!EEhﬁRLY DAYE WITE TME WERSTER FAMILY to wait for dry weather before we could get it.

Written in 1943 hy Mrs. M. Steen After we had lost all we owned by fire, we lived in two tents,
, : - dians ard Sam ' ! Rel: s S R bungalow of
Much af_the history of this_greut northland will remain unwritten, iﬁ;;e EgﬁkIZflE?;Eiigngfg Ezi;;.i Eécieii iei;lgigitedEWhen it
a secrel jpalnuﬂly guarded ir its own zrand immensity. This is wag ﬁearLy finighed anﬁ happy when we were able to move into a
but « few bare facts, looselvr corrected, of the “ehster familv's haus & pEtld Bell Mssea® §enin
expexrience in thic land 5f beautiful summers quick of growth, Juse we co c home" apaln.
o Hbuﬂﬁﬂnt gffﬁroduntian, pradizal of moisture ard blessed with its One day my brotlhicrs Sam snd Albert and I walked frowm the Co-
@ RPN SAEE chrane Farm to see Mr. ard Mrs. . Cowan. I will never forget
Nho g, p ) ; ; that walk. The big hill was not cut down at that time. wasg
ﬁ;$§t§55ftqgﬁpphéreihln e Ricy very tired when we resched their hut, but they had caught some
nalle bl ére on high, fresh fish and we had lunch with them, delici;ua and regraihi?g .
: , o ¢ 3! ' g home around eig
at Cochrare, with the idea of settling on my hrother, Sam Wehster's - furth %h mne " : :
farm atlglgteé tﬁt first we stayed at the Cochrare Tarme, as they even further .
were called,a at time belonging to Sutcliffe and Weelards, sur- Four months after we had arrived here brother Sam took ty-
;EEGTE’ s i gre B JRLE WLLSR Trem Coehemne, sHowr beltw wlih phoid fe;ﬁr ard died in the hospltal a@yﬂew Liskeard, there be-
i i 3 s b i Une frightening exper- ing no hospital in town at that time. This was a double disas-
A 4 o lence we had was of ter to us, both in our loss and in the faet that we had come T0
walking out from the this strange land just to be with him.
town the night we arr- Brother John of Lanning's Survey Party,
ived, over muskeg and Hauling provisicns up to the Canyon
around stumps, 28 there My mother was & real e e B o Pl Y SRS i s
were stumps of trees old pioneer, far she Lt S RO P S T e S S
all around town then. gettled with four of
S e By the time we reached my brothers, Dick,
; o S i our destination we were Charlie, John and
f-.~ £ gy el g wel to our knees, We Albert ,:.n Sam's farml
e had certalinly never ex- and Dféimeﬂ she stayed
pecled anvthing like there alone while the
that, being accustomed boys were all away on
:- to the sidewalks of sUTrvVey PaTtiEE and 80
b Londor, Englard, where ot '
@ ve had lived all our '
" llv?ET There wag . I had a position in
= . - clearing of around ten hrane by that time
acres at this place, no roads, a trail from Cochrane of corduroy, Gee =e o
- elay and wmud, ard around, rothinz hut green lush., H;Ehdgﬁ Egggﬁzﬁiidiu
ﬁ;& My brother, Sam Webster, and E. Phillips were two of the first to me that Mother was
i : g rried about the bush
Nk tentr Mot 4n weshs fing Babems G o T ey Tires. shat wed burning all anout that summer. I hurried out
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He told us how a wild cat (lynx) followed them one time from Co- fﬁ;ﬁ tﬂ%ﬁeiﬂ% Eﬁ???ﬁﬁer?Eﬁiﬁ“fgizg ;E;:i§2 a?lg:ruind the
chrane by jumping from tree to tree. But they kept right on, hausé and in no time the rond I had come in by was closed by
;ﬁariiﬁ to stumble lest it jump on them, and were very thankful firﬁ'éﬂrnﬂﬁ the trail. TFor three daye we were surrounded and
*-iﬁ sy came to the little log cabin in the woods, breathing our house would likely have gone in the fire except for the
Wi reliﬂi when they wgre safely inside, . help of Mr. R. Armstrong and two other neighbours. Chickens
s i Dame Sutie am Webster, 1912, at E. Phillipe and a pie that we had in outhouses were completely burmed and
g ¥ it ISR aE s e e we were nearly suffocated with smoke, but orn the third day 1t
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came out of the
tush at the right
of the picture of
the Cochrane Farm
and walked straight
towards me. A
road gang were
making & road at
the time and went
gfter it with their;
axes. It strolled |
off in & leisure-
ly fashion and weas
lost to view again
in the bush.

rained arnd my mother thanked God.

The fire swept the forest in places and left
Its ravaging marks, like a demon let loose.
Begutiful trees destroyed in their youth
Leaving the ground bare, desolate, uncouth.
Beautiful forest, once 80 green, | -
Look at yvou now, pitiable thing,

Plack burnt timber, no birds in you sing.

A vast streteh of wasteland

To burn, what a sin | S.8,

Christmas 1922 was spent with the Phillips family. 1 was up
visiting Mother at the time. Mre. Phillips had won a goose
which made a perfect Christmas dirner with Christmas pudding.
"Dad" Hannah and Mike Steen were there also and after supper

e P R R we played games, Blow-ball and Forfeits. "Dad” Hagnih-waﬁ |
when the 1little hut '%lhwrﬂﬁqiﬁﬁﬁﬂﬁﬁﬁiﬂp.,.Mw FER AR L i e Sl called on for a song. He had a very ggcd voice an new any
in which we were “”ﬁ“?"ﬂﬂiJﬁﬁ%ﬁﬁﬁmﬁﬁffﬁf}¢wawma¢%wi¢¢¢M@J_fm-f“ P number of songs. While talking he stuttered, EuF when singing ,
steying (we had moved | ne was never bothered. His song that day was "Pills and Things®.
to the lot next to the Cochrane Farm) was burned down. We lost '

gverything we owned except an old sea chest my father, a sallorx,
had been used to taking on his sea vovages. That. was left at
Carrere's Farm on the corner, as the mud road was so bad. We had
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We had been there
only two weeks,
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