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The Duty 
of an RCMP Wife

The four of us who made up my family were transferred 

from Lytton to Golden in the early spring of 1972. We were 

all excited about the move to the new location but none more 

than I; this move put me into a promotional opportunity and I 

would soon be a corporal. Golden was also on the Trans-Canada 

Highway but it was a considerably larger community than Lytton 

and I would be getting a break from Native policing which I had 

been very involved with for the past fi ve years at Williams Lake 

and then Lytton. 

Our transfer was one of those “end of the fi scal year” ones 

where we had to promise to have all the paper work in Victoria 

headquarters by March 31 to allow the costs of the transfer to be 

billed to some remaining funds from the old fi scal year budget. 

Another condition of our move was that we would occupy the 
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attached married quarters at the Golden Detachment. We were not 

entirely thrilled about living in the same building where I would 

be working because we had heard many stories from other police-

men about the frequent calls to return to work to deal with any 

unusual occurrences when there were only junior policemen on 

duty. Golden Detachment, like most others of that size, had a high 

percentage of young constables and over the next few months we 

gained a much deeper understanding of this mode of living and 

the frequent need to provide some guidance to the young guys in 

the steep portion of their learning curve. The most positive aspect 

of this police offi ce living was the very reasonable rental costs 

that were automatically deducted from my pay cheques.

It would be later during our fi rst year at Golden, after we had 

learned to live with the frequent interruptions and had actually ac-

cepted our detachment life, that we would be informed we would 

have to fi nd other accommodations somewhere in the commun-

ity. This move was required because of the rapid increase in our 

detachment manpower; the attached married quarters would be 

converted into additional offi ce space. 

Our children, Howard and Sherry, had both started school at 

Lytton (in kindergarten and grade one) so they were uprooted part-

way through the school year and off we went. Those two handled 

the transfer like the big adventure it was for them; they were soon 

into their new school and had a string of friends who they would 
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often bring home after classes were over. The new friends liked 

to visit because they soon learned Howard and Sherry lived in 

the police offi ce – an interesting place to see. Another plus about 

going home after school with Sherry or Howard was that their 

mother was always there with some treats and an ear for all the 

exciting things that had happened during the school day. 

Golden was a busy place. Our newly promoted sergeant, 

Barry Beaulac, was a keen and very dedicated policeman. He ran 

the detachment in a way that motivated us all to do our best in 

every situation. One of his favorite lines was “there is no need to 

ever be bored in Golden” as long as that highway is over there. 

There was no excuse to not be busy and thereby make your day 

into something interesting. He was very correct in that observa-

tion and because of it and our recently acquired Canadian Police 

Information Computer system, Golden Detachment became well 

known to many police units between Toronto and Vancouver – 

most recognized by the specialized units along that route who 

dealt with stolen vehicles, stolen property, and missing or wanted 

persons. 

A day seldom went by without one of our people fi nding 

an occupied stolen car or some vehicle that had been fl agged in 

connection with some criminal activities. Because of the rather 

isolated location of Golden a very large portion of the highway 

travelers would stop there for fuel and food. Wanted vehicles with 
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no occupants were frequently identifi ed in the parking lots of the 

eating places. A bit of a “cat and mouse” game usually resulted 

in the car thief or thieves taking their seats in the “hot car” once 

again. As soon as the criminals had clearly demonstrated their 

knowledge and possession of the vehicle, they would be rudely 

made aware of our attention and our unbending requirement to 

have them occupy some of our accommodations instead. There 

were very few if any of these people who demonstrated any ap-

preciation to us and the Queen for their free accommodations. 

A few weeks after we had moved to Golden and moved into 

the attached living quarters, one of our patrolling constables was 

waived down on the highway by a very upset middle aged man. 

The fellow told the constable that he had been robbed at knife 

point and the two perpetrators had driven away in his car after 

relieving him of his wallet and even the change from his pockets. 

The unusual twist to this man’s story was that the two crimin-

als were young women. The victim in this case told us that he 

had picked up the two girls as they were hitchhiking near Banff, 

Alberta. As was routine in such cases we were more than a bit 

suspicious of the man’s motives for picking up these two but there 

seemed to be no indication that he had done or attempted anything 

more than to give them a lift. Road hardened policemen will auto-

matically look at events like this man described and wonder if he 

had been thinking with the wrong head when he got involved with 
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these two in the fi rst place. All this suspicion did not negate what 

the man told us about these two and the confi rmed offences at that 

point were armed robbery and vehicle theft as a minimum. 

The man had been left standing on the side of the road in the 

Kicking Horse River canyon about 15 kilometres east of Golden 

on the Trans-Canada Highway. The two perpetrators had carried 

on in the westerly direction that they had all been on before the 

robbery. The victim gave a good physical description of the two 

young women. He added that while neither of them seemed to be 

mentally handicapped, he was quite sure that neither one of them 

could be considered bright or mentally astute.

The location they had chosen to commit their armed robbery 

was another indication that neither was among “the sharpest knives 

in the drawer.” They were on a roadway with no intersections for 

about 130 kilometres behind them and they were stuck on that road 

for another 15 kilometres before they reached the fi rst and only 

alternate route in the next 160 kilometres. I had never given much 

thought to the best place to commit a robbery but 15 kilometres up 

the Kicking Horse River canyon from Golden would have been 

well beyond the very bottom of my preference list. The constable 

who found this poor fellow standing at the side of the road had just 

driven up the canyon from Golden and no doubt he had met the 

girls driving the man’s car, among the heavy traffi c only a short 

time before he was fl agged down by the victim. 
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The information was radioed to our Golden offi ce immedi-

ately and a patrolling constable began watching for the suspects 

along the highway. He was soon joined by two more patrol cars. 

One car drove west on the Trans-Canada Highway at high speed, 

assuming that the suspects would most likely stay on the main 

road. The other two men began a systematic search of the area 

within the town starting near the main highway. The search was 

re-directed within a few minutes when one of the policemen 

spotted the stolen car parked among the many customer cars at a 

popular eating establishment. The policeman drove by the stolen 

car as though he had not seen it. The possibility of the suspects 

getting into the car again was defi nitely a long shot, but strange 

things happen in the world of crime and dull or stupid offenders. 

A frantic scramble began in our offi ce to get someone out 

of uniform to have a look around inside the eating place. The 

policeman who had spotted the car had positioned himself so he 

could watch the car without being seen by the suspects, assuming 

that they were in the roadside restaurant. The other police units 

continued their patrols while watching for female pedestrians or 

hitchhikers. 

