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Help Yourself to Happiness (Author Unknown) 

Everybody, everywhere seeks happiness, it’s true, 

but finding it and keeping it seems difficult to do. 

Difficult because we think that happiness is found 

only in the places where wealth and fame abound. 

Unaware that happiness is just a “state of mind” 

within the reach of everyone who takes time to be kind. 

For in making others happy we will be happy too, 

for the happiness you give away returns to shine on you. 
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What drives a person to suddenly decide to write a life story? I 

guess it’s a sign of old age or perhaps the realization that none of us 

live forever. I am 90 years old and have had a very good life doing 

the things I loved doing. Rosser has been my home for all of those 

years and I can think of no other place I would sooner be. The 

country has been good to me.  

I think of the land two miles west of our farm which is now all 

cultivated. When my dad immigrated to Rosser in 1889, that land 

was all swamp except for one tree on the edge. He used to tie his 

horse to the tree when he was there hunting ducks and geese. Later, 

when I was a boy, that land had been partially drained and there was 

poplar bush and willows on about 100 acres. At that time we used to 

hunt prairie chicken there. Then in the early ‘50s the bush was 

pushed down and the land now is all under cultivation.   

When I was a boy, my dad was farming 480 acres together with my 

Uncle Ernie who was farming 320 acres. When I took over the 

farm, I rented Ernie’s half-section from 1942 to 1972 when I was 

Beachell Family Home 
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finally allowed to purchase it from my Aunt Kay, Ernie’s widow. I 

also added a half-section of land when I purchased the Herb Wedge 

farm in 1968, 120 acres purchased from Irwin Friesen and an 

additional 80 acres purchased from Mrs. Strugar. So from 1889 to 

1972, the Beachell farm grew from 240 acres to about 1400 acres of 

land. 

 

We still farm land as a family but, years ago, five Beachell families 

also needed hired help to get all the work done.  The new big 

machinery with cabs and air conditioning is a far cry from the 

equipment I operated 65 years ago. Land that sold for $30 to $50 an 

acre now sells for $800 to $1,000 and I wonder, the way farms are 

expanding today, if we may end up like the countries our forefathers 

left because there was no opportunity to get ahead.  

In 1971, I was appointed by the federal Liberal Party to represent 

Manitoba on the Appeal Board for Operation Lift. Operation Lift 

had been a program to pay farmers to reduce their wheat acreage. If 

they did, they would be paid $9/acre for the acres they took out of 
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production. What really happened was farmers claimed they had 

more wheat in storage than they had so that they could take 

advantage of the cash advance and elevator companies claimed 

there was more wheat in the area than there was so that they could 

get more grain cars to ship grain. When the harvest was all 

finalized, there was less wheat than the Wheat Board needed so the 

price went up and farmers who didn’t take part in the program were 

the beneficiaries. Appeal letters flooded in and the Appeal Board 

was established to settle the claims. 

There were two stores in the village in the ‘30’s. One was where the 

RM office is now. It was a confectionary that sold ice cream, soft 

drinks and also some meat. There was a poolroom on one side with 

a barber’s chair and you could get haircuts certain nights of the 

week for a quarter. There was also a gas pump with a glass bowl on 

top. The gas had to be pumped with a handle and the bowl showed 

how much gasoline you got. The building had originally been a 

small hotel. People by the name of Bonin ran it for a while and the 

Turnbull’s ran it for several years. In the late ‘30s it was bought by 

W.T. Leslie. Those days there was no refrigeration other than ice 

boxes which didn’t keep things very cold. The meat, after sitting for 

several days, would become very grey looking but Mr. Leslie would 

rub it with vinegar and that would make it look fresh again. The 

stores got ice for the ice boxes from Winnipeg. Strong Turnbull 

used to haul it out to Rosser in his truck. The ice was in blocks 

about 4 feet by 2 feet. He was driving home with a load one day 

after having a few beers and started up too fast from a stop sign. 

Some of the blocks broke the end gate of the truck and fell out on 

the street. The cops came along and asked him how many beers 

he’d had and he said, “I think about three”. They told him that he’d 

better get on home and to drive carefully. 

I remember the Leslie’s were an interesting couple. Mrs. Leslie 

always claimed she’d made her husband give up chewing tobacco 

before she consented to marry him. He kept a spittoon behind the 



5 
 

counter and used it regularly. They had a son Bob who was in the 

navy during the war. He became engaged to a lovely Scottish girl 

and she came over to Canada after the war. The only problem was 

that Bob was quite good at B.S. so that when he told her about their 

store, I’m sure she thought that it was similar to Eaton’s or The 

Bay. When she saw what it was, she immediately returned to 

Scotland.  

During the time the Leslie’s had the business, a man hanged himself 

in one of the rooms.  He got off the train from Winnipeg at 11pm 

and paid for a room for the night. When they called him for 

breakfast the next morning, there was no answer. After some time, 

they checked the room and he had hung himself from the bedpost. 

 

 
 Charlie Eakin, dog and kids in front of Rosser General Store 
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The other store was much larger and carried a full line of groceries 

as well as hardware.  The post office was in one corner of the store 

with a cribbage and checker board to pass the time. There was a gas 

pump in front and a lumberyard and shed for coal at the back. I 

remember hauling coal to some of the farms with a one-ton 

International truck. There was a fellow at one place that I went to 

who had always been considered a bit strange as he never left the 

yard. I knocked on the door and his mother, who to me seemed like 

she must be 100 years old, told me he was in the barn. I went to the 

barn to find him. His name was John and I yelled it out. He was 

evidently cleaning out a calf pen and I guess I startled him because 

he jumped over the railing of the pen and landed right in front of me 

with a pitchfork pointed right at me. I may have scared him but I 

can tell you he scared me a lot more. 

Grosse Isle, Gordon and Meadows also had stores and each of these 

towns had their own post offices too. Today there is no store in the 

RM of Rosser. 

During the ‘30s and early ‘40s there were people who delivered 

meat or fruit from the city. I remember two people in particular. 

Tony Flaso was an Italian. His favorite saying was “goddamn 

sommanabitch kids all a time stealumup my apples”. The other 

person was a small man by the name of Mickey. He delivered meat 

and had a scale in the back of his truck and would cut a roast and 

weigh it. Depending on who he was selling to, Mickey called 

everyone Mr. Boss or Mrs. Boss. There was no refrigeration at that 

time but no one worried about it back then.   Just down the road, 

west of the Leslie’s store, was a blacksmith shop with a forge that 

was worked by hand.  It was a real attraction to us kids. 

During the ‘30s and ‘40s there were five oil agencies in Rosser. 

They were: Canadian Oil, British American, North Star, Radio Oil 

and Imperial Oil. I had the Imperial Oil agency from 1948 to 1953. 

All the agencies closed by about 1955 and were run from Winnipeg 
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or Stonewall.  During the time that I had the oil agency we had two 

10,000 gallon tanks south of the CPR tracks and I used to pump fuel 

from the railroad car into the tanks using a small 5-horsepower 

engine with a pump jack. One tank was for distillate which, at that 

time, was used in most tractors, the other was for gasoline. The fuel 

was then pumped into 45-gallon drums to be delivered to the farms. 

Back then, 45 gallons of gasoline cost nine dollars. 

 

There were two machine dealerships in Rosser during my youth. 

The John Deere dealership closed when the dealer, Abe Thiessen, 

died in the 1940s. The McCormick Deering - later International 

Harvester - dealership was operated by my father for 50 years (1901 

to 1951). This gave me the opportunity to drive a number of 

different tractors during my youth. We never had a new tractor until 

Herb Wedge, Jim, Alan & Laurie 
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the late ‘40s as there were always trade-ins that seemed difficult to 

sell so we used them on the farm. For about 20 years I drove a 

TD18, a TD9 and a TD6 International, all of which were on tracks. 

This is the reason my hearing was affected. The tracks rattled all 

day so that when I came in at night I wouldn’t hear a thing for at 

least a half-hour. We also had to wear goggles as it was so dusty. At 

that time everyone also smoked continually to help keep the 

mosquitoes away. 

There was a bank in Rosser in the ‘20s called the Home Bank but it 

closed and was turned into a home. There was also a two-room 

school house; one room for Grades 1 to 8 and the other for Grades 9 

to 000000000011. The upstairs was used for dances and Christmas 

concerts and other social events. 

There was a CPR station with a large waiting room that burned 

down in the ‘30s. After the fire there was an old box car that was 

used as the station. There were two grain elevators plus three 

annexes that held 10,000 bushels of grain each. I used to get the job 

of unloading them at a price of 1 cent per bushel. That worked out 

to $300 for moving 30,000 bushels of grain. 

The year is now 2015 and all the oil agencies, machine dealerships, 

gas pumps, the stores and the elevators are gone. Rosser has a 

school with K to Grade 4, a post office in a home and a three-sheet 

curling rink. There have certainly been many changes. 

