exploration 
Camp. We arrived at the camp at 6 pm and 
the cook was there to greet us and 
invited us in for supper. The camp 
helicopter had seen us earlier and told

the cook we would be there around supper 
time, he had a lovely meal ready for us 
and did we enjoy it. Fresh salmon, salad 
mashed potatoes and pie for desert. By 
the time we finished eating, it was rain
ing quite hard so they asked us to spend 
the night in camp. We took a vote and 
everyone wanted to go on so we went 
about 2 miles further where there was 
better grazing for the horses.

Sheslay Station with summit we climbed 
in background.

When we awoke the next morninq it was 
still drizzling but we had breakfast, 
rounded up the horses and moved on. Bill 
tried packing Paleface without the runninq 
W and got belted in the same leg as the 
first time, so was limp-ing again. From 
then on Paleface was tied short and had 
a running W put on each time he was pack
ed or unpacked. Just to show how smart 
horses are, after the third time he had 
the running W put on as soon as the rope 
touched his hind leg he lifted it and 
before long we only had to put the rope 
on very loosely and were able to pack him 
without any trouble at all.

The trail from this point to Ball Lake 
was swampy and grown in quite badly with 
buckbrush. That day we also went over our 
first of many corduoroy bridges which the 
packers had made through the swampy areas 
by cutting logs and literally making a 
log road. By the time' we reached Ball 
Lake it was raining very hard so we 
decided to stay put for the rest of the 
day and do some fishing. Just as we 
arrived we saw a cariboo swimming the lake 
and a moose at the far end.



The boys and Tracy went fishing as 
soon as the horses were unsaddled and un
packed while the rest of us set up tents 
and covered all the qear. We also put 
a poly roof over the cookinq area. The 
fishinq was qreat and we had fresh trout 
for supper, everyone eatinq standing up 
to fit under the poly roof. Every once in 
a while someone would stand in the wrong 
place and the build up of water would run 
off, usually down our necks. Most 
uncomfortable. Everyone was soaked and 
that niqht the campfire was lined with 
boots and socks set up to dry. It rained 
all niqht and no one qot much sleep from 
the rain pelting on the poly covering the 
tents and the loons calling all night on 
the lake.

The next morning when we got up the 
rain had ceased but it was still very 
cloudy so we decided to spend the day 
there and dry everything out. The boys 
and Tracy fished all day - caught 31 and 
threw many more back.

Later that morning as Bill and I were 
sitting around the campfire having a cup 
of coffee he asked me i f I thought we 
should turn around and go back as the 
trail seemed to be getting worse and the 
going slower than we had anticipated. I 
told him we should consult the others, so 
we had a pow-wow and no one wanted to turn 
back so here the decision was made that 
we would only go one way and truck the 
horses home from Atlin.

The horses hadn't had a very good work-' 
out for a couple of days and were well 
rested. V/e found each time this happened 
they would start heading back to the Lava 
Beds. That afternoon there were no 
horses in sight and we couldn't hear their 
bells so Bill and I walked back on the 
trail to find them. V/e found them about 
3 miles from camp and herded them back. 
Later that afternoon we were all just 
sitting around when Bill thought it would 
be a good time to put a halter on the 
colt. As we hadn't spent much time with 
Apache until he. was about 2 months old it 
took quite awhile before we could get 
close to him. Tracy had the most patience 
with him and every stop we made she would 
spend hours talking to him and eventually 
could play with him. V/e finally got the 
halter on but it took Bill, Tony, Mike 
and Rick'to hold Apache down and all the 
while his mother Apollo and Spud who had 
als<p laid claim to him were most unhappy 
about the situation.

1*4

Tracy with Apache

The next morning we got up at 5;30 but 
it was 11 before we left Ball Lake as it 
took us 2 \ hours to find the horses.
During the night they had wandered back to 
the last line cabin;. These line cabins 
are situated every 10 miles along the 
trail, and were occupied by the men who 
maintained the telegraph 1ine. Each man 
maintained 5 miles each way from his 
cabin.