In a very short time two girls came out of the café and hopped 

into the stolen car like they owned it. They were suddenly made 

aware of the fact that they had made a large mistake by stopping 

in Golden. The handcuffs were tight and uncomfortable and the 
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cops were not in the least bit interested in their story about bor-

rowing the car from a friend. They soon heard the sound of the 

heavy steel-clad door of our holding cell as it slammed behind 

them. 

Another interesting aspect of this strange story was that the 

two young ladies seemed so confi dent in their anonymity they had 

left all their belongings in the stolen car while they enjoyed their 

meals. If the policeman who spotted the car had stopped behind 

it in the parking lot, the two thieves may well have been forced 

to attempt their getaway with only the clothes they were wearing. 

This was just another indication of how much thought and plan-

ning these two had put into their criminal venture. 

The two became our guests for a considerable number of 

days. We learned that they were from Eastern Canada and that 

they were long-time acquaintances and they had both been into 

previous brushes with the law but nothing as serious as the of-

fences they were now facing. There were no holding facilities 

for females within a reasonable distance in British Columbia 

and there was no possibility, in those days, that they could be 

released on bail. Prisoners held in our cells for an extended time 

were always a problem but this situation was doubled because 

they were females. The law and the policy of the RCMP required 

that a female guard be on duty at all times when females were in 

custody.
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My wife Patricia was drafted for this duty as a matron, guard, 

along with several other women from the community so that 

24-hour coverage could be maintained. Pat had experienced 

this duty on a few previous occasions at Williams Lake and at 

Lytton but she saw immediately that these two were going to be 

much more of a challenge than her previous charges had been. 

She immediately set about trying to develop a rapport with the 

two prisoners, along with the other two ladies from the commun-

ity who shared the diffi cult task of dealing with the two misfi ts. 

Their efforts were met with only sass and abuse. By the third day 

in custody the girls seemed to be mellowing a little and Pat had 

developed some communication with them; however, they were 

still mouthy and abusive to any and all who came in contact with 

them. 

The overall conduct by these two clearly indicated that they 

should have been kept confi ned to the steel holding cage in the 

cell block room but as the days dragged by they were allowed out 

of their cage to enable them to get some exercise. The fi rst experi-

ments with allowing them out of the cage were done with only 

one at a time being given the “freedom” of the entire 12 by 12 

foot room while the other remained locked in the cold steel cage 

which was inside the same room. The two “unruly bitches” ac-

tually seemed to appreciate being given this minimal freedom so 

they were soon allowed to have the cage door left open. Hindsight 
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being what it is we soon learned that these two “princesses” had 

suckered us all into allowing them out of the cage together. Pat 

had provided a deck of playing cards and some chalk from our 

home. They were then able to spread a blanket on the cell room 

concrete fl oor and play cards; they were still a hell of a long way 

from being trusted with a card table and chairs. 

Pat was on duty in the morning of the fi rst day that these 

two had access to the entire twelve by twelve foot cell room; she 

had taken their breakfast to them and collected the utensils after 

they had eaten. A check of the cell room showed all in order and 

Pat took her position in the adjacent offi ce and made the required 

frequent checks through the tiny window in the cell room door. 

The police building in Golden was likely about twenty years 

old at that time and the construction standards were not very 

demanding in those days. The cell block rooms were simply 

doubled dry-wall construction over wooden studs. There were 

beveled strips of trim wood nailed in place around the glass block 

window opening which allowed some outside light but no vision 

in either direction. The beveled wood trim strips were of the same 

wood material that was used as trim around windows in every 

wood-frame constructed home during that era. 

Pat became aware of the sound of the continuous fl ushing 

of the toilet in the cell and went to see what was going on. She 

immediately found that the little window in the cell room door 



 WHEN GRAMPA WAS A MOUNTIE 

10

was completely blocked with wet toilet tissue and paper towel. 

Sounds from the room indicated that the two occupants were 

moving around continuously and they were making splashing 

sounds as they walked on the fl ooded fl oor. Another sound indi-

cated that they had something in their possession that they were 

then pounding against the walls and the steel cell cage. Pat im-

mediately called for help from the offi ce staff; I was in the offi ce 

at the time and rushed to the cell room door along with another of 

the men who happened to be there at the time. 

We opened the cell room door and saw the two of them 

crouched near the fl ooding toilet. The two delightful maidens had 

shoved a blanket into the toilet and jammed the fl ush mechan-

ism of the toilet so it fl ooded the room. They each had a section 

of the wood trim they had torn away from around the cell block 

window and they were holding these in a menacing stance. The 

wood strips had nails protruding from them and would have been 

a dangerous weapon had they been able to apply them to an un-

prepared person. 

In the court rooms of today these two would enter a plea of 

insanity and would no doubt be successful. We had a more real-

istic assessment of such conduct in those days; we knew the two 

were completely aware of what they were doing but had learned 

from their previous experiences with law enforcement that they 

could get away with almost any sort of sub-human behaviour. We 
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had secured our service revolvers in the offi ce as was required of 

all of us before entering a holding cell. As we shoved the door 

wide open and entered the cell we took a page from the Dirty 

Harry movies and advised them to, “Go ahead and make our 

day!” We followed immediately by advising them that they might 

get in a swing with their sticks but the scenario immediately fol-

lowing would be very painful for them. Obviously the two cops 

presented a very threatening vision to the girls; they put down 

their sticks and followed our detailed instructions. They were 

ordered to lie face down on the fl ooded fl oor with their hands 

behind them. Handcuffs and leg irons were applied so that they 

were shackled with their hands and feet intertwined. They were 

then gently dragged out and into the other smaller holding cell. 

The fl ood was cleaned up and the window trim was replaced 

and secured in position by long screws rather than the standard 

fi nishing nails that had allowed the girls to easily pull it away 

from the wall. The two prisoners were kept locked in their 

cells in separate rooms for the duration of their stay with us. 

Fortunately they were sentenced within the next day or two and 

they were escorted away to serve their sentences in the facilities 

for women somewhere in the Vancouver area. Their fi nal act of 

defi ance had been a nuisance to us but it seemed to have brought 

the two prisoners to their senses. They both entered guilty pleas 

and were sentenced to sixty days in jail followed by one year of 
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probation to be supervised by authorities in their home province 

of Ontario. 