The conveniences we have today – When I was growing up we 

didn’t have flush toilets.  During the summer we used the old 

outhouse.  In the winter there was a pail set inside a container with a 

seat.  A pipe from the toilet was connected to the stove pipe to 

control the odours.  From the time I was 15 years old it was my job 

to carry the pail down the stairs and empty it out in the bush.  I 

always walked very carefully because I didn’t want to fall and 

dump it.  We got flush toilets in I think about 1955. 
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Transportation 

My grandparents settled in Rosser in 1889 and built right beside the 

railway that had just been completed in 1885. At that time it was a 

real asset to be that close to the railway for transportation; today 

however it’s a pain in the ass because of the noise. When I was a 

boy the trains were pulled by steam engines and would stop in 

Rosser for water at the big water tank. They also unloaded the 

cinders from the burnt coal which was taken by wheelbarrow and 

piled beside the tracks. We used to haul the cinders by team and 

wagon or sleigh and spread them in the yard or on the lane. This 

was our gravel in those days. The water tank is now gone, as a train 

wreck in 1957 demolished it as well as killing a large number of 

cattle that were on the train. I worked for three days hauling dead 

cattle off the tracks and over to a hole that had been dug where they 

were buried which was about 300 yards from our house. I am sure 

that would not be allowed today. 

There were three passenger trains going east to Winnipeg. They 

stopped in Rosser at 7 am, 3 pm and 8 pm. There were also three 

trains that went west each day. Our mail was delivered by rail at 

that time. Passenger trains have not travelled through Rosser on the 

CPR mainline for many years.  Freight trains going west from 

Winnipeg in the ‘30s would have a number of men riding the cars 

looking for work. The CPR police would come out from Winnipeg 

and make them get off when the train stopped for water. There 

would often be 20 or 30 men sitting in front of the station. Some 

would sometimes come to our house and ask my mother for a 

sandwich but would always ask if there was something they could 

do. We never locked a door in those days and never lost a thing 

either. I am not sure it would be the same today. 

Telecommunications 

Telegrams were sent out by going to the CPR station and having an 

agent send it by Morse code.  A lot of homes did not have phones in 

the ‘30s. A telephone at that time was a box on the wall with a 
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crank on the side which had to be used to call Central. The operator 

then connected your call to the number you wanted. Phones then 

were all party lines with anywhere from 5 to 12 people on a line so 

you had to count the number of rings to know if the call was for 

you. Our ring was one long, two short. Some people made a habit of 

listening whenever the phone rang so you had to be careful what 

you said. One old fellow listened to every call on the line and we 

got so we would say "how are you today, Ross" and he would say 

"fine". It didn’t seem to bother him that everyone knew he listened. 

At that time we were allowed one free local call per day and there 

was a charge of 1 cent per call after that. 

I remember one night in 1947, we had gotten a trail broken through 

to Winnipeg the day before and I went to the city to bring Doris out 

for the weekend. We started out about 8 o’clock that night. It had 

started to storm and Doris thought we should go back but I was sure 

we could get through all right. It’s great to be young! The car kept 

getting stuck and I would get out and shovel and we would get a 

little bit further. This kept up until about 11 pm when we really got 

stuck. Fortunately the weather wasn’t that cold. There were no yard 

lights to go by as we didn’t have hydro at that time, so we had no 

idea where we were. The storm subsided after a while and we were 

able to make out some trees and a house not too far away. We got 

out and walked to the house, I knew the people that lived there but 

they always went south for the winter. However the door was not 

locked and we went in and found a lamp that had some kerosene in 

it. There was also some wood in the porch and so we got a fire 

going in the cook stove. By this time my father knew we had left 

Winnipeg and knew we must be stuck on the road. He got Alf 

Green, the man who ran the municipal bulldozer, who went down 

the road with Fred Mulligan, one our neighbours, following in his 

truck. They found us about four miles from Rosser. I had a bottle of 

whiskey in the car so that put the fellows in a better frame of mind 

and we got home about 4 am. 
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I think back to when we would go out to the fields on a tractor and 

had no communication until you came in at night. My dad was 

Reeve from 1929 to 1953 and also dealt in machinery and oil so we 

had a Winnipeg phone line. There were only two others in Rosser 

municipality.   

We installed radios in our tractors and the combine in the late ‘70s 

and they were a great time saver. The operator would radio the 

grain truck to tell him where he would be when the hopper was full. 

It was also great for letting the women know how many there would 

be for supper or if we needed repairs. Now everyone operates with 

cell phones. 

I wonder sometimes if we depend so much on cell phones that we 

don’t remember a lot of things that we would have to if we didn’t 

have them. We now have fax machines and email so it’s very 

inexpensive to communicate. People often phone and email best 

wishes at Christmas and other holidays instead of sending a card or 

letter. There is so much instant news on television that it has 

certainly made the world seem much smaller. Fifty years from now 

will we be communicating with people on Mars? Who knows? 

When I was growing up I would never have believed the things we 

have today. 

We can now fly to the other side of the world in a matter of hours. 

We can dial anywhere in the world and speak to someone in a 

matter of minutes.  Long distance calls are very reasonable and I 

talk to relatives in England about once a month.  All the computers 

that can store any number of messages; we now get pictures sent by 

email that were taken that day. We laugh about Superman but 

maybe in fifty years there will be many people who can fly through 

the air by themselves. 
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Religion in Rosser 

There were three churches in Rosser in the early ‘30s. The Anglican 

Church was just to the southeast of our garden.  I was baptised in it 

in 1926, I believe the last one to be baptised in that church.  Maybe 

getting drops of water on my head at such an early age is what 

turned me off liking the water except for a bit in my whiskey.  It 

closed that same year and was never used again.  Who knows, 

maybe I was to blame as I have never got along well with churches.   

 

After the Rosser church closed, my parents attended St. Michael’s 

Anglican Church in Grosse Isle.  It only held services in the 

summer as it was a fair distance from anyone and there was no one 

to light the fire to get the church warmed up.  In the winter months 

my sister Joy and I went to Sunday School in the United Church in 

Rosser, which was just across the tracks from the Anglican Church.  

I could never figure out why we as kids had to go to Sunday School 

all year but our parents only had to go in the summer.   

The United Church was just on the other side of the railroad from 

the Anglican Church. It was moved to Grosse Isle in 1953 and a 

Anglican Church in Rosser  
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new church was built beside the Rosser General store. The 

Presbyterian Church, which stood at the other end of the village, 

was moved to Pigeon Lake and became the Mennonite Church.  

The one thing I always remember about the United Church was that, 

as well as Sunday School classes, an Adult Bible Class was held at 

the same time in the back pews of the church.  It used to be real fun 

to listen to the adults argue.  Harv Wedge and Emerson Steeves 

would get into great arguments and both were very loud.  Emerson 

used to ask people if they believed in ghosts and most would say no.  

He then would say “why do you say I believe in the Holy Ghost” 

and this would always start something.  Florence Burns was our 

Sunday School teacher and one Sunday she told us to memorize a 

verse out of the bible and report next Sunday.  I hadn’t done that so 

I asked Marvin Mulligan who was 4 or 5 years older than me if he 

knew one.  He said sure, just say Jesus wept.  That’s a verse.  When 

she asked me to recite my verse I said “Jesus wept” at which point 

Marvin burst out laughing and he used to give a real snort when he 

really laughed which just added to the teacher’s displeasure. 

I have always wondered about some church people.  I think of old 

Mr. Allen when he came to church at Grosse Isle.  How he would 

always lock his car before going into church; which proves it’s best 

not to trust anybody even at church. 

Education 

Education has changed greatly over the years. There were two 

rooms and two teachers during the time I went to school. One 

taught grade 1 – 8, and the other grade 9 – 11.  Grade 12 was taken 

by correspondence. We lived only a half-mile from the school and 

walked back and forth even at lunch time. I started school in Rosser 

at age six. On the first day, I came home at noon and said I didn’t 

like it and my mother said, “Well you’re too young to go” and I 

stayed home for another whole year. I spent four years of my 

schooling as the only one in my grade. 
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The families that lived out of town came to school by horse and 

sleigh or wagon or on horseback in the summer. There was a barn 

on the school grounds to house the horses.  One of the amusements 

was to have races at noon to see which of the horses was the fastest. 

Today the school buses pick up students at their gates and transport 

them up to 30 miles to school and races between school buses are 

strictly forbidden. 

The facilities are very different today. All schools have running 

water, flush toilets and computers. When I went to school there 

were none of those things. The toilet was outside attached to the 

school with no heat so when it was 40 below you didn’t spend much 

time out there. There were three holes in the boys’ side. Over the 

winter, as our shit collected, it froze into a cone and sometimes you 

had to hit the top with a stick to knock it down so you could sit 

down. There was a big sort of stone boat on skids with sides on it 

below the seat and it would be hauled out and dumped during the 

summer holidays. 

During the thirties and forties there were 14 schools in the 

municipality of Rosser. Today there are two and Grade 9 to 12 

students go to either Warren or Stonewall, about 15 miles from 

Rosser. The change that has taken place over the last 60 years 

makes me wonder what things will be like 50 years from now. 

Health Care in Rosser 

I remember when my dad became very ill, that was before there was 

a health nurse in Rosser, and he kept getting worse so my mother 

phoned his doctor in Winnipeg. He came out on the train and then 

got a ride back in the caboose of a freight train as this was in the 

dead of winter and there were no cars running. The doctor gave my 

dad something and in a few days it cleared up his strep throat. They 

didn’t have penicillin at the time. 
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During the late ‘30s and early ‘40s the health of the people in 

Rosser was taken care of by the public health nurse. The three 

nurses that I remember were Miss Patterson, Phyllis Hammond and 

Margaret Leslie (later Mrs. Pete Green). There was a back room in 

the old municipal office that the nurse used for her office. The nurse 

would board with someone in the village and had a car to travel 

when they were called to see someone who was sick. 

I dated Phyllis Hammond (I was 19 and she was 23) during the time 

she was in Rosser. I was very fond of her but she left after a year to 

take a post-graduate course in New York. We corresponded for a 

time but the romance just ended. 

