memoirs of rcmp wives
when they were

THE SECOND MAN

RCMP Veterans Association – Edmonton Division

Appreciation Night
September 25, 2013
Special Presentation of Certificates and Brooches for RCMP Wives who were
“The Second Man”

This souvenir is being presented to “The Second Man” on the occasion of their receipt of the certificate
and brooch awarded them, as initiated by RCMP Commissioner William Elliott and followed through by
Commissioner Bob Paulson, in appreciation of their support of the RCMP.
These stories have been submitted by the ladies, their husbands, relatives or friends about their lives at
the time when they were “The Second Man.” In compiling all the stories, some editing was done with respect to
spelling and grammar.
Special thank you to Ruth Lee-Knight and Ivy-Anne Mitchell for their dedication in making this happen.
To Ruth, thank you for writing the book When The Second Man Was A Woman and thus inspiring Ivy-Anne to
write to then Commissioner William Elliott in an effort to obtain recognition from the Force for the ladies who
were “The Second Man.”
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Response on behalf of the recipients of the Second Man Brooch
What a delight it is for me to join you tonight, my feelings for the RCMP run deep. My father was a
Mountie in Manitoba; his career with the force began in the 1950s, and didn’t end until he retired in the 1970s.
My dad was the one who put the uniform on every day, with the freshly corn-starched shirts that were easier to
iron if they were put in the freezer a little damp, and then ironed. His pants always had the perfect crease ironed
into them, and his shoes were spit-polished by more than one of his four children as punishment if we had been
bad. But I really think his work was a team effort. The rural detachments he was in charge of (in more than a few
Manitoba communities), relied heavily on my mother’s contributions, as well.
Just to backtrack a bit, my mom was a single lady in her 20s, working in Regina, and while visiting
a girlfriend in Winnipeg, she met this handsome, fun-loving Mountie. They were at a dance, and to say it was
“love at first sight” would probably be fair. It must have been, since dad was engaged to someone else at the time.
Anyway, they had to wait five or six years before the RCMP would give them permission to marry. They also
had to have a few thousand dollars in the bank before they were allowed to marry. That money usually came as a
loan, pooling resources from other Mounties to show the proper amount of savings in a bank account, and then
returned once the RCMP gave the okay for the couple to marry. At least, that’s my memory of how dad told the
story. His second version was that mom was drunk on the dance floor, and the least he could do was pick her up
off the floor, and rescue her from her lot in life. Mom didn’t drink very much, so I’m going with the “love at first
sight” version.
For those of you who served in rural detachments (and if you’re old enough), you’ll be more than
familiar with the set up: it was an RCMP office and jail, and it was attached to the home the RCMP officer in
charge and his family lived in. If you had children, you’ll also be familiar with how handy an unused jail cell could
be for a son or daughter who misbehaved. Not that that would ever happen more than once. I also recall what
a hero my dad was when, only once, he gave me and my friends a ride in the police car, with the lights flashing
and the sirens blaring. He told us the magic of riding inside the car was that you couldn’t hear the noise from the
sirens–and he was right. There was no noise inside that car, at all.
Those were the days when Mounties were a very integral part of small-town life. They were unofficially
called on to help a neighbour find their missing teen. They were part of community groups, like the Kinsmen or
Rotary Clubs. They would settle neighbours’ disputes, and respect was given to their decision in those matters.
They really were pillars of the community. (Please don’t misunderstand, of course there were real judges who took
care of the serious cases.) Those were court days, and that meant the judge would come to our house for dinner
afterwards. My sister and I were excused from eating yucky Chinese take-out food, and were allowed to go to the
town café to buy a hot dog, coke and French fries. It cost 25 cents each, yes, we’re that old! And it was a splurge!
It was a different time. My mom and dad could leave their babies in their carriage on the front lawn
because “Chief,” the German shepherd police dog was there to watch over us. We never locked our doors. My dad
would unload his gun every time he walked into the house, yet why he even loaded it is beyond me. The day dad
retired, he said he never once fired that service revolver. His idea of policing was to set a marked police car in plain
sight for all to see. That was all that was needed for speed control.
They had fun. Those were the days when the community embraced their Mounties, and vice versa.
My mom often said the time of her life she enjoyed the most was living in small detachments. Smaller communities
meant lots of dinners, dances, wiener roasts and school concerts.
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I did mention a few moments ago that being a successful RCMP officer in a rural detachment at this
time was a team effort, and I would be remiss if I didn’t mention the role mom played. In her time, there were no
secretaries, no cleaners and no cooks. If the jail was dirty and the other officers were too busy, mom cleaned it.
If the phone rang, and the officers were out on calls, she would answer it. If a prisoner needed clean clothes, she
provided them (usually dad’s), until the dirty clothes were washed, by her. If the prisoner needed a hot meal, mom
cooked it. If it was a female prisoner, mom would be the escort who travelled with dad and the female prisoner to
Winnipeg. It wasn’t just dealing with prisoners; we always knew when there was a boating accident or a drowning,
mom and dad would shoo us away from the lake. The next thing we would see was mom wrapping crying wives or
children in blankets, comforting them, and then making them coffee or cooking meals for the family. Were these
women the second partners? You bet they were. And it wasn’t as if they were ever paid or really even thanked for
their services. They did it because it was expected. They loved their husbands, and this was just part of what they
married into.
These women, Mounties’ wives, are my heroes. A Mountie’s pay was always fair, but there was never
enough to even consider having a personal cleaning person, or a nanny, or exotic trips. These women knew how
to make ends meet, and how to have fun doing it.
Their relevance from days gone by continues today. They raised kids who knew if they were a
Mountie’s child, they had better keep their noses clean. If they crossed the line, getting into trouble at school,
the punishment from the principal was nothing compared to what would happen to you when you got home.
We knew if we wanted things in life, we would have to earn them ourselves. We knew that mom and dad couldn’t
afford to spoil us, so we learned at an early age to stand on our own two feet. We knew that whatever we did, we
were expected to do it to the very best of our ability. That’s not a bad legacy for our parents to leave us with. It’s a
great gift for any parent to give to a child.
Is it different today? Yes, very. Dad died when he was 58, but he used to shake his head when would
hear the word “cop” or even worse names, when someone was referring to a policeman. He loved what he did, and
he felt true policing around the world was, at that time, exemplified by the RCMP.
Until the day she died, mom wore at least one pin of the RCMP crest or of a Mountie on a horse, on
her lapel at all times. She was so proud of her husband, the Mountie, and all that he stood for. Mom was in the
hospital fighting her third and final battle with cancer when I received information about this pin and recognition
of the role women played in policing during their years with the force. She smiled with pride, and nodded her
head when I told her about it. It wasn’t something she ever expected, but it certainly was something that was well
deserved. She died two years ago, at the age of 89, but as her daughter, I feel a very big part of her life and so
many other unofficial women of the RCMP, will live on through this book, this pin, and the people who were
so thoughtful as to mount this project. As the daughter who spit-polished my dad’s boots, and polished his brass
buttons more times than I care to remember, I thank you so much for mounting this project, and I will cherish
this recognition on behalf of my mom. I feel confident that I am speaking on behalf of the women here tonight,
as well as those whose stories are told in this book. They are, and were indeed, “The Second Man,” and they will
cherish this recognition as much as I know my mother would have. Thank you so much.
Lorraine Mansbridge
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Recipients
Wives		Husbands
Lois Anderson		
Lynn M. Armstrong
		
Judy D. Bauer
		
Carol Berry
		
Leona Biggar
		
Madeline Anne Bodie
Edie Boughen
		
Barbara Ellen Buchanan
Christene Buchanan
Jeannine Marie Buckley
Sandra Bunn
		
Merle M. Carey
		
Joan Carter
		
Debbie Cashman
		
Agnes Collinson
Linda Danforth
		
Margaret Irene Diamond
Cathy Dobbie
		
Jeannette Doll
		
Patricia (Pat) Donahue
Margaret Dorothy Faulkner
Dorothy Ferguson
Marlene Anne Ferguson
Thelma Fookes
Maureen Glaicar
Magdalena Grayson
Beverly Charlene Greig
Marian Grier
Gloria Gudmundson,
Bernice Guthrie
Berverly Head
Carol Hickman
Donna Hourihan
Anna L Hutmacher
Gloria Virginia Jared
Grace Jensen

Robert J. Anderson, Reg. #19901
James A. Armstrong, Cpl. Reg. #19103
James A. Bauer, Reg. #22651
Harold C. Berry, Reg. #14042
William Biggar, Reg. #16969
Wayne M. Bodie, Cpl. Reg. #27192
Reg Boughen, Supt. Reg. #19140/O.1125
W.E. Buchanan, Insp. Reg. #6514
Edward E. Buchanan, S/Sgt. Reg. #11327
Jack Page Buckley, S/Sgt. Reg. #17820,
Al Bunn, Reg. #22180/O.1436
John T. Carey, Cpl. Reg. #25318
William Lloyd Carter, S/Sgt. Reg. #15301
Rick Cashman, Sgt. Reg. #35466
AJH ‘Joe’ Collinson, Reg. #18047
Ken Danforth, Reg. #27470
W. Boyd Diamond, S/Sgt. Reg. #15229
T.A. Dobbie, Cpl. Reg. #19876
Dave Doll, Cpl. Reg. #21817
W.L. (Bill) Donahue, Reg. #19372
Gordon Haig Faulkner, Reg. #15662
Kenneth W. Ferguson, Reg. #13633
Trevor Ferguson, S/Sgt. Reg. #22929
Arnold William Fookes, Reg. #17575
Kirk C. Glaicar, Reg. #33052
Stuart Grayson, Supt.
Gordon J. Greig, Reg. #18185/O.757
A.D. (Al) Grier, Reg. #19366
Vincent Collishaw Gudmundson, Reg. #23807
R.S. Guthrie, Sgt. Reg. #26701
Robert H.D. Head, Reg. #18465/O.806
Lloyd Hickman, C/Supt.
Peter Hourihan, Reg. #33601/O.1886
Wanye A. Hutmacher, S/Sgt. Reg. #19833
Gordon James Jared, Sgt. Reg. #22616
Eric B Jensen, Sgt. Reg. #13391
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Wives		Husbands
Elizabeth Kennedy
Edna Kenny
Maureen J. Knopp
Elizabeth Kobie
Mary E. Kusalik
Theresa Gertrude Lacey
Patrica Leary
		
Frances Ruth Lee-Knight
Deanna Loshny
Audrey Joyce Lowe
		
Cheryl MacKinnon
		
Katherine MacLauchlan
Kristen Mansbridge
		
Emma Ann Marshall 		
		
Nadine McGill
Fern Mae McMillan 		
Doris G. Metcalfe
Jacqueline Louise Moore
Marie Murray
		
Eunice Aileen Nielsen
Inez Nolan
		
Rose Nowakowski
		
		
Vera O’Brien
Eleanor G. Parkin		
Toni. G. Peck
		
		
E. Fay Plomp
Norma Margaret Poll
		
Patricia Elaine Samotej 		
Renie C. Saunders
Lorna E. Simmonds
Kathleen M. Smith
		
Bettes Stratton
		
Valerie Anne Taylor 		
Vivian Toews
		
Marnie Van Norman

Tim Kennedy, Reg. #32847
John R. Kenny Reg. #14712
Wayne R. Knopp, Reg. #23166
Franklin Kobie, Cpl. Reg. #17804
John F. Kusalik, Reg. #19320
Clarence John Lacey, Reg. #21449
Reed Leary, Reg. #27622
J.C. (Jack) Lee-Knight, Reg. #18283
Albert Loshny, Cpl. Reg. #20195
Thomas Norman Lowe, Reg. #21165
Malcolm Archie MacKinnon, Reg. #24976
Donald MacLauchlan, Cpl.Reg. #12581
John C. Mansbridge, S/Sgt. Reg. #14635
Lyall Arthur Marshall, Reg. #17889
John McGill, Reg. #39465
Brian E. McMillan, Reg. #26506
Harold J.L. Metcalfe, Reg. #17003
Lawrence Moore, S/Sgt. Reg. #30304
D. Roy Murray, Reg. #18181
Donald Christian Nielsen, Reg. #O.1123
C.W. ‘Joe’ Nolan, S/Sgt. Reg. #17371
Peter Nowakowski, S/Sgt. Reg. #18912
Les O’Brien, Sgt. Reg. #15043
Ron R. Parkin, Sgt. Reg. #27297
Gary G Peck, Insp. Reg. #40246/O.2385
Kenneth J. Plomp, Reg. #17458
Orval Poll, Reg. #14141
R. (Rick) Samotej, Reg. #31247/O.1852
W.M. Saunders, Cst. Reg. #18285
Douglas G. Simmonds Reg. #15291
Vernon G. Smith, Reg. #14956
Gordon Grant Stratton, Reg. #15356
George Ross Taylor, Sgt. Reg. #25040
Ralph Toews, Reg. #15511
Jack Van Norman, Reg. #22593
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Lois Anderson
Wife of Robert J. Anderson, Reg. #19901
We were stationed at Fort Good Hope Detachment, “G” Division, from summer of 1967 to the summer
of 1970. During that time Lois was my second man. It was a one man detachment with a Special Constable. In
my absence, Lois had to answer the telephone from local residents, Sub/Division HQ’s and other detachments.
She also answered radio calls received from sub/division, other detachments and air division members. She was
required to take complaints and enquiries from local residents as well as tourists travelling on the Mackenzie River.
One year while stationed there it was Centennial Year, and the river was full of tourists, etc. There were always
complaints to be handled by her in my absence taking them over the telephone and making sure all information
was obtained in order for me to do the investigation upon my return. Often I had to travel to Colville Lake,
sometimes by dog team, and could be away from the detachment for up to five days. Lois supplied the meals for
the prisoners, for which she was paid. Since it was a one man detachment it was necessary for me to make night
patrols on my own, and Lois would attend the office in my absence. It was often necessary for her to contact other
detachments for assistance in answering local complaints.
She also supplied meals for visiting dignitaries, as well as the court party, lawyers, etc., as there were no
other meal facilities in the area. She established an excellent rapport with the aboriginal people of Fort Good Hope
and they were at ease when speaking to her. This was the first time Lois had experienced living in an aboriginal
community. It was pretty well isolated, and she responded very well.
Robert J. Anderson

Lynn M. Armstrong
Wife of James A. Armstrong, Reg. #19103
She was a legal secretary, not a stenographer, for a law firm in Ottawa. We were stationed in the Fort
Resolution Detachment in the NWT from approximately mid- November, 1966 to the end of October, 1968
and at Dawson Detachment in Yukon from approximately mid-November, 1968 to early March, 1973. Lynn
answered the office telephone and the office door and recorded the name, address and telephone number from
complainants. She informed them I or other members would contact them upon our return to the office. This
occurred only when all the members were on patrol in the detachment area, and unable to take complaints
themselves. Complainants were always contacted upon the return of a member.
There were only two members stationed in Fort Resolution, and there never was a replacement sent in to
relieve a member when he went on vacation or when both members went on an extended patrol. There were four
members stationed in Dawson Detachment and there were no vacation replacements here either. However, there
were only a few occasions here when a member was not available to take calls or complaints, and Lynn was asked
to answer the office telephone during brief absences.
Jim Armstrong

Judy D. Bauer
Wife of James A. Bauer, Reg. #22651
We were stationed at Fort Chipewyan Detachment, “K” Division Alberta (Isolated Post), June, 1973 to
June, 1975.
Fort Chipewyan RCMP Detachment was-is an isolated post located on the northwestern shore of Lake
Athabasca in northern Alberta. The detachment living quarters were attached to the detachment office. Three regular
members were stationed there at the time; however, on numerous occasions two of the members were required to
be away from the post performing various duties such as prisoner escorts, attending training courses, annual leave or
attending court-related duties, etc. The detachment was frequently down to one or two members.
Inland water transport patrols in summer and Bombardier patrols in winter, on and across Lake Athabasca
and northern rivers were regularly required in order to service the aboriginal reserve, remote islands, and Wood
Buffalo National Park. Judy manned the detachment phone and police radio. She also answered and recorded
complaints at the detachment when members were on patrol and not available at the office.
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In addition to this, when police aircraft arrived, transporting the likes of division artisans for detachment
building maintenance, inspection personnel, serious crimes investigators, RCMP pilots and co-pilots to this isolated
post, Judy made sure they were fed. When female prisoners were lodged in cells overnight, and a matron was not
readily available, Judy filled in and performed the roles of matron/guard when members were away from the office
on patrols. These necessary duties were performed without pay and complemented the manpower of the detachment.
James A. BAUER

Carol Berry
Wife of Harold C. Berry, Reg. #14042
We were stationed in Hilda, Alberta from December, 1951 to May, 1956. It was a single-man detachment,
with the office attached to the kitchen. The cell block was in the basement. The distance to the furthest point in the
detachment was 93 miles away, and there was no radio. I could not determine when Harold would return home.
I fed visiting officers and prisoners. The small general store did not provide much, so a monthly trip to Medicine
Hat was necessary. There were 152 people in Hilda. We felt that we were part of the community.
As the second man, I forwarded phone messages to Medicine Hat and I managed as best as possible. As
a city girl, learning about rural life was a learning curve; we had a wood fire, coal furnace, etc.
Many of my duties did not require police work. I made many adjustments to living in a small detachment.
As an RN with years as a supervisor at Calgary General, it was a review of Alberta history.
Doris Carol Berry

Leona Biggar
Wife of William Biggar, Reg. #16969
We were first stationed in Manyberries, AB. I was a constable of a one-man posting, living in married
quarters from August 12, 1960 to August 3, 1962. Then we went to Beaverlodge, AB. I was a corporal of a two-man
posting, living in married quarters from August 6, 1962 to July, 1969. As a Sergeant, we were posted to Mclennan
AB, living in married quarters from July 3, 1969 to August 16, 1971. While living in the above married quarters, my
wife was subjected to being disturbed when detachment members were on duty and the office closed. Inquiries were
often channeled to the married quarters, where my wife would attend them. She would then radio the information
to the patrol cars or to other neighbouring detachments. In fact I can recall having radio speakers in both the kitchen
and bedroom, in case of an emergency.
William Biggar