V/e made good time that day even though 
the trail was covered with buckbrush and 
quite swampy in areas. Bill wanted to go 
as far as Hatin Lake where a friend,
Barry Wiseman, has a cabin so we rode 
until 7 that evening. There was no real 
trail from Colli sons Ranch to Barry's 
cabin so we just wandered around until 
we found it. I was tired and not too 
amiable when we arrived at the cabin 
but was thankful later as great black 
clouds began appearing in the sky and 
before long it was pouring, but it only 
lasted an hour. While unpacking the 
horses Rick got kicked in the leg accid
entally by Chestnut. He was leading anoth
er horse behind her and she meant to kick 
it. Rick was very brave about it all but 
limped around for a few days.

We qot settled in the cabin and while 
1 made supper the boys put Barry's canoe 
in the lake and tried their luck at 
fishing but never caught anything. That 
night Tracy made our first batch of 
bannock which really went over big. V/e 
had borrowed a radio from the Forestry 
Department at Dease Lake in case of an 
emergency and that night we tried to make 
contact with them but couldn't get through
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The next morning we tried again and this 
time were successful. We left a messaqe 
with them to contact Gleasons and tell 
them we would arrive in Atlin on August 
2nd, which would make us a few days late.

The next morninq Bill was up briaht 
and early and it was a beautiful day, 
clear and sunny. Me put the coffee on 
then went outside and took pictures of 
the lake with the mist risinq and watch
ed two moose grazing on the other side 
of the lake. When breakfast was ready 
he rousted the rest of us out. We were 
beginning to run low on a few things 
such as flour, sugar, (things we had 
stached at Martz Creek) and pancake mix 
so we borrowed some from Barry’s supplies 
and carried on.

That day we spent 11 miserable hours 
on the trail. We were either going 
through bogs or the trail was like a 
iunnle. The bogs were so bad in some 
places that the horses would sink almost 
to their bellies and once Chestnut got 
bogged down so badly we had to unpack 
her to get her out.

Mike, Commanche and Paleface crossing 
Kaution River just before we came to 
the bogs and jungle!

One good laugh we had that day was 
at Tony. Me had bought a new pair of 
chaos for the trio and had even put our 
brand (ZK) on each len. Up to this time 
he hadn't worn them but our lens were 
getting quite scratched from the brush 
so out they came. They were a little 
too long for him so Mike measured them 
on Tony and proceeded to cut the lens 
to fit. That afternoon we were noinci 
through a real bog and Tony's horse

started to bog down so Tony bailed off. 
The rest of us had already gone throunh 
and were waiting for him. When he bailed 
off he looked just like bat man. Mike 
started to laugh and called to him,
"What happened Unc, your horse run out 
of nas?" Poor Tony, he was covered in 
mud and couldn't see much humor in it 
at all. Me only wore his chaps once 
after that.

About h in the afternoon we came to 
a creek but thought it was too early to 
stop as according to the map there was 
another good camp spot not too far away. 
Mowever, we rode until 10 that night 
and never did come to another creek or 
a decent place to camp. It was beginning 
to get dark so knew we had to stop soon. 
We finally came to a spot where there was 
a bit of water so we camped right on 
the trail, using a rope to hang our tents 
on. We tied up all the horses that night 
and gave them a feed of oats as the 
grazing was very poor. I was so tired 
that as soon as the tents were up I 
crawled in. The rest stayed up and were 
going to make supper but were too tired 
so ended up sharing a can gf tomatoes 
and joining me. The next morning we had 
a good laugh at our makeshift camp and 
things looked a little briohter.

That day we were determined to make 
Mahlin and knew it couldnrt be too 
far. We got up at 9 am and just took it 
easy. Left camp at 1 pm. The trail was 
much better and soon we began winding 
down to the Mahlin River. We arrived 
at Mahlin at 3 pm. There was a good 
camping spot for us and good grazing for 
the horses so we stopped and made camn.

Nahlin Telearaoh Station
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Sunday, July 30th - it was a cool 
frosty morning. Left llahlin at noon 
for Nakina. Ana in the map was wronq 
and we took the wrong trail. After 
spending 7 hours going hack and forth 
looking for the trail, we ended up camp
ing a half a mile from where we started. 
The kids and I set up camp while Bill 
and Tony took off to find the trail.
When they left I told them not to come 
back without an insulator to prove they 
had. Both arrived back at camp at 
10 pm with the insulator. Everyone was 
tired and disappointed as we only had

Ricky Lobo and Apollo crossing Nahlin.