Within minutes of the sentencing hearing the two prisoners 

became the subject of our undivided attention. We made fi rm 

plans to get rid of them from Golden and get them to the provin-

cial jail for women. The Province of British Columbia established 

the Deputy Sheriffs service the following year but at the time of 

these events, all prisoner escorts in the province were the respon-

sibility of the police organization that had instigated the arrest or 

warrant. All the required paper work was completed with a prior-

ity. The two sweethearts were scheduled to be taken to Revelstoke 

the next morning on the fi rst leg of their journey to jail. Pat was 

the scheduled matron on duty at the time of the prisoner escort 

to Revelstoke so her duty then required her to ride in the police 

car to Revelstoke and back. A young constable was selected from 

the shift to drive the car and convey the required paperwork and 

the bodies to Revelstoke, a distance of about 150 kilometres each 

way. 

Pat was never a great fan of highway travel. She was very 

nervous in any vehicle and this condition became more of a prob-

lem in direct proportion to the volume of traffi c on the road. She 

really did not want to make the long highway trip to Revelstoke 

and back but agreed to go in this case as it seemed to be a neces-

sity of her temporary employment. 
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Unknown to us, the young constable who was selected to 

make the drive had been to a party the night before and he was 

more than a little bit short of sleep when he showed up for work 

that morning. The two prisoners were handcuffed together and 

placed in the back seat of the car and away the four of them went. 

Pat soon noticed that her driver was not completely alert and this 

added greatly to her anxiety. She was well beyond the condition 

that could be described as wide awake and frightened. About an 

hour into the drive she realized that the police car was too close 

to the centre line of the highway. A quick glance at the driver 

confi rmed her worst fears: he had dozed off at the wheel. A shrill 

scream brought him back to reality with a jerk and he was able 

to take the appropriate corrective action and avoid a certain crash 

at highway speed. A brief and “to the point” discussion followed 

wherein Pat advised him that if he was not able to stay awake 

he must get off the road and a radio call would be made to have 

someone take over for him. The young constable was then wide 

awake and apologized repeatedly and pleaded to have the hap-

pening remain their secret. Pat agreed to this but made him com-

pletely aware that she would never ride in a vehicle with him as 

the driver again. The remainder of the drive to Revelstoke was 

accomplished without any similar events. The two prisoners were 

handed over to another police car from Kamloops to continue 

their journey to jail in the Vancouver area. My highly overstressed 
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wife watched very closely as the police car made the return trip to 

Golden and home. 

We heard no more of the two young prisoners but assumed 

they had returned to their home areas in the East after serving 

their time. The police and the probation authorities were often 

on different pages of the rule books in those times so we heard 

nothing of their doubtful conduct while they served their time and 

their terms of probation. 
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Fishing 
Farwell Canyon

My family and I were transferred to Williams Lake in the 

spring of 1967; this was the beginning of my experience in the 

area of Native policing. My fi rst posting at Nelson in the West 

Kootenay region had lasted nearly seven years and Native people 

are rare in that part of the province. I found myself in a steep 

learning curve to do with Native policing and the very different 

types of events that I would encounter as an almost daily occur-

rence. I had heard many stories from my workmates who had 

been in such areas but one is always a little inclined to think that 

many such stories should be taken with a “pinch of salt!” 

I soon found that the “good old boys” with their hands-on 

experience had little or no need to exaggerate their stories. Those 

of us policemen who came to the Cariboo area soon learned the 

“art” of dealing with those Natives who had basically abandoned 
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their rural reservation way of life and chose to become urban-

ized by taking up residence within the towns and cities of the 

region. The group who existed on the streets and back alleys of 

Williams Lake were known among the police and among them-

selves as the “Troopers.” This group was a nuisance to the general 

population and the police through their constant alcohol abuse; 

their overpowering need for alcohol totally dominated their daily 

existence. Their constant intoxication often led to anti-social be-

haviors such as assaults, vandalism and traffi c obstruction. They 

frequently suffered injuries; a day rarely went by that one or more 

of this drunken group was not rushed off to the local hospital by 

ambulance. 

Fortunately the Troopers were not typical of the broader 

indigenous population. Most Natives from the surrounding area 

would only come to the town for shopping needs and they were 

as welcome and law-abiding as anyone else in the community. 

On their arrival these people busily went about their gathering 

of supplies and other needs, and they were soon headed back to 

their rural life. I found it interesting to visit with these people in 

Williams Lake and while out on rural patrols to learn about their 

way of life in the vast Chilcotin, one of the few remaining regions 

where they were still partially able to live close to nature as they 

had for many generations. 

Some of the Chilcotin Natives told me about their annual 
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fi shing experience at a place known as Farwell Canyon. The 

Chilcotin River passes through the Farwell Canyon for its last 

few kilometres before plunging into the much larger and muddy 

Fraser River. Farwell Canyon is a deep water cut in the bedrock 

of the Chilcotin Plateau. The canyon walls are almost vertical 

throughout much of these few kilometres and people must use 

abundant caution in getting around near the river. I learned that 

the sockeye salmon made their annual spawning migration from 

the Pacifi c, up the Fraser River and then into the Chilcotin River 

around the end of July or during the fi rst two weeks of August. 

The people relied on this abundant migration for their winter food 

supply now just as they had for hundreds or perhaps thousands 

of years. Some of the Natives invited me to watch their fi shing 

activity, and recommended the river bridge across the Chilcotin 

River in Farwell Canyon as the ideal observation spot. 

It was early in August that I found an excuse to make a pa-

trol into the Chilcotin area and specifi cally to Farwell Canyon. 

As I came near the river I found a large Native camp. They had 

parked their trucks and campers and trailers in a draw that pro-

vided shelter from the wind and was close enough to the river 

fi shing place that they could walk there easily. There were a few 

tents in the camp but the majority chose to use more modern ac-

commodations. I was met and welcomed by some of the folks I 

had encountered in Williams Lake and we enjoyed a visit. They 
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First Nations fi shers using dip nets to catch salmon.
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told me their fi shing had been somewhat “on and off” but quite 

productive in the overall. Some of the older Natives were tending 

drying racks where fi sh had been cut into strips and was being 

dried and smoked in the open air. We were invited to try some 

small samples of the partially cured fi sh, and it was delicious. 