Madeline Anne Bodie
Wife of Corporal Wayne M. Bodie, Reg. #27192
We were stationed in the Taloyoak Detachment, NU (Formerly Spence Bay Detachment, NWT) from 1980
to 1982 (two-man detachment).
Madeline answered telephone inquiries and contacts to the detachment at all hours, when both members
were away on service, locally in Taloyoak, or at the neighbouring communities of Gjoa Haven and Pelly Bay.
She recorded details of complaints-concerns, and gave sound advice to complaints that greatly helped
alleviate citizens’ concerns until members of the detachment returned. Madeline contacted members via telephone or
radio and advised them of any immediate concerns.
Madeline performed many other functions during these two years that helped the detachment achieve its
mandate. For example, Madeline prepared prisoner meals when the local contacts for same were unable or unavailable
to provide meals.
William M. Bodie
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Edie Boughen
Wife of Supt. Reg Boughen, Reg. #19140/O.1125
We were stationed in Pond Inlet, NWT from May, 1964 to September, 1966, and Fort Norman, NWT
September, 1966 to August, 1969.
When we arrived in Pond Inlet, NWT (Eastern Arctic) there were no members at the detachment as the
constable position was vacant and the corporal had already been transferred and had left a few days prior to our
arrival. I had been transferred into the corporal position from Yellowknife Detachment. We travelled on a singleengine Otter aircraft along with a few of our belongings, a year-old baby in a clothes basket and three full grown
sledge dogs in three separate cages. Pond Inlet detachment was a breeding station for sledge dogs in the Eastern
Arctic and the three dogs were to be used for breeding purposes.
The detachment living quarters were attached and heated with coal, wood and oil stoves. There was no
running water, but we did have hydro-power supplied by Northern Affairs and National Resources. The quarters
were built in the 1920’s by Inspector Joy and three regular members plus some Inuit help. We did all the medical
work for the settlement and surrounding detachment area as there was no nursing station. Edie helped me out
continually with the medical responsibilities although she was not a nurse nor was I a doctor.
We had a single side band (SSB) police radio at the office. Edie did most of the radio work with Frobisher
Bay S/Division Communication Centre, as I was out and about and not always available at skid times. A year
later, Bell telephone installed a radio telephone system at the detachment for our use and the settlement’s as well,
and Edie also managed that system. Edie was always with me in all of our medical duties whether it was sewing
up a large wound, vaccinating adults and children (we had a measles epidemic sweep though the detachment),
bandaging people up, helping when we had to pull teeth (we had 78 extractions during our time at Pond Inlet)
and helping out when dealing with the children.
Edie also operated the police radio when we were not in the office as well as the Bell radio/telephone
system. We also had the post office at the detachment; we sold stamps; registered parcels, mailed letters and did
the same duties as an ordinary post office. Edie also handled all those duties when we were not there. When the
constable position was vacant, and that seemed to be quite frequently, Edie would be on her own, to manage all
the previously mentioned responsibilities as well as all the chores. This consisted of hauling in ice blocks from the
ice tray outside the back door and putting them in the large metal tank to melt for fresh water for the house and
hauling out the chemical toilet (affectionately known as the Honey Bucket) for dumping. In our absence, Edie also
recorded messages received by radio and telephone, or from people who came to the office.
At Fort Norman the police quarters consisted of a large two storey house with the corporal living quarters
on one side, the office and cell block and a small apartment on the other side, all under one roof. Edie continued
to answer the telephone and police radio, and record concerns that came in during the member’s absence. She also
cooked and supplied some prisoners’ meals. Life for Edie at Fort Norman was not easy, but nowhere near as trying
as it was at Pond Inlet. Edie was the best second man I ever had in the isolated areas of the eastern/western Arctic;
and after over 50 years of marriage she is still my best second man.
Reg Boughen

Barbara Ellen Buchanan
Wife of Insp. W.E. Bill Buchanan, Reg. #6514
Please add the following to qualify my mother, Barbara Ellen Buchanan for the “second man” award for
serving at RCMP Leduc Detachment with my dad from April 1, 1932 (the day the Force took over from the
APP), until January, 1934 when they were transferred to Edmonton. Dad was a corporal in the RCMP, Reg. #6514
having served in the APP since April 9, 1919 at APP detachments in Andrew and Smoky Lake where mother
had performed the same duties: answering phones and doors at the office, cooking meals for prisoners, scrubbing
detachment and cellblock floors, in addition to matron duties, see page 92/93 of Red Serge Wives for details.
Both mother and dad have passed away, but the family would like to include our mother.
Bill Buchanan
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Christene Buchanan
Wife of S/Sgt. Edward E. Buchanan, Reg. #11327
I am grateful to have the opportunity to pay tribute to my mother Christene Buchanan. She was born in
Sweden in 1899. Arrived in Alberta in 1906 where her parents Anders & Kerstin Kvarnberg took up homesteading
between Calmar and Thorsby. Mother attended the Willow Creek School (one room). Before finishing high
school, she became an excellent seamstress in order to have nice, stylish clothes. This talent became very useful
in her future married life in detachments. Following her graduation, she found work in Edmonton at a millinery
shop, where she became known for her creative talent for fancy hats. This is when she met the love-of-her-life,
Edward E. Buchanan. They were married on August 19, 1922.
Dad was the first Officer in Charge (OIC), to man the new RCMP detachment that opened at Wembley
in April, 1932. We were supplied with a two-storey home annexed with the detachment office, which included the
courtroom and prisons. We needed a fair sized home. By that time, they had two sons (seven and nine years) and
two daughters (five and me, being two). What joy it must have been to have a wood and coal cook stove to heat
the laundry water and use two tubs and a scrub-board to try keeping a family of six provided with clean clothing.
What about all the interruptions? Especially when dad was out in the country on a call, sometimes overnight,
Christene was left to answer the phone and the office door, write down the complaints and attempt to calm a
variety of explosive situations. Those were not the days of cell phones or any other type of contact equipment.
When we had a “special guest” behind the metal bars, Christene would simply cook a little extra and
supply them with the same meals given to us (including dessert). She was also a super cook.
In October, 1934 dad was transferred to take charge of the Westlock Detachment. This was a huge area
to cover as there was no detachment in Barrhead until several years after dad was transferred to be senior NCO
for Lethbridge in 1944. The Westlock Detachment covered north as far as Smith, west to Barrhead and on up to
Fort Assiniboine and south to Busby. The north and west area contained many very isolated homesteads where
cabin fever was very common. Many people, especially the women, suffered. Quite often, dad received an urgent
call and had to make a trip out to the boonies, and bring in one of those poor souls and then take them on
into Edmonton for further observation. Here was another job for mother. She had to fill the need for a matron
whenever the subject was a lady. Dad often referred to mom as “his unpaid constable.”
Again, the posting in Westlock was a very busy time for Christene. Our roomy home opened into the
office, court room and two cells. Although dad usually had two constables under his training, with such a large
area to cover, many times there was no one around except Christene. She answered the phone, wrote down the
complaints and did whatever she could to help, even to feeding those “special guests” the same delicious meals
that we enjoyed.
I am proud to have her beautiful military trophy on display in my living room, engraved as follows:
CHRISTENE BUCHANAN
“In Recognition”
Of your many years of service & devotion to the RCMP
Veterans Association Women’s Auxiliary, Nov. 1960 - Nov. 1983.
August 29, 1999. My dear mother passed on with little warning. Her heart simply decided to stop. I was
privileged to be visiting with her at the time. She was still clear- minded, not sick or bed-ridden. She had great
eyesight, and was still slim and erect. She packed a lot ‘a living into those 100 years! My precious father beat her
to the “pearly gates” on December 15, 1998.
Jean Isabell Buchanan.

Jeannine Marie Buckley
Wife of S/Sgt. Jack Page Buckley, Reg. #17820
Jeannine and I were transferred to Atlin, B.C. in September, 1963 and were transferred out to Fort St.
John detachment in April, 1966. Atlin was then designated an isolated post. I was a constable, although now Atlin
is a corporal, multi-man detachment. The nearest detachment was Whitehorse, Yukon, 124 miles away. The road
leading in from the Alaska Highway was impassable much of the time.
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Atlin was then a one-man detachment and Jeannine was truly the only second man available. In an
emergency it would take four to five hours for help to arrive from Whitehorse, therefore, we had to make the most
of our situation and some things were done in an unorthodox manner. Now that the statute of limitations has
expired, I will relate some of these occurrences. There was no doctor, hospital or such. There was no fresh produce.
There was no cafe. The aboriginal reserve boundary was about one mile from the detachment, within walking
distance. The detachment office was part of our home. The single cell was located in the basement, and when the
prisoners made their all-night racket, the second man was left oftentimes to quieten that situation and at the same
time, comfort our three-year old son.
Air travel was the most common way to go in and out. The second man cooked for and fed all visiting
dignitaries, be they from the RCMP, Indian Affairs, or federal government employees who were working on
the new detachment we didn’t get to live in. Notable visitors included Commissioner McClelland and the B.C
Lieutenant Governor. Some situations placed more stress on the second man than others.
Duties often occurred at Bennett, B.C. and on to Skagway, Alaska. During my extended absences, which
included other long distance files, disturbances and crime didn’t come to a halt. Therefore, the second man had
to deal with whatever arrived at the detachment door. Drunks were very persistent door knockers and didn’t like
to give up on no response. For example, one night an old, bloodied drunk came to the door seeking refuge from
his attackers who were also drunk. The second man placed him in the cell, fed him breakfast in the morning and
drove him home. Problem solved. Others might suggest another response that the second man could have taken.
Wives being assaulted by their husbands were common and these occurred whether I was there or not.
The second man offered sympathy and comforted the wives during my absences.
Jeannine was tasked with answering the phone while I was away. The second man had to know how to
give appropriate answers that didn’t always come readily to the uninitiated.
Jeannine had to deal with dead bodies. On one occasion we airlifted four putrid bodies recovered from
Trapper Lake. We stored them in a shed on our property until taken to Whitehorse; the smell took months
to abate. The second man and our son, with a dead body in the back of the station wagon, often travelled to
Whitehorse for an autopsy on the body. Some second men wouldn’t do that.
Jeannine had to deal with the fact that she, in my absence, couldn’t refer to another police agency close
by; the second man was it.
Jeannine had to have the character and traits to deal with isolation. There was mail twice a week if the
road was open. No TV. Maybe if conditions were right, we would get some radio at night. No shopping, getting
used to eating the only fresh meat available, moose. Mainly the second man should receive recognition for sticking
with the other man. The previous one in Atlin didn’t.
Jeannine is not unusual. If the readers of this were to sit in on a group of couples who have lived in these
situations, usually in isolated postings, maybe with a glass of wine or two, they would get a fuller understanding
of just what these second men have endured. You might be appalled, but you most certainly would laugh. There
are some happenings that can’t be put in print. The second man helped ensure the tenure of the other man went
smoothly and that the good name of the Force prevailed. This point should be emphasized. They definitely should
be recognized for this accomplishment.
Having said all this, Jeannine Marie and I would do the same thing all over again. In a one-man detachment,
the second man always had my back, which to the other man, is paramount, whether the job was paid or not.
Jack Buckley

Sandra Bunn
Wife of Al Bunn, Reg. #22180/O.1436
I was transferred from “O” Division, Toronto Police Service to Cape Dorset, NWT (now Nunavut), and
arrived there July, 1970 after numerous tries with Nordair. Our home consisted of a double-wide trailer with our
residence on the one side and our bedroom at the back of the other side. A 9’x12’ carpet gave us wall-to-wall
carpet in our living room. Opposite our living room was the office and behind it was the furnace and water tank.
We melted ice in the winter and snow between seasons. Behind that area was one metal cell with a bunk. Sandra
helped with the chores and hauling snow and ice for our water supply. We were lucky the OC Vic Erving had us
remove the cell from our house to a storage building; he could not believe that we lived like that.
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Cape Dorset to this day is a very active community. Sandra answered the phone when we were not in and
took radio messages from Sub-Division as the radio was in our house. During one month we had 1400, 40 oz.
bottles of booze come into the community of 600 people; there was one cell and many prisoners. Sandra acted as
matron many times as she was conveniently available, cooked meals, for those staying over and was the janitor as
well. We left Dorset in 1972.
After one year in Whitehorse we were transferred to Fort Good Hope, NWT in the summer of 1973. The
cell here was detached from our quarters and the office. There were numerous times Sandra acted as matron and
supplied the meals. When we were away from the office she recorded complaints and messages from Sub-Division.
When we had serving prisoners and we left on a call she would be the guard, as the prisoners would be working in
the yard or on our boats and motors. They knew they should not run or else.
We moved to Fort McPherson after one year in Good Hope, 1974-1976. Our house had the office, cells
were detached. This was a three-man detachment and we policed Arctic Red River as well as McPherson. While
we were away, which was often, Sandra took complaints from the public, acted as matron and supplied meals. This
was a very busy place; we were never up to strength. On occasion, I had to leave for trips to Inuvik on the winter
road, leaving Sandra as the town police. A number of times I would be required to leave the office, mostly at night,
with the shotgun, and tell her if she did not hear from me in 20 minutes, to call Inuvik. Town folks would come to
the office while we were away, she would take the complaints, a brief statement on what the problem was and she
would tell them they would have to look after their own problem until we returned, “But don’t you hurt anyone.”
Happily Sandra and I are still married and live in Lacombe.
Al Bunn

Merle M. Carey
Wife of Cpl. John T. Carey, Reg. #25318
We served at a one-man detachment at Consul, Saskatchewan from April, 1979 to April, 1983. We spent
three years there and like I said, it was a one-man post. During our time there, Merle acted as matron, answered
the phone and manned the radio. Consul is located south of Maple Creek (45 minutes). Radio coverage was poor
at best, and I had a speaker installed in the residence so I could at least call her if I needed anything. She could
then go into the office and relay calls into Maple Creek detachment for me.
John T. Carey

Joan Carter
Wife of S/Sgt. William Lloyd Carter, Reg. #15301
Esterhazy was a one-man detachment with a one-way radio. The house was a 100-year old wooden building
which has a condensed wiring system. I took phone calls when Bill was gone but was unable to contact him until
he called. The furnace was a coal furnace and when coal was delivered I had to hang blankets over every door, but
the dust still found a way to get through. This was followed by washing the linens and all of the cupboards. We were
responsible for looking after the office. If Bill was out, I would take calls. There are too many incidents to mention.
The transfer to Outlook was more of a blessing. We lived for two years above the town hall. The office and cell
were downstairs and had a two-way radio. When big events happened–a drowning in the dam, etc. the phone would
ring all night long from the media wanting information that I was unable to give. It was a very busy detachment.
Now my husband has passed away and my life is very quiet. I should like to have those days back, hectic
as they were.
Joan Carter
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Debbie Cashman
Wife of Sgt. Rick Cashman, Reg #35466
The following is a list of detachments where Debbie went above and beyond being just the spouse of an
RCMP member and assisted by performing the duties of a member, had one been available.
Green Lake Detachment, Sask. from October, 1985 to April, 1988 (three-member unit). Debbie assisted
in cleaning and maintaining the detachment office and police vehicles. This was her first taste of being in a small
detachment and she went beyond being just a spouse and assisted in any way possible to help.
Fort Resolution Detachment, NWT from April 1988 to September 1989 (three-member unit). Debbie
continued to assist here as she did in Green Lake, but added secretarial help and unpaid guarding of prisoners while
members were unavailable. She also helped by searching female prisoners and supplying meals to prisoners if required.
Eskimo Point (Arviat) Detachment, NWT from September, 1989 to June, 1991 (two-member unit).
During the times when only one member was in the community Debbie would monitor the radio while I was on
calls to help ensure my safety and call for help if I needed backup.
We worked in Sachs Harbour Detachment, NWT from October, 1992 to June, 1994 (one-member unit).
This is the detachment where Debbie played a critical role in assisting me. As it was a one-member unit she truly
was the “Unpaid Second Man.” She performed all the duties of a constable, including assisting in investigations
where a female was required. She was my only back-up as the nearest other members were 350 air miles away in
Inuvik. On some of the more serious calls, she would attend with me and remain in the police truck to monitor
the radio and situation. When I was too tired to continue guarding a prisoner she would provide me with the
time to get some rest. Even though these incidents didn’t happen often, she would step up and assist without any
compensation other than my heartfelt thanks.
Rick Cashman

Agnes Collinson
Wife of AJH ‘Joe’ Collinson, Reg. #18047
My name is Agnes Marie Collinson, my husband is A.J.H. ‘Joe’ Collinson, Reg. #18047, S/Sgt. retired. In
1966, we were posted to Fort Vermilion Detachment where for at least 14 months he was the only member at the
post. We were there from 1966 to 1969. When there was a second man, it would be his first posting out of training.
I answered the phone and the door at all times when the member(s) were absent. I also did the transportation
from the air strip to the office when the police vehicle was away from the settlement.
I supplied meals for the prisoners and the various visitors (inspecting members, provincial judge and his
secretary, welfare officers, etc.) as there was no viable cafe or accommodation in the settlement. I learned to bake
bread, choosing Wednesdays for the task, and soon noticed that air division and other visitors seemed to come on
that day and some loaves would disappear quite quickly.
Now for some stories:
When we were transferred, our fourth baby was six months old, rather fragile, and this was our fourth
dwelling for that year. I remember crossing the mighty Peace River via ferry and realizing that we would be living
in quarters with a road and the river in front of it and no fence! In those days the social worker came once a month
and the RCMP were responsible for the service in the interim. I did the interviews and the paper work.
I had many experiences, but one of my favourites was when my nine-year-old daughter came to find me
outside. She had answered the phone and was told there had been an accident, and she knew where. I radioed
Joe, and because he was a considerable distance away, he asked that I attend and if it was a fatal not to move
anything. So, off we went, myself and the four children in our black Chevy station wagon, which had become
the local hearse and ambulance, to the area we called Sheecago Town. On our way there I saw the doctor in his
yard, so stopped and asked him to come along. Soon we saw a group milling about near one of the dwellings,
and he suggested that probably that was the accident. There was an elderly lady lying on the ground who was
unconscious. The doctor stated in his Irish accent, “I believe she is breathing her last, let’s take her to the hospital.”
So we put the seat down in the station wagon and laid her in there with my children crouched alongside her as
she took an occasional breath. We quickly arrived at the hospital where she was admitted and soon expired. The
children didn’t seem distressed as they were getting quite used to unusual experiences in this place.
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Another experience was when there were several break-ins during the night. My husband investigated, and
told the locals that if they knew who did it to just bring him to the office. Well, one of the elders did just that and
brought this tall young man and told me he was the one and then he left. So, I sat him in the office and I sat where I
could watch him and when he stood up I’d go in and he’d sit down again. Eventually Joe came back and dealt with him.
A sad event was when our son’s best friend drowned in the flooding river in springtime. His body had not
been recovered and sometime later someone came to tell my husband that they knew where it was and it was quite
a distance. Early in the morning he left by boat with a helper on this mission. The day passed and we were into
evening when I felt that he had been gone too long. I got in touch with our neighbours and the forestry people
and they began to get organized to go and search. Just when I thought I should call Peace River Sub-Division, they
happened to phone regarding something else and I told them what was happening. They were satisfied for the
present. Luckily not long after that, the boat arrived with what was left of the body. Not a happy time.
Another time, my husband had gone to Edmonton for surgery and someone had been sent to replace
him, but he did not stay. I was on my own for a few days. During the night, I received a phone call from a lady who
said someone had threatened that he was coming back with a gun. I called the High Level Detachment, and they
could not come. So I phoned her back and asked if she could somehow sneak out of her place and go someplace
safe and she said she could. I spent the rest of the night worrying but nothing happened.
And so that was life in Fort Vermilion (by the way our fifth child was born there.) These are just a few of
my stories. All in all it was an adventure.
Agnes Collinson

