
1 

 

MOCCASIN TELEGRAPH – 405
th 

Edition – April 19, 2015 
Created by Sherron Jones sherronjones*shaw.ca 

To use an e-mail address from the MocTel, replace the * with @. 

 

 
Flowers at the River Rock in Richmond 

Photo courtesy Vancouver Yukoners Banquet/Reunion attendee May (Suits) Getz.  

 

 

Had a request this week for this article of Bill Weigand’s that was in a 2003 special 

edition of the MocTel. Thought there would be lots of readers who missed that edition 

and this very entertaining story. – Sherron  
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ARMY DAYS 

 
By Bill Weigand 

 

OCTOBER 13 – 1947 
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Army Fire Service – Fire Hall # 1 - 17 Wks Coy RCE Whitehorse Yukon 

 

The crew of A Platoon was sitting around the “ready room” shooting the breeze, 

reading or dozing.  It was close to 11 AM when Chief Dunlop strode in, paused, looked 

around, and eyed us one by one. The chatter died away and we knew something was up 

because the Chief seldom popped in, usually the crew chief or one of us would be “called 

to the office” down the hall.  

His eyes focused on me for a few seconds and I thought, “Oh, Oh,” thinking back 

on what I might have done to be singled out for the “stare.”  

“Red,” he said, “the Major just called, he’s got a problem around Mile 48 on the 

Haines Road. A culvert under the road is plugged with gravel and the road is washing 

out. He thinks it can be flushed out with one of our pumpers, so get over to Stores and 

draw a sleeping bag and cold weather gear. Crew Chief Coles will get the Ford front 

mount pumper truck ready with 500 feet of 2½-inch hose. There won’t be any gas after 

you leave Camp 1016 so go over to the fuel point and draw a 45 gallon drum, it’ll ride up 

top ok. Just secure it good—and don’t forget to take a wobble pump. I want you away by 

6 AM; there will be a highway maintenance guy waiting for you at the camp. He’ll go 

with you to handle the hose and flushing. You should be back to the Haines junction 

camp by tomorrow night. The mess hall at camp will fix some rations to take with you. 

Any questions?  No?” The Chief took another drag on his cigarette, “the weather looks 

good so if you get a chance to go into Haines try and get me a bottle of Everclear. Ok?”  

It was October 14
, 
my eighteenth birthday and just as dawn was breaking I pulled 

out of the Dowell Area (present location of Qwanlin Mall) and headed up the Two-Mile 

Hill; my sleeping bag and cold weather sheepskin coat and mitts tucked under the tarp. 

The drum of gas was synched down tight along with the wobble pump, riding high on top 

of the hose bed. In the rear view mirror I could see the cloud of white dust rolling up 

from the road behind me and hear the constant ping of loose gravel bouncing off the 

silver running boards. The curves and hills of the Alaska Highway passed quickly under 

the wheels of my fire truck and the miles slipped by. It felt good to be on my own; away 

from the crew, alone on the open highway heading west 100 miles to Camp 1016 (Haines 

Junction, where the Alaska Highway splits, north to Fairbanks and south to the seaport of 

Haines, Alaska.) 

 

The sun was highlighting the great snow capped Kluane Range mountains when I 

reached 1016. The camp foreman was waiting for me when I climbed down from the cab.  

“You made good time coming from Whitehorse. This is Ron,” he said, pointing to 

a tall handsome young guy about my age, with sandy hair and a broad smile. “He’s going 

with you, he knows the road real good. You guys better get going soon if you want to get 

back by tonight.” 

 “Hi Red,” Ron said, “we better gas up your truck and get going, the foreman says 

the weather forecast is calling for snow later today. We’ve got to get back tonight and it’s 

almost 150 miles each way. I see you have some extra gas up top, that’s good in case we 

have any problems—Camp 75, the last place this side of the border where we could have 

got gas is closed now. You gas the truck and I’ll run over to the mess hall and pick up the 

rations.”  
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I told Ron to grab his sleeping bag … just in case! 

 

We pulled out of camp about 10:30 and headed south towards Dezadeash Lake at 

Mile Post 125.  

I had never been up the Haines Road. I had only heard stories about it. But as we 

drove along Ron told me about the road ahead, 160 miles of beautiful scenery along the 

St Elias Mountains bordering Yukon and Alaska. He knew all the names of the creeks 

and rivers and pointed out the emergency shelters and maintenance camps already closed 

for the winter.  

“In 1943 the American army punched through an escape route from the Alaska 

Highway to the Port of Haines in case the White Pass Railway was closed,” said Ron. 

“They say it cost them 13 million Yankee dollars.”  

The road followed the Old Dalton Trail from Haines, Alaska to Klukshu Lake and 

from there proceeded along the Western shore of Dezadeash Lake to Mile 125 and on to 

Haines Junction. 

 The sun was bright and we were making good time. Ron was telling me about his 

job at the camp and was asking me about my job in Whitehorse. 

We passed the closed camp at Dezadeash. The sun had faded into gray skies and 

the first big snowflakes came drifting down. Big soft, velvety flakes. Ron said we should 

pull into Million Dollar camp at Mile Post 103 and take a break. As we walked about the 

empty camp … the white painted buildings, mess hall, barracks and workshops looked 

out-of-place and strange to me. I compared them to the drab brown army lock-stave 

buildings of the highway camps and the Headquarters Buildings in Whitehorse. No 

wonder they called it “Million Dollar Camp.” Ron told me when the US guys left the 

camp; they left everything … the dishes and cutlery were still on the mess hall tables.  