Sports in Rosser 

A curling rink was built in Rosser in 1946. There were two sheets of 

ice but we had no power at that time, so windows were put in both 

sides of the Quonset building, thinking we could curl in the daytime 

without starting the lighting plant. That didn’t work. 

The other trouble was that the water from the well was hard which 

made the ice very sticky. You had to throw the rocks as hard as you 

could to get them to the other end of the rink. It was decided that we 

would get softer water from the City of Winnipeg. I had the 

Imperial Oil business at that time (1949) so Harry Slagerman and I 

loaded the truck with 20 empty fuel barrels and went to Winnipeg to 

get water. On the way to Winnipeg, I got the bright idea to go to the 

Brooklands Hotel to see if Sam Cohen – the owner of the hotel, who 

I knew well – would let us hook up a hose from the bar of the hotel 

to fill the barrels. We could have gotten the water from the city 

pump for a small fee but it didn’t seem to be as much fun.  I asked 

Sam Cohen and he said, “sure” and we attached a garden hose to the 

water tap at the bar and ran it out the side door of the beer parlour to 

the truck. It took about 12 minutes to fill a barrel, so at five barrels 

an hour, it took roughly four hours.  Harry and I sat at the table by 

the side door and took turns changing the hose from one barrel to 
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the next. People coming in to the bar that afternoon wondered what 

the garden hose was doing lying across the floor and we told the 

first one to ask us what we were working on and then offered to buy 

them a beer. That was before women were allowed in beer parlours 

and beer was 10 cents a glass at that time. By later that afternoon 

some of the patrons were buying us a beer as they thought it was a 

great idea. I think we helped Sam’s business that day as it seemed to 

draw a crowd. It certainly wouldn’t be allowed today. 

Harry and I had a very pleasant afternoon but the problem was that 

when we got the water back to the rink, it had traces of gasoline in 

each of the barrels so none of it was useable. However, you can’t 

win them all. 

The 10 years I went to school (1930 to 1940) were, as far as school 

went, the longest 10 years I ever put in. Recreation was something 

we had to arrange ourselves. We played rugby at school, what they 

call football today. Both girls and boys played on the same teams. 

As I got older, it seemed terrible to me thinking back how we would 

tackle the girls just as if they were boys. 

In the ‘40s and ‘50s we played hockey on open air rinks, both kids 

and adults. Many times when we had a home game we spent the 

time between periods cleaning the snow off the ice. The hockey rink 

was in our barnyard and for a while we had a board fence that we 

put up every fall. When the fence got dilapidated we used square 

straw bales for the fence around the rink. 

We had ball teams made up of both boys and girls but you never 

had to worry about a player missing a game. I remember Mae 

Wedge who was a good softball pitcher; she was going to school in 

Winnipeg. She rode a bike from Winnipeg to Rosser but was late 

and missed her ride to Marquette, a distance of 15 miles, so she 

peddled on to Marquette and played two games at the tournament 

that we won. That’s dedication. 
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Women in My Life 

I never knew either of my grandmothers as my maternal 

grandmother died in 1903 at 27 years of age leaving four little girls, 

aged 2 to 8.  Her sister raised them along with five children of her 

own. My paternal grandmother died in 1902, aged 52, just 13 years 

after leaving a nice home in England to come to Manitoba with 11 

children. 

The women who have had a great influence on my life have been 

my mother Stella, my first wife Doris, the mother of our children, 

and my second wife Laurie. 

 

I never heard my mother say an unkind word about anyone. She 

was 21 years younger than my father and they loved each other very 

 Stella Marion (Briggs) Beachell 1918   

Stella 
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much. I never heard a cross word pass between them. My mother 

taught school at Meadows, Manitoba before her marriage and that is 

where my father met her. She used to walk from where she boarded 

to the school a mile and a half away.  

Our house was always open to anyone. The local skating rink was 

in our barn yard and when we had hockey games both teams were 

always invited into our large kitchen for lunch. My parents took 

great pride in their large lawn and flower beds. My mother held 

many garden parties for the Women’s Institute and many other 

groups; she loved the garden and the birds. She had a soft spot for 

animals and my sister Joy and I were always bringing home stray 

dogs and cats. She also had a soft spot for her children, which was 

evidenced by her decision to let me stay out of school for an extra 

year. No wonder I loved her. Mother died of cancer at age 56 and I 

wish she could have lived to see all of her grandchildren. She would 

have loved them all.   

Doris 
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Doris and I had gone together during high school but then she went 

to university and we didn’t see each other for four years. She got 

her degree in Home Economics and then went to work as a dietician 

in the Georgian Room at the Hudson Bay Company. In 1946, she 

came home to Rosser for a visit. The community had just built a 

curling rink and were holding a mixed bonspiel. The draw 

committee had arranged to have Doris drawn on my team. I was 

engaged to another girl at the time. Doris was sweeping the rock 

and slipped and almost fell but I was running behind the rock and 

managed to catch her. Just having my arms around her made me see 

what I had been missing for four years. I had to do a lot of 

persuading to get Doris to agree to go out with me. We went 

together for a year and then got married in April 1948.  

Just like today, there were community showers for the bride-to-be 

but, in those days, someone usually threw a “stag” party for the 

groom in their home. My stag was at the Brooklands Hotel and 

there was a $1 admission fee. I suppose that’s what they used to buy 

the beer although there was probably no charge for the room 

because that’s where the Rosser gang usually got together on Friday 

and Saturday nights. Sam Cohen, who could tell a good joke, was 

the evening’s entertainment. At the end of the night, they gave me 

$5. Things have changed since then. Now friends of the groom 

think nothing of flying off to all sorts of places to see a hockey 

game or to play a game of golf and have a weekend of fun before 

the wedding. 

Doris and I went on a short honeymoon to Grand Forks but coming 

back, the road was washed out at Emerson so we had to go west to 

the Peace Gardens to get home. I was driving an old 1938 Ford 

which had a hole in the floor boards between the brake and clutch 

pedals. The water splashed up through there and soaked me from 

my belt to my feet. We stopped at the Rosser store for some 

groceries before going home and an old farmer in the store took a 

look at me and said, “What did that girl do to you?” 
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We bought an old church that had been converted to a house and 

had it moved 11 miles to the farm yard in Rosser. The cost of the 

building was $1700 and moving it was $500. The house still stands 

today and son Laurie and his partner Judy have lived in it for many 

years.  

Doris quit her job at The Bay as it was almost unheard of at the time 

for a woman to keep working once she got married. We had four 

children over the next 10 years and Doris devoted her life to them. 

She taught me to change diapers and often some of the other women 

would leave their kids with me while they and Doris went to a 

meeting. The young men of today are quite adept at looking after 

young children but that was not the case 50 years ago. I always felt 

that Doris could have had a career in Home Economics but I am 

sure her career as a loving and devoted mother has and will live on 

in her children and grandchildren for years to come. 

 

 
Alan driving the tractor and Doris beside the baler 
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Doris was very active in the Women’s Institute and the curling club.  

She taught 4-H for 25 years and her group won a number of 

provincial competitions over the years. Our house was always open 

to any of the friends or acquaintances of our children. 

I ran for provincial politics in 1973. Doris was not interested in 

politics but willingly helped my campaign; however I was 

unsuccessful. In 1974 I was asked to run for Reeve in the Rural 

Municipality of Rosser. Doris suggested that I should go for it as 

she felt that I would enjoy it more than provincial politics. She was 

right and I served for 28 years. 

In 1986 we had been married for 38 years when Doris died of 

cancer at the age of 60.  She lived to see seven of her eight 

grandchildren born.  I wish she could have lived to see them grow 

up for they have turned out so very well and I believe that is due to 

the care she gave her children. 

In 1987, I sat next to a woman on a plane as I was going to a 

meeting in Vancouver. We introduced ourselves and, when she 

heard my name, she said, “You were married to Doris Turnbull”. 

Her daughter had gone to university with Doris and, in talking about 

what they would do after University, Doris had said she was going 

to marry Alan Beachell. This was while I was still pleading my 

case. Doris always said, in later years, that the challenge was more 

important to me than anything else; in sports, politics or love. She 

knew me better than I did myself. 
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Laurie 

 

I met my second wife Laurie at a convention held in Vancouver in 

May of 1987 to decide if a new party should be formed to represent 

Western Canada. Laurie had a small event-planning business and 

had been hired to organize the three-day convention. 

I was very impressed with this beautiful redhead.  I had gotten in 

some refreshments and had invited several of the delegates to my 

room for a drink. I also invited Laurie and, as it turned out, she was 

the only one who came. She has always claimed that I never invited 

anyone else. That’s not true but, anyway, we had a very nice 

evening. 

Laurie insisted she was quite happy living as a single divorced 

woman. I sent her a dozen roses about a week after getting back to 

Manitoba. We talked a number of times on the phone and as she 

was flying to Toronto in June, I persuaded her to stop off in 
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Winnipeg for a day. We drove out to the farm and I cooked her a 

duck dinner with all the trimmings. She was quite impressed as her 

two sons are both chefs and I think she doubted that an old farmer 

would be able to cook. 

In the fall of 1987 Laurie flew to Manitoba to attend the Municipal 

convention with me.  Air Canada went on strike just after she got 

here so she ended up staying for a month. We got married in the 

spring of 1988. In 1988, I ran as a candidate for the Reform Party in 

the Portage Interlake constituency and Laurie ran the office for the 

Party in Winnipeg.  