My partner and I parked the police car as close to the bridge 

as possible, and where we’d be able to watch for anyone who 

may have wanted to damage it. We knew that a few Natives 

harboured deep grudges against the Force, and might be tempted 

to vandalize an unattended cruiser. We then walked out onto the 

bridge deck. The river in the Farwell Canyon is in a deep and 

rock-walled gorge. The bridge is not long but it is very high 

above the water and provides an ideal spot to observe the Native 

fi shing activities below. From the bridge deck we could see fi ve 

or six men perched on narrow rock ledges just above the sur-

ging river. The fi shermen each had a long fi breglass pole with 

an aluminum hoop on one end; the hoop was fi tted with a nylon 

bag net very similar to a landing net commonly used to get line-

caught fi sh into a boat. The net was dropped into the surging 

water at the farthest upstream spot that could be reached with 

the long pole handle and it was then swung slowly through the 

water in a downstream direction to the end of the fi sherman’s 

reach. This fi shing method was known as “dip netting” and was 

illegal to everyone except Natives. 
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The turbulent water created a noise that did not allow any 

conversation among the men who were fi shing. The Chilcotin 

River water is beautifully clear at that time of the year but the 

surging action in the canyon fi lled the water with tiny air bubbles 

that made the water opaque. This water condition did not allow 

the fi shermen to see the fi sh but it also prevented the fi sh from 

seeing the fi sherman. 

In a short time we saw several fi sh deftly landed by the net-

wielding fi shermen below us. Some of the fi shermen had built a 

small rock enclosure where they placed the fi sh they had caught; 

others used a burlap sack to hold their catch. As the fi sherman 

swung his net downstream he could feel whenever a fi sh collided 

with his net – immediately he would twist the fi breglass pole to 

close the net and then pull it to the surface and deal with his catch. 

As we watched the fi shing activity we saw a Native boy about 

ten or twelve years old making his way along the canyon’s steep 

rock wall. We were both concerned for the safety of this lad as 

a slip or fall would most likely put him into the surging water 

where he would almost certainly drown and the body may never 

be recovered. We wondered what reason there could be for this 

youth to be in such a dangerous place. The boy was making his 

way to a point above one of the fi shermen where he would be 

on a rock ledge within reach of the upper end of the fi breglass 

pole as it was swept through the water. The roar of the passing 
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water prevented the fi sherman from hearing the boy above him 

on the ledge; his presence would only be known if the fi sherman 

saw some movement or if some gravel was accidentally dislodged 

from the canyon wall. 

The young fellow fi nally reached his objective where he 

steadied himself on the ledge and watched the pole of the dip net 

as it made a few passes near him. The next time the pole came 

by the lad reached out and hit the end of the pole with his open 

hand. The jolt was immediately noticed by the fi sherman and he 

instantly assumed another fi sh had hit his net. He quickly twisted 

the fi breglass handle as he pulled the net to the surface where he 

was obviously baffl ed by the emptiness of the net. We were being 

treated to an obvious example of the Native sense of humour in 

action. The youth was clearly enjoying himself and he was able 

to fool the fi sherman several times before he was noticed. Both 

the fi sherman and the lad enjoyed a good laugh, and the boy then 

made his way to a safer place. 

This experience was as close as I would ever come to seeing 

one of the traditional Native methods of gathering their susten-

ance. By overlooking the vehicles with campers and trailers and 

the modern day fi shing equipment in use, we could have very 

well been observing a fi shing venture that had taken place several 

hundred years prior to that day. 

The original Chilcotin Natives were fortunate to control the 



 WHEN GRAMPA WAS A MOUNTIE 

22

area where this abundant fi shery was an annual event. Having 

this resource may have brought about the aggressive historical 

reputation of these Natives; they would have needed to be able to 

vigorously defend their food source from all neighbouring tribes. 

Before getting back to our patrol duty, we visited for a short 

time with some of the Natives in the camp area. They explained 

that before the white settlers arrived, they used wooden poles 

and netting woven of cedar bark strips. The fi breglass poles with 

nylon netting along with their clothing and camping equipment 

were all things that had been added in relatively recent times. By 

over-looking these things my partner and I were both glad to have 

taken the opportunity to see the fi sh harvest. It was such a healthy 

contrast to policing the Troopers back in town. These Natives 

were following in the footsteps of their ancestors and it certainly 

appeared that people of all generations were thoroughly enjoying 

the experience.
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The Kersley Crash

It was early spring in 1980 in the central Cariboo area 

around Quesnel, with new leaves producing the beautiful green 

that rapidly spread across the winter-dulled countryside. The 

weekend weather had been beautiful, a fact that had brought out 

more people than usual to enjoy the bar scene and other activities 

in the community. It was the time of the year that brings about 

Spring Fever, a renewal that defi nitely affects the attitude and 

judgment of all of us – for better or, in some sad case, for much 

worse.

A group of six teens from the little community of Kersley 

were enjoying a weekend of fun and foolishness; they had 

enjoyed a little beer but none of them were intoxicated. Three 

young men from a small mining operation near McLeese Lake 

were also enjoying some time off the job and they had set out to 

drive to Quesnel to see if they could fi nd some action. They too 
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had been into the beer in a limited way but none of them were 

drunk. All nine were just feeling good and perhaps were a little 

more inclined to throw caution to the wind than they would have 

been without the liquor and the cheering effect of the beautiful 

spring weather. The road was clear and dry. 

One of the group of teens from the local area had borrowed 

their family car for the evening; there had been no plans to go 

anywhere except to get them from home to home as they went 

about their visits. The car was a full-sized American-made sedan. 

The three young men from the local mine were in a full-sized 

pickup truck belonging to one of them. 

Al was one of the constables on my watch; he had been 

scheduled to work until 2:00 a.m. and he was going about his 

work in a caring and conscientious manner as he always did. The 

town was beginning to quiet down so Al had come to the offi ce 

to start the paperwork that always took up a lot of time at the end 

of each shift. 

At 1:30 a.m. a very upset man called from a roadside pay-

phone to say that he had just seen one of the most horrible vehicle 

crashes that he had ever heard of. The man described how a 

vehicle had passed him at very high speed and it had in a moment 

come into a head-on crash with another vehicle. The whole scene 

had then disappeared into a huge ball of fi re. He had no idea how 

many people had been involved in the two vehicle head-on but he 
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told the police operator with certainty that there could not pos-

sibly be any survivors. Such incidents were known at that time 

and are still today referred to as “code black”.

Al was immediately back in the patrol car and driving in full 

emergency mode to the reported scene. The police offi ce dis-

patcher/guard called for an ambulance to attend the scene as a 

matter of routine. The town was still busy enough to occupy the 

other two on-duty constables so Al was “on his own.” About eight 

or ten minutes of hard driving brought Al to where he could see a 

fl ickering glow on the night sky. He then knew he was about to go 

where no “right thinking” person would want to be. 

The scene was unimaginable. The vehicles had met in the 

center of the road where both had been straddling the centre lines 

of the highway. Obviously the southbound car had been cutting 

a fairly abrupt curve to their left, travelling at a very excessive 

speed. The pickup truck was also travelling at very high speed 

and it seemed to have drifted partly across the centre lines, due 

again to its speed. At the moment of impact both vehicles had the 

highway centre line directly under the front center of each unit.