He laughed. “They must have been in one big hurry to get gone back home to the 

States,” he said. 

We climbed a long steep hill navigating the sharp “S” curves. By now the snow 

was really coming down and those big soft lovely flakes weren’t looking so lovely 

anymore. I could hardly see to drive. Ron was getting concerned too … we still had a 

long way to go. We were now creeping along with Ron standing outside his door on the 

running board calling for me to “steer left, straighten up, steer right” … sometimes he 

would get out and walk ahead in the middle of the road which was now covered by a foot 

or more of snow. It was eerie and scary and we knew there was no way we would get 

back to Haines Junction that night.  

As we passed each emergency shelter, (the small metal Quonset Huts equipped 

with bunks, stoves, and wood, situated at intervals along the road,) I was thinking, we had 

better make a decision soon to hole up for the night and wait out the snowstorm. But Ron 

said, “Since we’re on the plateau now, we should keep going to Camp 75 …  after that, 

we’ll start down a steep hill with a few dangerous curves then we’ll be into the heavy 

rainforest valley …  be easier going once we get into the trees. We can bunk down at the 

old Canada Customs House for the night … what do you think?” 

 

I clenched the steering wheel and tried not show my absolute panic at his words. 

“How steep? How dangerous? There’s a foot of snow on the road!” 
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Ron didn’t bother to answer. He ignored me and kept shouting directions, “ … I 

didn’t have time to think … I was too busy trying to keep the fire truck in the middle of 

the road. 

 Ron was right. We could barely see the outlines of the buildings through the 

heavy snowfall as we passed Camp 75. Soon we were creeping down the long, curving 

road into the valley and the snow seemed to lighten up.  

The Canadian Custom House, an old log building, loomed out of the dark. There 

were no lights in the windows and no tracks in the deep snow leading to the building. 

And no vehicle tracks ahead of us on the road to Haines. We stopped and trudged up to 

the door and were surprised to see a scrawled note  “Road closed – Gone to Haines.” 

 The door was unlocked. We packed in our sleeping bags, spread then out of the 

floor and crawled in.   

We were two exhausted young guys. 

 

The morning was bright and clear. We stood outside the old log building looking 

at a winter wonderland. The thick forest of tall firs and spruce trees were laden with new 

snow. Not a track anywhere. Not a sound, just stillness.  

 “I think we’re stuck here,” Ron said. “What’ll we do?”  

 “How far to Haines?” I asked. 

 “About 40 miles, but it’ll be tough going if we can even get through at all.” 

 “Lets give it a try,” I said. “We need gas after plowing through all that snow …  

and we need to buy some food. Looks like we’re going to be around here for a while. 

And on the way you can locate that plugged culvert and look for water to pump.”  

I climbed behind the wheel. “Oh yes, and, don’t forget …  the Chief wants a 

bottle of 190 proof Everclear.” 

Ron was right again, the heavy wet snow made it hard going. We crept along, 

trying not to get too close to the edge of the road, especially on the hills. As we came 

down a long slope onto a level stretch Ron said, “Stop, here’s the culvert!” Ron slid down 

the bank to take a look. “Yeah,” he yelled, “It’s plugged alright …  you drive the truck 

ahead and I’ll stand on the running board and see if I can see a place for you to lay the 

hose line to some water.”  

“It better be close, we only have 500 feet of hose,” I said.  

“There’s usually a good low spot or a hole that the engineers dug at the bottom of 

the hills near the culverts.” 

Ron found his water hole at the bottom of a steep slope, and with a foot of fast 

melting snow on the ground it looked pretty slippery.  I knew I would have to “chain up” 

and back the truck up the slope to the highway when we were done. I was worried. 

  

We decided it was not a good time to start work; it was getting too late in the day. 

We would go into Haines and on the way we could spot an emergency shelter to camp for 

the night. 

We drove into Haines by late afternoon and Ron directed me to the only gas 

station in town. The guy at the pumps was surprised to see a Canadian Army fire truck 

pull up. He told us that he heard the Haines road was closed and wanted to know what we 

were doing here anyway. We gave him a run-down about the road washing out over the 

culvert near Mile 48, about the scary drive after the snow started coming down and how 
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we finally got to the Custom House. He said the road would be closed for a few days. He 

said that Clyde Wann had fuel trucks waiting in Haines Junction for the road to re-open 

to haul as much gas and oil to Whitehorse as he could before the road closed for the 

winter. (It wasn’t until the mid-sixties that the Haines Road would be opened year-

round.) 

We didn’t have much cash with us, not expecting to buy gas or food. We bought 

bread and canned beans; picked up a 26oz of Rye (or was it Bourbon?) and a bottle of 

Everclear for the Chief, and then over to Blanche’s Bar for a couple of bottles of Ginger 

Ale. It was pretty quiet at Blanches, I thought, just one lady behind the bar. 

“What do you think, Red? We pick up a couple of girls I know and take them for 

a ride in your fire truck? Maybe park somewhere and have a few drinks, it’ll be fun.” 

“Are you kidding?” I said, “not in my army fire truck … where are you going to 

get these girls anyway?” 

“Over at the Catholic convent. I’ve done it before. After 9, they’ll be in their 

dorm. I’ll throw some stones at the window to get their attention and they’ll sneak out 

down the fire escape.” 

Hoping my red Canadian Army fire truck would never be spotted I parked it down 

the street from the Convent. 

Ron was right for the umpteenth time. It worked. I had a new respect for this guy. 