Laurie has always done a lot of writing. She belonged to several 

writing groups and art groups and is the one who persuaded me to 

start writing this history. In 1989 the Beachell farm became a 

Century Farm. As we were having a centennial celebration of the 

farm it was agreed that we should write a book so, together with son 

Laurie, they produced one which became Beachell Farm Memories.  

 

Alan & Laurie at the Beachell Farm 100th Anniversary 
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In 1993, the RM of Rosser celebrated its Centennial.  As part of the 

celebration, the Municipality produced a 550-page history book, 

1893-1993: The First Hundred Years, for which Laurie was the 

editor. The book received an Honourable Mention award from the 

Manitoba Historical Society.  

Life in Manitoba has been quite a change for Laurie who grew up in 

North Hollywood, California. She immigrated to Canada in 1971 

and lived in Toronto, Vancouver and finally Rosser. I told her each 

move was a step up. I’m not sure she agreed. 

Laurie was active in a number of groups in Winnipeg. She was on 

the board of the Manitoba Women’s Institute, Consumers 

Association of Canada, Prairie Women’s Health Centre of 

Excellence as well as serving on committees dedicated to improving 

standards related to women’s health issues. She was diagnosed with 

breast cancer in 1997 and battled metastatic breast cancer from 

2005 until her death in December 2014. She was a charter member 

of the Chemo Savvy Dragon Boat team (all breast cancer survivors) 

and was president of the organization for four years. The team 

competed all across Canada, in the US, Australia and Italy. She 

wrote a 10-year history of the dragon boat team.  

There have been many changes over the years especially for 

women. When my mother got married women had just received the 

right to vote provincially but could not vote in federal elections. 

When Doris and I got married women were not allowed in beer 

parlours in Manitoba. We occasionally drove to Kenora so we could 

have a drink with our wives or girlfriends. Women today are on the 

same equal footing as men, but some would argue that is not true. I 

remember Doug Campbell saying that if you wanted somebody to 

just talk, get a man to do it, but if you wanted to get something 

done, get a woman to do it. Erma Bombeck wrote, "If life was fair 

men would have stretch marks". I guess that proves that life will 

never be altogether fair. 
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People who certainly impressed me over the years … 

Doug Campbell a former Premier of Manitoba, was the one to give 

us reasonable liquor laws after years of ridiculous laws. Women 

were not allowed in the beer parlours, as they were called then. You 

could drink all you wanted as long as you had no open liquor in the 

car. Everyone always emptied the bottle before driving home. 

Doug Campbell had the best memory of any person I have ever 

known. He travelled with me when I ran for the Reform Party in 

1988 and he was 98 years old at the time. We went to a seniors’ 

home in Portage that had 60 units and there were only two that he 

couldn’t call the people by name. 

Eric Stuhlmueller was another person I became very good friends 

with. He came to Canada in 1957 after the war. He had taken 

English in Germany but at the time was not fluent in it. He joined 

Toastmasters International and worked right up to becoming 

president. He did corporate relations work for Manitoba Hydro and 

one of his jobs was to drive the president and vice-president of the 

Union of Manitoba Municipalities around to the different meetings 

we attended. 

To show what a small world it is, when we were at a meeting in St 

Laurent, Eric got to talking to Ken Reid who was the mayor of 

Arborg. Ken had been shot down over Germany during the war and 

where he had been shot down, was near Eric’s school and the 

students had been let out of classes to look for airmen. 

Eric always had a joke or a story to tell. He was going to write a 

book about his life in Canada which would have been great but he 

became ill and it was found to be brain cancer which caused his 

death. I gave the eulogy at his funeral. He was a remarkable man 

and I certainly have missed him. 
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Izzy Asper was Leader of the Provincial Liberal Party and persuaded 

me to stay with my campaign in 1973. He always appeared to be a 

man with a plan and I was glad that he quit politics because, in my 

opinion, he managed to do more for Canada as a private citizen than 

he would ever have been able to accomplish as a politician. 

Unforgettable Characters 

Charlie Eakin  

Charlie was a bachelor and worked as hired man for my dad for 40 

years. He was a nice guy and good with kids. Charlie loved to get to 

town on Saturday nights in the summer. In winter the roads were 

impassable. 

 

 Charlie Eakin with “the kids” beside the Beachell Family Home July 1954 
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One of the jobs in the spring generally in early April was to sort the 

potatoes in the basement and take the sprouts off and feed the soft 

or poor potatoes to the cows which were kept in the barn. 

It was in the ‘30s and Charlie was picking over the potatoes in the 

basement. Cal Simpson, who had worked for my dad occasionally, 

but had been away working in the mines came to visit Charlie. He 

went down in the basement to see him and had brought a 40-ounce 

bottle of whiskey with him. He and Charlie spent the afternoon 

passing the bottle back and forth. Charlie evidently got to feeling 

sick and took out his false teeth.  When I got home from school I 

went down in the basement to see what they were doing.  I was 13 

or 14 at the time. Charlie was pretty drunk and Cal had gone home. 

I helped him up the stairs and he kept worrying about his teeth. He 

didn’t know where they were. I looked all over the basement but 

couldn’t find them anywhere. Cal had carried a bag of the poor 

potatoes out to the barn and dumped them in a pile. That’s where 

we found his teeth. The two of them sure had quite an afternoon and 

my mother was very disgusted with both of them as she was very 

much against alcohol. 

Charlie had a brother who lived in the States in some brethren 

group; none of them were married.  Charlie would go down there 

for a couple of months each winter.  When Charlie died, his brother 

came to Rosser to help dig the grave.  He brought a big box of 

chocolates for the kids and a big bottle for me! 

Fred Mulligan          

Fred was a real character. When I was a young boy he used to haul 

gravel for the municipality. He had one hired man, George Cross, 

who was totally deaf which was a good thing because he couldn’t 

hear Fred swearing at him. The two of them used to load five 

truckloads of gravel, three yards each load, every day by hand. 

Imagine trying to get someone to shovel gravel and throw it into a 

truck box for, I would guess, less than $5 a day. 
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Fred was a good friend and neighbour. He had a quick Irish temper 

that would flare but he would be over it just as quick. One day he 

was looking for a hammer and, not being able to find one, the next 

time he was in Winnipeg he bought 12 of them and spread them 

around so he could always find one. He was the type of guy who 

would do anything for you. One time he insisted that I needed some 

rock put in the barnyard to give it a base as it was low and muddy. 

He bulldozed about a foot deep and filled it with big coarse rock 

that he had and he did it all for free. 

Fred had taught school for a year after he finished his education. 

Fred also invented a grain tank on wheels with an auger that was 

run by a gas engine to unload the grain from the truck. That way he 

could haul grain from several farms at the same time. He built barns 

and different building for a few years but the gravel business was 

the one he stayed with and it went from shovelling by hand to drag 

line to a number of trucks. He did very well financially. 

Fred lived on the other side of the road from our farm. He wanted to 

plant several rows of trees for a shelter belt back from the road on 

our land. I agreed to let him plant the trees but he wanted to buy the 

land so I agreed to sell it to him. There is now a real nice row of 

spruce trees which make an excellent wind break. When Manitoba 

Hydro decided to build Dorsey Station in 1968, they wanted a 

quarter section of my land. I refused to sell for the price they’d 

offered as it was the same as they were paying for right of way for 

the hydro lines and farmers could still farm that land.  Hydro 

expropriated my quarter section so we went to court to determine 

the price. Hydro called Fred as their witness because he had bought 

land from me several years earlier. They called Fred to the stand 

and asked him how we came to an agreement on the price. Fred said 

“Beachell and I had a supposing day”. The judge asked Fred what 

he meant by a supposing day. Fred said “well, Beachell and I got a 

bottle of whiskey and sat down and just supposed.” The Judge 

laughed and the Hydro lawyers didn’t ask Fred any more questions. 
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Always doing things in a hurry, one day Fred was pushing gravel 

down into the gravel pit, about 15 feet deep. He got too close to the 

edge and the bulldozer dropped the 15 feet to the bottom. Luckily it 

landed right side up with Fred still sitting on the seat.   

Fred always had to have a backup for any appliance. He had two 

pressure pumps hooked up to the well so if one quit he could start 

the other. He had a small lighting plant in the basement in case the 

power went off. He decided the heat wasn’t circulating equally 

throughout his house so he put cord all around the inside of the 

house and bought a number of thermometers which he hung from 

the cord every 6 feet but I never heard what the final outcome was. 

When Fred’s son Floyd turned 16, Fred asked three or four of us to 

come and celebrate his birthday. We were all about 15 or 20 years 

older than Floyd. Fred had got in some beer and whiskey for the 

occasion. Floyd, being only 16 and not drinking, was not very 

interested in talking to us. Fred put on a party for his son’s birthday, 

but I’m not sure it was really appreciated.  

As Fred got older he became quite health conscious. In later years 

he always wore a toque in the house claiming that if you kept your 

head warm you would be quite comfortable all over. Perhaps he was 

just ahead of his time, as I read recently that 75% loss of body heat 

is from your head. He also insisted his wife Jean cook a big pot of 

black beans and molasses every spring. He believed that going to 

the bathroom after every meal cleaned out his system and he would 

tell the rest of us that we should be doing the same thing. 

Regardless of whatever was said about Fred, you could never say he 

was full of shit. I don’t believe there will ever be someone quite like 

Fred Mulligan. 

Glen Minaker  

One night we had a party at Glen’s place. Pete Green and I were 

there. We had a keg of beer. It started to storm and I headed for 
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home but I got stuck in the yard with the car. I rode home on one of 

Glen’s ponies and came back with the tractor the next morning. 

