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         HIGHLIGHTS: 
          
         - This is not an interview.  The informant is reading from a 
         book or diary he has written about his life.  The material is 
         likely of interest to no one other than his immediate family.  
         As such, there is no material to be indexed in this document.          
         Herbert:  Yeah, there were also tug-of-wars with women and men.  
         They were fighting on the big log which was about four feet 
         high from the ground.  John Carpenter was quite a sport at that 
         time.  He won the first prizes for the long jump, and high 
         jump, and many others.  At 1:00 p.m. the big bell that was on 
         the peak of the carpenter's shop was rung for the starting of 
         the big dinner.  And I say it was a big dinner too since there 
         was moose meat, beaver, rabbits, and ci-pates as we called it, 
         all kinds of cakes, club pudding, pies, and canned fruit.  
         After everyone had their fill -- which was about 300, including 
         children -- the tables were cleared off for the dance, which 
         was started at 8:00 p.m. sharp.  Harvey (name) was the dance 
         conductor and everything went on very well.   
          
         In the month of August the same summer Willie Moore and I were 
         at the hay stack above the church; we were loading up with hay 
         for the barns.  We heard a noise like a sound of an organ.  It 
         was a very bright and tan day.  We seen the children running 
         out from day school.  Willie said, "My, that teacher must be 
         playing the organ very loud."  They almost must have heard the 
         noise and were trying to find out what it was.  We still could 
         not see anything anywhere.  All of a sudden a woman from a 
         house near where we were started calling, "Flying machine, 



         flying machine."  So we seen the machine ever so high in the 
         sky. 
          
         There were an old couple taking their rest in bed in their home 
         that afternoon.  The old man said to his wife, "There must be 
         some bees in the house.  I hear them."  The old man started 
         searching his bedding.  His wife told him, "There seems to be 
         lots and I think we better get out of the house."  When they 
         got outside, to their surprise, there was the big bee, which 
         they heard, right over them.  There were already some people 
          
         standing around looking up, some women were holding their 
         shawls and were ready to run to the bush.  Finally the big bee 
         landed at the Riviere Freres fur trading post, which is now 
         Moosonee.  
          
         There are about fifteen families paddled over in their canoes 
         to see the big bee, then they returned.  When they returned 
         they were asked by some people who did not go over, "What did 
         the machine look like?"  One woman said, "It just looks like a 
         dock or a wharf."  And one woman said, "It looks like a 
         bridge."  When the big bee left it came right over the island 
         and everyone on the island was out looking at it flying over.  
         One man said, "It can sure fly straight."  
          
         In the year 1944 I received a telegram from my cousin George 
         McLeod who was in Pagwa doing repair work on the Hudson's Bay 
         Comapany buildings there.  This was in the month of May so 
         since I did not have a steady job here I took the opportunity 
         to go to Pagwa and assist him with the work.  So I left here on 
         the 18th of May and took the train to Cochrane and changed 
         there for Pagwa.  On the train west from Cochrane I had the 
         pleasure of meeting Mr. Wilson, who was the farmer here for the 
         Indian residential school.  He was Reverend Wilson then, since 
         he had been ordained a few years before.  There was another 
         minister there who's name was Reverend Beeser and he had an 
         Indian with him.  I did not talk to this Indian on the train.  
         We got off the train at Hearst, Ontario for one night to get 
         our train the next morning and we stayed in the same hotel, the 
         Northern Inn.  So I met Reverend Beeser in the corridor and I 
         said to him, "This Indian that you are with, do you know if he 
         can talk the Moose Cree?"  Reverend Beeser said, "I really 
         don't know but you are very welcome to go to the room and ask 
         him."  So I went into the room -- this man's name was John 
          
         Odoshomee -- I asked him, "(speaks in Indian)?"  And he 
         replied, "(speaks in Indian)."  "Sure," he said, "that was my 
         main language.  I am from Moosonee and it is now 40 years since 
         I left there." 
          