The girls were excited about getting a ride in the fire truck and the four of us squeezed 

into the cab. We drove a little way out of town, parked and passed the bottle around, 

taking a swig of whiskey and then a round of ginger ale. It was fun and every so often 

one of the girls would step on the siren button and we would all giggle and laugh. After 

awhile we decided to drive over to the other side of town to where the girls knew another 

good parking spot. One of them gave the siren a short blast again as we passed through 

main street. 

The ginger ale soon ran out but the girls didn’t want to go home so Ron suggested 

I drive back into town for another bottle.  

I parked across the street from Blanches Bar. I could see through the windows 

that the place was jammed, a lot of guys drinking up a storm I thought.  Lively place! 

Stepping up to the bar, I asked the lady (probably Blanche) for ginger ale. It took 

a minute to realize it was suddenly quiet. Dead quiet.  This big guy in a plaid shirt was 

standing at my elbow. My eyes focused on a large silver star pinned to his shirt … 

SHERIFF!  All I remember thinking is Oh! Oh!  

  He was big. He was over 6 foot tall … I know, I was looking up … and he was 

looking down. “Hi Sonny,” he said, “is that your little red fire truck out there?” I glanced 

around the room. No one was smiling. These guys staring at me were definitely not 

friendly. 

“Yes sir,” I mumbled. 

“And what are you doing here in Alaska with a Canadian Army fire truck?”  

“I got orders to flush out a plugged culvert near Mile 48,” I stammered, “the road 

is washing out. We got over the road as far as the Custom House and we’re snowed in … 

I needed gas and food so I came in to town.” 

“Well, Sonny, do you know who all these guys are?” And he swept his hand 

around the bar room.  

“No, sir,” I said, with a dreadful feeling. I was in trouble. Deep trouble. 
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“Well Sonny,” he emphasized the Sonny with his big finger as he tapped my 

chest, “these guys are the Haines Volunteer Fire Brigade, and every time you went 

though town and tooted your little siren, they rushed down to the fire hall. Three times! 

We’ve been waiting for you.” 

The axe was about to fall. I was a dead man … I would be heading back to 

Edmonton as soon as NWHS Headquarters in Whitehorse got word of this night. What do 

they do to Canadians in trouble in Alaska? And the girls in the truck? A Canadian Army 

truck … and Ron? My truck? It was only a minute but a multitude of horrible thoughts 

were going through my mind as I stared up at the big guy with his finger making dents in 

my uniform jacket. 

“Tell you what, Sonny,” he said, “you get back in your little red fire truck and get 

the hell out this town … get that culvert flushed out and get home. If you’re not out of 

town in five minutes, I’ll throw you in jail.” 

“Yes sir,” I said hurriedly and moved towards the door, not daring to look back at 

all the guys, who, by now appeared to be having a party of their own. 

As I made a dash for the truck across the street, Ron and the girls were watching 

me and wondering what was taking me so long to get a bottle of ginger ale. When I was 

about 20 feet from the truck one of the girls pressed the siren button. “No, no, not now,” I 

shouted as I flew into the cab, rammed the gearshift into place and tore out of town. 

 We parked just outside of town, and I told them about my encounter with the 

Sheriff and volunteer firemen. Now we had a real problem. We had to get the girls back 

to the convent before they were missed and I wanted to get as far away from that Sheriff 

as fast as I could. I kept thinking about the disastrous reception I was going to get in 

Whitehorse. 

I think it was about one in the morning when we stole back into Haines, stopping 

a short distance from the convent. We said goodbye to the girls and watched them scoot 

up the fire escape and into their dorm. 

We found the shelter we had spotted earlier on our way into town and were 

surprised to see a light in the window and smoke rising from the chimney.  

“Strange,” said Ron, “no vehicle around.” 

As we approached the door it was opened by two rough looking guys, one big and 

tall, the other short and wiry. 

“Come on in, lots of room,” they said. “What are you guys doing out here at this 

time of night?” the tall guy asked. 

We exchanged names and looked each other over. I noticed they had a lot of gear, 

including a couple of rifles by one of the bunks. It looked like they had been living in the 

shelter for some time. They told us they were from the states and were going prospecting 

as soon as the snow melted. In the meantime, they were trapping and hunting in the area. 

We told them our story and they thought it was funny, especially the part about 

the Sheriff and volunteer firemen.  

“Have you got any booze left?” the short guy asked, “we could sure do with a 

couple of drinks.” 

We finished off the last of the Bourbon while we swapped stories. Then we made 

a big mistake. We opened the bottle of Everclear. The one the “Chief” would never get to 

see. With the Everclear the stories became exaggerated and the little guy bragged about 

his past as being a champion pugilist.  
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Watching the little guy toss back another slug of Everclear, I said, “what’s a 

pugilist?  

“Means boxer … come on, Red.” He motioned me closer, dancing around and 

punching the air, “try and hit me, I won’t hurt you … come on, give it a try.” 

I had a bad feeling as I put up my fists and took a fighters stance in front of him, 

he looked wild-eyed and a little crazy to me.  

I made a half-hearted jab at him. 

Ron and the big guy picked me up and helped me to a bunk. The little guy was 

still dancing around making jabs in the air, no doubt believing he was still in some 

championship fight somewhere in his past.  Me, Ron and the big guy climbed into our 

sleeping bags. I was hurting. 

In the morning, the prospectors made a big batch of bannock, stirring the mixture 

in a tin can. Besides having a doozer of a hangover, my ribs and shoulders were hurting 

from the slamming the little guy gave me. 

 

 
Mixing the bannock .. the two prospectors. 