Linda Danforth
Wife of Ken Danforth, Reg. #27470
From December, 1971 to August, 1974 I was posted with my wife, Linda, to Ganges Detachment in
British Columbia’s Gulf Islands. At that time Ganges was a two-man detachment, (a corporal and a constable). As
the constable for the almost three years that we were at Ganges, I primarily worked the afternoon-evening shift
and many weekends. Usually I went into the office for two or three hours in the morning to finish paper work
from the previous night and then started my official shift at three or four o’clock in the afternoon, worked until
the bar closed and then went on call, we had an afterhours detachment phone in the bedroom of our residence,
for the remainder of the night. During our posting to Ganges, Linda and I had two daughters, one was less than
two years of age when we first went to Ganges and our second daughter was born the month after we arrived there.
Because of the shifts and hours I worked, out of necessity, it fell to my wife to be the primary caregiver to our very
young children. In addition, she had to put up with the frequent middle-of-the-night calls that came directly to
our residence, many of which resulted in me being called out to work.
I feel blessed Linda was able to cope with our work situation at Ganges as well as endure future difficult
times when my job often took me away from my family responsibilities. Undoubtedly, Linda’s hard work and
support contributed greatly to my contributions to the force and to my successful career. She was my partner and
an unofficial, unpaid, but important member of the force.
Ken Danforth

Margaret Irene Diamond
Wife of S/Sgt. W. Boyd Diamond, Reg. #15229
In 1954 I was stationed at the Pas Detachment. It was a constable two-man detachment. During July of
1954, two members drowned at the Red Deer River. The NCO I/C of the Pas Detachment had just been transferred
to I/C Dauphin G.I.S. His replacement from Wabowden had not arrived at this time due to a transfer mix-up. My
wife and I ran the Pas Detachment for a two-week period. I left her alone while I went to Red Deer River to assist
in dragging operations. Marg left a note on the detachment door advising the public how to contact her. It was a
difficult time, but she handled it without too many problems. She telephoned me every night to seek instructions.
From 1954-1955 we were stationed at the Berens River Detachment. I was constable in charge. I was in
charge and Margaret was left alone for various periods of time. This detachment had a large aboriginal population.
At times people came to the door seeking advice.
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During the years from 1960-1966 we were stationed at Steinbach Detachment (two-man detachment and
one Highway Patrol member). I was the corporal in charge. Our office was located on the top floor of the post-office
with barracks across the hall. There were no other occupants other than my family and other RCMP members.
From 1960 to 1966, Steinbach did not have radio communications with Winnipeg at any location east
of Highway #1 and east of Provincial Trunk Highway 12. If there was an accident east of this location, I had to
summon Marg to the office to relay messages from the police car to Winnipeg. If the coroner, ambulance or tow
truck was required, Marg had to call and relay our request. Oftentimes she was in the office for up to three hours.
Without her assistance, we would have had great difficulties. This occurred frequently during the heavy traffic season.
Boyd Diamond

Cathy Dobbie
Wife of Cpl. T.A. Dobbie, Reg. #19876
We were stationed in Fort Norman N.W.T. “G” Division, from July, 1969 to 1971. T.A. Dobbie, Cpl.,
Reg. #19876, I/C of the two-man detachment. When members were absent on patrol or other duties, our wives
answered phone calls, dealt with complainants, recorded necessary information for members’ attention on return
and were capable of utilizing the police radio system when the need arose.
Cathy, as an RN, also took charge of the local nursing station when the nurse was out of the settlement.
Tom Dobbie

Jeannette Doll
Wife of Cpl. Dave Doll, Reg. #21817
Hinton, Alberta 1973–1979 was a two-man detachment, later increased to three men. The married quarters
were attached to the RCMP office. I was repeatedly called on my residence phone and requested to go into the office
to relay messages on the police radio. When detachment members were away from the office, I had to deal with
people knocking at my door and take their complaints and leave notes for the members. Also when the members
were away from the office and the local town police were trying to contact a member, it was expected of me to make
contact with the members on the police radio.
In one instance of a long search for a missing person–found with blistered feet and famished. I provided a
basin of hot water with Epson salts to soak his feet and gave him food and drink. This was one example of being there
when I was needed.
One day I was away from work due to a fever, and the neighboring detachment corporal phoned me,
expecting me to go to the office and try to reach the members on the police radio. I stayed in bed.
As a mother of four children with a husband who was constantly away due to work demands, at times it was
very trying.
Jeannette Doll

14

Patricia (Pat) Donahue
Wife of W.L. Donahue, Reg. #19372
Pat and I were transferred from Whitehorse Detachment to Igloolik Detachment in the Eastern Arctic
in January, 1965. Igloolik was a brand new one-man detachment and we arrived there with a two-year old and a
six-month old baby.
We were stationed there for three-and-a half years during which I was away on patrol a considerable
amount of time. I was required to make regular patrols of the Dewline, as well as patrols to the various Inuit camps
of which there were several. During the first two years I had to work out of our married quarters, as we did not
have an office. We were supposed to get a new office building in the summer of 1965 but half the building fell
overboard when the ship ran into a heavy storm in Hudson Bay.
During the considerable time I was away, Pat had to handle any visits to the office and record anything I had
to address on my return. She had to spend a great deal of time handling radio traffic to and from the Sub-Division
at Frobisher Bay. The detachments to the north of us, Pond Inlet, Grise Fiord and Resolute Bay could not contact
Sub-Division directly during the summer period, so all of their radio traffic had to be relayed through us. This
included the daily schedule as well as routine inquiries. She spent hours at times on these duties, particularly when
annual requisitions had to be relayed.
We had no running water so we had to melt ice and, until an Inuit Special Constable was transferred there
in 1967, Pat had to do these chores when I was away. Wastewater from cooking, bathing, etc., was collected in a
large tank in the house and this had to be siphoned regularly–no easy task when the temperature was well below
zero. In addition to the above, we housed and fed various visitors who were passing through on inspections and
other duties. There were no hotels or restaurants at the time.
Pat accomplished all these duties while raising the two youngsters, who accompanied us there as well as a
third newborn in November, 1966.
We left Igloolik on transfer back to the Yukon during the summer of 1968.
W.L. Donahue

Margaret Dorothy Faulkner
Wife of Gordon Haig Faulkner, Reg #15662
My father’s name was Gordon Haig Faulkner. He passed away in Edmonton, Alberta on April 11, 2001,
and he had retired from the RCMP in 1969 after 21 years of service.
My mother, Margaret Faulkner, passed away in 2008 and was known and referred to often as the “Unpaid
Second Man,” throughout the years. This was the result of my father’s career in “F” Division during the 1950’s and
early 1960’s and included mostly postings in North Battleford Sub-Division, which were often one or two-man
detachments. Places like Onion Lake, Frog Lake, Meadow Lake and Punnichy Saskatchewan stand out. My dad
always said he wanted to have his own detachment, and he got it.
Examples of my mother’s work included cleaning prisoner blankets, washing prisoner cells and cooking
prisoner meals. She cleaned the detachment, prepared for OIC inspection visits, and cooked meals for the officers.
Typing, preparing and filing documents, dealing with complaints either in person at the detachment or on the
phone when my father was not there and being awakened at all hours of the night were part of the portfolio. She
also communicated information on the police radio.
Most of this time was spent working with peoples from the reserves in Saskatchewan. Often my father
stated that mom worked harder for the RCMP than he did, and never got paid. They just did it because of their
dedication to the RCMP.
What is also amazing is the fact that she did this without complaining, while raising a family and working
as a Community Registered Nurse. This was a hard time in both my parents’ lives. They often reflected on how
difficult it was, but also that those were the best years of their lives. They made many long-term friendships that
they cherished right to the end.
James Faulkner
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Dorothy Ferguson
Wife of Kenneth W. Ferguson, Reg. #13633
By way of introduction, I am currently serving member, Reg. #28745. My father, S/Sgt. Kenneth W.
Ferguson, now deceased, was Reg. #13633. In the spring of 1952, we were transferred to Cumberland House
Detachment in northern Saskatchewan. At that time it was only accessible by air. We were flown in by an RCMP
Beaver aircraft and we spent three years there. I was only five months old and my sister was five years old.
We lived in the old Force house, naturally. There was a Special Constable there as well. Even at that young
age, I can remember some very significant activity that my mother, Dorothy, was involved in. One in particular
involved a crash of an American Air Force plane in the winter of 1953. The crew were brought to our house. One
of the crew had a severe laceration to his ear and my mother sewed it shut.
She performed all the other tasks that a great many other stalwart women performed as well. Her greatest
challenge was dealing with drunken clients at the door when dad was away from the community. She was very
much a lady, but in times like that, she didn’t hesitate to employ barrack-room language.
Ian Ferguson
Staff Sgt. Major

Marlene Anne Ferguson
Wife of S/Sgt. Trevor Ferguson Reg. #22929
I was stationed at Wainwright rural detachment (three-man) from December, 1964 to August, 1967. I
was a constable during this time in my service. The detachment was scheduled as three-man, however, reduced to
a two-man detachment should a member be on leave, etc.
Marlene and I were married June, 1965. From June of that year and most of 1966, on occasion, Marlene
was on call for our detachment. This would occur when I was on call for our detachment and the NCO I/C
detachment and senior constable were off duty. The office was attached to the married quarters. The major on call
person was the NCO in charge. The following procedure was in place:
Leaving the office to patrol the rural detachment area, I would switch a telephone jack to my residence.
My wife, newlywed, was now on call. Should a policing emergency occur, she was instructed to telephone the
Alberta government telephone operator–who would then turn on a red light atop the cenotaph on the main
street of Wainwright. Upon returning to town and seeing the red light, I would immediately go to my home and
investigate the complaint/emergency. No other communication was available. In any event, whether or not an
emergency existed, I went to my residence to see if any messages needed a response.
Marlene completed the RCMP complaint forms, when necessary, for my follow-up. Thinking back,
this was the norm. I cannot imagine today how she must have felt experiencing the position she was placed
in. Occasionally Marlene also acted in a matron capacity, and escorted female prisoners and female patients to
provincial institutions in Edmonton without compensation.
Living in a small rural town and being active in the community, people get to know where the police reside.
Therefore, Marlene on occasion, answered our door and spoke to individuals and took necessary information from
anyone who had problems/difficulties that required assistance.
Trevor Ferguson

Thelma Fookes
Wife of Arnold William Fookes, Reg. #17575
We were stationed in Coronation, Alberta for six years. It was a very large area to police, also a very busy
detachment. The first year-and-a-half was a one-man posting. At the time we were parents of five children, ages
infant to eight years. Two of the babies were born in Coronation. From July 1, 1961 to July 1, 1967 my duties
included answering the phone, taking complaint, taking and filling out accident reports, filing, cleaning the office
and cell and managing the office, with the help of the closest detachment, when my husband was on a course.
Thelma Fookes
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Maureen Glaicar
Wife of Kirk C. Glaicar, Reg. #33052
We were stationed at Fort Liard, N.W.T. from August, 1982 to October, 1983. Maureen was often left to
take calls and complaints when I was not at the detachment and to dispatch via the police radio. She also followed
up on radio requests and acted as the middle cog as radio reception was limited to local traffic, thus everything had
to be passed on when I was out in the detachment area.
She also had to know how to operate the water system which was a dual well system that needed to be
switched to a different well depending on the condition of the water or lack thereof. She was also taught how to
start and run a manual generator, due to power failures, so the furnace could operate if needed.
On her first trip to the Co-op and main area of the settlement, Maureen said this was the first time she
had felt like a minority in a community and now she knew how it felt.
Kirk C. Glaicar

Ann Grant
Wife of S/Sgt. Leonard W. Grant, Reg. #18225 (Retired)
I served at as the member in charge of five detachments in a period of twenty years. At each post, myself
and Mrs. Grant and our family occupied quarters attached to the detachment office. We were stationed in Bow
Island, Alberta from November, l961 to July 1964. The family lived in Athabasca, Alberta from July, 1964 to July,
1969. We moved to Smoky Lake, Alberta from July, 1969 to July, 1972 and then to Innisfail, Alberta from July,
1972 to July, 1976. From July, 1976 to July, 1979 we were stationed in Cardston, Alberta.
During all of these periods, Mrs. Grant took calls on the telephone and at the door to our residence and
performed many other duties on behalf of the force. Her contributions as the “Second Man” were appreciated,
and should be recognized.
Leonard W. Grant

Magdalena “Madge” Grayson
Wife of Supt. Stuart Grayson
At the time of their marriage in 1936, Constable Stuart Grayson, and his wife were transferred to the oneman detachment of Fort Vermillion, Alberta. For the next three years, Mrs. Grayson experienced the partnership
and solitude that only a one-man detachment in the 1930’s could offer. With her husband frequently away, any
police business was Mrs. Grayson’s business in that she would need to take messages, answer calls, and frequently
prioritize for the member when he was away on calls.
In addition to reminiscing about the -70 C New Year’s Eve that Fort Vermillion celebrated, Mrs. Grayson
remembered a particular murder investigation. Mrs. Grayson was in constant contact with the Peace River office
while also manning the telephone and telegraph traffic while Cst. Grayson and his guide-translator started the
manhunt. The matter concluded safely, when Cst. Grayson tracked the suspect to a house under the full light of
the moon. When they stormed the house, the suspect had already ended his own life.
This was just one example of a day in the life of a Mountie’s wife.
Stuart Grayson
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Beverly Charlene Greig
Wife of A/Comm’r Gordon J. Greig, Reg. #18185/O.757
We were stationed in Fort Good Hope in 1960, right after we were married. We arrived in early September.
This was a one-man post where the Force members were expected to carry out the tasks for many federal and
territorial departments, such as Indian and Northern Affairs. There were few criminal cases. Bev fed the young
dogs when she was at the detachment alone, hosted and fed all kinds of visitors such as the Commissioner, C.O.
“G” Division, Dutch Ambassador to Canada, Justice Sissons and his court party. She collected and submitted
regular water samples from the Mackenzie River for Northern Affairs. She also assisted the local nurse at the
nursing station on occasion. There were also a number of local dog team trips over the winter.
One issue of note at Fort Good Hope was the occasion where we had a patient from a seismic camp that
we kept in the detachment overnight. Bev fed him and he was escorted to Norman Wells the next day.
In the spring of 1961, we were transferred to the three-man detachment in Dawson City, Yukon Territory.
En route to Dawson City, the police aircraft landed at Norman Wells, flipped up on its nose, fell back and broke
the body badly. It was Bev’s first transfer in the force.
In Dawson, we lived in detachment quarters. While here, Bev frequently did matron duty, searched
female prisoners and took complaints at the door or on the telephone when detachment members were away. She
fed the prisoners, and on one occasion fed the C.O. “G” Division, O.C. Yukon Sub-Division and Commissioner.
S.T. Wood. She also gave freshly baked bread to an elderly man who had to be brought into Dawson from his
claim for the winter.
Our eldest daughter was born in Dawson in the hospital that was originally the H.Q. of the N.W.M.P.
Bev also did a female patient escort to Whitehorse on one occasion. In 1962, we finished our northern service and
were posted to “F” Division in September of that year. Over the following eleven years we were posted at Moose
Jaw, Lloydminster, Carlyle, Outlook, Kindersley, and Regina.
In 1965 we were posted to Carlyle Detachment. I was the NCO I/C, and we lived in detachment quarters.
There were four of us on strength and it was a very large and busy area in both summer and winter. All of the
members were frequently away at the same time. Bev took complaints at the door and on the phone, dispatched
tow trucks, ambulances, etc. She fed prisoners and kept coffee and lunches available for when we arrived back. She
also did some mending and sewing on the single members’ jackets and pants on occasion.
We were posted at Outlook Detachment, “F” Division from 1966-1969 during the building of the dam
on the South Saskatchewan River, southwest of Saskatoon. There were six members stationed here and I was NCO
I/C of this sergeant detachment. Here, once again, it was a busy detachment that had a large area, in addition
to the dam construction area. Bev, once again, filled in taking complaints and dispatching over the police radio,
searching female prisoners, feeding visitors such as the S/Div. O.C. and Section NCO. Bev often included single
members in special family occasions, i.e. Christmas.
In January-February, 1969, we were moved to Kindersley Detachment. I was at the Canadian Police
College in Ottawa for three months at the time of the move. Bev managed the move on her own on weekends. She
was teaching in Outlook through the week. By September we were moved to Regina Town Station.
The following years we were involved with larger detachments and units in Saskatchewan, British
Columbia, H.Q., Ottawa and Alberta. Bev was always there and very supportive.
Our last major joint project was planning, organizing and actually participating in the re-enactment of
the March West in 1999. This event took more than two years to carry out, with “D”, “F”, and “K” Divisions
participating. We had an office in the “K” Division HQ, and Bev went to work daily, looking after the massive
administration of the project, the overall registrations and the countless small chores that arose. During the
actual march, I was involved daily on-site as the march progressed. Bev frequently came and assisted in the camp
administration throughout the months of May, June and July, 1999. As a result, she received a Certificate of
Appreciation from the Commissioner at the conclusion.
Gordon J. Greig, Asst.Commr. (Rtd.)
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Marian Grier
Wife of A.D. (Al) Grier, Reg. #19366
I am Regimental #19366, former S/Sgt., RCMP, and was posted as Corporal In-Charge, Pierceland,
Saskatchewan RCMP Detachment from March, 1970 to October, 1972, with my wife Marian, a “city girl” from
Weyburn, Sask., and three small sons, the oldest five and the youngest four months old when we arrived. A new,
the first, detachment building had been constructed, and we were the first married couple posted to Pierceland
who occupied the attached married quarters.
The village of Pierceland’s population was at the time just over 300, in a somewhat remote area of
northwestern Saskatchewan. It was a two-man detachment, with an area including two reserves. Each reserve had
serious alcohol-related problems, hygiene was notably lacking, and various health issues were present.
While designated a two-man detachment, due to general staffing shortages in Saskatchewan in that era, it
seldom had the second-man, and when one was posted, he was seldom there, being temporarily posted elsewhere
whenever the need arose. This occurred very frequently.
We were posted to Pierceland after an unfortunate incident involving a young, single member and a young
woman, which caused notable animosity toward the RCMP in the village. Due to that situation, and living nextdoor, despite caring for our three small children, Marian was unofficially the second-man. With that responsibility
being obvious, local people went out of their way to ostracize her, making life in our small community very lonely
and isolated.
In time we managed to have a speaker installed in the quarters for the police radio so she didn’t have to
leave the adjoining door open at all times to hear calls, and didn’t have to leave the children unless it was urgent.
The phone was the earlier party-line type and was communal, so it rang in the quarters as well as the office.
Numerous incidents occurred on the reserves, requiring my immediate attention, without time to wait
for back-up, and in one specific incident I blocked the radio microphone open so she could hopefully hear what
was happening, and call for rapid assistance, some 60 km away, from either Goodsoil, Sask. or Cold Lake, AB.,
while I attended a serious gun-related incident. She had to listen to ensure all went well, and that I didn’t become
a victim of the irrational, armed man.
Numerous drunks came to the door, of both the detachment office and the quarters, and she had to pacify
and delay them until I could arrive to take over. There was no acceptable restaurant service and no community
person willing, so she provided prison meals. Matrons were few and generally reluctant, due to the types of
prisoners - largely drunks and unclean. There were as many as 100 per month with the then policy of incarcerating
then releasing when sober. Marian acted regularly as matron, dealing with prisoners’ poor personal hygiene issues,
and then having to ensure it was safe for her to go back to our children without carrying diseases or other
afflictions back to them.
She occasionally had to break up prisoner fights, because although the prisoner count was high, there was
only one cell, and with up to five or six drunks in at one time, fights were not infrequent. While she did not have
to become physically involved, she became very adept at using sternness and even a raised voice to resolve conflict.
She was respected by the native community for her mannerisms and ability, to the point they would go to the
residence asking specifically for her advice and assistance.
With the aforementioned community hostility, and the necessary duties assisting me, Marian, an outgoing
and friendly person by nature, found life extremely difficult in the small community, as for the first few months,
when she walked to the grocery store; people would cross the street to avoid meeting her, or would avoid eye
contact. I was to the point of asking for a transfer for the sake of her and our family, and we discussed it at length.
She told me she did not want that, and she had herself done some inquiring, having become acquainted with the
motel owner’s wife when we first arrived.
Marian was a high school baton twirler with her school band, and an accomplished figure skater. She
approached the local Catholic priest who was principal of the high school and became involved with the band,
and with his cooperation created a new school marching band. Marian learned Pierceland was envious of nearby
Goodsoil in that they had a figure skating program, while Pierceland had none. She became involved through the
school and created a figure-skating club, where she taught both figure skating for those interested, and gave skating
lessons to young hockey players. She organized, designed costumes, choreographed and directed a community
Ice Carnival that was the envy of Goodsoil. Directly as a result of her efforts, hostility toward the Force literally
disappeared, and as a further result, though I had some participation as well, she and I were selected as Citizensof-the-Year, the following year for our “Work with Youth.”
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Marian is a person who literally devoted all of the life she could to the Force, more than the Force was
entitled to expect, entering an area she had literally no previous experience with or knowledge of, and creating
a most positive image of the Force in a previously somewhat hostile community. For those reasons she is, in my
estimation, literally the ultimate and ideal “Unpaid Second Man,” and should receive recognition as such.
A.D. (Al) Grier