Glen was milking the cow when I got there. He had put the 

remainder of the beer in a milk pail and demonstrated to me how 

beer should be drunk in the morning. I pulled my car out to the road 

and Glen said, “well, pull mine out too”.  It worked fine until we 

got to the municipal road. I stopped but Glen kept backing up and 

drove the drawbar of the tractor through the gas tank of his car. It 

was a great ‘morning-after-the-party’. 

Pete Green  

Pete was another one of Rosser’s characters. He lived in a big old 

house a few miles east of the village. One summer he dug out a den 

of fox pups and brought them home and raised them in the veranda 

of the house. There were stairs going from the veranda to the 

upstairs of the house and the foxes had the run of the place. One 

time the RCMP raided his house as someone had reported that he 

was operating a still.  They didn’t find anything but the foxes and a 

litter of kittens in the kitchen cabinet.   

One night Pete and Glen were trying out sights on his new 22 rifle. 

They had fastened a target on the door of the living room, but they 

forgot Pete had his suit coat hanging behind the door.    

One night, Pete was going home from a party and had to stop to 

relieve himself. He stopped on the railroad crossing but hadn’t 

looked for trains. One came along and hit the car but, when the 

police investigated, Pete claimed extreme fatigue and nothing was 

done about it. 

The Corbett Family   

My association with the Corbett family goes back four generations.    

With the next generation of Beachells and Corbetts we have been 

family friends for quite some time.  Norman Corbett and I liked to 

hunt and we passed that love onto our children. Norman and I were 
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out hunting one day somewhere up in the northern Interlake. We 

went in on a trail but we couldn't find our way out. We weren’t too 

worried because we had some leftover whiskey.  We knew that our 

family wouldn't worry about us too much and we’d be able to find 

our way out in the morning. 

Another story I think of when I think of Norman Corbett is when he 

told his sons Brian and Fred that his double barrel shotgun was 

broken.   He was right it was broken but he really didn't tell them 

exactly how that happened. The story went that Norman was 

sleeping in the back of the car and I was driving. I guess I was 

going a little fast and I drove over a rough bridge about 60 miles an 

hour. Norman bounced off his seat, landed on his gun and broke it!  

We laughed about that story for a long time. 

I have lots of memories of hunting; all good ones. It wasn't all that 

long ago Fred, Jim, Grant and I were hunting just west of Rosser.  

While I was waiting in the ditch for the ducks to fly over I got a 

little tired and fell asleep.  Little did I know that the rest of my 

hunting party were searching for me and they were getting a little 

worried about my welfare.  Finally Fred stumbled over me lying in 

the ditch snoring away.  He shook me awake and said “George, we 

thought you had gone for the big sleep!  Glad you opened your 

eyes!”  I don't know why they got so excited!  I had a great nap. 

Norman, Mac Wedge and I were up at Dog Creek hunting one time.  

An Indian fellow was hunting with us.  We decided to stay 

overnight in our car and have a little party but our Indian friend 

went home.  We were having a few drinks and playing the radio in 

my car.  Of course we never thought of the battery dying and the car 

not starting.  In the morning our friend came back to see how we 

fared overnight.  He found us marooned and pretty much out of 

options.  He swam his team of horses across the creek and pulled 

the car to get us going.  He was still shaking his head when he left 
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us to go home.  We felt badly that we never gave him any whiskey 

but it was all gone! 

Tempers could get a little short during harvest; long hours, short on 

sleep.  Benny Stepaniuk was working for us one fall.  He drove the 

truck out to Kay's farm to unload the combine but he was going too 

fast and the wooden box on the truck broke apart.  Our hired man, 

Charlie, was fit to be tied!  Benny got thinking he better take off 

and he started running across the field with Charlie right after him.  

Quite the sight, Benny running for all he was worth with Charlie hot 

on his heels.  Harvest fun! 

Harvest time was always an exciting time on the farm.  When Jim 

and Arla were first married I knew Arla wasn't too familiar with the 

goings on during harvest. I remember her being quite amazed when 

I told her that it was tradition that we have an after harvest party 

when the wheat was all combined.  Of course we had a party when 

the barley, oats and flax were all done. as well.  It all ended up with 

the final after harvest party when every bushel was thrashed.  She 

couldn't get over our Beachell traditions!   

I remember we had a Dutch man who worked for us years ago.  We 

were combining north of the tracks at Kay's one night and the field 

was a mess.  The grain was all down and tangled.  We got out of the 

trucks and I decided to have a little fun.  I'd seen a rabbit go in 

under the grain and hide.  I told the Dutch man that I could run 

faster than a rabbit and I could probably catch him.  The Dutchman 

was obviously a bit skeptical.  I started running and the rabbit took 

off.  Of course he couldn't run through the grain but I could and 

didn't I catch that rabbit.  The look on his face was worth it! 

Tall tales told to young’uns 

I used to tell my kids and grandkids about how poor we were when 

I was small. We only had one slab of bacon to do us all winter and 

my mother used to cut off a slice and tie it with a string. We all took 
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turns chewing on it but if you went to swallow it, my mother would 

pull the string. I told that story to my nephews when they were at 

the farm for a visit and how my sister used to cry when Mother 

pulled the string. The next day, after they’d gone home, my sister 

called me, wondering what I had been telling her children. I guess 

her recollection was not as good as mine. 

 

Another story was about a gopher called Ben Hoosen Hauser. Ben 

lived in a hole in the ground over by the railroad tracks. I would tell 

my children and grandchildren about all the wonderful things he 

did, and we would go to his hole, hoping for a visit. The kids would 

have to get down on their knees in order to get close enough to 

holler down the hole. But it was always disappointing as Ben 

seemed to be on vacation whenever we went to look for him 
because we never found him at home. 

Dawn, Scott and Lynn with Grandpa 1982 
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Hunting Stories 

I have always loved hunting. My dad used to take me chicken 

hunting from the time I was seven years old. I used a .22 rifle from 

the time I was nine and then got a single barrel 410 shotgun. When I 

was eleven I was allowed to use a double barrelled 12 gauge 

shotgun. I shot my first goose that year. In those days there were 

very few Canada geese in the fall. If we saw a small flock feeding 

in a field, we would watch them for two or three days and then go 

and dig a pit and set out decoys. 

There used to be a swamp one mile west of where Jake Voth now 

lives. Norm Corbett and I rented it one fall and took an old boat out 

there and we got quite a lot of ducks. All that land is now under 

cultivation because it is now drained. At that time, there were bull 

rushes growing six feet high. We called the place Dead Man’s 

Swamp for it had a stinky swampy smell. I took Doris out with me 
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one evening. That was before we were married. I had borrowed 

Herb Wedge’s 16 gauge shotgun for her. She stood up in the boat to 

shoot and the gun had such a kick that she fell out of the boat. Both 

Doris and the gun landed in the swamp and she never went hunting 

with me again. 

Joe Blair’s farm, which was two miles north of Corbett’s and west 

of the Meridian, was often a good place to hunt. Pat McCarthy was 

hunting with Joe one morning and they had had a drink or two. 

Pat’s gun had jammed so they went into Joe’s shack to get it 

working. Pat was banging the butt up and down on the floor when it 

went off. The bullet went through the storm windows Joe had stored 

in the rafters and also blew a hole in the roof. Old Joe’s comment 

was “the corn-fed bugger should have known better.” 

The way things change: in the ‘30s Grosse Isle was dry and farmers 

used to cut hay there. There were no deer in the area. You had to go 

100 miles north to find any. In the fall, the geese had to fly from 

Shoal Lake, about 40 miles, to feed in our area. The government 

made some game reserves out of Grant’s Lake and Oak Hammock 

Marsh. Now there are thousands of geese and ducks in the reserves. 

Winnipeg is now overrun with geese from all the little lakes in the 

city that are used to take the overflow during heavy rains. Deer are 

also becoming a problem in the city. 

Municipalities have been draining sloughs for years and now, 

during heavy rains or floods, the water is drained off so fast that it 

causes flooding in cities and towns. The government has now 

decided to pay farmers to leave low land to hold water rather than 

drain it, something we should have done years ago. 

One of my best hunts was at Dead Man’s Swamp in ’49 or ’50. It 

was the last day of the season and I planned to dig a hide in a field 

between Rosser and Meadows but when I got there a lot of hunters 

had the same idea. I decided to go to the swamp to see if anything 
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was flying there. There had been frost for a few days and the swamp 

was frozen over except for an open patch in the middle. I had my 

dad’s Parker double-barrel and the ducks started coming in about 5 

o’clock. I got 15 ducks in less than an hour. Just at dark, two flocks 

of geese came over and I got two out of each flock but could only 

find two of the four. However, with 15 ducks and two geese, it was 

all I could carry for 3/4s of a mile out of the swamp. I was really 

bushed by the time I got home. The next morning, I took our dogs 

Teddy, who had only three legs, and Tony, the Springer spaniel. 

The geese had come down in the bull rushes a fair distance from the 

swamp but the dogs found them both.  

 

Doris with the dogs, the ducks and the geese 



37 
 

Politics 

 

Stumbling-Block or Stepping-Stone (R.L. Sharpe) 

Isn’t it strange that princes and kings 

and clowns that caper in sawdust rings 

and common folks like you and me 

are builders of eternity? 