 

At the culvert we laid the hose line along the road and eased the truck down the 

slope close enough get the suction hose in the water hole. We pumped water most of the 

day, with Ron flushing gravel and boulders until the culvert was clean. Then came the 

hard job of picking up the long hose line in the wet slippery snow, breaking it into 50 foot 

lengths and rolling it up and stacking them by the roadside. My great fear was that the 

truck would spin out in the slush and mud as I backed it up the steep slope to the road. 

But we made it with the help of our tire chains. 

 
                         Fire truck pumping……near MP 48 
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Later that night in my bunk at the emergency shelter, I shuddered as I thought 

about the fire hall, the Chief, the Major … “ and oh no, we drank the Everclear!”   

 Maybe the Sheriff wouldn’t report me to Chief Dunlop. 

Next morning I was feeling better and after another batch of bannock and beans 

for breakfast, made by the pugilist and the big guy, we went outside to sit in the morning 

sun for a smoke. We could hear a truck coming from the north and a fuel tanker came 

into sight. The driver pulled over and rolled his window down and said, “Hi Red, thought 

it was you when I saw the fire truck … the camp foreman said to keep an eye out for you. 

They were worried when you guys didn’t get back and sent a crew out with some grub 

the next day but they only got about half way to Camp 75 then gave up. The snow was 

too deep. They left the grub in one of the emergency shelters; you’ll see a sign nailed to 

the door. The plow just got through to the border this morning and I was following it.” 

 Ron & I said “so long” to the two prospectors, loaded our gear and started for 

1016. The little guy waved from the door and said, “Sorry about the boxing lesson, Red.” 

We stopped at the shelter with the “Sandwiches Here” sign. The cook at camp had 

made some good sandwiches but after three days they were all dried up.  

All the way to the junction I went over and over what I would say when the time 

came to face the music. Not only to the Major at Headquarters, but the Chief, too. 

We pulled into Haines Junction, reported to the camp office. The foreman said 

everyone was relieved when they got word we had made it to Haines. I waited to hear 

“what word.” Nothing followed. He said the Chief called every day for news about us.  

Next morning, feeling maybe, just maybe, I was ok … I decided to have breakfast 

at the “Kuskanaw,” Sally Backe’s restaurant. I could smell the bacon and taste the 

coffee before I even sat down. After the bannock and beans this was heaven! Sally was 

busy behind the counter, she looked at me, “you must be Red,” she said, and I could see 

by the smile on her face something was coming, “we heard you and Ron really stirred 

things up in Haines a couple nights ago, you guys sure did it up good.” 

Breakfast didn’t taste so good but it wasn’t Sally’s cooking; it was my conscience 

… I began to worry again. The word was out and I was in trouble. I waved goodbye to 

Sally and started for home.  

The Chief accepted my report, listened to my description of driving in the blizzard 

and said he was glad we made it back safely. I waited every day for the axe to fall but the 

days went by and nothing happened.  

I began to think the Sheriff was not such a bad guy after all.  

 

Spring, 1948.  The crew of A Platoon was relaxing in the Ready-room. Chief 

Dunlop came striding in, “Coles,” he said to the Crew Chief, “we need to send the Ford 

front-mount pumper up the Haines Road.” He turned to me, “but you’re not going 

Weigand.”  

I could see what looked like a grin on his face.  

I never saw Ron again, or the girls, or the Sheriff. It was many years before I 

visited Haines again. I often wondered if the Sheriff and the Chief had a few laughs over 

making me sweat for a long time. 
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Bill (Red) Weigand  - Army Fire Service - NWHS & DPW - 1946 – 1965 

Firefighter (all ranks) - Fire Lieutenant – NWHS Fire Inspector  (Army facilities) Alaska 

Highway)  

            

 
 

Left - Harvey Brandon – Right - Bill (Red) Weigand – Army Fire Service 1947 

 

 
 

 Front Row Left to Right 

Bill (Red) Weigand – Lt. Gillespie – Chief  Dunlop – Major Paris - ? Baily – Reg Walsh 

Top Row Left to Right 

? – Fred McLaughlin – Earl Jensen – Donald MacDonald – Stan Walsh – Steve Korbutt – 

L. McLaughlin (Fred’s Father) – Joe  ?  I need a little help with some name.  
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If you can help Bill with any of the names in the photo, drop a note to him at: 

bweigand*shaw.ca 

 

 

Army Fire Hall No. 1 – R.C.E - NWHS 
Whitehorse, Yukon  - November 1946 

Fire Chief – R. (Bob) Dunlop 

 

A – Platoon                                                                              B - Platoon 

Capt. (Crew Chief) Wm (Bill) Cole                     Capt. (Crew Chief)  H. (Harold) Neilsen 

Firefighters                                                                      Firefighters 

A. P. (Paul) Trottier                                                         S.(Steve) Korbutt                                                              

D. (Don) Barth                                                                 R. (Reg) Walsh 

J.E (Joe)Ragan                                                                 H.O.(Harvey)Brandon                                  

E.M (Earl)Jensen                                                             D. (Donald) MacDonald 

A. (Al) Tomlin                                                                 F.(Fred) McLaughlin 

A.M. Burghardt                                                                L.M. McLaughlin (Fred’s Father)   

W.J.(Bill) Weigand                                                          S.F.(Stan) Walsh 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Photos from Vancouver Yukoners Banquet – April 11, 2015 (below) 
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Dr. Bill Buchan, Hazel Nixon, Harry Nixon 