         So we had quite a conversation with one another.  Reverend 
         Beeser was in there and when we were talking Reverend Beeser 
         would look at John and then look at me.  He said that it was 
         very interesting and said that he could understand mostly what 
         we were talking about.  He could not talk the Cree, but talk 
         the Ojibway. 
          



         The next morning we all went with the train since they were 
         going on the Algoma line to Oba and (name) and I was going on 
         the C.N.R.  So we all had breakfast in the station since there 
         was a restaurant there.  Reverend Wilson was also there.  And 
         we sit down for breakfast; the lady came along asked Reverend 
         Beeser what he would like to have and he told her, "A bowl of 
         porridge and three donuts."  "That's fine," she said.  And she 
         asked John, "What would you like to have?"  And he said, "The 
         same as me."  "That's the boy," she said, "the same as me."  
         When we were finished breakfast we all came out to get aboard 
         the trains, so I wished them a good bye and I have never met 
         them again. 
          
         I got to Pagwa Sunday afternoon so I started to work Monday 
         morning.  We repaired the basement in the store, and we put a 
         new roof on the ice house with shingles, and some new windows 
         in the store.  Bishop and Mistress Clark was at Pagwa at that 
         time and they only had two children then -- I think it was John 
         and Alice.  Mistress Clark looked after the clinic there and 
         everybody went to her for her medicial treatment, and any minor 
         cuts.  One morning I accidently got my finger in the back of a 
          
         board as we were pulling some old boards off from an old 
         building and a wire nail went through my finger.  Was that ever 
         painful.  George sent me over to Mrs. Clark so she fixed it up.  
         I would go over every morning and she would change the 
         dressing. 
          
         Mr. Clark was archdeacon then.  He was transferred to Moose 
         Factory, Ontario a number of years after.  They had a family of 
         four then.  After a few years he was consecrated here in the 
         St. Thomas Anglican Church (inaudible) Bishop of James Bay. 
          
         During my time at Pagwa I used to get out in the evenings and 
         sit out on the guard rail.  It used to be so hot in the day and 
         it would cool off in the evenings. 
          
         So there were quite a lot of Indians there from Albany and 
         there were tents dotted all over the place not too far from the 
         Hudson's Bay.  And at 8:00 p.m. every evening all I would hear 
         was women singing their babies to sleep, and the tune went 
         something like this; (sings).  When I came home here I used to 
         talk about it and the people here told me, "Well, the Moose 
         women used to hum like that to their babies too, but it was a 
         different tune."  I never remember hearing the Moose women 
         humming like that.  I suppose it was because there were so 
         many, there weren't so many tents around here, mostly everyone 
         was living in houses.  I was only at Pagwa three weeks when I 
         had a letter from Mr. Watt, who was the Hudson's Bay manager 
         here, asking me to come back.  So I worked here for the summer.  
          
         Probably most of you have read the articles which I have wrote 
         for the minister of magazine on my visits to trappers.  I did 
         not put in all the details and experiences of our trips, so I 
         have just wrote and put particular some to which I can 
          
         remember.  On our visit to Sakami there was four of us -- 



         Laurence Wesley, Jack (name), Henry Wesley, and myself.  We 
         used to call Henry "Henry Deafboy" because he was very hard of 
         hearing.  The day before we would go on that trip our mothers 
         would make pudding and cookies for us to take.  Each of us had 
         about five pounds of pudding and five pounds of cookies.  On 
         our first day to Sakami we did not get started from the 
         Hudson's Bay store until about 9:30 a.m. so we did not get too 
         far.  We did not quite get across the big plain on this side of 
         Partridge  Creek, and as it was quite late in the afternoon 
         Henry Deafboy,  being our guide, told us that he did not thing 
         that we would make it across before dark.  So we pulled into 
         the clump of trees we came to.  So we put up camp for the 
         night.  We would dig all the snow away with our snowshoes, and 
         cut poles and put them all around in a circle.  And then we 
         would get brush and put the brush on the bottom.  We would use 
         the toboggan wrappers around on the poles and over the top with 
         the camp stove in the centre and it was very comfortable. 
          