To each is given a bag of tools, 

a shapeless mass and a book of rules; 

and each must make, ere life is flown, 

a stumbling-block or a stepping-stone. 
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Thinking back over my years involved in politics, I often wonder 

what was wrong with my head. I have concluded that all the broken 

promises and the way things always seemed to stay the same in 

spite of speeches and the best stated intentions of the politicians 

finally got to be too much. 

I was a member of the Liberal Party from 1940 until 1976. In 1973, 

I was asked to run for a seat in the provincial legislature. At first I 

agreed but then, on sober second thought, I changed my mind until 

Izzy Asper, who led the provincial Liberal Party at that time, talked 

me back into what became a competition for the nomination. I did 

win the nomination, but not the election. I was glad that I ran as I 

met a lot of people who showed me what politics were like and I 

came to have a great respect for Izzy Asper and all his 

accomplishments.   
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By 1976, I’d finally had enough of Trudeau and his language policy 

and introduction of the metric system. I supported Joe Clark, but as 

it turned out, he couldn’t even count accurately and lacked enough 

votes to support his government allowing Trudeau another kick at 

the can. Mulroney was the last straw. After defeating Clark for the 

leadership and becoming Prime Minister, he favoured Quebec by 

awarding a contract for building the CF18 when the lowest bid had 

been submitted by Manitoba. Of course Quebec had lots of votes, 

Manitoba did not.   

In January of 1987 while I was president of the Union of Manitoba 

Municipalities, Warren Rusk who was CEO, contacted me about a 

political meeting that was to be held in Calgary in March. The 

meeting was to discuss a conference to be held in Vancouver in 

May. Attending the meeting were Ted Byfield, publisher of 

Western Report; Stan Roberts, a former MLA from Manitoba; 

Preston Manning, Mr. Winspear and a lawyer from Alberta. Laurie 

Potovsky and Joan Hudson also attended. Laurie was hired to 

organize the Vancouver conference and Joan to be responsible for 

media relations. 

I agreed to gather delegates from Manitoba to attend the conference 

and travelled a lot of miles over the next two months, all at my own 

expense, to get 30 people committed to go to Vancouver. It was not 

easy as the registration was $300 plus plane fare and hotel rooms. 

Ultimately 35 people from Manitoba attended the conference to 

discuss Western Canada’s economic and political future. At that 

meeting it was decided to hold a convention in Winnipeg the 

following November to form a new political party – the Reform 

Party – with its battle cry, The West Wants In. 

I was the first Reform Party candidate in the (then) Portage-

Interlake riding, in company with Reform Party candidates in every 

other riding in the province. Spectacularly unsuccessful in outcome, 
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the point in running really had been to increase the public’s 

awareness of the new party. That part was successful. 

The Reform Party began as a grass-roots driven party. 

Unfortunately, the changes it has undertaken on the road to political 

success has led them to be the Conservative Party of Canada with 

all the same top-down, vote-seeking, promise-breaking habits as 

any other political party. 

I have not said much about municipal council or politics. After I 

lost for the Liberals provincially in 1973, I was asked by two 

members of Rosser’s municipal council to run for Reeve. I hadn’t 

considered it but my wife Doris said she believed I would enjoy 

Council much more than Provincial politics.  She was right!  My 

goal, if I was elected, was to pry Rosser away from City of 

Winnipeg control. The City had been in control of all of Rosser as 

far west as the 1
st
 meridian so only Ward 1 was controlled by the 

R.M. of Rosser. I was fortunate to win that election in 1974, 

although it took some time to realize my goal. The City of 

Winnipeg wanted to keep control of all the land inside the Perimeter 

but Rosser would not agree. The Provincial government finally 

agreed if Rosser applied to join the Interlake Planning District with 

the support of Stonewall, Teulon and Rockwood, who were all in it. 

So it was six years before my goal was fully achieved. I think 

Rosser has handled the land use issue very well. 

At the time I was elected, Rosser had very poor communication 

with the men or patrols as there were no cell phones back then.  The 

first winter after the election, Council agreed to put radios in the 

patrols so the office could contact the operator to let him know what 

calls had come in and what roads were blocked.  The following year 

Council upgraded the old garage that served as the public works 

building for the Municipal Public Works employees.  The R.M. had 

no Fire Dept. at that time and depended on the two Hutterite 
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colonies, Sturgeon Creek and Rock Lake to come with their water 

tank to control fires from spreading.   

In 1980 we acquired a Volunteer Fire Dept. and a new building to 

house the Fire Dept. and Public Works Machinery.  It was 

wonderful to have both.  That year we also got out from under the 

control of the City of Winnipeg which I had promised I would try to 

do.  The City had been in control of all of Rosser as far west as the 

1
st
 meridian so only Ward 1 was controlled by the R.M. of Rosser.  

It was something I was very proud we accomplished.  There were a 

number of other things that we, as a Council achieved.  The Prairie 

Dog moved to Rosser; the land needed was acquired through the 

generosity of the Roch family of Rosser.  We as a Council agreed to 

forgive the taxes for a few years and it has been a great thing for 

Rosser and for Manitoba.  We achieved a lot during the 1980s; we 

approved the building of 2 large grain terminals in the R.M. and 

also approved the building of Leo’s Sales & Service, a Case 

International Dealership and Lawson’s Tractor & Implement 

Business from Warren.  They are a great boon to the area as it is 

basically a farming area.  It is surprising what can be accomplished 
if you have a group that can work together. 

 The Prairie Dog Central near Grosse Isle, Manitoba 
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In 1974 I let my name be put forward to sit on the board of the 

Portage Mutual Insurance Company and I was accepted. 

In 1981, I was appointed to the Assessment Review Committee 

under the Chairmanship of Walter Weir. We travelled to every 

municipality and town in Manitoba and met with councils and the 

public regarding assessments. I think it was very worthwhile for we 

now have an assessment that shows what the amount is that land 

might sell for, so that the owner has a figure that he/she can relate 

to, to compare with other farms in the area.   

I served for 28 years as Reeve in the RM of Rosser. They were 

good years except for the last four. I would have quit at that time 

but I couldn’t find anyone who would run against the person who 

was running for the election. I ran, thinking I would quite possibly 

lose but felt that at least one of us would be gone. I did lose, but I 

have no regrets. 
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In 1976, I was elected as a Director of the Union of Manitoba 

Municipalities (UMM) representing the Eastern District. It had at 

that time, I believe, the largest population in Manitoba. It was a 

very interesting time meeting all the people from the area around 

Winnipeg. In 1983, I was elected President of the UMM and served 

for four years. D.L. Campbell, while Premier of Manitoba, had put 

through rural electrification and praised the Reeves and Councils of 

that time (1940s) for their help and support of the program. At the 

time of my presidency, Hydro supplied a car and driver to the 

Executive of the UMM; I suspect it might have been at Mr. 

Campbell’s suggestion.  

The years 1983 to 1987 were ones that I really enjoyed. I was 

President and Ray Sigurdson was Vice-President of the UMM. We 

travelled to official functions together driven by Eric Stuhlmueller 

and accompanied by Warren Rusk, Executive Director of the 

UMM. It was quite a foursome, an Irishman, a German, an 

Icelander and me, a pretend-Englishman. 

One of these official trips was the Annual Meeting of SARM 

(Saskatchewan Assn. of Rural Municipalities) in Regina.  Ray 

Sigurdson and I attended the morning convention with Alma and 

Doris.  They were out shopping in the afternoon because Alma had 

a daughter getting married the next spring and she had things to 

buy.  When we came from the convention at noon that day the 

ladies weren’t there.  Ray saw all these things in his room and he 

decided we should have a dispersal sale. It sounded like a good idea 

because we had been out for lunch and had a little refreshment.  So 

he laid all the little things out on the bed and hung a sign on the 

door; dispersal sale at 5 o’clock.  Then we went to the lower 

auditorium because they (SARM) were going to be debating 

resolutions in the afternoon, and since they were much the same as 

we had had at our convention, we didn’t think we needed to listen to 

it.  We got down to the lower auditorium and we were sitting having 

a drink and there was a young lady at the next table; Ray said she’s 
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got kind of an accent.  I think it’s Scottish.  So he went up to her 

and said he noticed her accent and said we’re looking for someone 

who can play the bagpipes.  Do you know of anyone?  He invited 

her to have a drink with us.  She said I can play the bagpipes.  Ray 

said great just what we need; we are having a dispersal sale at 5 

o’clock and we need someone to lead the procession for the sale and 

it would be great if you could play the bagpipes.  She said sure but 

she lived on the other side of Regina; he said no problem we will 

drive you over to get the bagpipes and drive you back home again 

later.  So we drove over there and I was the driver.  I was always the 

driver when we were together because Ray’s left ear was good and 

my right ear was good so we could talk to each other, where if he 

was driving well, neither of us could hear the other one.  

 

So we head over there; she turned and said should I shave my legs?  

Ray said no not necessary.  She got the bagpipes and came out 20 

minutes or half an hour later all dressed up in her kilt.  She looked 

really great!  So we drove back to the hotel.  Most of the delegates 

were staying on the 2
nd

 floor of the hotel and that’s where Ray and 

Ray Sigurdson & Alan with their “signature toast” 
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Alma’s room was.  We started at the bottom of the stairs; there was 

a big staircase that curved and went up to the second floor, so we 

got the young lady to start playing the bagpipes down there and 

funny thing was Ken Carrolls was there too. So we invited him to 

go along and march with us.  He was the mayor of Melita at the 

time; they were celebrating their 100
th
 Anniversary.  He had a top 

hat and that looked pretty good; we with our Manitoba tartans and 

Ken with the top hat being led by the piper.  We started up the stairs 

and everyone was wondering what was going on.  Some started 

following us.  When we got to the 2
nd

 floor people would open the 

door to see what we were doing and say come on in and have a 

drink but we didn’t stop in at most places.  We were marching along 

and some people would hand one out to us. We got down to the end 

of the hall and Charlie Phelps, President of SARM, stuck his head 

out the door, took one look and slammed the door.  We never saw 

him again.  Ray said “I don’t know what’s the matter with him.  I 

suppose he thought it was his convention”.  When we got back to 

Ray’s room we discovered Alma had taken down the sign and put 

all the stuff away so that was the end of our parade.  As promised 

we drove the young lady home and paid her fairly well.   