Photo courtesy Rolf Hougen marg*hougens.com (In Whitehorse) 

 

 
Niki Buchan and Bill Buchan 

Photo courtesy Rolf Hougen marg*hougens.com (In Whitehorse) 
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Dr. Gordon and Doris Harris 

Photo courtesy Rolf Hougen marg*hougens.com (In Whitehorse) 

 

 
Harry Nixon with Kelly & Heather Hougen 

Photo courtesy Rolf Hougen marg*hougens.com (In Whitehorse) 
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Rolf Hougen, Hank Karr and Margaret Hougen 

Photo courtesy Rolf Hougen marg*hougens.com (In Whitehorse) 

 

 
Harry Nixon, Commissioner Doug Phillips and Bill Buchan 

Photo courtesy Rolf Hougen marg*hougens.com (In Whitehorse) 
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Front row, left to right, Sheila Firth, Nancy Lou (Firth) Huston, Howie Firth, Catherine (Firth) 

Small. back row, John Firth & Tom Firth 

Photo courtesy Rolf Hougen marg*hougens.com (In Whitehorse) 

 

 
Rusty Erlam, Paul Erlam, Bill Weigand, Daniel Buckler ( Bill’s Grandson), Catherine 

Lyon Buckler   Photo courtesy Rolf Hougen marg*hougens.com (In Whitehorse) 
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left to right June Hutton, Tony Wanless, Maryanne Erlam, Laurie Langford, Rusty Erlam, Paul 

Erlam, Bill Weigand, Daneil Buckler, Catherine Lyon Buckler 

Photo courtesy Rolf Hougen marg*hougens.com (In Whitehorse) 

 

 
The Canucks with Hank Karr - L to R Ray Parks, Hank Karr, Red Lewis, Ed Isacc 

Photo courtesy Rolf Hougen marg*hougens.com (In Whitehorse) 
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Hank Karr 

Photo courtesy Rolf Hougen marg*hougens.com (In Whitehorse) 

 

 
Hank and Pam Karr 

Photo courtesy Rolf Hougen marg*hougens.com (In Whitehorse) 
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The Honourable Judith Guichon, Lieutenant Governor of BC. She actually met her first husband 

in Whitehorse; had quite the story to tell of how she and her friend ended up there and their time 

there.    Photo by Marilyn Hirsehkorn elegantstudio*shaw.ca 

 

 
Major Don Bentley, Aide-de-Camp to the Lieutenant Governor for the evening who had to be 

within line of sight of the Lieutenant Governor at all times. 

Photo by Marilyn Hirsehkorn elegantstudio*shaw.ca 
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I should also mention that I talked briefly with Major Bentley.  He indicated that the Ade-de-

Camps to the Lieutenant-Governor are all volunteers.  He is a reservist and gets to choose the 

functions to attend with the Lieutenant-Governor.  He also told me that he has visited the Yukon 

and enjoyed his time there.  - Harvey Burian  

 

 
Harvey Burian - I am leading the singing of "Ode to the Yukon" - Lyrics by Gus Barrett. 

Photo by Marilyn Hirsehkorn elegantstudio*shaw.ca 

 

 
Hank Karr and The Canucks volunteered to entertain us for an hour after the banquet and 

ended up rocking the place for over two. – Maribeth Mainer 

Photo by Marilyn Hirsehkorn elegantstudio*shaw.ca 
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Good Morning Sherron & Bill  .... WELL you missed the best ever Banquet. 

........... The Canucks were....  Magnificent   Just like the old days, people don’t always 

stay but most people did...& danced....The food was amazing.. excellent ! 

Such a Fun Night.....The Canucks..... their voices are still as glorious, as ever...  and are 

such Gentlemen too. 

........I have sent to you all the photos’....  Mostly taken by Edward......so you can pick 

 as I am sure you will have a LOT of photos... to sort through..  I heard someone 

say  “take lots of photos for Sherron and the Moc Tel”....we treated my Son Richard.... 

also Ray Buchanan, as he just Celebrated his 85
th

 Birthday and he still making my 

Gowns. 

   Love and hugs to you both 

 Edward & Gillian xooxoxox 

 

 

 
Ben & Loretta Warmsley 

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 
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Bill Weigand and grandson Daniel Buckler 

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 

 

 
Cindy (Sipple) Hollowes & Gillian Campbell 

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 
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Dodie Lewis, Pam Karr 

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 

  

 
r to l - Donna Isaak – Mrs Yukon 2015 and sister ? Yes that is my sister Anne Marie 

Ronse. She and her husband came in from the island to attend. (Anne Marie and Marc 

Ronse) - Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 
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Ed Isaak, Hank Karr  

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 

 

 
Gillian Campbell, Bill Weigand 

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 
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Gwen McFadyen, Bill Scott (John Scott’s son, Mike Scott’s Brother) 

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 

 

 
Gwen McFadyen, Ray Buchanan,, Richard Campbell, Molly Brown, Edward Thompson 
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Helen (Munro) Fitch, Ray Buchanan 

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 

 

 
Linda and Mike Rawlinson 

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 
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Lowell Bleiler, Mike Rawlinson, Richard Campbell, Edward Thompson 

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 

 

 
Maureen and Ken Jones 

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 
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Maureen McDonald and Maribeth Mainer  

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 

 

 
Ray Buchanan (makes Gillian’s costumes) Ken Jones President VY, Edward Thompson  

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 
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Ray Parks  

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 

 

 
Red Lewis  

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 
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Richard Campbell, Donna Isaak, Gillian Campbell and Edward Thompson 