Gloria Gudmundson
Wife of Vincent Collishaw Gudmundson, Reg. #23807
We were married August 26, 1967 at which time she joined me at the semi-isolated posting in “E”
Division, Ocean Falls, BC Detachment. I continued to serve there until October, 1969 at which time I was
transferred to HQ Div. CD Lab, Edmonton.
During our time in Ocean Falls, Gloria had occasions to assist detachment members at this two-man
detachment. When necessary she would take telephone calls and complaints for the members. There were times when
the second member of the detachment and his family were away on leave and so Gloria was my right hand man.
Our detachment in Ocean Falls was located in the provincial building and our living quarters were
upstairs in this same building and directly over our jail cells. This made for some interesting sleepless nights. Gloria
still remembers some of the banging and swearing that could be heard coming up from the cells.
In addition to some time spent taking phone calls and complaints, Gloria had occasion to fill the role of
court reporter and other times was involved in preparing meals for some of our prisoners.
Vince Gudmundson

Bernice Guthrie
Wife of Sgt. R.S. Guthrie, Reg #26701
While stationed at Forestburg Detachment from 1974-1978, I was the second man with a corporal in
charge. We rotated each week and weekend where one of us would be on call from Friday at 1700 hours until
Monday 0800 hrs. Often the corporal would be away the whole weekend and I was the only detachment member
around. My wife would often take complaints over the telephone from the people, as we were known in the
community and it was easier to contact the house rather than calling telecoms which was out of Red Deer SubDivision at the time. The complaints could be routine, traffic related or someone just calling for advice. On one
occasion on a Saturday night in 1975 my wife was at home alone while I was on patrol. She heard the doorbell
ring sometime around midnight and when she answered the door there was a young man from Galahad, he had
been in a fight, was all bloody and had arrived at our doorstep on horseback. He was rather distraught as one
could imagine and while she contacted Red Deer to get a hold of me, she tried to calm the young man down and
gave him a wet cloth to wipe his face, which was all covered in blood. By the time I had returned to our residence,
my wife had the young man more or less cleaned up and sufficiently calmed down enough that I was able to get a
statement from him and start an assault investigation. His horse remained tethered to our fence during the whole
time even though our residence was in the middle of the town. This was just one of the many times my wife had
to provide assistance to sometimes distraught people, although most instances were routine in nature and she
basically just had Red Deer Telecoms pass on the information to me while I was out on patrol. After four years in
Forestburg, I was promoted to corporal, and had the opportunity of opening Consort Detachment.
From 1978-1980 we were stationed at the Consort Detachment (two-man detachment). Radio and
telephone communications were minimal and at the east end of our boundary at the Saskatchewan Border, the
only radio and sometimes telephone was through the Saskatoon OCC. The official opening of the detachment
was scheduled for late February, 1979. The known list of dignitaries included the Solicitor General of the day, the
local MLA, the CO, the OC of the day as well as the local Section NCO and other local government officials.
My wife was instrumental in assisting with and planning the opening ceremonies while we continued with our
everyday duties. Without her assistance I would have had to rely on outside assistance. This was done on her part
completely voluntarily.
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Because of the poor communications systems in the Consort area my wife routinely continued to take
calls from complainants and other general enquiries, because we were in a farming community it was easier to
come directly to us, rather than make the call to Red Deer or Saskatoon for assistance and again, because we
were there. The constable and I alternated weekends to be on call and being single, he was often away on his days
off. When either of us was away on leave, the remaining member was on call 24-hours a day, seven days a week.
Numerous phone calls were intercepted by my wife, allowing me to catch up on my lack of sleep during these
particular times. One particular time, the constable was away and I was on patrol near the Saskatchewan border,
a young woman from Consort arrived on the doorstep just before midnight one night. She was visually upset and
distraught. My wife was able to calm her down and, through conversation, determined that the young woman had
allegedly been sexually assaulted by a local male. Due to the seriousness of the accusations my wife immediately
contacted Red Deer telecoms, explained what was going on and Red Deer contacted me immediately. My wife
had made notes as to the young woman’s physical condition and had written down any statements voluntarily
made by the young woman, including who the alleged suspect was and where the rape had occurred. These notes
became part of the investigation and were carried through the judicial system at the time. I might add during the
preliminary hearing and eventual trial of the suspect, my wife was pregnant with our third child.
These examples that I have provided are two or three that really stand out and all was done while my
wife was the “Second Man.” These incidents could not have been successfully resolved without her assistance. On
numerous occasions she was in fact the “Unpaid Second Man,” an essential service that anyone in a small two- or
three-man detachment can relate to if their spouses were in fact in that situation or position.
R.S. Guthrie

Berverly Head
Robert H.D. Head, Reg. # 18465/0.806
Beverly J. Head is and was my spouse during our detachment days. She was very involved as an RCMP wife
when I was a corporal and then Sergeant I/C of Rosthern Detachment from 1967-1971.Then, as a sergeant and
then S/Sgt. I/C Carlyle Detachment 1971-1973, all in “F” Division. During 1967-1968, Rosthern Detachment
was a small four-man unit and the members were frequently away from the office. Our married quarters were
attached to the main office and it was normal for Beverly to answer the office telephone and to dispatch and receive
calls over the police radio. In addition, there was no commercial food service interested in supplying prisoner
meals, so she undertook this job, as well as acting in the capacity of matron for searching and checking on female
prisoners in the detachment lockup.
On one occasion Beverly was called to testify in court as a prosecution witness on a fairly serious criminal
code concerning a drunk-driving incident and failure to report a motor vehicle accident. The accident was reported
to Beverly the morning following the mishap. During the court evidence, she faced a rather notorious legal
defence counsel and she acquitted herself very well. At that time, she was very pregnant with her fourth child, so
this was one busy woman.
It was not unusual for citizens who had received warning tickets to have brakes or vehicle lights repaired,
and during the times that regular members were not present, she could often be seen making verification checks
to ensure that the necessary repairs had been completed.
In Carlyle, Sask., Beverly occasionally acted as matron during prisoner escorts to Regina. All this to state
that Beverly J. Head was not only an integral part of the town’s social structure but she too was a very valuable,
unpaid addition to detachment policing.
Robert H.D. Head
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Carol Hickman
Wife of C/Supt. Lloyd Hickman
In the five years (1969-1974), that we were stationed at the Balcarres Detachment in “F” Division, Carol
performed matron duties such as guarding and searching female prisoners, (prior to the Force allowing member’s
spouses to be paid), both at the detachment level, and for escorts of female prisoners to Regina. She also answered the
telephone when the recorder was switched to our home if I was away or answering other calls. This entailed going to
the detachment and providing information via police radio to me, and at times other members who were working.
In later years, when I was the OC of three sub-divisions, Carol accompanied me to many detachment
functions such as Christmas parties, regimental balls and dealing with member deaths, sickness or injuries.
Lloyd Hickman

Donna Hourihan
Wife of Deputy Commissioner Peter Hourihan, Reg. #33601/O.1886
We were stationed in “G” Division March, 1988 through June, 1991 and moved to Coppermine
Detachment March, 1988 through June, 1989, and to Hall Beach Detachment from June, 1989 through June,
1991; both are now in “V” Division.
There were many, many times when Donna was indeed the “Second Man.” In all of these instances she
was not compensated in any fashion and it was purely as a result of being a highly supporting spouse in the daily
adventures.
Coppermine Detachment was a three-member detachment. There were a few times when Donna was
sought for some assistance. One particular example was one evening, I was alone in the detachment, and received
two calls very close to each other. One was a shooting and the other was a suicide attempt. Donna came with me
and she went to the suicide attempt and to the aid of a woman who had cut her wrists and was bleeding profusely.
I went to the scene of a shooting. Alone, Donna dealt with the woman, stopping the bleeding and getting her
to the clinic where she received care. Another incident in Coppermine involved a drowning that had occurred. I
put together a search team, etc., and Donna was left in charge of a boat with dragging hooks. She managed a few
people who were with him in a boat and dragged the area of the ocean where the body was suspected to be. The
body was never found; however, this was an example of going above and beyond as a spouse. There were also times
when she was asked to act as a matron to guard female prisoners. Further, there were times that she cooked the
prisoner meals when there was no commercial option to do so.
Hall Beach Detachment was a one-member detachment when we arrived there in 1989. The Force
provided house was about 40 feet from the small office. A second member was not on site until February, 1991.
During the time that I was the only member there, Donna was often the second member. She monitored the radio
for me when I was out in the vehicle. She acted as dispatcher when calls came in on a regular basis. This was more
than just advising that someone had called. It involved taking details and getting significant information so I was
able to respond effectively. She monitored serious complaints to ensure that I checked in as pre-planned, with a
contingency plan to call for help if I did not. People came to our door regularly to make complaints and Donna
took details and offered whatever assistance she could to them and then located me.
Donna responded as back-up on several calls. Two that are specifically pertinent involved very violent
situations. One was where a father had beaten his teenage son, who retaliated and beat the father with a table leg.
Donna assisted me to separate the combatants and get them both secured–one to the hospital, (Donna took care
of this) while I attended to the son who was placed into cells, etc. Another incident involved a young girl who
was high on drugs, etc. She was also seven months pregnant and had a high chance of endangering herself and
the unborn child. I attended and the girl became violent. Donna, who was not initially with me at the scene, was
called on for assistance as I was having many problems dealing with the girl, who had become violent. Donna
attended the scene with the local nurse and assisted us as we dealt with the girl.
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In Hall Beach, Donna was often the guard or matron as these were very hard to find. She performed
the normal duties of a guard or matron, without compensation, etc. She was also the person, without exception,
who cooked all prisoner meals during our two-year stay. She also assisted me in cleaning the office. At this time,
Community Policing was just being rolled out. Detachments were expected to have a community committee in
place. This was very difficult to do in Hall Beach. I invited a group of people over to our house, every two weeks to
start and then monthly. Donna provided snacks and refreshments in an effort to attract participants and provide
for a proper setting.
These are examples of where Donna was the second unpaid member when we were in the Arctic. Her
daily life was significantly affected and she was a definite support and back-up for me.
Deputy Commissioner Peter Hourihan

Anna L Hutmacher
Wife of S/Sgt. W.A. Hutmacher, Reg. #19833
In 1963, Anna and I were transferred to Fort Macleod, AB and took up residence in the married quarters
attached to the office. The office was located on the second floor of the post-office building. The detachment was
not manned 24 hours a day, and as a result there were phone calls and people coming to the door after hours.
Anna was capable of taking the necessary details and then contacting the members on duty through Lethbridge
sub-division, the telecoms section or contacting the Alberta Government Telephone Operator who would put on
a blue light on top of the town water tower, the highest point in Fort MacLeod.
As well as acting as a dispatcher Anna also was required to search female prisoners brought in before they
were lodged in the female cells one floor down from our residence. Once the prisoner was lodged Anna acted as
matron and also fed the female prisoners before release or court. Although she was paid as matron and for feeding
the prisoners, it was still trying to have to get up in the middle of night to assist in the searches etc., and would
not have been required if we had lived away from the office. These duties at Fort Macleod only lasted for one year
when we moved out of quarters next to the office.
In 1968 we were transferred to Bassano, AB a two-man detachment for a period of two years. The second
man on the detachment was usually a very junior member. Again Anna acted as dispatcher for phone call received
and people coming to the residence to lodge a complaint. Anna was capable of taking the necessary details, and
if urgent action was required, she contacted Calgary Sub-Division telecoms in order to contact the members. On
several occasions I was away from Bassano for periods of time. Due to the fact that we were situated on the TransCanada Highway, there were times when accidents were reported and action would have to be taken. She would
assist the junior member with directions, phoning the necessary tow truck and on a number of occasions having
to get in touch with members at the neighboring detachment to provide assistance to the junior member. As well,
she had to try and locate me to advise what was going on.
One of the duties of the RCMP was to issue meal and room vouchers for transient people hitch-hiking
on the Trans-Canada Highway. These transient would go the RCMP office, and if no one was there would go to
our house one block away. Anna was capable of making the necessary arrangements with the hotel and cafe to
feed and provide a room as required. She always kept sufficient details to complete the necessary paperwork on
my return. The assistance at Bassano lasted for a period of two years 1968 to 1970, when we were transferred to
Fort Rae, NWT.
In 1970 we were transferred to Fort Rae, NWT. Anna found herself as a dispatcher on occasion and also
complaint taker for people coming to the residence which was located adjacent to the office. This lasted from
1970 until our transfer to Igloolik, NWT in 1972.
At this point in time, it would be difficult if not impossible to quantify the value in time or savings that
our wives contributed to the Force by fulfilling the tasks that they did.
S/Sgt. W.A. Hutmacher
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Gloria Virginia Jared
Wife of Sgt. Gordon James Jared, Reg. #22616
We were stationed in Carmacks, Y.T. from 1968-1970 a two-man posting, we lived in detachment/cell
block/married quarters.
Pond Inlet, NWT 1973-1976 a three-man posting, we lived in married quarters adjacent to the
detachment’s single quarters.
Gloria answered the phone/radio/door to the public, took complaints, directed public to help or passed to
members via radio when they were away on duty. As an RN, she did medical work in communities to aid nurses
in emergencies or to assist the general public in the absence of a nurse in the community. She did medical and
prisoner escorts to larger community facilities and acted as matron until a replacement could take over. Gloria
fed travelling members and passengers on police aircraft as required, (no restaurants) usually on short notice due
to weather (Twin Otter holds 21). She delivered a baby on Christmas Eve in Carmacks, 1968 as the settlement
nurse was AOL. She assisted nurses in Pond Inlet during the Hepatitis C epidemic when the settlement was under
quarantine order from outsiders. Gloria upheld the reputation of the Force in communities by participating
fully. She raised four children, all born in the territories, teaching them with Alberta correspondence courses to
supplement public schooling.
Sgt. Gordon James Jared

Grace Jensen
Wife of Sgt. Eric B. Jensen, Reg. #13391
Ituna, Sask. Detachment, 1948–1951
Ituna was a one-man detachment, Eric was away most days of the week so he gave me certain forms to fill
out, but weekly ones were his as they went to the Insp. at Yorkton Sub-Division.
If a prisoner was in the cells, I fed him. We had two German Shepherds, one rode in the car with Eric and
one stayed with the family for protection.
Moosomin, Sask. Detachment, 1945 - 1948
Moosomin was a two-man detachment. We had an apartment above the butcher shop.
Every Tuesday a member arrived with a prisoner for provincial gaol. As the train left at 3:30a.m., he stayed
with us on the daybed as there was no room at the inn available.
Grace Jensen