The story of the Tartan 

I became a Director of the UMM in 1976 and at that time we 

decided that we should have a uniform for all the Directors as well 

as the President and Vice President. So we picked the Manitoba 

tartan and some of them weren’t too happy about it but a lot of us 

thought it was pretty nice.  There was a story that a couple of 

Directors had gone to meetings down East and got lost and didn’t 

get back for about 3 weeks.  I think it’s a story but sounds like a 

good one!  They didn’t have tartan - we figured if we had tartan we 

wouldn’t lose anyone anymore.  They would know who they were 

and ship them back home.  So we all bought our own outfits - 

everybody who was a Director or anything, and Warren Rusk who 

was the CEO had one too.  When I went to the convention in 

Vancouver (I was the only one who went) I wore the tartan.  That’s 
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when I met Laurie.  She wasn’t very happy about it; she asked me if 

I would pick up some clothes for her at the dry cleaners and I said 

sure, but I had my tartan suit on.  She was quite mortified to know I 

had gone in there to get them in that outfit.  I had two or three 

young kids stop me on the street asking questions about my outfit.  

They were quite interested in it.  Laurie never liked it but I always 

thought it was quite a nice outfit, especially when we got everybody 

together and we were all marching together.  We also had some in 

Manitoba tartan kilts – I never did that because my legs didn’t suit 

it.  And then it was up to the President to pay the pipers afterwards 

which was quite a custom.  They had drinks set out and in front of 

the whole group the President and the bagpipers would drink 

together - tossed it off.  Quite often it would carry on after.  We had 

some good times in those tartan suits.  Ab Chapman was President 

when we got the suits.   
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Neighbouring Farms 

I bought the Herb Wedge farm in 1966 and the Kay Beachell farm 

in 1972 which had been my Uncle Ernie’s farm when he moved to 

it in 1918.  Aunt Kay’s farm I had rented from 1942 until I bought it 

in 1972.  There were houses on both farms.  

 

I rented the house on Kay’s farm to a family by the name of 

Klassen. Willie and his wife had 6 children.  Four of them had 

challenges.  I felt sorry for them so the rent was $50 per month if 

they could pay.  Willie had a very low paying job so most of the 

time he couldn’t pay the rent.  This didn’t worry me because I knew 

what a bad time they were having.  The one thing I was concerned 

about was when the youngest boy told me they had 500 little chicks 

and this was in April and it was quite cold.  I said where are you 

keeping them and he said in the house.  I went and looked and they 

were in the boys’ bedroom and the boys had bunks above them. It 

certainly didn’t do anything for the house.  I was quite happy when 

they moved out a year later.  The house was never rented or used 

after they left. 

I think it was around 44 or 45 I went up to Kays in the big house.  

There was about 2 feet of water in the   basement so I got in touch 

Ernie & Kay Beachell’s farmhouse – 1918 
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with Pat McCarthey.  He was the elevator man and they had a pump 

with a gas engine.  He said he would take it down there and pump it 

out.  So we went down and put the hose down in the thing, and the 

gas engine started and we sat down on the steps.  Luckily the door 

to the basement was open and the breeze was coming in.  

McCarthey smoked; well, everybody smoked at that time.  He lit a 

smoke and tossed the match on top of the water.  There had been a 

lighting plant in there at one time and there had been a can of gas 

that had leaked out and it had run across the top of the water.  There 

was one big sheet of flame 5 feet high!  Well it burned some of the 

wires on the ceiling of the basement but it went out right away; 

burned so fast but if we had been on the other side of it ……… I 

thought the house was going to burn down.  We got out of there 

fast.  When we came back the smoke had cleared; the water was 

still there but the gas was gone.   

Another day I was out at Kay’s and I had this tractor (TD6) and 

something had caught in the gears and I had taken the pan off so I 

could reach in there and when I was reaching in my head touched 

the starter;  luckily it didn’t start, just gave one buzz and luckily just 

caught my arm.  It took me quite a bit of trouble to get my arm out 

of there.  I still have a scar on my arm - a nice white mark.  If that 

thing had started I would have lost my arm or maybe my life 

because it would have pulled me in.  So there’s a couple of things.   

I am a little like the cat; he’s on his 9
th

 life and maybe I am on mine. 

After 1980 the Fire Dept. went up to Kays for a work out. The 

house wasn’t any good anymore; it was not fit to live in.  So they 

set it on fire and practiced putting out the fire. 
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I rented the house on the Wedge farm to Mr. & Mrs. Walter 

McPherson.  They were only there for 2 years and then moved to 

Winnipeg.  They were good people.  The next renters were Mr. & 

Mrs. Wilf Turcotte.  They stayed about 5 years.  They raised rabbits 

and when they left, the barn and other buildings were just moving 

with rats.  It cost more to clean up the place and get rid of the rats 

than I had made in rent which I think was $70 per month.   

There was a little house next to the big house on the Wedge farm 

where Dorsey station is now.  Doris and I went down and there was 

a nest of wasps or bees and evidently we disturbed them.  They 

were buzzing around Doris’s head and she started running down the 

lane toward the road and trying to get her sweater off because she 

thought there was a wasp in it.  And I was running after her; quite a 

sight - looked like I was chasing her.   

 

Fire at Kay’s Farm started by the Rosser Fire Department 
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Farm Pets 

 

 

I was looking at some pictures today and came across a picture of 

Sugar, a little colt we raised from one of the Shetland ponies I got 

for Laurie and Jim for Christmas when they were I think 6 and 8 

years old.  The ponies’ names were Babe and Dolly.  On Christmas 

morning we took the boys out to the barn to see the ponies and of 

course they wanted to take them outside which was only natural.  

The problem was they were just colts and had never been trained.  

They got away from the boys and ran out into the field.  We spent 

nearly all Christmas day trying to catch them.  They became quite 

tame as we had them for several years and we had them both bred to 

a real good looking Shetland stallion owned by the Ag Rep at the 

Jim & Lee with Sugar – 1964 
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time.  Babe became pregnant but Dolly didn’t.  Babe had the cutest 

little foal almost pure golden in colour.  The boys named her Sugar 

and she was Lee’s pet.  She would follow them around the yard and 

even walk right into the house.  We had her for a number of years 

until she became foundered; Jim had to put her out of her misery. 

 

Looking Back 

In 2011 the Rosser Fire Department celebrated its 25
th

 Anniversary.  

It brings back memories of before we had the Fire Dept. and the 

Fire Hall.  At that time the RM had an agreement with Sturgeon 

Creek and Rock Lake Hutterite Colonies to come when called with 

their water trucks to contain the fire which was all that could be 

done at that time.  I remember watching 2 fires as a young boy.  

One was the Holtman house that was situated where Tony and Kim 

live now.  It burned during the night; my mother let my sister and 

me watch it out of the bedroom windows of the old Beachell house 
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we lived in at that time.  I think the year was either 1929 or 1930.  I 

also remember the old CPR station which burned down a few years 

later.  There was nothing that could be done about either fire. 

 

 

I had two wonderful wives; they were as different as day and night 

but I loved them both very much. 

I think about how crazy I was getting involved in the Reform Party 

but there were some advantages to it.  If I hadn’t been involved in 

the Reform party I never would have met Laurie; that’s where I met 

her and she was wonderful for 27 years of my life that I wouldn’t 

have had if I hadn’t met her.  

Also I think of Doris and the years we had together - 38 years.  We 

raised a family together; she did most of the raising and taught them 

all about life.  She had a real knack of handling young kids and they 

all turned out so well due to her upbringing.  She will always have 
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something to remember her by.  And I am so sorry that Bonnie is 

gone but that is life I guess.  If she could see her grandchildren they 

are all doing so well.  And I think of all that Laurie left all the 

writings and the stories.  I really have had a wonderful life by 

knowing both of them.  

I remember the day Kevin Newman and 2 other guys and a woman 

were coming to travel with me, when I was working for the Reform 

Party.  I said well you might as well come for lunch.  This was at 11 

am; Laurie had a fit!  She rushed around frantically putting together 

a fancy lunch.  Well the woman with them was very impressed but I 

am pretty sure the guys went away hungry.  Doris would just have 

roasted a chicken and be done with it or just make up a meal from 

scraps; she could do that easy. 

 

 

When Laurie and I were first married I was still working on the 

farm.  I came in at lunch time to “fuel up” – just grab a bite and 

Alan, Arla and Deanna – lunch in the field 
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keep going.  Laurie didn’t think much of that!  At that time we were 

still taking meals to the field so Laurie decided she would like to do 

that.  She worked all day on the meal; had a nice table cloth and all; 

so when the guys just came and ate fast and carried on …….she 

never said a word but her face told it all.  I talked to the guys and 

suggested we start eating after we were finished; just take 

sandwiches with them to the field.  I wasn’t really farming much 

then anyway so we just ate when Laurie wanted to.  Not sure if they 

kept that up or went back to meals in the field.  Farm life was a big 

change for Laurie and she had to endure a lot of new things too. 