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 

 

 
Rusty Erlam & Gillian  

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 



29 

 

 
Teri (Milne) McNaughton and Nancy Moulton 

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby) 

 

 
May (Suits) Getz, Bill Scott, Gail Webster (Wilcox), Bob Cameron 

Photo courtesy May (Suits) Getz maygetz*icloud.com (In Williams Lake BC) 
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Millie Jones, May (Suits) Getz 

Photo courtesy May (Suits) Getz maygetz*icloud.com (In Williams Lake BC) 

 

 
Jim Perry, Bonnie (Romfo) Lucier, Bob Cameron, Bill Scott 

Photo courtesy May (Suits) Getz maygetz*icloud.com (In Williams Lake BC) 
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John Firth, Hank Karr, Ed Isaak, Gordon Hudson 

Photo courtesy May (Suits) Getz maygetz*icloud.com (In Williams Lake BC) 

 

 
Bill Scott, Patti (Romfo) Lucier, Gail (Wilcox) Webster 

Photo courtesy May (Suits) Getz maygetz*icloud.com (In Williams Lake BC) 
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Ann (Callison) Lounsbury, Bob Cameron 

Photo courtesy May (Suits) Getz maygetz*icloud.com (In Williams Lake BC) 

 

 
Charles Caddy, John McKinnon 

Photo courtesy May (Suits) Getz maygetz*icloud.com (In Williams Lake BC) 
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Teri (Milne) McNaughton, Loretta (Barber) Warnsby, Bonnie (DeWolfe) & Chuck Barber 

Photo courtesy May (Suits) Getz maygetz*icloud.com (In Williams Lake BC) 

 

 
Bill Scott and Pat Van Bibber 

Photo courtesy May (Suits) Getz maygetz*icloud.com (In Williams Lake BC) 
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Pat Van Bibber, Lucy (Van Bibber) Sanderson & Kathleen Thorpe 

Photo courtesy May (Suits) Getz maygetz*icloud.com (In Williams Lake BC) 

 

 

 

 

 

Percy DeWolfe Jr. 

 
(posted to Dawson Blast from the Past Facebook page by Harvey Burian Apr 16, 2015) 

 

For those who know Percy DeWolfe Jr, the following item in today's 

Parksville/Qualicum News may be of interest. I'm hoping to attend the special ceremony 

being held on Sunday, April 19 @ 2:00 PM in the Qualicum Beach Legion at which 

Percy will receive an award by the French Government recognizing his contribution 

during WW2.  

http://www.pqbnews.com/news/300106751.html 

 

 

Recognition for veterans at The Gardens in Qualicum Beach 

 

http://www.pqbnews.com/news/300106751.html
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RECOGNITION FOR VETERANS: MP James Lunney was at The Gardens at 

Qualicum Beach Wednesday to present resident Canadian veterans of the Second World 

War with a limited-edition commemorative lapel pin and certificate of recognition. 

Above, Lunney presents a certificate to Percy DeWolfe, 99, who is also being knighted 

this Sunday for his services by the French Consulate. The ceremony Wednesday was 

part of the Canadian government’s new national tribute to mark the 75th anniversary of 

Canada’s engagement in the Second World War. The Residents of The Gardens at 

Qualicum Beach who were honoured are: Ken Archer, George Whitford, Bertram 

Beaven, Catherine Anne Lacharity on behalf of Victor Lacharty, Peal Teal, George 

Grande, Jack Coles, Howard Bouey, Alan Fraser, Don Monro, James MacGregor, Edith 

Martin, Frederick Manson, Murray Phipps and Bill Fawkes.  

— image credit: PETER MCCULLY PHOTO 
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MOCTEL 404 - CAM AND MARTHA CAMERON  
 

Dear Sherron “ Fabulous Photos.. spectacular”....... and so interesting to read about 

Martha & Cam., such a sweet man. 

.....  I loved her.... we always had so much fun.... when she came to Vancouver... often we 

hung out together and once when I had a Gig at the “Empress Hotel”.. in Victoria ... she 

arrived and stayed with me, then she called some of her friends to have Tea.... as I had to 

go off to do my Gig...Great Lady. 

.........Martha gave me a cut glass Sherry container that I treasure.....also she gave me 

some of her cups and saucers  and there was a tape underneath each cup..... with MC .. I 

kept the tape on them.. she was so special. 

                        Martha was having a new Gown Made  BLUE... so I asked Ray.... who 

makes my Gowns to make a hat for her..my treat.. ..she was thrilled then... she had a red 

Costume made again... I asked Ray to make her a Hat to match...she could carry a Large 

Hat. 

I believe that after she passed away Yukon Doris Gates...inherited both Costumes and 

Hats. 

Thank you so much....we are so looking forward to the “River Rock” this Year it’s going 

to be very special. 

 

Hugs to you and Bill, Edward and Gillian 

 

Gillian Campbell gillianklondikekate*shaw.ca (In Burnaby BC) 

 

 

 

A VISIT FROM A POLICE OFFICER ALONG THE STEWART 

RIVER 
 

Hi Sherron 

  

In the last MocTel Ione has provided readers with interesting glimpses into her father 

Gordon Cameron's career and working life. I'm sure there much more. I have extracted 

the following from some notes of my early childhood I have been putting down on paper 

for my kids future reading. It is just one encounter from another perspective through the 

eyes and ears of about a four year old who has seen nothing but bush and life along the 

Stewart River till then. 

................................................................................................................................................ 