As it was still early everyone did 
their laundry and cleaned up. Tracy and 
Rick picked rhubarb and Rick and I made 
a big pot of rhubarb jam. Tracy and Tony 
made a big batch of bannock. Later Rick 
finally washed his hair due to extreme 
pressure and threatening jestures. I'm 
sure his cowboy hat hadn't left his head 
since the day we left. Nahlin was another 
of the larger stations and must have 
had quite a large population because 
there were cabins on both sides of the 
River. There was also an old cable car 
across the river which the residents 
must have used to go back and forth. It 
is so old Mike just touched it and over 
it fell. We went through the old tele
graph station where Tony found a few 
old bottles.

Tramline Crossing (llahlin)

three days to make Atlin and still had 
about 100 miles go go.

Monday, July 31st - the morning was 
cool and frosty again. Left camp at 
1 pm. Ricky rode Missy, who did really 
well for her first full day being ridden. 
The only problem Rick had was she didn't 
neck reign too well and would sometimes 
take off where she wanted to go instead 
of where he did. Lobo had quite a bad 
saddle sore so we let her run free.

We started out on the right trail but 
missed the turnoff point and ended up 
at Run Lake on the old Teslin Trail be
fore we realized it. We backtracked and 
found the junction. The trail went thro- 
uth a real bog and thick buckbrush. We 
hadn't gone very far when Bill noticed 
that Lobo was missing. He told us to go 
on and he would go back to find her. We 
carried on to a clear spot and rested, 
waiting for Bill. Lobo had turned 
around with us when we backtracked but 
got ahead and thought we were going allMaking Rhubarb jam
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the way back so she passed the junction 
and went right back to our camp spot 
across the flahlin River. When Bill not 
there she was running back and forth 
looking for the rest of the outfit. He 
gave a whistle and without even breaking 
stride she came running across the river 
and up to him. V/hen Bill joined us we 
carried on, on a much better trail to 
Run Creek. There we found a good camp 
spot and good nrazing. By this time 
Tracy really enjoyed washing clothes on 
the washboard so she took her little 
bundle down to the creek and did a wash.

Tuesday, August 1st, cool morning 
again. We v/ere quite high and noticed 
the change in temperature. Broke camp at 
11:30, the weather was nice but the trail 
was terrible, lots of windfall and 
buckbrush. In places the buckbrush was 
so high all you could see was the tops 
of everyone's cowboy hats. That day I 
rode Thunder as everyone was complain
ing that I was holding them up with my 
poky horse. Rick rode Missy again and 
Bill rode Lobo because whe was a real 
nuisance when left running free. He 
tailed Goldie that day and gave him a 
real workout. We lost the trail a few 
times due to bogs. Camped at Tseta 
Creek at 5 pm. Bill, Rick, Tracy and I 
set up camp while Tony and Mike rode on 
ahead to see what we v/ere in for the 
next day. They returned and told us we 
were coming to a A-01 hinhway. That 
evening we tried to radio Dease Lake 
again to tell Gleasons we were going, to 
be a few days late due to the 2 days 
lost at Nahlin and rough trail.
Couldn't make radio contact due to the 
Northern Linhts.

Wednesday, Auciust 2nd (the day we should 
have been in Atlin). We broke camp at 
8:30 am , nice warm morning. The trail 
was not too bad in spots but still alot 
of swamps and buckbrush. Tony was leading 
Blackjack and Chestnut that day and was 
having trouble with them so had let 
Chestnut run free and she was forever 
getting in everyone's way. At one spot we 
had a very hi oh bank to climb and Bill 
and gone ahead to chop out the trail.
While we were waiting below Chestnut went 
ahead of everyone and was mingling around 
Bills horses. He never paid too much 
attention to her and jumped in the saddle 
and started to go ahead. Spud stopped 
short, because Chestnut crossed in front

of her, and pulled Bill out of the 
saddle. His pantleg got caught on a stump 
and he swung around hitting his head on 
a loq below. He was stunned for a moment 
and couldn't get free as he was hanging 
upside down with his pantleq still 
caught. He finally got untangled and when 
he did the air was blue. Chestnut was 
also tailed to Blackjack and that was 
the end of the packhorses running free.
We passed three old cabins that day, 

looked through them and found a few 
things. I found a huge metal spoon but 
lost it later on the trail. We made 
camp at 5 pm at Box Lake and everyone was 
beat so we v/ere all in bed by nine.