The two vehicles came together squarely and with such per-

fect alignment that at that moment they became one. The nine 

young lives were snuffed instantly. The huge momentum of the 

two vehicles was absorbed between them. The explosive impact 

had lifted both vehicles as a single unit to a height of about twenty 
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feet above the road surface. The wreckage crashed back to the 

highway surface and came to rest within only a few yards of the 

initial impact. The impact had ruptured the gasoline tanks of both 

vehicles and the witness told us that the vehicles were still in their 

upward fl ight when they became a ball of fi re. There can be noth-

ing positive said for such a tragedy although in this case it was 

fairly obvious that none of the vehicle occupants were left to die 

in the fi re. 

At his fi rst glance Al could clearly see that there were no sur-

vivors and he then clearly understood how the man who reported 

the crash could say with such certainty that no one was alive; 

he positioned the marked patrol car with the emergency lights in 

operation so that it provided maximum visibility around the curve 

to both sides of the crash. He placed incendiary fl ares on both 

sides of the scene and then stood by waiting for the fi re to burn 

itself out. The ambulance crew arrived about that time but there 

was nothing that they could do. 

The small rural community had a volunteer fi re department 

which consisted of an old truck with a water tank and pumping 

equipment. A call was made through our offi ce and the volunteers 

began to gather around the old truck; they arrived at the scene 

about thirty minutes after our police unit and the ambulance. The 

hell fi re had subsided greatly by the time the fi re truck arrived but 

they began the task of cooling the wreckage to allow access and 
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recovery of remains. The old truck carried a very limited amount 

of water that was applied to the fi re in a very fi ne spray to avoid 

the total obliteration of the charred remains. The water tank of the 

truck was about empty when water began to pool in the melted 

and burned hole in the asphalt roadway. The thing was then cool 

enough to begin the next phase – the recovery of remains. 

The volunteer fi remen began their task with the typical care 

and dedication of such a group but as the fi re slowed and they 

were able to see more clearly into the wreckage they began to 

realize that one of the vehicles was from their own community. 

One of the volunteer fi remen was the father of one of the crash 

victims; he was removed from the scene in the ambulance.

At fi rst Al was quite sure there had been a minimum of four 

persons involved but as he and the fi remen gathered and sorted 

throughout the burned out vehicles they continually increased 

their count until by daylight they were sure they had a death count 

of nine. A second constable had come to the scene to assist when 

Al had radioed the offi ce with details of what he was facing.

The little rural community of Kersley was devastated; there 

was hardly a home in the entire area that had not been directly 

affected. The three young men who had been in the other vehicle 

had come from a variety of locations around the province. 

A policeman had to be cut from some very tough material 

in those times and Al was a prime example of this fact. If ever 
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there was a cause for “post-traumatic stress disorder,” this inci-

dent would have been a leader. Al’s experience will no doubt have 

left some permanent scars but those of the unfortunate fi refi ghter 

and father are unimaginable. PTSD as a malady was not acknow-

ledged in that era. The most common advice available to a police-

man who had experienced such a thing was “suck it up” and “get 

on with it.”
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Murder, He Said

Many success stories originated with the installation 

of the CPIC computer at Golden Detachment in 1973. This was 

at a time when there were very few if any policemen or anyone 

else in Canada who knew anything about these miracle ma-

chines. We were told the keyboard on this new machine would 

allow us direct access to the entire police information data bank 

for the entire nation. We all stood around it and marveled at 

the potential of it. Our detachment commander at Golden was 

William Barry Beaulac, RCMP regimental number 18517, one of 

the fi nest police offi cers that I had the opportunity to work with 

during my entire career. This man became well known for his 

global thinking on the complicated subjects of policing in gen-

eral, and the overall effect and purpose of each unit of a police 

organization. He was thrilled about the new equipment and could 

hardly wait for it to become operational. 
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The installation was accompanied with a basic training 

course where all of the uniformed members and the clerical staff 

were introduced to the proper use of this equipment and told of 

the capabilities it had in the continuous fi ght to enforce the law. 

Barry immediately saw and eagerly accepted the potential for this 

new equipment – especially the importance it could have at a lo-

cation like Golden where nearly every unit of traffi c on the Trans-

Canada Highway would make a brief stop for food and fuel. His 

motivated attitude about his job was spread to all those of us who 

worked at Golden; he would often say, “There is no reason to ever 

be bored or complacent about your work in Golden. If you are not 

busy at any time, just go to the highway and check a few vehicles. 

You will fi nd something interesting to deal with and your work 

hours will seem to fl y by.” As usual he was “right on the money.”

A totally opposite attitude was displayed by the detachment 

commander at a nearby unit on the Trans-Canada Highway. This 

man had always advised his detachment people to stay away from 

the highway: “All you get out there are problems that belong to 

some other police unit, and we sure as hell do not need that.” 

A very interesting comparison was displayed between these two 

units; the validity and folly of each is abundantly clear. 

Golden Detachment nearly always had some clients in our 

cells,or, as we referred to them, “guests of the Queen.” This fact 

required that we would always have a civilian “prisoner guard” 
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on duty around the clock. The primary duty of these people was 

the safety and security of our prisoners but we arranged for them 

to be given basic training in the entry of inquiries into the CPIC 

computer system. The guards enjoyed this activity and were able 

to do queries on the computer yet still keep very close supervision 

on our cell occupants. The radio use and typing skills of our 

prisoner guards improved rapidly and their participation allowed 

another uniformed member to be out in the community we were 

there to serve. 

The most obvious effect of this diligent application of our new 

computer was that Golden became known by police units over the 

entire span of Canada but most specifi cally on the Trans-Canada 

Highway between Vancouver and Toronto. A day seldom passed 

without some computer “hit” bringing a wanted person into the 

reach and grasp of the justice system. Our guards were pleased to 

participate in this way and they all enjoyed the challenge and the 

satisfaction when they “made a hit” on the computer.

One of our regular guards was a long time good citizen of 

the community. His health had deteriorated and he was no longer 

able to work at his regular job which required physical exertion. 

This man was very asthmatic, a condition which forced him to go 

about everything in a very slow and cautious manner. However 

he needed income and he genuinely enjoyed his participation and 

contribution to the policing of his community.
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There was frequently a backlog of calls from the patrol cars 

when this man was on the radio and computer but we learned 

to live with it mainly because of the thorough and conscientious 

attitude he applied to every item that was called in by one of our 

patrolling policemen. I was in the offi ce one evening preparing a 

report on some aspect of my job when I overheard the following 

radio conversation. 