  

There were times when we didn’t want visitors though. Sometimes things were done that 

were, necessary but not lawful. The NWMP also travelled on the river. Their boats were 

better equipped than most with newer higher-speed outboard engines. Fortunately their 

comings could be identified easily and sooner from the higher-pitched sound these 

engines made. Cronkite was one officer who traveled on the river that people were 

sometimes concerned about. He was considered to be a, “by the book man”.  I had heard 

people talk of this. 
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One time we had setup camp on the riverbank where there was a good stand of fairly 

mature new growth-spruce.  Dad had got a moose earlier in the day. As it was early in the 

summer the moose needed to be hung for a few days to cool and crust before it could be 

moved to a more permanent camp further up river.  It was too slow going with a heavily-

loaded boat and the weather was warm so the meat could spoil. Anyway the meat was 

hung on poles between trees a little behind where our camp was set up. And a smudge-

fire was lit near the meat to keep the flies at bay. We were just finishing supper when we 

heard the sound of a police boat coming up river. 

  

It was approaching pretty fast so all that could be done was to put out the smudge-fire, 

string another rope between trees in front of the meat rack and hang some blankets over 

it. I watched the policeman climb up from the river then I headed into the trees at the 

perimeter of our camp. This time I didn’t stay close enough to hear but could still see. 

The policeman introduced himself then walked around the fire and sat with his back to 

the hanging blankets. He stayed for quite a long time, first eating the food mom offered 

then talking on as visitors usually did. I don’t know what I expected but I don’t think my 

eyes left him for a minute. 

  

After he said his goodbyes and left I heard dad tell mom; “he looked straight at those 

blankets hanging there when he came up the bank, then turned his back to them and never 

looked that way again.”  It was Cameron not Cronkite. I heard this part of the story told 

appreciatively quite a few times later which included speculation as to whether Cronkite 

would have done the same. 

  

Alan McDiarmid amcdiar02*hotmail.com (In Whitehorse) 

 

 

 

MOCTEL 404 
 

Hi Sherron, 

 

Beth Mackie’s note reminded me of her brother, George, who was in my elementary class 

at St. Mary’s Catholic School in Dawson.  His build was slight as he had yet to begin his 

spurt into adolescence, but he was the fastest runner in school and perhaps in town.   In 

early summer during practice for sports day, George finished so far ahead of his 

classmates that he was encouraged to run against students in the higher grades, which he 

did, easily outrunning them all, including the boys in the grade eight class, the final grade 

taught at this school.     

 

Watching George run ahead, I noticed his feet hit the ground so fast they were a blur.  It 

was as if he were hydroplaning over the distance to the finish line, winning every race, 

even when he competed against the grade eight boys who doubled his height.  At the 

finish line, George retained the same calm state he’d shown at the beginning, so there 
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was never a sign of fatigue or exertion, just a demeanor of being ready for the next 

one.  Everyone who saw him run was in awe as I still am these many years later. 

 

Another school friend who was known to be ‘the fastest’ at what she did was Heidi 

Shawbeck.  During our high school years, we walked home together as she lived at the 

very south end of Dawson by the river, while I lived in the last house at the south end of 

7
th

 Avenue, the Old Telegraph Office.  Heidi was the fastest typist in Daisy Nordling’s 

1964 (I think) grade eleven class at the Dawson Public School.  She sat next to me, and I 

was always trying to catch up.    

 

Just as George Mackie’s feet were a blur, Heidi’s fingers were a blur as she reached the 

end of the lines and banged the carriage over.  Her fingers were short, but she could type 

like no one else I knew.  Her speed was 120 wpm error free, while I typed 80 wpm error 

free, far below her range, and I never caught up though I tried.  She seemed gifted as 

George was, each in their own unique way, and the admiration I felt then is ever the 

same.  They stood out in positive ways that implied each of us had a gift within that 

would show itself sooner or later.  It was something to be counted on. 

 

Madeleine (Millen) Wakefield  mwakefield@shaw.ca (In Calgary)  

 

 

 

MOCTEL 404 
 

Good morning Sherron. 

Do have a safe trip on your way back to BC, speaking of that may I have your address 

once more. 

No I have not forgotten you or the Moccasin Telegraph. I have been saving up some 

funds to send in support of the Moccasin Telegraph. If possible could it still be kept 

going. I find it interesting even though many of the people I don't know. Some of them 

my Mom and Dad did as during those early days 1954 onward I was just a kid. There are 

times reading the Moc Tel I laugh and times I could cry and at times I am reminded how 

much time has passed in my life as I remember my life and the events that have gone by. 

It is startling when we remember how many kittens and puppies we have raised and that 

have passed on with old age, it is one of the many mile stones with which to mark time. 

We here in the east are in what could be labelled "The winter of our discontent", a winter 

that just will not quit. The Robins are back but have not been able to chase the snow 

away! Even my pet dog Dyea is down with the winter blues, she does not care for mud 

and mud puddles or snow that sticks to her hairy feet. 

  

I still find myself working shift, all though the Mrs. thinks I should retire due to my heart, 

but I like who I am and what I do for a living, the money is the best we ever had and I 

need it to pay bills and pay the bank off as fast as I can in preparation for the day when I 

can hang it up for good and have the time to just be "ME" for once! After all a narcissist 

is ok, you don't take authority at face value and you ask the hard questions.  
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Enough of that, I have been following Discovery TV's Gold Rush, interesting. Tony 

Beet's Gold Dredge #4, Dad years ago took us to see it. The first time it was working, 

years later it was not. It looks very much like the one parked in Chicken, and if the 

information is correct it too is ladled #4. I have not had the time to find out if they are 

sister Dredges. I am mixed watching the TV series, I would love to be involved in gold 

mining but I know my body could not do it, and on the other hand what a hell of a mess 

they seem to leaving behind tearing hell out of the country! I showed my wife Marg a 

picture of Tony Beet's and tolled he "Tony" was going to be my next barber and she said 

no way am I going to let you look like that. 