By this time we were beginning to get 
low on groceries and knew we had to 
really hit the trail. We were also 
getting low on tabacco and cigaretts.
Thursday, August 3rd, it rained during 

the night and was cloudy when we got up 
at 6 am, broke camp at 10:30. The trail 
was still swampy in places and lots of 
buckbrush. We arrived at llakina at 2 pm 
We had just come to the edge of the bank 
before going down to the river when we 
noticed a tent and heard dogs barking on 
the other side. Then we saw a man. At 
first v/e thought it was natives fishing 
or hunting but as we came to the River's 
edge, v/e could see it was a white man. V/e 
wound our way down to the river and cross
ed and he met us on the other side. He 
led us to his camp site and there v/e met 
his v/ife - 8 months pregnant. They had 
walked from Atlin and planned on noing 
through to Telegraph Creek. We told them 
how rough the trail was and-advised to 
return to Atlin but we found out later 
they had carried on and she had her baby 
at Matin Lake v/i th him acting as Midwife. 
They later came out to Telegraph Creek.

After our visit we went on about 2 miles 
further and made camp at llakina Creek as 
it v/as beginning to rain quite hard. There 
I smoked my last cigarette. Bill still 
had a little tobacco left v/hich he grac
iously shared.

It v/as raining the next morning when 
v/e got up. V/e broke camp at 10 am and 
everyone cot soaked from riding through 
the buckbrush. The sun came out around 
noon and by that time we v/ere in better 
country and soon dried out. Everyone was 
in much better spirits. All that afternoon 
we rode through a beautiful vallev and we 
thoroughly enjoyed it. The last four miles
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or so to the second IJakina cross inq was 
a little rougher, we climbed a very high 
ridge and then almost straight down to 
the river. Ricky was riding Missy anain 
that day and we had all crossed the river 
and she wouldn't move. She suddenly rea
lized we had all left her and over she 
came. They looked really comical as she's 
so small and the river was quite deep so 
Rick put his lens up on the saddle horn to 
keep from getting wet. Me camped rinht at 
the river. Tracy did another wash here 
and left her jeans soaking in the river.
I guess they're still there. After supper 
Tony and Mike vient to find the trail as 
there was just a shear rock wall in the 
direction we would be going. They discover
ed we had to climb along the bottom of a 
slide area back into a valley which was 
approximately 1000 feet above the IJakina 
Ri ver.
Our food supply was getting very low. Me 

were boiling coffee using the same grounds 
twice, had no flour, very little sugar and 
some canned goods left. Even the tabacco 
was finished.

That night the horses qrazed riqht in 
camp and were so close to the tents we 
could hear them munching in our ears. I 
was. sure vie were going to get stepped on 
so Bill was up two or three times that 
night shooino horses away.

Saturday, August 5th, broke camp at 
10 am. Real hard climb out of Makina but 
later the trail was quite good. The 
country through this area was lovely. \/e 
passed two small lakes then came to Teysen 
Lake about two in the afternoon. Here we 
came to a camp where the people were 
guiding resident hunters. There was one 
fellow there lookino after things, 3 women 
whose husbands were out hunting and 2 
little oirls. They were real friendly and 
put coffee on riqht away. They told us 
that an aircraft from Atlin had been 
watching for us for the past two days. We 
knew it would be Gleasons beginning to 
get worried because we hadn't arrived.

After we told them we had been on the 
trail a week longer than planned they 
asked if we were short of anything. We 
told them what we were short of and they 
kindly gave us coffee, flour, brown sunar- 
but couldn't spare any tabacco or cigare
ttes. They also gave us some meat. We 
wanted to pay them for the groceries but 
they said no they would exchange them for 
matches and toilet paper. We gave them

Valley between 1st and 2nd Nakina

matches and later had the toilet paper and 
a carton of cinarettes flown out to them 
with the aircraft that flew into their 
camp quite often with hunters.