         After we would get everything done, our dogs fed and our supper 
         finished, we would be talking and smoking.  One would suggest 
         having a game of cards.  Of course we always had a pack of 
         playing cards with us, and the game we played mostly was 
         Eucher.  So we got the game going.  It was a very nice night and 
         clear but rather cold.  As we were playing cards the camp 
         seemed to be getting colder, although Henry Deafboy was quite 
         busy putting on fires.  So Jack (name) looked up and started 
         laughing and said, "It's no wonder the camp cannot get hot.  
         Half the top of the camp is off."  It had blown off with the 
         wind. 
          
         We would get ready for sleeping about 9:00 p.m., or 10:00 p.m. 
         every night.  Of course we would always have a cup of hot tea 
          
         and some cookies to eat before we went to bed.  About 12:00 
         midnight Jack called, "Hey boys, there is something going 
         around the camp outside."  So Henry said, "It must be one of 
         the dogs got loose.  He won't run away and we will get him in 
         the morning." 
          
         Henry would have us all up by 6:00 a.m. then we would just have 
         some tea and a few cookies.  This morning Lawrence could not 
         find his bag of cookies, as we would keep them along the inside 
         of the camp.  Lawrence spotted a part of the bag which he had 
         his cookies in and pulled it but the part of the bag was all 
         chewed up and all the cookies gone.  So Henry says to Lawrence, 
         "What are you going to eat now, because the dog ate all your 
         cookies?"  The dog had been digging a hole under the camp and 
         got them.  And Jack (name), you know, was quite a comical guy 
         and always full of fun and telling jokes.  He said to Lawrence, 
         "There is a rabbit track outside near the camp.  Go out with a 
         frying pan and get some of the snow with the rabbit track on 
         it.  Melt the snow and drink the gravy from the rabbit track."  
         So he shared with Lawrence and each of us gave him some 
         cookies. 
          
         We had five dogs each and Henry Deafboy had two pure white dogs 
         in his team.  The real name for these dogs, one was Vicky and 



         the other Robber.  One evening Jack (name) told me to ask Henry 
         what was the name of the white dogs.  So Jack must have known 
         the name of the dogs so I asked Henry and he told me, "One was 
         Blacky and one was Bull."  I came to find out after that it was 
         Jack who told him that the dog's names were Blacky and Bull. 
          
         Jack (name) was also quite a magician and kept us entertained 
         in his tricks with the cards.  For a few evenings he did not 
         seem to want to play cards or do any more tricks so I asked 
          
         him, "Why is it you don't want to play with the cards any 
         more?"  He told me and the others, he said, "I'll never play 
         with the cards again because I had a dream one night that there 
         was lots of little dogs sticking to me and I could not get rid 
         of them."  And he said that, "There was a man like the joker 
         who pulled the dogs off me and that's why I don't play with 
         them or touch them any more."  And it is quite true Jack never 
         played cards again, not even at home.  Jack was also quite a 
         photographer.  He developed and printed all his own pictures.  
         He had lots of pictures of our travels.  Jack passed away 
         during the time I was away from Moose Factory.  I was at 
         Mattice, Ontario where I heard of his death. 
          
         On our way to Sakami we came to a place where there was a high 
         hill or a mountain and it was Sunday at noon.  It was a very 
         bright and clear day, and this hill was about 300 feet from the 
         path.  Jack and Lawrence went to the hill and got to the top, 
         so Jack called me and said, "Abbot, Ashlum, Herbert, come here.  
         It sure looks good way back.  You can even see Friday way back 
         for miles."  I suppose he said this since it was Sunday that we 
         were there. 
          