Two of our constables were going about their work around 

the community. Part of their work was to call in license plate 

numbers of vehicles they encountered or the name and details of 

any persons they encountered whom they did not recognize as a 

local resident. The following exchange took place over about ten 

minutes. 

Patrol Constable – “Car 514 to Golden – can you run a name 

for me?”

Offi ce Guard – Some raspy breathing can be heard on the radio 

followed by: “Go ahead 514.” A bit of raspy breathing followed 

until the radio carrier closed. 

Patrol Constable – [Then calls in the name and birth date of 

an older man.]

Offi ce Guard – Raspy breathing, then “Stand by,” followed by 

raspy breathing. 

Five or ten minutes pass until the radio carrier becomes 

active again and the raspy breathing can be clearly heard for 
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several seconds followed by: “Ken – have you still got that guy 

with you?” followed by a short session of raspy breathing.

Patrol Constable – “No, but he was hitchhiking by the Husky 

service station on the highway. What have you got?”

Offi ce Guard – Raspy breathing. “You better go back!” fol-

lowed by raspy breathing. 

A few minutes pass before the Patrol Constable calls to say, 

“I have him in sight again! What have you got?” 

Offi ce Guard – Raspy breathing. “Stand by – there is something 

on him here.” followed by a brief bit of raspy breathing.

A few more minutes pass until the radio carrier opens again.

Patrol Constable – “Can you tell me what the entry is for?”

Offi ce Guard – Raspy breathing (a bit longer than normal). 

“He’s wanted for murder.” followed by more raspy breathing. 

Patrol Constable – “Holy shit! I’ll bring him in!” 

In a few minutes a marked police car pulls up behind the 

offi ce where I am now standing to offer assistance. I can see a 

hunched and very sad looking old man in the back seat, tears 

streaming down his face. We brought him into the offi ce where 

he repeated the confession he had blurted out when the constable 

came back to him on the highway. He told us how he and his (now 

dead) wife had gotten into some liquor and how everything went 

wrong and they got into a fi ght and he pushed her down the stairs. 

He then realized that she was dead and he tried to run away. He 
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had hitchhiked about two hundred and fi fty kilometres from his 

Alberta home to where he was standing by the highway when 

the constable had approached him and asked for his identifi cation 

papers. At the time he was checked he claimed to have been trying 

to decide if he should continue his run-away or come to us. 

The sad domestic assault had taken place only about twelve 

hours before we made the arrest at Golden. Without the new mir-

acle of the CPIC computer there would have been no report of 

the incident for several days and the old fellow would have been 

left to his own devices. His conduct and attitude indicated to me 

that, if that had been the situation, the end result might well have 

been suicide.

Another CPIC hit had been accomplished but this one had a 

rather sad ending. 
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Bank Robber

Glen Garry Frazer was born in Morden, Manitoba on 

August 30, 1934. Garry’s father was employed as an agricultural 

representative for the Province of Manitoba; he worked with 

farmers to improve agricultural practices throughout that area. 

The Frazer family moved to Winnipeg in time for Garry to do 

his schooling there. After completing high school Garry found 

work he enjoyed with the Manitoba Forest Service and after 

one year on that job he decided to enter studies in forestry at the 

University of British Columbia. The fi rst year of his studies went 

well but he began to feel overwhelmed by the fact he would need 

a minimum of three more years of studies before graduation. 

At the end of his fi rst year of university studies he returned to 

Manitoba and joined the RCMP on April 30, 1954.

Garry and his troop mates from all over Canada were sent 

to the RCMP training establishment in Ottawa where they spent 
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almost a full year. He was then transferred to British Columbia 

and he worked at Vancouver Town Station until he volunteered 

for the RCMP musical ride. He stayed with the musical ride for 

two years; during his fi rst year the ride performed in the Eastern 

United States and they rode at the Winter Fair in Toronto. The 

highlight of his time with the musical ride came during his second 

year with their tour of the British Isles and their performances at 

the Edinburgh Tattoo. 

After the musical ride Garry returned to the BC Lower 

Mainland area, stationed at Richmond. During the time Garry 

worked at Vancouver Town Station before going to the musical 

ride, he had met Kerry Langtry, a young lady who had recently 

graduated as a Registered Nurse from the Vancouver General 

Hospital training school. Their chance meeting was to become a 

life-long commitment. 

In those years the RCMP was quite dependent on its abil-

ity to transfer their men on very short notice and at minimum 

cost. Married men were much more cumbersome and costly to 

move which resulted in a policy that no member could be mar-

ried until he had completed fi ve years of continuous service. This 

policy served the RCMP very well for many years but times and 

attitudes changed and their young men began to feel this policy 

was somewhat unfair. Pressure for change began to build and the 

Force realized their marriage policies were causing them to lose 
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many promising young men. To deal with this problem the Force 

established a policy that allowed their men to be married after 

three years of service on the condition they would accept a post-

ing to a large municipal detachment. 

Garry transferred to Burnaby early in 1958 and he and Kerry 

were married on April 11, 1958. Burnaby and Surrey were then 

and still are the largest municipal policing establishments of the 

RCMP in all of Canada. 

Early in 1961 Garry, Kerry and their new baby daughter were 

transferred to Terrace, BC. Garry had eight years of police ex-

perience at that time and he was therefore the senior constable at 

Terrace Detachment. 

On the morning of March 15, 1962 Garry and the sergeant 

in charge of the detachment were in the police offi ce discussing 

the requirement for Garry to become “the man in charge” of the 

detachment while the sergeant would be away for an advanced 

training course of six weeks at Regina, Saskatchewan. During 

that conversation, a citizen came into the police offi ce to say 

he had just seen a well known local woman go into the bank 

with a rifl e. The woman who was reported to have the rifl e in 

the bank was a “character” who had gained a reputation around 

the community through her odd conduct. This woman had no 

criminal history but she was rather unpredictable and seemed to 

enjoy doing strange stunts for no obvious reason. In the world 
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of today this lady would be described as being “part of the local 

colour.”

The bank was directly across the street from the police offi ce 

so Garry walked over with the intent of asking this lady to remove 

herself and her fi rearm from the bank. As is so often the case, the 

information given to the police was very inaccurate. The person 

who had reported to the police had either been mistaken or he 

had received the information from someone else and vital facts 

were blurred or lost in the transfer. What had all the markings of 

another almost comical incident rapidly became a disaster. 