They told us the trail was pretty good 
the rest of the way except for around 
Dixie Lake but they had been through and 
cleared the trail. Me carried on and the 
trail proved quite good. Made camp at 
5:30 at the foot of Chkoida Mountain and 
proceeded to make supper. For the past 
week the adults had been rationing them
selves so the kids would have_enough to 
eat so now that we had meat,flour and 
coffee we were going to have a good 
supper and everyone could eat their fill. 
We had a galvanized water bucket that we 
had been using to.heat water and thats 
what we made the stew in. By the time the 
dumplings were added the paili was filled 
to about 2" from the top. And believe me 
we ate our fill, all that was left was a 
little pot full that we ate for breakfast 
the next morning.
While everyone was sitting around wait

ing for the feast, Tony spied a huge gri
zzly on the mountain. We watched him root
ing around for about £ hour before he 
ambled off.

Before noinn to bed that night we cov
ered the tents with poly as the sky 
looked threatening but instead we had a 
real wind and the poly rustling and crack- 
inn kept us awake half the ninht.
Sunday, August 6th, everyone is in real 

good spirits today as this was the day we 
were to reach Atlin. The kids kept talk
ing about Mrs. Gleason having a big 
batch of cookies for them and the rest of 
us thounht about Ann havino cigarettes.



}\fe not up early - 7 am, had our left over 
stew and pancakes for breakfast, making 
our own syrup with the borrowed brown 
sunar and were noinn to net a real early 
start. V/e had a hard tine find inn the 
horses and didn't break camp until 10 am 
Then we started out on the wrong trail and 
lost 1jr hours searching and backtracking. 
Had to cross a real swampy creek but the 
trail was quite good on the other side.
We made nood time to-Boyer Creek where 
we had lunch ( 1 can of prem and 1 can of 
beans, shared amongst us all) and there 
our troubles benan.

We had to no throunh a burn which anain 
had obliterated the trail. V/e lost four 
hours trail huntinq that day. By then we 
knew we would never make Atlin that day 
and everyone was pretty downhearted. V/e 
met Doun (the fellow from Teysen Lake) late 
that afternoon. He had walked from Teysen 
Lake to Dixie Lake in 6 hours and we had 
only pone about 6 miles in 8 hours. We 
came to a small lake just before Dixie 
and anain lost the trail. V/e rode in cir
cles for about an hour. Rick finured it 
out and 39 horses went throunh one mud 
hole - all ours. V/e finally made camp 
and while I made supper Bill and Rick 
struck out to find the trail. They found 
it but rode right to Dixie Lake to be sure.
Monday, August 7th, broke camp at 9:30 am 

and that morninq for breakfast we cooked 
everyth inn we had left. Macaroni, a little 
flour which I made into dumplinas and oat
meal. It was a real noulash but no one 
said a word because they knew that was it. 
The trail was quite bad when we first 
started out that day and had to rebuild a 
bridqe so the horses could cross a bon.
The ride along Dixie Lake was nood until 
we started climbing up away from the lake. 
V/e got lost in another burn and lost an 
hour searching for the trail. Once we found 
it we were on our way and arrived at the 
O'Donnel 1 Ri ver and a cat road. V/e stopped 
there at 2 pm and shared our last can of 
beans. Mow wewere only 15 miles from Warm 
Bay. From there we rode on the road all 
the way. The scenery was lovely. At every 
bend in the road we hoped to see Gleasons. 
At four that afternoon we came to a bridqe 
and there was a note on a pole for us 
from Francis saying that they were camped 
at Warm Springs at a nice camp spot and 
good grazing for the horses. The^note was 
dated August Ath,

V/e finally arrived at Warm Sprinas at 
6:30 pm and no Gleasons. Some other people 
were camped there and asked us if we were

the people from Cassiar who had travelled 
the Telearaph Trail. When we said we were 
they told us that Gleasons had to leave but 
had waited four days for us. We were all 
very disappointed, no cookies and no cig
arettes. V/e carried on to '/arm Bay about 
a half mile down the road. Just as we 
turned the corner we saw a parked car at 
the bridge so Bill rode ahead and asked 
if either he or Tony could hitch a ride 
into Atlin, which was 17 miles further 
down the road, and explained our situation 
about having no groceries, etc. They would 
be glad to help out and when Tony came back 
later he told us the people were a truck 
driver and his wife from Clinton Mine.
While Tony was none we made camp and 

took the horses to a aood grazing area. 
About 2 hours later Tony arrived with 
Const. Ron Fehr of the R.C.M.P. and boxes 
of groceries and cinarettes. V/e had 
supper at midnight and went to bed full, 
relieved and contented.
The next day Tony and Bill flew to Dease 