Elizabeth Kennedy
Wife of Tim Kennedy, Reg #32847
My husband, retired S/Sgt. Tim Kennedy #32847, and I spent six wonderful years stationed in the
Yukon. We were transferred from Watson Lake to Pelly Crossing in October, 1979. Pelly crossing is an aboriginal
community which at that time had a population of about 180 people. This was a one-man detachment with the
closest detachment being Mayo to the north or Carmacks to the south. Our accommodation was a double-wide
trailer with the third bedroom designated as the office. There were many times I answered the phone and used the
radio to contact Tim. In the summer there were many visitors who came to the door looking for help/advice or
information. As there were no accommodations for people in Pelly, we had several guests sleeping on the couch or
on the floor which included two dog men and their dogs.
In the summer of 1980, there was a large forest fire and one of the pilots crashed his helicopter. As there
was no other place for him to stay, he was our guest for four days while he waited for a replacement chopper.
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When Tim was out on a call he always checked in with me to let me know he was okay and he depended
on me to be able to call for assistance from either Mayo or Carmacks detachments if he needed back-up.
During the time we were stationed in Pelly Crossing (October, 1979–June, 1981), I kept a daily diary
of our adventures. We had a great time being part of the community and it was a very sad day when we left Pelly
Crossing and the Yukon.
Liz Kennedy

Edna Kenny
Wife of John R. Kenny, Reg. #14712
Rochfort Bridge/Mayerthorpe, AB
Jasper, AB
		
Lac La Biche, AB		
St. Paul, AB
		
Calgary Detachment, AB
Retired
		

51-12-22
59-06-00
61-06-00
62-07-09
65-12-13
71-08-01

Duties as “Second Man”:
• Answer the door, phone and radio. Act as matron and janitor. Prepare prisoners’ meals, escort female
prisoners. Pack water from the village well, landscaping. No running water. No bathroom facilities.
• Husband on course--wife pulls sleigh down town for groceries, no car, must not use police car.
• Community work expected of wife: Church groups, Girl Guides, Boy Scouts and sports.
• Safety of wife when acting as “Second Man.” People walking into kitchen rather than office. Man burst into
kitchen with rifle when husband away-- wife settled him down.
J. R. Kenny

Maureen J. Knopp
Wife of Wayne R. Knopp, Reg. #23166
Consul Detachment, “F” Division, August 1974-July 1977:
This was a one-man detachment, wherein my wife was responsible for taking complaints that would
come to our door, which – for the first year that we were there – was our personal back door. She responded to
emergency situations, calling an ambulance from distant places. Maureen dealt with getting local medical help to
one especially serious motor vehicle accident. People, who came to detachment to make complaints, if no answer,
did not hesitate to come to our house door, and be quite insistent of lodging their complaint, and making sure
that the wife would pass it on to me. On a few occasions, she was responsible for supplying prisoner meals. We did
not have many prisoners, but when we did, there was no supplier.
Porcupine Plain Detachment, “F” Division, July 1977-July 1980:
Maureen’s involvement with this unit mostly dealt with having to act as a matron, when none were
available, or to be a witness, when female prisoners had to be searched – or in some cases, had to do the actual
search. There were occasions, especially on weekends, when a supplier for prisoner meals was not available, that
my wife would have to do this duty.
Maidstone Detachment, “F” Division:
Only one occasion at this unit, wherein she was very responsible for doing the initial complaint taking in
a situation that developed into a serious hostage taking incident that was “taken care” because of the information
that she obtained from the complainant (a neighbour from across the street from the detachment). Subject was
apprehended without incident.
Wayne Knopp S/Sgt. (Retired)
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Elizabeth Kobie (passed 12/02/2006)
Wife of Cpl. Franklin Kobie, Reg. #17804
Bissett, Manitoba Detachment: August 1965 through June 1966.
Bissett was a small, isolated, mining town where the San Antonio Gold Mine was located. The living
quarters were provided by the mine and were very old and required a high degree of maintenance which made it
difficult for the wife. The quarters were adjacent to two bunk houses occupied by single miners. The detachment
office was located in one of the bunk houses. This was a one-man detachment with a second supplied occasionally.
When the member was away on patrol, all police phone calls came to the residence and were fielded by the wife.
Also, those seeking the police would come to the door of the residence when the office was closed. Elizabeth
would take information from those coming to the residence. Often, they were inebriated and on occasion brought
weapons with them. When intoxicated, some of the miners would make derisive remarks to the police family
and utter threats which fortunately were never followed up on. In the absence of the member, the family found
themselves in a discomforting and threatening atmosphere. There was no radio contact available for Elizabeth to
reach the member. She also prepared all the meals for incarcerated individuals.
Shoal Lake, Manitoba Detachment: July 1966 through June 1967
At Shoal Lake, the detachment and married quarters were on the second floor of the post office. This was
a two-man detachment. When members were away on patrol, the wife answered the phone, met those who came
to the detachment door and operated the police radio to communicate with the members. On one occasion, a
neighbouring detachment brought a juvenile, female prisoner to the detachment and left her with Elizabeth in the
absence of the members. She threatened Elizabeth and escaped.
Frank Kobie

Mary E. Kusalik
Wife of John F. Kusalik, Reg. #19320
RCMP Detachments: All in Alberta, “K” Division.
Cardston Detachment, February, 1962, to March, 1966
Whitecourt Town Detail, March, 1968 to July, 1971
Evansburg Detachment July, 1971 to July, 1979
Cardston – Majority of the detachment duties involved First Nation residents of the Blood Indian
Reserve. All guards and matrons employed by the RCMP were residents of the Indian Reserve. There were no
juvenile facilities in Cardston, and whenever non-native runaway juveniles were apprehended – usually at the US/
Canada Border at Carway, AB., the members’ wives took on the responsibility of matron duties pending the arrival
of their parents, in most cases from Calgary, a three-hour drive. The runaways were taken to our private homes to
await their parents. My wife, Mary, fed them, kept them entertained and had to make sure they would stay at our
house until their parents arrived. She was alone and fortunately none of them ‘escaped’ on her.
Whitecourt – same responsibility – matron duties whenever the need arose. Runaways were usually from
Edmonton.
Evansburg – the brick building style of detachment housed the detachment and adjacent (NCO I/C)
married member quarters. Not only was she the matron whenever the need arose, but supplied prisoner meals,
(the local cafe declined to supply prisoner meals on a ‘charge to the end of the month basis’); and took complaints
from the general public. When the detachment staff were out of the office and the door of course was locked.
Thus, it was not uncommon for the general public to knock on the private quarters’ door. Mary would deal with
the matter.
John F. Kusalik
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Theresa Gertrude Lacey
Wife of Clarence John Lacey, Reg. #21449
RCMP Detachment(s) and dates of service at these Detachments
Okotoks Detachment – Clarence was transferred to Okotoks detachment from Gleichen detachment on
1st of April, 1964. Clarence and Theresa were married on 16th of May, 1964 after which they took up residence
in Okotoks, Alberta.
Strathmore Highway Patrol and Detachment – Clarence was transferred to Strathmore Highway Patrol
on 23rd of August, 1966 and to Strathmore Detachment on 16th October, 1968 where they took up residence in
Strathmore, Alberta.
Fort Vermilion Detachment – Clarence was transferred to I/C Fort Vermilion Detachment on 30th June, 1972
where they took up residence in the married quarters attached to the detachment office, a two-storey brick building.
Stony Plain Detachment – Clarence was transferred to Stony Plain Detachment on 8th July, 1976 where
they took up residence in Stony Plain, Alberta.
Brief example of work performed as the unpaid “Second Man”
Okotoks Detachment
Clarence had the anomaly of being transferred into two positions, half man Municipal Town and half
man Rural Detachment; two transfer reports taking effect the same date. Housing in Okotoks was limited. We
were able to get a small house which had a living space about the size of today’s kitchen. There was no furnace
in the house and no heat in the bathroom or bedroom. The living area was heated by opening the kitchen stove
oven door which was a wood-burning stove converted to use natural gas. During that posting occasionally Theresa
assisted Clarence in filing those dreaded Gazette Cards and typing lengthy police reports as she was an experienced
typist. Throughout Clarence’s career Theresa was called upon to proofread his reports and memos for grammar
and spelling errors.
Answering machines and 911 were not available to the detachment. Instead, an extension to the
detachment phone was placed in each of the married member’s homes.
Clarence John Lacey

Patrica Leary
Wife of Reed Leary, Reg. #27622 (deceased)
I had the distinct honour and privilege of marrying one of the finest men you will ever meet, and one of
Canada’s finest, Reed Leary, a serving member for 26 years, of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police. Reed and I
were married for 29 years, until his passing in 2004 at the young age of 54 years. We moved five times in 15 years
and were then fortunate enough to settle and raise our children for the last 11 years of Reed’s service. Reed had
numerous postings before our meeting. His travels continued after marriage. We were stationed in Fort McMurray
(1974-1977), Wetaskiwin (1977-1980), Yellowknife (1980-1981) and Sanikiluaq, NWT (now Nunavut) (19811983), and then Morinville (1983-1996).
RCMP Detachment(s) and dates of service at these Detachments: pertinent post
Isolated post - Sanikiluaq, Belcher Islands, NWT (now Nunavut) -July 1981-July 1983
Our transfer to Sanikiluaq, NWT is where my experience as the unpaid “Second Man” began. I became
my husband’s primary support and in the words of this recognition submission, the unpaid “Second Man.” I truly
never looked at life together as anything other than supporting the man I loved and I am truly honoured to submit
a small piece of my life with my beloved husband.
Sanikiluaq is an isolated, extremely remote Inuit community located in the heart of the Hudson Bay in
the Belcher Islands, 150 kilometres off of the Quebec coast. Reed’s detachment area included all of the 1500
islands within the Belcher Island archipelago with a land area of around 1300 square kilometres. His job and many
investigations took him away from our community onto the remote and desolate tundra. He was often away for a
day or two with no communication to me at home, leaving me behind to man the detachment office, complaints,
phones and radio.
Although Sanikiluaq is far below the Arctic Circle, the climate is still that of the Arctic tundra. There are
no trees on the islands and temperatures are often very cold and accompanied by strong winds prone to sudden
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extreme winter storms, dramatic drops in temperature and fog. Winter lasts 10 months of the year, summers were
cool. On more than one occasion and in severe storm conditions Reed tied a rope to me and we walked together
to the detachment office to guard prisoners, clean cells, etc.
When Reed and I arrived in Sanikiluaq in 1981 the population was 295 comprised of 13 non-aboriginals
(seven teachers, one nurse, three store-managers and Reed and I) and the remaining 282 Inuit people, predominately
non-English speaking. Soon after our arrival it became clear I was going to be Reed’s only close support person in
this remote and desolate one-man detachment. Over the two years we were in Sanikiluaq we did have two Inuit
special constables join us for short periods of time. This situation did not work well. Family ties and favours put
enormous pressure on local aboriginal police.
The local people of Sanikiluaq practice traditional Inuit ways and culture. The hamlet council, which
included both young and old members of the community, all of which are related to one another, was responsible
for the administration and guidance of government services and institutions which lent itself to many decisions
being made because of family/friend favours and/or for political gain; making police work somewhat difficult.
Examples of work performed: Groceries were ordered by the year. Four months prior to moving to
Sanikiluaq we placed a grocery order-although we were not bilingual our only option for a grocery order was a
company in Montreal. Groceries had to be ordered in French, packaged in Montreal and shipped off to Sanikiluaq.
The ship took several months to travel around the East Coast of Canada and into the Hudson Bay, down to
Eskimo Harbour into Sanikiluaq. In July of 1981 our “sea-lift” as it was called was due into the harbour, but could
not enter due to an incredible amount of ice at the mouth of the harbour. We assumed our groceries were waiting
on the ship, along with supplies for every other business and non-aboriginal community member, at the mouth
of the harbour. A coast-guard ice-breaker was called, once again from the East Coast- days later the icebreaker
arrived-it opened the mouth of the harbour and in came our groceries onboard a fairly large ship. We were so
excited. As the goods were unloaded via small boat to land it became clear our grocery order for the year was not
onboard. The ship’s manifest said it had been loaded.
My husband needed to go aboard this vessel and search in the lower folds of the ship, the ship’s captain
and crew seemed quite unsavoury and not very cooperative, my husband’s words to me were; “I have to go aboard
the ship, if I’m not back in two hours I need you to call Frobisher Bay RCMP headquarters. No cell phones, no
communication. I waited onshore holding my breath. He did return within the two hours, unharmed, but no
groceries in sight. The groceries did show up later mixed in with the Mitiq Coop Grocery order for the year. Our
grocery order was $6,000 and we never did receive all of our items. This incident made it clear to me that I was
the only person my husband could count on.
Only days later the resident nurse called me and I was required to go help deliver a baby. A 17-year-old Inuit
girl had gone into premature labour. I did not have children and I did not have experience with birthing babies, however,
I spoke to my husband and he said, yes, you must go and help. You are in a position of trust and you are needed.
Daily I was required to answer the telephone, communicate via a two-way radio and take complaints.
Although the detachment and our residence were not connected they were only steps apart. We had a phone
and a two-way radio in our kitchen. If Reed was out-and-about looking after the events of the day and doing
investigations, I was required to answer the phone, take complaints and get a hold of him if needed. This was every
day, 365 days of the year. Some complaints were easier to handle and some were emergencies. Often I was asked
to wait by the radio while my husband searched on the water or the tundra for lost hunters, hunters stranded on
ice flows, etc. Often he was out overnight or gone a day or two and I had no word.
One emergency: our Shaman was helping renovate the wharf and a large beam fell on his head and split
his head wide open. There was no ambulance or car of any kind to take him to the nursing station. Reed and I,
with the help of several Inuit men, loaded this poor man into the police truck and headed to the nursing station.
We only had one road in Sanikiluaq. The path to the water was bumpy and rutted and here we were trying to
make this man comfortable, but he was screaming in pain. Due to fog and bad weather an emergency medevac
plane, ordered from Northern Ontario to take this man to hospital was unable to make it into the community for
over a week. We took turns sitting with this poor man and hoping he would survive. Miraculously he did survive.
Our community had been voted to be a “dry” community by the community members, meaning no
alcohol of any kind for any community resident. However, alcohol was smuggled in on a regular basis. Reed
and I took it upon ourselves to do a plane search whenever a plane landed. Every two weeks we received what
we called a “food plane.” This plane was a charter by the Hudson Bay Company and brought necessary supplies
to the Hudson Bay store. Also on this plane were the mail and medical supplies. It carried almost anything one
needed, as well as a couple of passengers if need be. We would search mail bags, boxes and luggage whenever we
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could in hopes of keeping alcohol out of the community. On one occasion I remember alcohol was smuggled
into the community, the local people started drinking and a huge brawl occurred. Reed responded to a late-night
complaint at a house where several people were out of hand.
In the process of arresting one drunken Inuit man, the man raised a drinking glass and smashed it into my
husband’s eye. I was at the detachment waiting by the radio to hear from him. He called to me and needed help.
Off I went with the police truck. We were able to arrest the man, lock him into cells and proceed to the nursing
station. Normally one nurse would not have been able to deal with an extreme eye injury such as this, however,
by the grace of God the eye doctor was in the community. He visited only once every two years and had been in
the community doing routine eye examinations. Due to poor weather he was not able to leave that day and was
stranded in Sanikiluaq. A 78-year-oldoptometrist (not an eye surgeon) seemed our only option. The nurse and I
held lights and the eye doctor operated on my husband’s eye removing all of the glass.
I was also required to assist with prisoners. I cooked for all prisoners, helped with prisoner escorts, written
reports and statements, cleaned cells and the detachment office and guarded prisoners. Can you imagine using
your precious groceries ordered for the year on prisoners who did not eat “cooked meat?” On one occasion several
prisoners were to be delivered to the jail in Yellowknife. The police plane arrived, we loaded our five prisoners and
off we went. Eleven and one-half hours later we arrived in Yellowknife. I sat at the front of the plane and Reed sat
at the back of the lovely, little twin otter. We watched over our charge until our arrival in Yellowknife.
On another occasion one fellow who liked to sniff gas took off into the tundra. His family had reported
he was sniffing gas and causing problems at home. Reed and I headed off into the tundra on our three-wheel
Honda bikes. Once we found our charge, Reed handcuffed the fellow. He walked with the man and I followed on
the trike just to ensure no altercation occurred.
The same fellow later in the year was sniffing gas again and accidentally burned down the Hudson Bay
Warehouse. We did not have a fire department in town so Reed and I worked through the night with the local
people to put out the fire. The Hudson Bay lost all of their non-perishable food and paper items. Their supplies
had to be ordered by the year as well.
In 1981, 40 years after the infamous Belcher Island Murders- Peter Sala returned to Sanikiluaq. In March
of 1941, Peter Sala says he was overcome with a vision believing that he was Jesus. He became very religious. During
this time of vision Peter exiled nine Inuit people from the community - five adults and four children. He reportedly
stripped them naked and sent them off on an ice floe. Needless to say these people perished. Peter, his sister and
brother-in-law were charged with murder. Because the islands are so remote and isolated news of these happenings
were slow to reach the mainland. Facts and fiction were mixed and paperwork was nowhere to be found. To make a
long story short Peter was able to return to his island home after 40 years of exile. Reed and I worked hard to settle
local anxiety because, of course, everyone was afraid of Peter. His return to Sanikiluaq was uneventful.
Daily life was a struggle. I was there to support my man in whatever capacity was necessary. We were
hours away from any help, be it police plane from then Frobisher Bay (2000 air miles) or the Quebec Provincial
Police – 150 km to the Quebec coast. We were forced to deal with day-to-day events together, many a night I
spent guarding prisons while my man got some much needed rest. Police were relatively new to Sanikiluaq, the
detachment was only permanently set up in 1977, the community formed and relocated from the southern tip of
the island in 1970. The local people were very set in their traditional ways. We arrived in 1981. Local people did
not trust the white-man, let alone the police. Daily Reed and I would visit the elders, and through an interpreter
befriend the elders and develop confidence with the police.
I was also asked to house government officials, e.g., those from the Environment, or Fish and Wildlife
agencies and also our own officers from headquarters in Frobisher Bay. It was a pleasure to see and visit with people
from the “outside” whenever they landed. It was a joy to cook for these people, give them a bed and enjoy their
company whenever the need arose. Our local motel had only a couple of rooms and at that time they did not lend
themselves well to non-aboriginal visitors.
Weather played an important role in daily activity. Due to the surrounding water and ocean currents fog
was an ever-present thing, as was the extreme winter weather. One day our scheduled Hudson Bay flight was able
to land briefly, bad weather was rolling in. The staff onboard tossed out the mail and took off. They didn’t take time
to unload any other packages or groceries. A wicked snowstorm hit. In the process of trying to get to our small
airport the police truck was stuck many times. By the time we managed the mile road to the landing strip, snow
had covered everything in sight. Buried beneath the snow happened to be the cash for the Hudson Bay store. We
searched and searched in absolutely horrible winds and winter conditions for this precious money/mailbag. Just
one more time I assisted my man.
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Also in 1981, the Government of the Northwest Territories was trying to re-organize the lands into
manageable areas between the Dené, the Métis and the Inuit people. The Territorial Government had introduced
the Nunivak Inuit Land Claims Agreement, requiring a vote from all Inuit people as the Territorial government
was proposing to transfer territorial matters to the government. The people in Sanikiluaq were not happy and
blamed the federal government for instigating this agreement. They did not fully understand the reasoning for
the agreement. They stormed and circled the local detachment, and threw rocks through detachment windows,
etc. Reed stayed at the detachment to monitor activity and I was to watch the house. We sat for hours in the dark,
through the night, waiting and watching for nasty activity. Our only communication was a two-way radio.
The English-speaking, non-aboriginal people in the community became our family and friends. In 1982,
one of our young teachers (33 years old, married with two small children), decided he would buy a small Cessna
aircraft and bring it into Sanikiluaq. Both the local air traffic controller and my husband advised him not to.
Sanikiluaq was prone to severe storms, dense fog and severe inclement weather. Mark decided to bring his plane
in anyway. Only one day after arriving with the plane Mark was out flying, fog rolled in and his plane nose-dived
straight into the airport runway. He was killed immediately. Reed came and got me and together we notified
Mark’s wife her husband had just been killed. What a tragic day. I was not prepared to tell a friend her husband
had just been killed, however, Reed and I did it together. I comforted the wife and Reed dealt with the body, (it
had to be taken to the RCMP garage as there was no other place), no undertakers, no funeral homes, just us.
Throughout our two years in Sanikiluaq every day was a new adventure. Throughout our years together
I was happy to stand beside my husband and together, wherever our path took us, we made life work. I realize
now that our experience in Sanikiluaq was one-of-a-kind, extreme and difficult in nature. I was happy to love and
support my husband, for good, or for bad and in whatever circumstance arose.
I feel extremely honoured to be considered for the unpaid “Second Man” recognition brooch and
certificate. As an RCMP widow I am also honoured to be an active associate member of the RCMP Veterans
Association in Edmonton and I know they would support my submission. As a young widow, the Vets Association
has been the tie that binds and has kept me in touch with my RCMP family.
Mrs. Patricia Leary