The bank building had two sets of glass doors that formed 

a vestibule; there was no other exit or entrance to the business 

place. Just as Garry got inside the fi rst doors, he could see a man 

standing behind a counter with a rifl e in his hands. At that instant 

a shot was fi red that shattered the second glass door and a large 

fragment of the bullet struck Garry in the abdomen and knocked 

him to the fl oor. The man fi red four more shots in rapid succes-

sion. One of these bullets hit Garry just above the knee of his 

left leg. The intended targets of three of these shots are unknown 

but considering the confi ned area of the bank and the background 

of the man with the rifl e it has to be considered miraculous that 

Garry survived. The rifl e that the bank robber had just picked up 

that morning from a local hardware store was a military surplus 

weapon. It was a .303 British Lee-Enfi eld Mark III army model 
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very similar to those used by this man and his comrades in their 

daily duties as front line soldiers. Many of these rifl es became 

surplus after the war and they were made available to the public 

at bargain prices. The ammunition the man had obtained was soft-

nosed, hollow-point hunting type ammunition. The rifl e used on 

that tragic day is still in the RCMP museum at Regina. 

The man with the rifl e was a local resident and well known by 

many of the citizens of Terrace. He had served in the army during 

the World War II and had become a victim of what was referred 

to in those times as “shell shock”. Today his condition would be 

described as “post-traumatic stress disorder”. The man had a wife 

and eight children and they were in constant fi nancial diffi culties 

due to him not being able to fi nd and maintain full-time employ-

ment. No doubt the man was very familiar with the rifl e he used in 

this crime however it seems he was in such a state of mind that he 

could not use it to its full and deadly potential – or he did not want 

to do that, although the fi rst round he had fi red would indicate he 

intended to kill. 

Moments after the shots had been fi red, the man attempted to 

leave the bank through the only access and egress where Garry 

lay wounded. Garry got to his feet and forcefully took the rifl e 

from the man as he passed. He drew his service revolver but held 

fi re because by then the man was running away. The self-control 

and cool headedness demonstrated by this severely wounded 
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policeman at that moment are beyond comprehension. He con-

sidered the emergency over when he took possession of the rifl e 

and he chose not to try to shoot the person who had, only mo-

ments before, attempted at least twice to kill him. 

Immediately after the last shot had been fi red, the local cit-

izens and bank staff sprang into action. Some ran blindly away 

in terror. Others began to deal with the horrifi c emergency they 

were facing. Several local persons ran after the shooter and over-

powered him a short distance from the bank where they held him 

until he was taken into police custody. People called for medical 

aid and an ambulance, and some tried to comfort Garry and re-

assure him as much as possible in his severe situation. 

Later investigations showed the man had ordered the military 

surplus rifl e and ammunition through a local hardware store and 

that he had waited for more than a week for the weapon to arrive. 

This would certainly indicate premeditation but his state of mind 

was also demonstrated by the fact that he had un-wrapped the rifl e 

from the shipping container and left the wrapping, with his name 

and address, near the bank he intended to rob. 

Dr. Robert Edmund Musgrave “Ted” Lee was the surgeon at 

the Terrace hospital and he was called to the scene of the shooting. 

Dr. Lee arrived very shortly after the shooting; he administered 

pain medication and worked very effectively to control the ex-

cessive blood loss. Dr. Lee followed the ambulance to the local 
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hospital where he immediately began surgery to treat the massive 

abdominal wound caused by the soft-point bullet. A tourniquet 

had been applied at the scene of the shooting to control the bleed-

ing from the leg wound. The abdominal wound was very severe 

and it was the primary threat to life; so the full attention of all 

available medical people was applied to that aspect on arrival at 

the hospital. The fi rst bullet had mushroomed and shattered pass-

ing through the plate glass door, before causing extensive damage 

in Garry’s abdomen. Hours of surgical work were required to save 

his life. Garry and Kerry have great respect for the surgical skills 

of Dr. Lee and his assistants for their work on the day of the shoot-

ing; they both believe that Garry would not have survived the 

day without the tremendous efforts of these people under the very 

capable guidance of Dr. Lee. They were pleased that Dr. Lee lived 

to enjoy many good years of partial retirement in Victoria but they 

were saddened by the news of his passing on January 8, 2012. 

Dr. Lee and his team of assistants worked non-stop well into 

the evening. By the time they were able to direct their attention to 

the secondary wound in Garry’s leg, there was no possibility of 

saving the damaged limb – amputation was the only option avail-

able. The surgical team were nearing completion of their work 

on the abdominal wound when it became obvious there were still 

some particles of foreign matter in the wound area. They had 

to open the wound to remove some shrapnel missed on the fi rst 
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attempt. Fragments of the bullet had carried pieces of his clothing 

and his uniform deep into the wound. 

As the news of the shooting spread through the community, 

many citizens came to the hospital to donate blood to help with 

the emergency. Kerry still recalls the line of people waiting to 

donate while she waited outside the operating room. 

Fourteen days after the shooting, Garry was fl own to 

Shaughnessy Hospital in Vancouver where there were better 

facilities to aid his recovery. A Canadian Forces Air Sea rescue 

aircraft was provided for the transfer; Garry and Kerry still recall 

the ride in the unpressurized aircraft as it skimmed along just over 

the ocean water off the west coast toward Vancouver. 

Garry spent the following four months in the Vancouver hos-

pital. Kerry and their daughter moved to Vancouver where they 

stayed with friends while Garry struggled with his recovery. 

The man who shot him was a war veteran and no doubt was 

suffering from “post traumatic stress disorder” even though that 

condition was still unrecognized in those times. The bank robbery 

was his fi rst venture into criminal activity and he had made a mess 

of it. He pleaded guilty to the charges of attempted murder and 

armed robbery, and was sentenced to fi fteen years in prison. 

RCMP regimental number 18624 Glen Garry Frazer was 

awarded the Commissioner’s Commendation for bravery and 

promoted to the rank of corporal immediately after the shooting. 
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As his recovery progressed he returned to police work in an 

administrative capacity. The RCMP showed its appreciation by 

underwriting Garry’s education; his recovery had progressed suf-

fi ciently well by September of 1962 that he resumed courses at the 

University of British Columbia, this time studying administration 

processes. During his summer breaks he worked at the Vancouver 

RCMP headquarters. 

On April 8, 1963, Garry and Kerry were called to Ottawa for 

the presentation of the “George Medal” to Garry for his outstand-

ing act of bravery and sound judgement on the day of the bank 

robbery. Garry’s parents were also able to attend at the Ottawa 

ceremony. The presentation was made by Governor General The 

Right Honourable George Vanier. Vanier had lost a leg during his 

military service during World War One. 