 

Dad told me he that before I was born he use to pan some gold on the Donjek when they 

were putting the steel bridge in, and "Jack Lamoglin" not sure I have his name spelt 

right, use to work at the Donjek pump station use to have a small sluice operation on the 

Donjek. I often think about that as during one of our visits to the Donjek station Dad and 

I went with Jack out to his claim, I found it very interesting but had to mind my P&Q's 

and not touch anything. Back then gold was not worth much but Jack was finding a 

significant amount which at today's price would be a small fortune. Jack was doing it as a 

hobby but he had accumulated quite a bit of equipment back then. As a child in early 

teens and growing up in Beaver Creek I would roam the creek quite a bit and I remember 

seeing  a lot of large seams of iron sand along the creek banks and thinking back why I 

didn't take the gold pan and with me and pan, but at that age I was on the go a lot. A 

parody would be "Life on a zip line" back then. Anyhow Dad told me that there was no 

gold in the creek back then? But as I got older I begin to think the other way "gold is 

where you find it". 

  

I must get off my ass and go out and get to work and start cleaning up and picking up 

tools and putting stuff away before I go back on shift Tues and Weds night. It has been a 

frantic winter between shifts and clearing snow and repairing breakdowns on the tractor-

snow blower and shoveling. 

 

Ron Hiltz ronmarg*ns.sympatico.ca (In Nova Scotia)  
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Rendezvous 2015 – Mr and Mrs Yukon 
 

 

 
Ed & Donna Isaak - Mr. & Mrs. Yukon 2015 

Photo courtesy Gillian Campbell 

 

 

 

Thought you might enjoy this video of marine live and birds feeding on Herring. 

  

Here is a link to a short video made of the early spawn we had in front of our place Feb 

21 and 22. It only lasted a couple of days and the spawn itself was light but it attracted 

wildlife from everywhere because it was the first spawn of the season in this area. 

 

https://carolondenman.wordpress.com/2015/03/01/herring-spawn-fillongley-beach-2015/ 

 

Herring Spawn – Fillongley Beach – 2015 

https://carolondenman.wordpress.com/2015/03/01/herring-spawn-fillongley-beach-2015/
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Posted on March 1, 2015 by carolondenman  

A moderately short video showing a small part of the large impact herring has on the 

coastal ecosystems. This was a light spawn as seen by the thin layers of roe on the 

seaweed, however it generated a lot of excitement in the animal kingdom as it was the 

first spawn of the year in this area. The video is best watched in HD as it can appear 

pixelated and choppy if HD is not enabled. 

 

 

REMOVED FROM THE LIST 
 

Harriett  Butterworth – by request. 

 

QUOTE OF THE WEEK 
 

Why do they call it rush hour when nothing moves? -   Robin Williams  

 

RECIPE OF THE WEEK 
 

Oatmeal Raisin Cookies 

 

¾ cup   (175 mL) butter, softened   

¾ cup   (175 mL) packed brown sugar   

½ cup    (125 mL) granulated sugar   

1   egg 

2 tbsp   (30 mL) water   

2 tsp    (10 mL) vanilla extract   

¾ cup    (175 mL) All Purpose Flour 

1 tsp   (5 mL) cinnamon   

¾ tsp    (3 mL) baking soda   

3 cups   (750 mL) Quick Oats 

1 ½ cups  raisins   

 

1. Preheat oven to 375°F (190°C). Line baking sheets with parchment paper. 

2. Cream butter, sugars, egg, water and vanilla together in large bowl on medium 

speed of electric mixer until light and fluffy. 

3. Combine flour, cinnamon and baking soda in separate bowl. Add to butter 

mixture. Beat until blended. 

4. Stir in oats and raisins. 

5. Drop dough by heaping tablespoonfuls (15 mL) onto prepared baking sheets. 

6. Bake in preheated oven 12 to 15 minutes, or until edges are golden brown. Cool 

on wire rack. 

Tips 

 Replace raisins with chocolate chips or dried cranberries. 

 

https://carolondenman.wordpress.com/2015/03/01/herring-spawn-fillongley-beach-2015/
https://carolondenman.wordpress.com/author/carolondenman/
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SIGN UP TO RECEIVE THE MOCCASIN TELEGRAPH 
 

If you have received this copy of the Moccasin Telegraph from a friend and wish to sign 

up to receive future editions yourself, the criteria is that you are or were a Yukoner. 

The goal of this project is to provide an opportunity for folks to reconnect. 

There is an annual subscription fee of ($20 - $25. your call) for the Moccasin Telegraph.  

 

An easy way to send a money transfer is via your internet banking. Log into you bank's 

website, find "Money Transfers" or "Email Money Transfers" or however your bank may 

list it, enter the amount, my email address of sherronjones@shaw.ca and enter a password 

ie: moctel and press "Send". It's that easy. Then please send me an email to confirm your 

payment.   

 

– Sherron Jones sherronjones*shaw.ca 

 

 

MOCCASIN TELEGRAPH  
 

Sherron Jones 

9205 Orchard Ridge Drive 

Coldstream, BC V1B 1V8 

 

mailto:sherronjones@shaw