Frances Ruth Lee-Knight
Wife of J.C. (Jack) Lee-Knight (Retired S/Sgt.), Reg. #18283
I was a Senior Constable at Humboldt Detachment “F” from Oct. 2, 1956 to July 16, 1959.
Humboldt Detachment was located on the second floor of the post office building along with quarters
for a married member and three single men’s quarters. The married quarters were right beside the detachment
office and single men’s bathroom, which also served as the public restroom. The NCO I/C Humboldt Detachment
declined to reside in the married quarters and therefore, as Senior Constable, I was required to move into the
married quarters with my wonderful new bride immediately after our marriage.
The three single members were usually in good health, but as the nurse, Ruth was expected to offer
medical assistance and sustenance during periods when they suffered serious colds, the flu or minor cuts and
bruises. During my off-time, and particularly during the night hours, the single members frequently came into
our residence for operational advice, giving us limited privacy. During periods when the office was closed, the
members of the general public would knock at our door seeking police assistance, and Ruth offered whatever
information she had available. Ruth was always kept well informed as to the whereabouts of the members, court
dates, etc. to pass on to the public when required.
From July 17, 1959 to Apr. 15, 1962 we were posted to Naicam’s one-man detachment and I was the “F”
Constable I/C. We moved into a little, old rented one-bedroom house while we awaited the construction of a new
detachment building. There was a living room, kitchen and detachment office on the main floor, with an attic that
was to serve as a bedroom. The general public had to pass through our living room to get to the office. The stairs
leading to the attic were so narrow we were unable to move our bed up there, so we utilized the dining area as the
master bedroom. It was extremely difficult to get the general public into the detachment office during bedtime
hours without disturbing the family. We had the crank-type telephone that reached the local telephone operator,
but no radio communication in the office, and while I was on patrol, Ruth was required to take messages, answer
complaints at the door and offer direction when she was able.
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We finally moved into our new detachment with very nice adjoining living quarters. Living conditions
improved 100 per cent, but Ruth was still required to answer the telephone, the newly installed radio system
and answer complaints at the door. The residence and detachment had separate entrances, but the public would
knock at the residence door when I was out on patrol. I must say Ruth did a superb job as my second man and the
detachment could not have run nearly as efficiently without her help.
Ruth was also expected to put on a meal for the inspection teams or visiting detachment members and on
occasion, magistrates and prosecutors. A few weeks after our daughter was born, we got a call from Onion Lake
Detachment asking what color we wanted the bedrooms painted there. That was our informal and shocking news that
we were to be transferred, and especially to a place we had never heard of that was in semi-isolation. In those days, the
Force exercised little consideration planning and discussing with members and wives for decisions that affected them.
From Apr. 16, 1962 to July 28, 1963 I was the “F” Constable I/C at the Onion Lake Detachment. We
were transferred there with our three-year-old son, two-month-old daughter, and our six-month-old German
Shepherd pup. We drove to Lloydminster, Sask. where we were required to pick up the police car, and then
continued on to Onion Lake, leaving our personal vehicle to be picked up later. The remaining 65 miles to Onion
Lake via Marwayne, Alta. was nothing but dirt roads and trails with no directional signs. Normally we could travel
26 miles north along the Sask./Alta. meridian (Highway #17) to the North Saskatchewan river, take the ferry
across and another 12 miles to Onion Lake. Unfortunately, the ferry was not running and we got lost en route
ending up on the Onion Lake Reserve. The trip lasted several hours on a cold day with nothing to cheer us in the
dull skies nor the muddy trails. We were obliged to let our dog out a few times and he always returned with muddy
feet. Both he and poor young Todd were getting very restless in cramped and confined quarters that last couple of
hours. By the time we finally arrived at our destination, everyone’s nerves were starting to fray.
Greeting us was an isolated and lonely looking building sitting on a bushy hill. Ruth was disappointed
at the lack of any close neighbour.
The detachment, with adjoining living quarters and attached single car garage, was located almost at the
top of the big hill overlooking the Onion Lake Reserve. The dirt road that came to an end at the detachment
separated our property from the reserve. A small lake (Badger Lake) was located on the reserve at the bottom of
the hill which, unbeknown to us, would present Ruth with many undesirable moments that she would never
forget. We discovered that in the fall, hundreds of garter snakes migrated through our yard to the top of the hill.
In the spring, they reversed their migration with always several snakes remaining in our yard. We discovered some
moving about in the garage and back entrance. This situation did nothing to uplift Ruth’s spirits.
The front door led into a small vestibule with entry on the right leading into the detachment office and
entry to the left leading into the residence. There was a small bedroom and bathroom off the office for use by a
member who might be required to stay overnight. A stairway led from the bedroom to the basement, where there
was a single cell and a newly constructed bomb shelter.
The living quarters consisted of a small living room and a kitchen on the main floor and three bedrooms
and bathroom on the second floor. The master bedroom was located directly above the office with no sound
barriers, making it impossible for sleep if the office was in use. The tapping of the typewriter, ringing of the
telephone, voices and heavy boots in the office or at the main entrance could be clearly heard.
The building was infested with mice that had moved into the building during construction of the bomb
shelter. We quickly acquired a female cat that soon had the situation under control. The hamlet consisted of two
very small general stores, garage, post office, telephone office, four houses, elementary school and the detachment.
No restaurant or hotel.
Onion Lake detachment boundaries extended into Saskatchewan and Alberta, and was inspected and
under the supervision of both North Battleford Subdivision and Edmonton Subdivision.
I was away from the detachment office much of the time and I relied on Ruth to answer the telephone,
man the office radio and call me when complaints were called in or came to the door. Ruth even checked and
recorded details on warning tickets, particularly those issued to produce driver’s licences and vehicle registration.
She was required to search female prisoners and act as matron at a moment’s notice and remain until another
matron could be found. She was also required to supply prisoner meals and to provide meals, or at least coffee,
for inspection teams and visiting members. The worries and stress placed on wives of members on one-man
detachments was never ending because this was a 24/7 work situation. During the spring break-up and fall freezeup, the ferry was not operational and it created an isolated feeling for the whole family. Situations like these were
not recognized by the Force.
I was the Corporal I/C of Goodsoil Detachment, a two-man detachment most of the time, from July 29, 1963
until July 26, 1966. Goodsoil was a small village, but did have some simple amenities including a small hospital
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in an old, draughty former air force building, and there was an elementary and a high school. The social life was
an improvement over Onion Lake Detachment.
The living quarters and the detachment office were separate buildings, but located in the same yard. The
detachment radio was located in the office with a speaker located in the living quarters. A telephone was located
in the office with an extension in the residence. This again presented a 24/7 police service situation. Ruth was not
called upon as frequently, but while members were on patrol, she answered radio and police-related telephone calls,
searched female prisoners and acted as matron when others were not readily available. Even though restaurant
facilities were available, Ruth continued to provided coffee and lunch to all inspection teams and members visiting
the detachment.
On July 27, 1966 we transferred to Moosomin Detachment where I was the “F” Sergeant I/C until July
30, 1969. For the first two years we lived in the NCO quarters located next to the detachment office on the second
floor of the post office building. Again we had the noises from the post office reaching us during the night and
there was no yard for our school age children to play in. It was a relief when we moved into very comfortable new
quarters when they were ready. The demands on Ruth were much less, but the general public still came to our
residence when members were not readily available. Ruth usually knew our whereabouts and past this information
on. Habits are difficult to change and Ruth still enjoyed having visiting members in for coffee or lunch on
occasion. After having only one year to enjoy our new living arrangements, we were transferred.
We transferred to Kamsack Detachment on July 1, 1969. I was the “F” Sergeant I/C until Aug. 30, 1971.
Here again the living quarters and office were attached. On occasion the general public would come to our door
when the members were on patrol and the office was closed. Ruth was able to handle situations of this nature
quickly by calling members by radio. Ruth did have an occasion to assist a member to prevent a prisoner from
committing suicide by hanging. Her quick action and medical skills did save a life.
Ruth has recorded a number of her experiences over the years and found many senior wives have lived
through some of the same or similar circumstances. She felt strongly that these stories should be recorded as part
of our history and therefore wrote the book When The Second Man Was A Woman. Sadly, many wives passed away
before sharing their history as detachment wives.
Jack Lee-Knight

Deanna Loshny
Wife of Corporal Albert Loshny, Reg #20195
Your request for this unpaid “Second Man’ was sent to me by a member who was stationed with us at
Bashaw, Alberta. from 1973 to 1978. The detachment in those days was a three-man, with one man being a recruit
putting in his first six months. The detachment area was huge, something like 900 square miles. Most of the time
with leave and whatever, it was a two-man detachment. Anyway, as my home was attached to the office, my life
was very much a part of the Force. I never thought of it as an “unpaid position” - just something I needed to do
to help make things run as smoothly as possible for my husband and to go well for the community. The town
of Bashaw was small, a population of 800 at the most, but wonderful, super, friendly, caring people. I had three
young children to raise and educate, so I became involved in everything that needed to be done involving the
benefit of my family.
The young men that came to the detachment, fresh out of Depot, were lonely, missing their home and
families. They became part of my family, giving them meals, nursing their hangovers, etc. I didn’t get involved in
the running of the office though as my hubby wouldn’t allow it as he felt, even at that time, that it was not my
responsibility. However, there were times when I had to listen to and help citizens through difficult times, until the
guys could take over. I remember planting 200 tulip bulbs around the detachment in the fall as they were given to
the office, and required planting to beautify the property. I did this as my husband was away on a hunting trip and
winter was close at hand. I remember being very ticked about this chore at the time, although it makes me laugh
now. Anyway, I treasure the years I was connected to the Force. It was a good life in the day, I met many wonderful
people and many still remain on my best friends list.
Deanna Loshny
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Audrey Joyce Lowe
Wife of Thomas Norman Lowe, Reg. #21165
Audrey is the wife of the writer, and we were stationed at Fort Norman, NWT for three years from 1971
to 1973. I was in charge of this two-man isolated detachment on the McKenzie River at the confluence of the Great
Bear River. We were responsible for providing police services to three communities, being Norman Wells, Fort
Franklin and Fort Norman as well as native summer camps at Kelly Lake and Willow Lake. As such, both members
were frequently away from Fort Norman at the same time, often for a week or more, leaving spouses behind.
On numerous occasions, Audrey had to take complaints and record data relating to them. She also had
to operate the police radio maintaining communications with Subdivision HQ at Inuvik. She had to respond to
numerous complaints at Fort Norman from the local aboriginal residents regarding a variety of situations. She
even responded to a call of an intoxicated man refusing to leave a neighbour’s residence. She attended and ordered
the man to leave, and because he recognized her as the wife of an RCMP member, he complied and left the
residence, returning to his own home promising to remain there.
She was also asked on numerous occasions to assist the local health nurse who needed to be away from
the community for various periods of time, and Audrey had previously worked in a hospital and had knowledge
of much that was required. Audrey would administer prescribed medications to patients and assisted with help
needed until the return of the nurse.
She also responded to requests from various oil companies who needed important messages to be delivered
to various residents of Fort Norman as the RCMP had the only phone available. She also responded to the many
questions put forward by a variety of ‘River Travellers,’ many of whom were Americans travelling the McKenzie
River system to Inuvik, and needed, for a variety reasons, to phone their relatives back in the US to report their
progress and confirm their safe journey to date.
While these jobs for the most part, were the responsibility of the member(s), it often fell to the wives to
carry on during the member(s) absence. These were not on an occasional, but rather on a frequent basis, due to
the members being away a considerable amount of time each month.
Thomas Norman Lowe

Cheryl MacKinnon
Wife of Malcolm Archie MacKinnon, Reg. #24976
We were posted to Fort Good Hope, “G” Division, NWT from August 1986 to August 1988. At the time
I held the rank of corporal. I was the NCO I/C of Fort Good Hope. In the two years I was in charge, I had two
different constables as the second member. As in all the two member detachments, each member got two IPA trips
a year, leaving the out member alone to carry on the policing duties. During these periods, my wife very much
became my back up as well as my assistant. At the time, Fort Good Hope had a Patrol Cabin at Colville Lake,
which was a fly-in location. Every time I was at Colville Lake my wife was left in charge of Fort Good Hope to
deal with all the complaints that came in. She was responsible to take and record the complaint, or if serious, to
contact me via radio to inform me of the situation.
On one occasion I had received a complaint of an assault, and being the only member in the village, I had
to attend alone. When I encountered the suspect, I attempted to arrest him where upon he resisted. During my
struggle with him I was able to get to the police radio and attempt to call for assistance. My wife, being the only
one at the detachment, heard the call and attempted to call the Fish and Wildlife officer to give me a hand, but he
was unavailable. To keep this short, I was able to get the suspect arrested with the help of his brother, but when I
got back to the detachment, the snowmobile was running and my 5’4” wife, with her snowsuit on, was heading
out to assist me. To this day I don’t know what she could have done, but she was the only help available.
During our two years in Fort Good Hope, Cheryl answered the telephone to take complaints numerous
times and then dispatched them to me, and got up in the middle of the night to answer the door when victims
of assault would be looking for help. As in all these cases, there are too many times the wives were our lifeline to
summarize in just one e-mail.
Malcolm MacKinnon
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Katherine MacLauchlan
Wife of Cpl. Donald MacLauchlan, Reg. #12581
We were posted to Baker Lake, NWT in August 1946 for three years. It is 250 miles up the inlet from
Chesterfield, NWT, where there was a doctor, a Catholic mission and three white families.
We did not have running water, electricity, telephone, mail or any other type of communication, except
by the annual boat. Don travelled by dog team from October to June, during which time he visited the scattered
aboriginal camps. He would be away from two to three weeks at a time.
While he was away it was my job to help any Intuit who came to the settlement. If they were hungry or
starving, I would issue them with vouchers for food supplies for the Hudson’s Bay Company - our only store. The
Inuit lived on fish and caribou. Sometimes the herd changed their migration route. There was no other source of
food. We represented all departments of government. We reported all information, whether it was the weather,
game conditions as well as births and deaths.
We had an epidemic of polio in the spring of 1948. This required us to isolate anyone coming into the
settlement. They had to build their igloos and set up camp a hundred yards out on the lake. This was strictly
enforced. Family allowance began in 1948 and required two people to set up the books for each family. They were
not paid directly, but told what they could buy. It had to benefit the children. One of us had to go and see that
no tea or tobacco was bought, but fishnets and ammunition were permitted. Pabulum and powdered milk were
compulsory for children under six.
There were no trees in Baker Lake - our stoves were heated by coal. Keeping the fires going was a very
important job. Our year’s supply of canned goods was stored in the house.
We had one window in the kitchen. The wind blew from the northwest. Our window filled up entirely
with snow so I shovelled it out daily, not from falling snow but from the wind blowing the snow. I got pretty good
at starting in the exact same spot on the roof each time in order to reach the window.
Katherine MacLauchlan