The George Medal originated in Britain during the Second 

World War when Britain was under heavy attack by enemy 

aircraft. The medal was awarded to both military and civilian 

persons for acts of outstanding gallantry during those terrible 

times which became known as the “Blitz”. The George Medal is 

still awarded for acts of gallantry by the countries of the British 

Commonwealth for bravery and sound judgement.

In the fall of 1967 the Frazer family was transferred to 

Victoria where Garry worked at the BC RCMP headquarters. In 

the summer of 1969 they were moved to Ottawa where Garry was 
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promoted to the rank of sergeant and then staff sergeant. In 1974 

they returned to Victoria headquarters from where he retired to 

pension in 1983. 

That horrible day was fi fty-one years ago and Garry has 

struggled with the damage infl icted on him every day since then. 

Kerry tells of how Garry has refused to give way to his severe 

handicap. He will take on almost any challenge that life presents 

and he will do physical activities that perhaps he should not do. 

Kerry says she long ago learned to never suggest that Garry could 

not do some job or activity because he will simply get on with it 

and get it done in spite of his handicap. This characteristic of Glen 

Garry Frazer was clearly demonstrated in the doorway of that 

bank many years ago when he got to his feet in spite of two bullet 

wounds and forcefully took the rifl e away from his assailant. 

Today, Garry and Kerry have four children and three grand-

children. Garry and his wife have miraculously overcome the bit-

terness that one would expect from the victims of such an experi-

ence. They recognized that the man responsible for their years of 

suffering was not in control of himself at the time, and they are 

philosophical about it all. I was somewhat surprised that Kerry 

refers to the original happening as the day of Garry’s “accident”. 

Discussion with her about this aspect led me to understand the 

validity of their choice of words. Most other descriptive language 

about the incident would only contribute to bitterness and hate, 
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and these two great people are far above that. Garry is glad of his 

decision to not shoot the man during their close encounter in the 

doorway of the bank. There is a very big man in Mr. Frazer’s boot 

and a very heroic lady in Mrs. Frazer’s shoes; the world would be 

a better place if there were more folks like these two. 
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Murder 
on the Lytton Ferry

Lytton was its typical hot and sleepy place on this day in 

the summer of 1968. The police fi rst became aware of a problem 

about noon, when a local citizen came to the RCMP offi ce to 

advise that something was very wrong on the little cable ferry 

that crossed the Fraser River just north of Lytton. The complain-

ant advised that the ferry had been stationary in the middle of 

the river for almost an hour; a situation that had not happened 

before. The man lived in a location where he could see the ferry 

from his living room window so we were quite convinced that 

his concern was genuine. Apparently no vehicles had approached 

to cross the river; and therefore the problem was not noticed 

until the observant man realized that something was wrong

An immediate patrol took only a few minutes to drive the two 

kilometres to the ferry landing on the Lytton side. The policeman 
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could clearly see that both of the Native men who operated the 

ferry were lying on the deck and they appeared to be unconscious 

or dead. There were no vehicles on the deck and no sign of any 

persons other than the two men lying on the deck. 

The little river ferry was the type known as a reaction ferry. 

It was carried back and forth across the river by the current of the 

water. It was attached to an overhead cable that crossed the river 

about ten metres above the water level and slightly upstream from 

where the ferry travelled. A steel frame was attached to the cable 

and this device could roll along the cable on steel wheels designed 

and shaped so that their concave surfaces fi t closely over the main 

cable. Sections of additional cable were attached to each end of 

this device and to each end of the ferry. The ferry operators could 

change the length of the cables so the ferry would lie at an angle 

to the river current. Whichever end of the ferry was pulled highest 

into the current would cause the ferry to move in that direction. 

The river ferry at Lytton was able to carry only two passenger cars 

on each crossing or one larger truck or bus. 

The relief crew for the ferry was immediately contacted and a 

small boat was obtained so the police could get out into the river 

and get aboard the stranded ferry. These arrangements took about 

another two hours until the fi rst policeman and a man from the 

replacement ferry crew were able to get onto the deck of the ferry. 

The fi rst close look at the two men on the deck clearly showed that 
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they were dead and they had died very suddenly and violently. 

Both men had obviously been killed by a bullet or bullets from a 

high-powered rifl e. The investigating offi cer was quite sure that 

the shots had been fi red from the river shore and everything about 

the scene indicated that the shooter had been on the Lytton side of 

the river at the time of the killing. The limited police resources at 

Lytton were all called into emergency duty. Calls were made for 

experienced crime scene investigators and crime scene identifi ca-

tion experts who would have to come from Kamloops about one 

hundred and sixty kilometres away. 

Photographs were taken of the ferry where it had been stopped 

and of the river landing on both sides. The secondary crew then 

moved the ferry into the landing on the Lytton side and tied it 

there. The bodies were covered and preliminary examination of 

the ferry deck was carried out while the police waited for the spe-

cialists to arrive from Kamloops. Precautions were taken to keep 

any unauthorized persons away from the scene. 

Two policemen began searching the area where the shots 

were suspected to have been fi red from. The ground was entirely 

made up of rock and gravel but after some time two expended 

rifl e cartridges were located and it seemed that this showed the 

location of the person or persons who had fi red the fatal shots. It 

appeared that the shots had been fi red from behind a rock which 

lay just above the high water mark of the river. Marks in the 
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gravel and several fresh cigarette butts indicated that some person 

had lingered there for some time before or after the shots had been 

fi red. 

Word of the murder spread rapidly around the community and 

the Native reserve. Within a short time the police had been ad-

vised that a sixteen-year-old Native youth had been seen by some 

of his neighbors earlier in the day. At the times of the sightings 

he was in possession of a hunting rifl e equipped with a telescopic 

sight. The youth was well known in the small community; he was 

the victim of severe fetal alcohol syndrome and was therefore 

not able or willing to comply with many of the responsibilities 

normally expected of someone of his age. The tragedy was added 

to by the fact that none of the persons who had seen him in pos-

session of the rifl e had seen fi t to challenge him about the gun or 

to report this potentially lethal situation to the police. 

Investigators immediately attended at the home of the sus-

pected youth. His mother did not know where he was and she 

had not seen him since the evening before when he left home 

for an unknown destination. This was not an unusual situa-

tion among the local Natives. There are Native reserve lands 

on both sides of the Fraser River at Lytton and there are other 

reserves in several locations within walking distance of Lytton. 

Young people and any other persons from these reserves fre-

quently stayed with friends and relatives at a variety of places. 
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