         We arrived at the trapper's camp the next day and we were there 
         two days, these were the Cheenas.  The night before we came 
         away they gave us some meat.  They would preserve the meat and 
         have some smoked and some dried.  The dry meat was all cooked 
         and the smoked meat was medium cooked and was very tender and 
         sweet.  They also would render the fat of the animal and crush 
         some of the dry meat and put it in the grease and let it get 
         hard, and it was very good to eat.  My mother used to put the 
         dry meat in water and a few slices of salt pork and boil it 
         until the pork was cooked, and it made a very good meal.  You 
         don't see much of this nowadays. 
          
         The trail that was to Sakami was called the Packer's Path and 
         the route went right on by New Post, a trading post for the 
         Hudson's Bay Company, and through the lakes on the west or the 
         southwest of Cochrane.  At that time there was no Cochrane.  
         The nearest railway town was Mattawa with a general post 
         office.  My father and three other men took the mill from here 
         and brought the mill to Moose Factory also.   
          
         For three winters in the latter part of 1884-1887, then the 
         English mail arrived at Mattawa only three times a year, and it 
         only arrived here three times a year also -- once in winter, 
         twice in summer.  William (name)'s father -- the late Angus 
         (name) had all the (inaudible) path place right through so it 



         could be found the next winter, and it was used for many years 
         after he passed on. 
          
         We also had a dog on the trip, which was borrowed from my 
         brother, Tom McLeod.  He was quite a big dog, he was more the 
         German shepherd breed, but was black.  The dog's name was Nick.  
         This dog was never known to bite anybody, but if anybody wanted 
         to be rough with him he would get ahold of their clothes.  Jack 
         (name) knew the dog was like that.  So old Nick was on the 
         brush for the camp.  Jack said to Henry, "Get ahold on that dog 
         and throw him off the brush."  The dog got ahold of the arm of 
         Henry's coat but did not bite him.  Henry got so mad he was 
         going to hit the dog with the handle of his axe, but Jack 
         called to Henry, "Don't hit him, he'll bite you."  Jack just 
         told Henry to do this because he knew what the dog would do.  
         It was just a big laugh for Jack.  Herbert McLeod speaking.  
          
         The late Father Belladoo(?), by Herbert McLeod.  It was a very 
         cold afternoon in the month of January 1946.  I was in the 
          
         living room of my house with my mother who had become sick 
         Christmas Eve.  I heard a knock on the door and when I opened 
         it, to my surprise, there was a little man with a fur cap on 
         and a fur coat, which was down to his ankles.  He introduced 
         himself to me and said, "I am Father Belladoo(?).  We just 
         arrived from Moosonee so this was the nearest house."  Of 
         course my house was just below the church where the trees are.  
         I said, I just, he said, "I just came over for a warming while 
         the brother is putting on a fire to warm up the house."  I 
         said, "Sure, Father, you are very welcome.  Come in the room.  
         My mother is sick and I have to stay home and take care of 
         her."  He stayed with us for an hour and from that day we 
         became very close friends.   
          
         The week after I had a very sore and painful wrist and for two 
         days I could not do very much on my outside chores.  The second 
         evening I sent a note up to Mr. Ron Duncan who was the Hudson's 
         Bay manager at that time.  I told him I had no wood and that I 
         was not well.  The next morning a cord of fine dry wood was 
         delivered to me by (name).  But it was round and was in four 
         foot lengths.  Father Belladoo(?) again came over to see me and 
         asked if anything was wrong.  "Yes, Father," I said, "I am not 
         able to get wood or water now for two days."  He said, "I will 
         send a brother to cut wood and get water for you."  The brother 
         came over with his bucksaw and soon had some wood for us to 
         last a few days.  We had to get our water from the river and 
         believe me it was no easy task in the winter.  Still the 
         brother got his yoke and pails and away over the bank through 
         drift and snow.  He filled our 45 gallon drum with water.  This 
         was a very kind act of the late Father Belladoo(?) which I 
         shall never forget. 
          