Kristen Mansbridge
Wife of S/Sgt. John C. Mansbridge, Reg. #14635
I am writing this on behalf of my mother, Kirsten Mansbridge, who is currently in hospital fighting
cancer. When I took your letter about the “Second Man” pin and read it to her, she beamed. She was delighted to
hear that there was a possibility that women from “her era” might be recognized in this way.
My father was John Mansbridge, Regimental number 14635. He passed away in 1982, but his time
serving in the RCMP was the highlight of his working career. He retired in Winnipeg as a Staff Sergeant in 1968.
My mother joined him as the “Second Man” while he was posted in Sprague, Man. from 1952 until 1957. At
that time, Dad was a corporal. The detachment and house were together, as one building. My mother has fond
memories of living in that home. There was my father and one other member at that detachment. If they were
out on calls, it was my mother (who was also busy raising two young daughters) who would answer the door and
office phone. She was also called on to escort female prisoners to Winnipeg, and often times would also be asked
to prepare meals for prisoners.
From 1957 to 1963, Dad was posted to Lac du Bonnet, Man. where he served as both a corporal and
sergeant. This was a larger family (Four children by then) and a larger detachment, with four or five other policemen
working out of that office. Again, I fondly remember the office and cells being attached to our home. There, as
well, my mother was often left to answer the door and the phone calls. I also recall many, many times when she
was asked to comfort families of victims of accidents and drownings, as well as prepare food - all the while trying
to shield her young children from these devastating occurrences.
Lorraine Mansbridge
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Emma Ann Marshall
Wife of Lyall Arthur Marshall, Reg. #17889
Retired S/Sgt. Lyall Arthur Marshall served from 1952 to 1976. My wife’s name is Emma Ann Marshall,
married on Nov. 16, 1956.
The postings in question are as follows:
Lac du Bonnet, Man., 1959 to 1964 - This was a five-man detachment without steno services and I was
the second married member. As a result, our two wives took turns taking call when the detachment office was
unmanned. Many of these calls were serious, and required collecting much information and getting the message to
a member. My wife acted as matron when escorting female prisoners on many occasions, without compensation.
Reston, Man. 1964 to 1968 - The office and living quarters were attached and this was a one-man
detachment. There was a radio in the office and a mobile in the patrol car, with no steno services. The mobile
radio was limited to the detachment office and the car only, as the mobile could not pick up a repeater station for
out-of-the-detachment-area assistance. As result, Emma would take telephone calls and relay them to me in the
patrol car. During many of my patrols she would stand by to answer my radio calls for assistance. In my absence
she also received the public at the detachment and took whatever action was necessary. She also acted as matron
and provided breakfast for any prisoners held overnight in the detachment cell. Food costs were reimbursed, but
the service was not paid for. Reston was a very busy one-man detachment during my tenure there. Of course, in
those years, we did not have janitorial service and for four years Emma also kept the detachment office clean and
polished, which freed my time for regular police duties.
Killarney, Man. 1968 to 1974 - This was six-man detachment without steno service for the first four years,
and the office and living quarters were attached. When the office was vacated, the public would go to the living
quarters for assistance. The office telephone was connected to the living quarters, resulting Emma taking these calls
in my absence and when the office was unmanned.
Flin Flon, Man. 1974 to 1976 - This was a multi-man detachment with steno services; however the NCO
I/C living quarters were next to the detachment office on the second floor of the post office, resulting in weekends
and evenings interrupted by the public coming to the residence door asking for assistance, to which on occasion
Emma had to respond, but to much lesser degree than the previous postings.
Lyall Marshall

Nadine McGill
Wife of John McGill, Reg. #39465
Gleichen, Alberta. May 1989 to October 1991 – John was interested in dog section. To assist in getting
a position on the section, he needed to raise some dogs in the pre-dog handler program. The breeds were largely
German Shepherd , but we also had Malinois (very hyper) and long-haired Belgian Sheep Dogs. I would walk the
dog daily, actually late at night, often around the whole town of Gleichen each time. I also helped feed the dogs
and clean the cages.
Lethbridge, Alberta. October 1991 – October 1995 Drug Section – The dog raising saga continued…as above.
Fort McMurray, Alta. October 1995 – July 1997 (Two glorious winters) - It was often -45 degrees (-65
with a wind chill) so, when John was off duty and out at hockey, I would pull on the kamiks and parka, and go
out and feed the dog, crawl into his house and rearrange the straw and make sure the light bulb was working. After
sweeping all the straw from the cement base of the run, I then had to change the water by hauling out a fresh pail
of water to replace the frozen one in the kennel. This took place at least twice a day.
Yarmouth, NS August 1997 – June 2001 - Dog Section - Now the fun really began. In Yarmouth, I would
lay tracks for John to aid in training. The dog changed somewhere in that time frame into a smart, hardworking,
beautiful German Shepherd. (We had a couple of dogs before that just did not make the cut) I would walk or jog
along the route John had mapped out, sometimes in town and sometimes in the woods, hiding behind a fence,
tree or bush at the end of the trail. Basically, I was the bad guy, only I had a toy to offer him for his good work at
the end of the track.
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Prince Albert, Sask. June 2001 – March 2005 - Dog Section/Community Services/Watch Commander
- The weather in Prince Albert was much like Fort McMurray and the dog care responsibilities had continued for
me for a time until John had to quit Dog Section due to knee injuries.
Nadine McGill

Fern Mae McMillan
Wife of Sgt. Brian E. McMillan, Reg. #26506
I was the NCO I/C (corporal) posted to Val Marie Detachment (‘F’ Division), a small two-man
detachment in south-central Sask.; in fact, my southern detachment boundary was the Montana border. Val Marie
was designated as an isolated post, and was until its closure. In August of 1981, my friend and neighbour Cpl.
Ole Larson was shot and killed on Main Street in Climax, Sask., where he was the NCO I/C Climax Detachment.
As NCO I/C of the closest detachment, I was immediately called out, along with a junior constable
stationed with me. The detachment was one of those with attached quarters, where my wife took radio calls (way
before cell phones and improved radio reception). Only another member can imagine the stress and anxiety
that affects all of us in these situations. I left with my constable immediately, with no idea of when I would be
back. My wife was left alone at the detachment with our two children, then eight and six years old, in a town of
approximately 250 people. She was alone at the detachment and I did not have any real contact with her for the
next two days, other than a brief power nap 24 hours after the initial call out. I was then gone again for two days,
all the while she fielded calls, concerns and inquiries best she could until our return.
My wife is and was a registered nurse in a town with no hospital or doctor, and is often called upon to
administer first aid, provide injections for the health region, and, on more than one occasion, give injections to
mental health patients who had to be physically restrained by myself and local citizens. Fern has many times
recalled of all our years together in the RCMP (32). This was probably the most stressful at the time of Ole’s
murder. She was alone with two small children, knew the murderer was out there somewhere and that he was out
to kill policemen. The only one at the detachment was her, alone in the building with two children. Fern did not
lock the doors or turn out the lights as everyone knew we lived under the same roof. She, therefore, carried on as
best she could until my return.
Another very memorable occasion was when I was engaged to be married to my Second Man, in the late
summer of 1970 when I was stationed at E Division, Fort Nelson Detachment. I was the only single constable at
the four-man detachment and Fern was a registered nurse working at the Fort Nelson General Hospital. As most of
you are aware, Fort Nelson is at mile 300 of the Alaska Highway, the next closest detachment being Fort St. John at
mile 50 (250 miles south). In 1970, the road was 250 miles of twisting turning gravel. Watson Lake Detachment
was 200 miles north on the same narrow gravel highway. On an early Sunday morning, a trucker came to the
detachment, pounding on the door where I lived in single quarters, reporting a very large man, with a mental
health problem male crawling on his hands and knees northbound on the Alaska Highway at Trutch Mountain,
approximately 100 miles south of Fort Nelson. Any and all efforts to assist this person by passing motorist was met
with such aggression that no one could do anything with him and he was starting to cause some traffic concerns.
Armed with my 120 lb fiancé, with whom the doctor on call had provided two syringes loaded with enough
sedative to calm a grizzly bear, plus an ambulance driver who was not much bigger than Fern, we set off for Trutch
Mountain. When we got there - so was he. Standing in the middle of the highway was a very large, very disturbed
man. To this day there is no doubt in my mind had it not been for Fern’s gentle and calm demeanour, he would
have driven away in the ambulance and left us all standing on the side of the Alaska Highway. We did manage to
get one needle into him and return to Fort Nelson without further incident.
There were numerous other incidents in Fort Nelson where Fern was not only my Second Man, but
matron on prisoner and mental health escorts, and through postings, where she was my only back-up.
Brian E. McMillan
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Doris G. Metcalfe
Wife of Harold J.L. Metcalfe, Reg. #17003
RCMP Detachment - Canmore, Alta.
Dates of Service - 1962 to 1968
•
•
•
•
•
•

Took messages for absent member on the telephone and police radio
If urgent, relay message to member via radio or contact nearest detachment.
Take messages from public when visiting detachment office
Act as temporary guard for female prisoners.
Assist member with report writing and filing.
Perform janitorial duties in assistance to member.
HJL. Metcalfe

Jacqueline Louise Moore
Wife of S/Sgt. Lawrence Moore (Ret), Reg #30304
Coral Harbour Detachment, NWT
Dates: June 1985 to July 1987
One-Man Detachment
In 1985 I was promoted to Corporal and transferred to Coral Harbour, NWT as the NCO I/C of a new
one-man detachment. We learned ahead of the move that the government residence for our family would not be
ready when we arrived. This resulted in us living in the Patrol Cabin, which ended up the RCMP detachment for
our time in Coral Harbour. We lived in the Patrol Cabin (with a four-month-old baby) until mid-August. During
this period, she basically “manned” this office anytime I was working in the community. We moved into the house
and there were no lamps, no window coverings and the kitchen table had only three legs. We worked for quite a
while making the place liveable and Jacky sacrificed several sheets to be window coverings until new ones could be
ordered and arrive in the community. Jacky spent several days with the Sears catalogue picking out furniture so we
could get an order over to FSS in Yellowknife.
The house and office were on the same lot, meaning anyone looking for the RCMP would tend to go to
the house if I wasn’t around the office. In most cases, they would then deal with my wife, who would fulfill the role
of secretary, telecom operator, and complaint taker, and try her best to help anyone who showed up at our door.
Almost immediately after we moved into the house, the Telecommunications Section arrived to install
two radios in both the office and the house. An extension of the RCMP office phone was also located in our
bedroom. There was no one else in town to contact and no radio communication outside the community. The
result was that when I was out on patrol, my contact via radio was with Jacky in our home. When I was called out
after hours, Jacky would have to be awake to listen for the radio in the event I needed her to contact someone to
come in and help me. Needless to say, any time the RCMP phone rang at night Jacky was there to be woken up
while I dealt with police matters.
Many nights when I had to go out, she sat by that radio wondering if and when she would hear from me,
and if I was alright. At one point in time, a handgun and ammunition were stolen during a break-in and a note
was left indicating the culprit had a dislike for me, the only RCMP member. I taught Jacky how to shoot a rifle to
be able to defend herself if someone showed up at the house when I wasn’t around. The gun was recovered after
about a week without incident.
When someone was looking for me, the lone Mountie, they would either call or visit the office. If that
didn’t work, they would try the home phone or head over to the house and get Jacky to try to find me. This even
extended to when other RCMP members tried to get hold of me. Jacky would hear the office phone ring and then
the home phone would ring. She would then make efforts to locate me and get me in touch with who ever needed
assistance. There were no portable radios and no cell phones. If I happened to be out of the office and the vehicle,
Jacky would spend a considerable amount of time calling different numbers to try and track me down.
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I policed a second community, Repulse Bay, and this required monthly trips of three to four days. During
those times, Jacky and our children would be alone in the RCMP home. Again, the people in town would contact
Jacky if they needed a policeman. In line with these trips, Jacky would travel to the airport to drop me off and
return with the police vehicle to town. On numerous occasions, other members would arrive in Coral Harbour
while I was away. As a result Jacky would be contacted and then provide transportation to them to get into town
to attend to their business. This included a couple of times when the Commanding Officer arrived unexpectedly.
Once they were done in town, Jacky would provide transportation to the airport. As there was no restaurant in
town, Jacky would often provide a meal to these outside members. When we would leave town on holidays, the
Force would send in a temporary member to fulfill my role in my absence. There was an expectation that Jacky
would turn our home over to that member and allow him to occupy our home.
We spent just over two years in Coral Harbour and while the RCMP considered it a one-man detachment, the
situation was made much better due to the support provided by my wife, Jacqueline. She truly was an unpaid second
member. She fulfilled many roles that went a long way to ensuring the policing needs of the community were met.
L.W. Moore

Marie Murray
Wife of D. Roy Murray, Reg #18181
Tofield Detachment – 1964 to 1971
Regarding my wife Marie, I wish to state that while at Tofield Detachment, Marie was considered the “Second
Man,” and later the “Third Man.” Coffee was always available for any visiting member from outside detachments.
Marie could probably give you a better run-down of the work she handled at Tofield Detachment than
I can. For she was not only my wife and a mother living in the quarters; she was the identified unpaid “member”
who handled all the phone calls and later radio contacting handling investigations, checking evening dances, and/
or other police work - during the day or night time. When prisoners were held in the detachment cells, Marie also
made a meal for the prisoner(s).
After about three years, a radio system was finally installed, and during the absence of members, Marie
still handled the radio and, if urgent, passed the messages on to members when within range. If the call was urgent,
we were contacted immediately. During absence of members, the office door was always open into the quarters
enabling her to hear the radio and telephone. The people who rang the doorbell at the office without success,
inevitably went to the quarters to knock on the door - and Marie took their complaints and then passed them on
by radio to patrolling members.
When members handling accidents radioed the office to get medical assistance, tow truck, or whatever
was required, Marie immediately handled the requests. Marie was also the matron for Tofield Detachment when a
female was being escorted - even to escort a female prisoner to Tofield from another province.
No questions asked - she would be available within a few minutes - or after she managed to have the
babysitter arrive.
The stories go on and on, but one outstanding and regular story; Tofield Detachment was well known to
the surrounding detachments and section NCO’s for its coffee. One day our new OC arrived at the detachment
and while talking, enquired if “This was the place known as Marie’s Coffee Shop.” Just a call to Marie, and shortly
thereafter, the coffee with cookies were ready for members to sit and relax at a table in the quarters.
There’s no doubt I’ve missed a considerable number of things Marie handled at the detachment. However,
there was one item Marie absolutely refused to do for us, and that was to shovel snow during the winter months.
D. Roy Murray
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Eunice Aileen Nielsen
Wife of Donald Christian Nielsen, Reg #16713/O.1123
I was posted as the I/C of Waskesiu Detachment from May 15, 1958 until Nov. 1, 1960, a one-man
detachment. The detachment area was comprised of all of Prince Albert National Park, surrounding boundaries
outside of the park, plus the Montreal Lake Reserve to the north. The detachment premises consisted of a
bungalow-type building with the office and prison cells at the front and the living quarters at the rear made up of
a kitchen/living room, drop toilet and one bedroom. We had three small children at the time under the age of five.
The summer season was a particularly busy time of year. I spent most of my time away from the office
patrolling the highways, the town site, the lakes and the reserve. During the time I was absent from the office my
wife, Eunice, answered in-coming phone calls, attended to office enquiries when people came to the office, and
took down details of complaints for follow-up by me. She also served as matron for female prisoners in the cells
and as an escort to Prince Albert for court. Occasionally she also oversaw prisoners in the cells when I was called
out on an emergency. In the winter months, she supplied meals for the prisoners as there were no restaurants to
supply meals. At this period of history I had no police radio, so was unable to keep in touch with her in the office.
In addition to maintaining and cleaning our living quarters, she also assisted in keeping the office clean
and tidy. Eunice was an indispensable help to me during and beyond my stay at Waskesiu, in addition to attending
to her duties as a mother throughout my service.
Eunice passed away on Jan. 29, 2010. She would be pleased and honoured to be recognized with this award.
Donald Christian Nielsen

Inez Nolan
Wife of S/Sgt. C.W. ‘Joe’ Nolan, Reg. #17371
Fort Providence, NWT – June 1962 to May 1964
This was a two-man detachment, and I was the Corporal I/C. We resided in a home adjacent to the office.
The office phone could also be answered in the home, after hours. Duties carried out by my wife at the detachment
were many. To start, the village did not have a suitable place for visitors to stay overnight or take meals. This was
our responsibility to house these people and supply meals. These included visiting officers on inspection trips, staff
from ‘G’ Division HQ visiting regular members and occasionally government officials.
Other duties included, answering the telephone and inquiries at the door. Recording information received,
acting as matron, preparing prisoner meals. Be prepared for inspection of the government quarters on occasion. Due
to fact his settlement was semi-isolated, it was necessary to be resourceful in your daily living, including my wife.
Smeaton, Sask. - May 1964 to July 1967 – This was a one-man detachment when we arrived, however,
increased to two men in September of the same year. I was the Corporal I/C. We resided in government quarters
next to the detachment office. The house was equipped with a speaker for the police radio and extension for the
office phone. My wife was required to answer the telephone and inquiries by persons coming to the door, record
information and at the time, had to man the police radio to pass on this information. She acted as matron and
made prisoner meals.
Shellbrook, Sask. July 1967 to July 1968 – This was a five-man detachment and I was the Corporal I/C.
We resided in married quarters adjacent to the detachment office. These were rooms for two single members in the
detachment office. Duties here were similar to the duties carried out by my wife at Smeaton Detachment.
La Ronge, Sask. July 1968 to Jun 1970 – This was a six-man detachment and I was the Sergeant I/C.
We resided in married quarters adjacent to the detachment office and a 30 day gaol. Single members resided in
a separate residence, also adjacent to the detachment office. Here my wife was contracted to prepare the prisoner
meals and at the time, acted as matron.
Sgt. Nolan

39

Rose Nowakowski
Wife of S/Sgt. Peter Nowakowski, Reg. #18912
My late husband was S/Sgt. Peter Nowakowski. We were stationed at Teslin, Yukon from Sept. 1965 to June
1968. My husband and the constable stationed with us would often have to travel to Ross River, which was patrolled
by Teslin Detachment and they usually stayed there overnight. The following happened at one such occasion:
On a sunny fall afternoon, the office doorbell rang with a sense of urgency. I answered the door and was
met by a local hunting guide who was also a ‘wannabe informant.’ He demanded I take a statement from him.
Despite my trying to convey to him that I was not qualified to do this, he proceeded to give me one. He stated
someone had shot a cow moose, which was an illegal act. He signed the statement with a large “X” and presented
me with Exhibit A: the milk bag from said cow moose!!!
Rose Nowakowski