Lake and brought the trucks back to begin 
trucking the horses back to Cassiar. We 
made two round trips and finally the 
horses were settled in at Chain Lake on 
Sunday, August 13th.
While we had some trying experiences, the 

trip was well worth it. There is no better 
way a family can find appreciation, 
togetherness, and a complete understanding 
of each other, but to do something where 
we fully depend on each other. V/e all look 
forward to doing it again, but will make 
it a shorter trip next time.
After reading our story I hope you will 

realize that I am as much a greenhorn at 
writing as I am at riding horses!

End of Trail - Warm Bay

- All rights reserved.
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NEWS FROM
ALL SAINTS ANGLICAN COMMUNITY 

CHURCH

the Rectory for two to three 
days on each visit. THANK YOU*****

*********

RUMMAGE SALE
The women of the Church 

wish to thank everyone who 
helped with their recent 
Rummage Sale in the Centen
nial Area lounge.

We are grateful to all 
who gave Rummage and White 
Elephant articles, those who 
helped arrange the sale and 
those who took part on the 
day of same.

ANNUAL CHRISTMAS TEA

We are hoping to arrange 
our usual tea for "Ladies 
Only" which will probably be 
held on Friday, December 8, 
in the church. This is an 
evening of friendship for 
all the ladies in Cassiar 
and is sponsored by the wpmex 
of both community churches 
in Cassiar. Please watch 
for further announcements.
We look forward to meeting 
you all.

CHURCH SERVICES FOR 
THE NEXT MONTHS

CHURCH SCHOOL
School is being held on 

Tuesday afternoons. For 
further information on this, 
please contact the teachers, 
Mrs. Verna Knowles, Mrs. 
Esther .Cloakey and Mrs. Jan
et Werner.

CHURCH WARDENS are Mrs. Irma 
Tischler and Mr. Bill Dobie. 
Please phone if you would 
care for any other informat
ion.

M m M M m t M W t M M M
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It

9:00 - 5:00 P.M. it
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// FOR LUNCH HOUR if
//
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I would like to thank all 
the people who sent me net 
well cards and letters, also 
the local Union for the flow 
ers. They really made my 
stay in the hospital more 
enjoyable.

Darrell Hubbell 
************

November 2, 1972

Miss Kathy CalIon, Box 76, 
Cassiar, B.C.

Dear Kathy:

On behalf of the Cassiar 
Community Club Executive and 
Cassiarites I wish to take 
this opportunity to thank 
you for your suggestion of a 
piano raffle.

It is gratifying to have 
citizens undertake a project 
which will be of benefit to 
other members of the commun
ity.

Your efforts have been a 
success and very much appre
ciated.

Sincerely,

CASSIAR COMMUNITY CLUB 
* signed Bill Zemenchik, Pres

* * * * * *

Whilst there is no resi
dent minister in Cassiar,
Rev. David Kalles of Watson 
Lake, Y.T. plans to visit us 
at least twice a month (Wea-. 
ther permitting) and service- 
s will be held, one visit on 
a Wednesday night and the 
following visit for a Sunday. 
Please watch the Notice Board 
in front of the church for 
dates and times. These will 
also be'announced over the 
radio. Confirmation classes 
are being organized and if 
anyone is interested, please 
contact Rev. Kalles when he 
is here. He will stay at

NOTICE
* * * * *

Whv did the Retail Store run 
out of baby elephant 
fodder ?

O verheard  . . .
An 8 year old to his 
mother, "You are right, 
there is no respect for 
older people anymore in 
the world today".
Mother, "How do you come 
to say that?"
Boy, "You should hear my 
sister (5 yrs. old) talk 
back to me!"

NOTICE
THERE WILL BE NO PUBLIC 
HEALTH NURSE IN ATTENDANCE 
FROM DECEMBER 11, 1972 TO 
FEBRUARY 5, 1973. DURING 
THIS PERIOD CURRENT IMM
UNIZATION PROGRAMS WILL BE 
CARRIED OUT AT THE HOSPITAL

Mrs. S. Leigh, 
Public Health Nurse

L_.