          
         An epidemic of flu started up.  I don't remember what year but 
         it was one of the years during his time.  There was only one 
         doctor here, Alfred by name, and one field nurse, Miss Crow.  
         Father Belladoo(?) volunteered to helping in looking after the 



         sick.  Of course Dr. Alfred was very glad to have his service.  
         There were no plowed roads like we have every winter now, no  
         snowmobiles or cars.  I recall having seen the late Father 
         Belladoo(?) many times passing my place with a pair of 
         snowshoes on his feet going down to see the sick, and also Miss 
         Crow was around too, walking.  Dr. Alfred had a snowmobile but 
         it was used mostly for freighting for Moosonee. 
          
         There was no electric power when the late Father Belladoo(?) 
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         first came to this place; however, he had movies twice a week 
         if he had enough power, as he had only a wind charger.  I 
         recall one time when I was taking Gordon Moore out for a wa
         we met him -- it was a very windy day.  Gordon said to him, 
         "It's blowing very hard."  And that Father said, "That is all 
         right for me.  That will give me more electric power for 
         movies."  I recall when I was at one of the movies while h
         changing the reel one of the boys asked him, "Father, why don't 
         you have talkies?"  The Father said, "They can only talk one 
         language, either or English or French.  But I can talk three 
         when I'm showing the picture -- English, French, and Cree."  
         This was sure a big laugh for the audience as the church 
         basement was always filled to capacity.  He always seemed 
         so nice. 
          
         I 
         started crying so loud, so the father stopped the movie and put 
         the light on, then went over to see the crying child, give him 
         a candy and said, "Put this in your mouth and stop crying."  
         But he said it in Cree, which again made the audience laugh.  
          
         Th
         and shut up." 
          
         We
         and has finished his task here on earth.  He must have passed 
         on like a saint.  Although his body lies in the grave his soul 
         is at rest and in peace.  The Indians call him (Indian name), 
         Our Little Father, ever remembered by me.   
          
         It
         of Cochrane.  I stayed there for a month and one half with my  
         cousin, (name) McKenzie, who lived on 15th Avenue at that time. 
         This was the fall of the year when they were starting the 

 big          excavating of the basement of the courthouse.  There was no
         machinery in this northern part of Ontario, such as bulldozers, 
         power shovels, and not even tractors; because if there were I'm 
         sure they would have had one working on the construction, but 
         no.  They had two teams of horses and very pretty teams they 
         were too.  Three other Indians and myself would go every 

s          afternoon for one week, we were so impressed in seeing thi
         kind of work going on. 
          

e horses were pulling         Th
         handles, which the teamster would dig into the mud and fill 
         while the horses were pulling, and bring it out.  Then the 
         teamster would lift the scoop by the handles and it would ta
         and wait for another load.  These two teams just kept going 



         around. 
          
         I recall that there was an artist there with a head of hair 
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         hanging down over his shoulders.  He was doing some painting 
         the work going on as he was sitting there.  But one time as the 
         teamster and his team came opposite him, he jumped up and 
          
         called to the teamster, "Say there, Jack, let me have a couple 
         of rounds at it."  So the teamster handed him the lines, or 
         reins.  He took over the team and away he went shouting to th
         horses, "Get up there Darky and Brownie.  There's lots of muck 
         ahead of you and never mind your Sunday boots." 
          
         During my stay during this month and a half there was a lady by 
         the name of Mistress Maguire who came over to my cousin's and 
         asked me if I would like to go out to (name) and see Mistress 
         Captain Neilson, who was living out there at that time.  I 
         said, "I would certainly appreciate it very much."  So we go
         into the old Ford which he had.  Unfortunately we did not even 
         drive 300 feet when we got stuck in the muck because the 
         streets and avenues was full of ruts and the wheels were d
         to the axles.  A kind Samaritan came along and pulled the car 
         out and we went on with our journey.  Of course the road out to 
         (name) and right out to the river was gravel since the Hudson's 
         Bay Company and other organizations used.  Cochrane was the 
         near... 
          
          
         (E
         (END OF TAPE) 