 

 

 

Lunch in the field - Jim, Laurie, Percy, Herb Wedge & Alan 
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The Garden 

When I was young the garden was where it is today.  My mother 

always canned lots of stuff from the garden; peas, corn, chicken.  

Later, Doris did the same but by then we had freezers so lots of the 

garden stuff was frozen. 

 

I remember I had a good corn seeder; it had a handle on top with a 

spring.  You leaned on it and pushed; worked really good.  I think it 

was lost in the garage fire.  If you had one it’d be an antique now. 

When Doris and I were first married we had a little garden where 

the trees grow to the West and North of our house (Laurie and 

Judy’s house now).  Doris planted most of it.  I was very interested 

in the garden for a lot of years but when I was busy I wasn’t much 

interested.  Doris did most of the work then.  I remember she got 

her dad to come over to hoe it; he worked for ½ hour then went 

home and told his wife “that doesn’t need a hoe it needs a goddamn 

tractor”!   
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Later we had the big garden where it is now.  We spent many days 

picking and shelling peas in the summer.  The James came out to 

help and often Fliss and Nate were there too.  Mona James was my 

mother’s cousin – Mona’s mother raised my mother and her 4 

sisters (ages 2 – 8) when my grandmother died at age 27.  

Laurie introduced a lot of new things to the garden; purple beans, 

radicchio, arugula, dill, ground cherries, eggplant, hot peppers and 

even edible flowers.  At first she wanted to plant in little squares 

with paths running in between.  The paths were covered with wood 

chips.  It was really quite nice because you could walk between the 

rows without getting your feet muddy.  But it didn’t last long! 

Some thoughts of an old guy of 90+  

Sitting here thinking how lucky I am.  The year is 2015.  I am over 

90 years old and what a good life I’ve had and not many people get 

as lucky as that. 

I have been writing about things 50 years ago or more.  Today I got 

thinking about my life which certainly is near its end.  I think how 

fortunate I have been to have had wonderful parents and to be 

brought up in the rural area and in a small community.  The book 

“Beachell Farm Memories” was written in 1989 – 21 years ago.  A 

lot has transpired since that time.  Looking back to that time makes 

me realize I’m very fortunate to still be here. 

The following poem hung on the door of my Dad’s office for years.  

I used to sit in there a lot; that’s probably how I memorized it.  It’s 

called “The Test”.  The author is unknown. 
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The Test 

 

The test of a man is the fight he makes, 

the grit that he daily shows; 

the way he stands on his feet and takes 

fate's numerous bumps and blows. 

A coward can smile when there's naught to fear, 

when nothing his progress bars; 

but it takes a man to stand up and cheer 

while some other fellow stars. 

It isn't the victory, after all 

but the fight that a brother makes; 

the man who, driven against the wall, 

still stands up erect and takes 

the blows of fate with his head held high; 

bleeding, and bruised, and pale, 

is the man who'll win in the by and by, 

for he isn't afraid to fail. 

It's the bumps you get, and the jolts you get, 

and the shocks that your courage stands, 

the hours of sorrow and vain regret, 

the prize that escapes your hands, 

that test your mettle and prove your worth; 

it isn't the blows you deal, 

but the blows you take on the good old earth, 

that show if your stuff is real. 
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Doris and I raised 4 children; Bonnie, Laurie, Jim and Lee.  We had 

8 grandchildren but, unfortunately, Doris died before the last 

grandchild was born.  I now have 16 great grandchildren and I am 
sure there will be more.   

 

Jim, Lee, Bonnie, Laurie and Alan 

Kristin, Craig, Scott, Tyler, Erin, Dawn, Deanna, Alan, Lynn 
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I remember Bonnie as a little girl; she was never very happy about 

going to bed.  She always wanted to be out where the crowd was.  

When company came she would get up and dance on her bed.  

When she was a baby I would give her a piece of the newspaper – 

she loved that – she would tear it into little pieces and throw them 

over the edge of her crib.   

 

Beachell Family 1962 - Bonnie, Doris, Jim, Lee, Alan, Laurie 
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Rawcliffe Grange 125
th

 Anniversary 

July 19
th

, 2014 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Standing:  Craig Hogg holding Hailey, Paul Gilmore, Lynn Gilmore, Sarah, 

Gilmore, Matthew Gilmore, Jonathan Gilmore, Scott Beachell, Jim 

Beachell, Arla Beachell, Laurie Potovsky-Beachell, Alan Beachell, Ian Hogg, 

Laurie Beachell, Judy McKelvey, Grant Hamilton, Lee Hogg holding Isabelle 

(Mallet), Tyler Beachell, Colin Hudon, Deanna Johnson holding Callie, Luc 

Mallet, Kristin Mallet holding Alexandre, Greg Johnson, Burke Johnson. 

Seated:   Jessica Beachell holding Molly, Charlie Beachell, Taylor Hudon, 

Ashley Hudon, Dawn Hudon, Jordan Hudon, Erin Hogg holding Emily, 

Mandy Hogg holding Meagan. 
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Alan’s Address to the Crowd 

First I want to thank all the family for the work they did to get this 

thing going this year.  You know I just sat back and ran around in 

my cart and enjoyed the whole thing.  Never did a damn thing to 

help but it was great.  I didn’t know who was doing what but you 

look around and you see the job that they’ve made – I think it’s 

wonderful!  There was Jim and Arla, there was Laurie and Judy, 

there was Lee and Ian, Grant and whoever was helping him and all 

the others.  It was remarkable.  It is wonderful that the family is 

going to carry on this farm.  I’m sure the elder ones that are gone 

would be very proud of them.  And when I look around and see all 

the young children I think, you know my first wife Doris did so 

much for bringing up the kids and doing such a hell of a good job 

that well, it’s carrying on.  And I was fortunate that after Doris 

passed on to meet another woman who has certainly been very good 

to me and been a great help and now she’s my driver and I guess 

almost my caregiver.  One thing I can still have a drink and she 

does the driving so that’s good.  I’ve never changed altogether you 

know.  I don’t know that I have any particular jokes today.  I 

thought that when Laurie and I got married, just to get her used to 

the farm I presented her with a pair of gum boots at the wedding.  

She wore them once or twice to go to the dump but that’s as far as it 

went.  But anyway she’s been a very good wife and been wonderful 

in the things she’s done around here too.  

 I think back years ago when my dad was President of the Union of 

Municipalities and Doug Campbell was Minister of Agriculture – 

and he sent my dad a poem and said “Percy, maybe you can do 

something with this” – this was back in 1944 and I have more or 

less memorized it but have it written down just in case I forget.  It’s 

called “The Bridge Builder” (by W.A. Dromgoole). 
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The Bridge 

An old man travelling a lone highway, 

came at the evening dull and gray 

to a chasm vast and deep and wide 

through which was flowing a sullen tide. 

The old man crossed in the twilight dim; 

that sullen stream held no fear for him. 

But he turned when safe on the other side 

and built a bridge to span the tide. 

“Old man” said a fellow pilgrim near, 

“you are wasting your strength with building here; 

your journey will end with the ending day. 

You never again will pass this way. 

You’ve crossed the chasm deep and wide. 

Why build this bridge at your eventide?” 

The builder lifted his old gray head, 

“Good friend in the path I have come,” he said, 

“there followed after me today 

a youth whose feet must pass this way. 

The chasm that held no fear for me 

to that fair-haired youth may a pitfall be. 

He too must cross in the twilight dim; 

good friend, I am building this bridge for him!” 
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This poem is really appropriate today because you know, it’s the 

things that people did years ago that made it so much easier for us 

to farm or to live here or to do anything.  And so I feel very 

fortunate to have lived here all my life – people say well you never 

move – well, that’s not right – I moved twice – I moved across the 

lane once and I moved back again.  So no one can say I didn’t 

move!  

 

“I am 90 years old and have had a very good life doing the things I 

loved doing.  Rosser has been my home for all of those years and  

I can think of no other place I would sooner be.” 
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The Finest Things 

The finest things in life are those  

we neither sell nor buy 

A bursting bud a bird that sings 

 a glowing Western sky 

And friends to love, they are indeed  

well worth their weight in gold 

And may you know the gladness  

which such things forever hold 
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BEACHELL FAMILY TREE 

Henry James Beachell & Anna Mary Fleeman 

Son – Percy Beachell & Stella Marion Briggs 

Son – Percy Alan Beachell & Doris Helen Turnbull 

Daughter – Bonnie Lynn Beachell & Raymond Grant Hamilton 

Lynn Hamilton & Paul Gilmore 

Matthew, Sarah & Jonathan Gilmore 

Dawn Hamilton & Colin Hudon 

Taylor, Ashley & Jordan Hudon 

Son – Percy Laurie Beachell & Judy McKelvey 

Son – Alan James Beachell & Arla Van Camp 

Scott Beachell & Jessica White 

Charlie, Molly & Blake Beachell 

Deanna Beachell & Greg Johnson 

Burke & Callie Johnson 

Tyler Beachell & Ashlee Heyens 

Daughter – Doris Lee Beachell & Ian Hogg 

Kristin Hogg & Luc Mallet 

Isabelle & Alexandre Mallet 

Craig Hogg & Mandy Radley 

Hailey & Meagan Hogg 

Erin Hogg & Evan McKinnon 

Emily McKinnon 

Alan Beachell & 2
nd

 Wife Laurie Potovsky Beachell 