Vera O’Brien
Wife of retired Sgt. Les O’Brien, Reg. #15043
I am retired Sgt. Les O’Brien, RCMP, and was posted I/C at three detachments in “K” Division with my
wife Vera, and three children, where she carried out a significant role as the unpaid Second Man.
The initial detachment was Foremost, a one-man point, from March 1956 to February 1960. As is typical,
I was required to be out on patrols/investigations, working days and nights. During those times, there were
frequent visitors to the office, requiring information and issue of permits, and the phone had to be answered.
Vera did all this, and had to explain that she was not a police person, had no direct information to give, and no
authority to issue permits. Some would vent their unhappiness on her, despite being told I was necessarily out
working. When there were prisoners, she prepared meals, as the local restaurant was less than desirable, as well as
feeding all visitors. In cases of females, she acted as matron, involving as much as a 500 km round trip to Ponoka
when there was a female patient. When I was not in the office, people went directly to the attached quarters door,
and knocked until Vera responded. They often insisted, even demanded, that she provide required information or
documents.
For court I had to travel roughly six hours to Medicine Hat to pick up the Magistrate, then return him
afterward. Those day visits to the office were higher, with many people irritated over charges and dispositions, and
Vera had to deal with these people. Many became indignant and demanding, and she had to pacify them until I
could respond. This went on continually during this posting.
The second point was Vulcan form February 1960 to September 1964, and events similar to Foremost
were regular occurrences there. Media was a real concern at Vulcan as it was common knowledge they paid
telephone system operators to pass on items of interest, which started calls shortly after I left to investigate, day
or night, demanding that Vera provide information about the occurrences. When she explained she neither had
information nor authority to give any if she did know anything, they’d simply keep calling back, causing upset to
her and to our children as the phone was connected to the attached quarters, and incidents were typically at night.
The third point was Camrose, from September 1964 to March 1968 and while the phone system was
better, monitoring of police radios had become common, with similar media results, as members were out
attending to the incidents. Loss of sleep was a notable issue as the majority of these events occurred at night. Vera
had no experience with the Force prior to our marriage, but took it as part of being a member’s wife, when in fact
she should have only been concerned with looking after our children while I was doing my job.
Vera spent a significant amount of her time attending to what should have been my job, or the job
of other members, just by being there and not refusing to deal with people who called/enquired. She devoted,
willingly, a significant portion of her life to the Force, simply because there was no one else available to do it, and
she accepted that as part of being a member’s wife. As such she is deserving of recognition accordingly.
Leslie A. O’Brien
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Eleanor G. Parkin
Former Wife of retired Sgt. Ron R. Parkin, Reg. #27297
Detachment: Sachs Harbour Detachment – “G” Division (June 1978 – August 1980)
Work Performed: Sachs Harbour Detachment, located on Banks Island in the Northwest Territories,
comprised of one (1) regular member, and one (1) Innu Special Constable. The detachment office and the married
quarters were housed in one building with a doorway separating the two; very small quarters with no sound barrier.
Whatever went on in the office was part of the house, and vice versa. It was virtually impossible to separate the
two, especially with two young children running around, and using the cell area as their ‘awesome’ playground.
On numerous occasions, during my absence, Eleanor found herself occupying my role in manning the
detachment front counter, and answering both the phone and SSB radio. In her day to day life, she found herself
taking and documenting complaints, comforting complainants, and acting as detachment liaison with the local
people, the many tourists, transients, and various visiting government officials and contractors that happened to
stop by. During the few times that prisoners were lodged in detachment cells, she was seconded to act as guard.
Knowing everyone in the 125 person community facilitated the matter, as she was able to relate to the prisoners
and to their families. This greatly facilitated in providing prisoner meals and basic comforts when required.
It was also an unwritten expectation that Eleanor be required to act as hostess during scheduled
community visits by various RCMP, government and non-governmental organization representatives. There were
no restaurants or cafes, and basically there just weren’t that many places where travelers and visitors could just stop
in unexpectedly and be warmly received. It was common knowledge, the RCMP detachment was always open.
With some prior notice, Eleanor was at least able to prepare refreshments, or a simple meal. Time permitting, she
would even be able to prepare and bake fresh bread for the event.
Ron R. Parkin

Toni. G. Peck
Wife of Insp. Gary G Peck
Toni was born in the NWT and came from an RCMP home. Her father spent 19 years in the Arctic and
40 years in the RCMP retiring as a Superintendent, so she knew the RCMP way of life prior to our marriage which
I would later find was a blessing. Toni was raised in the eastern Arctic and lived in Pond Inlet and Frobisher Bay
as a child. She moved south when her father was promoted to S/Sgt in Yorkton Sask.
In 1992, Toni and I were transferred to Laloche Saskatchewan. Laloche at that time only had 10
members. Today, there are close to 20. It was at the time, and still is one of the busiest and most violent aboriginal
communities in Canada. During our time there, Toni was called upon to guard on numerous occasions as we
could not find individuals who were security cleared. This was just the start of her unpaid second man.
In 1995, we were transferred to Resolute Bay, Nunavut, which is the RCMP’s second most northern
detachment, where we spent two years. Resolute Bay was a two-man post which we ran with one member the
majority of the time. Toni guarded, made prisoner meals on occasion, and was my back up on many nights. Over
my two year posting in Resolute Bay, I was the lone member for 10 months of that time. Toni had a base station
radio on our kitchen table and was my backup when needed. Although we had our newborn daughter at the time,
Toni phoned for assistance, got fire trucks when required, called special constables at their homes at all hours when
assistance was required and took on the role of my partner during those years. She even directed the Force plane on
Search and Rescue in the area. Within five months of arriving in Resolute Bay, Toni was elected to Town Council
where she served until we were transferred. This reflects the fact that the community trusted and thought so much
of her that they put her in a position of authority.
In 1997, we transferred to Pelly Bay, which was at the time the last one-man post in Nunavut. We spent
12 months there, and again, Toni was invaluable to me in my role as the only policeman in the community. She
was my link to the outside because the whole community knew her. One time, there was an issue at the nursing
station where our nurse needed assistance. At the time, I was on the land looking for a lost hunter. Toni enlisted
the help of civilians to attend the nursing station and help the only nurse we had with an unruly drunk individual.
When I returned, there was a drunken resident in the back of a pickup truck with the two good Samaritans waiting
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for me to take over. I cannot count the number of calls she took on my behalf and dispatches she made when folks
would walk to the house with a complaint. It was above and beyond what any spouse in a southern detachment
could ever dream of.
In 1998, we transferred to Gjoa Haven, Nunavut, another High Arctic Inuit community. This was a
two-man spot, but over the next three years I was again alone for at least 18 months of that time period. As the
new Corporal’s wife, she made prisoner meals at home numerous times, and painted the inside of the residences
as we could get no one else to do it. One weekend, I was on the land and became stranded on the water with our
special constable. We were in 10 foot swells and could not make it back to the island, so we beached on a small
island. Our red radio could receive and not transmit. I listened to my wife organize a search for us, keep Division
advised, liaise with the District Commander from Cambridge Bay and field calls for service as no one was in the
community that night. It was truly remarkable what she did.
We had two children at this time, and the town water supply got infested with blood worms. When you
ran a bath, there would be worms floating in the bath with the children. Toni not only took care of our family, but
our prisoners as well. She boiled water, organized the delivery of bottled water to the community, and in her role
as Assistant Senior Administrative Officer for the community she implemented a strategy to alleviate the concern
and kept the RCMP abreast every step of the way. At one point our CO was going to close the detachment and
pull my family out of the community, but it was the community’s positive relationship with Toni that gave him
comfort that our family was not at risk.
Our next promotion in 2001 took us to Cambridge Bay, Nunavut, where Toni again supported the
detachment. She was well known in Nunavut and was looked upon by the other spouses in the detachment as a
mentor and sounding board. The other member wives learned from her how to make each posting a “home” and
to support the members with the new challenges. In the fall of 2004, I took the entire unit to Ekaluk River early
in the morning for a team-bonding opportunity. I advised the CO of the day and informed him Toni would be
taking calls and could reach us on Sat phone if required. The CO supported this and chuckled stating, “It’s not
her first rodeo, you will be fine, take the boys and have fun.” To me, those comments kind of summed up the fact
that she’d built quite the resumé during our nine years in Nunavut and 12 years in LDPS as one who was trusted
to be the ultimate “Second Man.” Toni has had the ability to make each of our positings “our home” no matter
how far from family we were. This has kept us together for seven physical relocations and 25 years of marriage. In
the new era of members, I cannot think of a more deserving candidate than my spouse and best friend Toni Peck.
1992-1995 Laloche Saskatchewan (Cst. Gary Peck)
1995-1997 Resolute Bay NWT (Cst. Gary Peck)
1997-1998 Kugaaruk NU (Cst. Gary Peck)
1998-2001 Gjoa Haven NU (Cpl. Gary Peck)
2001-2004 Cambridge Bay Nu (Sgt. Gary Peck)
Gary Peck

E. Fay Plomp
Wife of Kenneth J. Plomp, Reg. #17458
I was stationed with my husband at North Portal, Saskatchewan in one-man detachment on the US/
Canadian border from July, 1963 to August, 1964. It was the only detachment in the area that could receive radio
signals from all the other neighbouring detachments, so it served as a “relay” point for messages. Giving that Cst.
Plomp was frequently away flying the border with the US Border patrol or chasing bad people in Minot, North
Dakota, or making sure the cross-border golf course was safe for everyone. This meant that this second man
entertained visiting officers (Regina was just a nice drive away, we had the CO visit twice in that year), managed
the phones, and the radio. The 60s were in the heart of the Cold War, and the detachment was only 90 miles from
the nearest US missile silo, so the detachment had a Geiger counter. A Canadian Army technician showed up one
day, to give me instructions on using this thing, and advised me that I was to take it immediately to our bomb
shelter in the basement in event of an incident. I said, “What about my kids?” to which he replied, “Geiger counter
first, then kids.” The office also had a radio from the US Border Patrol and there were frequent calls to be relayed
through to Estevan and other points. One day a major search was on for two men who had shot and killed a law
enforcement officer in North Dakota, and the hunt was underway on both sides of the border and coordinated
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from our office. Since the constable was involved in the hunt along with all the other detachments, the task fell
on the second man. Just as a point of interest, since North Portal was also the geographical center of the area, all
social events were held at our place.
The second posting was Shellbrook, Saskatchewan from August, 1963 to August 1967. While there was
also a junior constable there, both members were away most of the time given it was a very busy area with three
large reserves. Again, the detachment included the housing. Duties included the phone, the radio, filing all those
little forms that come out after people were released from jail, checking brakes on farm trucks, which was tough
when I did not know the difference between the clutch and the brake, but the farmers were nice. I also cooked
meals for prisoners, occasionally helped out the town police, and entertained visiting officers and wives because
Shellbrook was a nice little trip from Waskesieu for CO’s returning to Regina from holidays.
A little side story; when a town finds out the new Mountie has a nurse for a wife it doesn’t take long for
the hospital to phone. So, along with the six kids, one dog, one bear, office duties, I was working full-time across
the road. Ken went in to Prince Albert one time and was chastised because his wife had not been answering the
phone and radio regularly. He came home, told me, and I said, “I quit!”, and I did. It took about three weeks for
an apology to be forthcoming, and the second man to resume as many of her duties as she could manage.
This doesn’t seem like all that much when one writes it down, but the wives really did keep those
detachments running smoothly, as well as having a deep understanding and support for what the members went
through. It was truly a 24/7 job, holidays had to be taken “away” because the phone would still ring. It was a
great life, and while I know things cannot be managed that way any longer, I can still wish current members and
families could experience the bonding that was there, the sense of belonging to something very special. It is hard
sometimes not to wish for those simpler days.
E. Fay Plomp

Norma Margaret Poll
Wife of Orval Poll, Reg #14141 (deceased)
Norma and Orval were married in Spirit River, Alberta in 1947, where Orval worked in a two-man
detachment. Norma’s duties at this detachment were not that involved as she was a new bride and a new mother
with small children. However, she handled a few escorts of female prisoners. Having personally grown up in
Spirit River, the community had its own local telephone system where the operators that worked the switch board
would take complaints and then turn a light on that the member would see and he would then check in at the
telephone office to either get the contact information or the details of the complaint.
The couple was transferred from Spirit River in 1951 to McLennan, Alberta with two small children, and
while in McLennan they had their third. Orval was Cst. I/C of this two-man detachment, which apparently did
not have the second-man very often, and lived with his family in a house, composed of an office and a metal cage/
cell block. During their five-year posting there, phones were in the detachment and the residence. So, when the
phone rang for the office it also rang in the residence. There was no radio communication from the detachment
office to the patrol vehicles or members at that time. It was at McLennan that Norma, while being a wife and
mother, was also the receptionist, took messages, and recorded complaints while Orval was out of the office. She
also acted as the matron and guard if there happened to be a prisoner in the cell. She cooked and fed all the
prisoners that were in the cell as this was next to her kitchen. She conducted searches on females and did escorts
of women and children when required.
The Poll’s were transferred from McLennan to Leduc in 1956. Leduc was a two-man detachment and
they lived above the post office. This was the time of Alberta’s first oil boom and they were building the four-lane
highway between Edmonton and Calgary. The Force saw fit to also station a Highway Patrol Unit in Leduc. Here
again, with lots of construction and oil patch workers, everyone was busy, as was Norma who continued to act as
matron. It should be noted this was the first detachment in which they had radio communication between the
vehicles and the office, and this allowed Norma to make contact with and dispatch Orval.
They were transferred from Leduc to Claresholm in 1961, then to Calgary in 1963, Calgary to Drumheller
in 1964 and left the Force in 1965. Prior to his posting in Spirit River and his subsequent marriage to Norma,
Orval had been stationed in Peace River, Camrose, Ponoka and Jasper.
W.H. (Bill) Cuthbert
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Patricia Elaine Samotej
Wife of Supt. R. (Rick) Samotej, Reg. #31247/0.1852
My wife and I were stationed in “G” Division from 1981 to 1987. In those six years we were in the
following communities: Yellowknife, Rankin Inlet, Sanikiluaq and Pond Inlet.
Sanikiluaq Detachment: Posted there from 1983 to 1985. This was a two-person detachment on Belcher
Island in the Hudson Bay. My wife was definitely my back-up on a variety of tasks, including making prisoner
meals, assisting in searching female prisoners, and answering the police radio and police phone. There was no
support staff, so she also assisted in some office work.
Pond Inlet Detachment: Posted at this detachment from 1985 to 1987. This was also a two-person
detachment on the northern tip of Baffin Island. Again, my wife was my back-up like she was in Sanikiluaq
Detachment. There was on occasion when we had a civilian helicopter crash, and I was the only member at the
detachment. My wife assisted to help organize aircraft, and meals, as well as keeping Sub-Division apprised while
I was on the land search for the downed aircraft.
R. (Rick) Samotej

Renie C. Saunders
Wife of W.M. Saunders, Cst. Reg. #18285
Shawnigan Lake Detachment - 1965-1966, attached married quarters, one-man detachment. Answered
phone, issued provincial licences, answered door, dispatched calls thru Duncan Detachment (no radio at
detachment, only in car).
Oliver Det., 1966-1971, attached married quarters. When no one was in office, answered phone,
dispatched member on patrol, answered door, fed prisoners, matron duties.
Sechelt Det., 1971-1974, attached married quarters, eight-man detachment. Limited duties as we
obtained a female clerk during this period; fed prisoners, acted as matron.
W.M. Saunders

Lorna E. Simmonds
Wife of Douglas G. Simmonds Reg. # 15291
I was transferred to Strathmore Detachment in April, 1955 as a Constable with my wife, Lorna E. Simmonds.
I was the only man at that detachment. While away on patrols, Lorna would take all calls that came into the office,
and if they were urgent she would phone Calgary Radio Room which in turn would contact me by police radio
and pass on the information. This happened quite often during my stay at Strathmore.
One particular day in 1958, somewhere around late August or early September, I received a call at 7:00
a.m. about an accidental shooting, murder and suicide, to which I attended. All of this was one incident, and I was
gone for 52 hours. During that time, Lorna answered numerous calls about stolen wallets, thefts, and assaults. She
issued permits, took accident reports and even took a call on a bank robbery at Standard, which was the opposite
direction from the first call I was investigating. She advised Calgary, but they could not contact me as I was out
of service. Calgary informed G.I.S. who covered the bank robbery.
Early in September, 1959, I was transferred to Okotoks, just south of Calgary and I had a second member.
When we were both out on investigations, Lorna again answered the phone and took complaints. There was a
radio receiver in the office, but no transmitter, so she had to phone Calgary who would contact us, and we would
conduct the investigation. During the summer of 1962, “K” Division placed a Highway Patrol with two men and
also supplied two more men for detachment duties. My wife was so happy when we moved to a rented house in
Okotoks as she did not have to answer or make phone calls concerning police business.
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In June, 1963, I was transferred to High River, Alberta. This detachment had a radio receiver and
transmitter. We moved in the detachment quarters which were attached to the office. We also had a three-man
town detail and a three-man Highway Patrol, one dog man and one member on rural duty. At this time, we had
our only son, and quite often when no one was in the office, my wife could be heard calling a High River car to
attend to a complaint that had come in so she still knew how to answer the phone and learned to use the radio.
Her happiest day was when I was transferred to Calgary in 1968 when her duties as an unpaid “Second Man” ceased.
D.G. Simmonds

Kathleen M. Smith
Wife of S/Sgt. Vernon G. Smith, Reg. #14956
After training and several transfers, I was posted to Westlock Detachment, “K” Division in January
1949. It was there that I met Kathleen Miller. We were married there in 1952 and our oldest son was born
there the following year. In February of 1954, we were transferred to a constable’s one-man detachment at Fort
Vermilion, Alberta. At that time, this was designated as isolated post for which we received $1.50 extra per
day. The detachment area was huge, extending from the B.C. boundary on the west, the Northwest Territories
boundary to the north, the 5th Meridian on the east and approximately Paddle Prairie to the south – in other
words, the entire northwest corner of the province, where I was the lone policeman. There were few roads and
the only means of travel to the east was by boat on the Peace River. This meant that a good part of the time I was
away from home, and my wife was alone with small children. We were required to live a primitive life without
many services enjoyed in other areas. The house was an old log two-story building with the office and cell room
housed in a lean-to at the side adjacent to the kitchen. There was no telephone service, no radio communication,
no running water, and marginal electricity supplied from a local plant.
The only means of communication was by D.O.T Telegraph connection with Peace River town, which
operated from approximately 9.00 a.m. to 5.00 p.m. Monday to Friday depending on whether or not there was
someone in the office at the other end. Mail came in once a week by a scheduled CP Air flight from Edmonton.
Whenever I was away, my wife was required to deal with any problems which might arise in the area, and deal
with them as best she could. She had no way of contacting either me or any other policeman. During the winter
months, she was required to keep the three oil stoves burning, and this required oil to be carried in with a pail to
refuel the stoves twice a day. The location of the cell room allowed any prisoner incarcerated to watch my wife
cooking at the kitchen range. She was also required to provide meals for any prisoner, and at times to act as a
matron if a female or child was involved. These conditions remained until we were transferred to Peace River town
in September of 1957.
While in Peace River, we lived a more normal life in our own small house until December of 1961 when
we were transferred to I/C a Corporal’s three-man detachment at Camrose, Alberta. There, we lived in quarters
in a Type II RCMP building where the offices, cell room and single quarters were just through the doorway from
our living room. Camrose was a city of approximately 10,000 at that time, with their own city police force. The
RCMP had given up a policing contract for the city not long before our arrival, but numerous citizens still called
our office at all hours of the day or night, even if it only required a referral. We were disturbed almost every night.
Most of the time, the second and third men were married and lived out so after normal hours, week-ends and
holidays, we received all calls. This was a busy detachment, and it required us to be away from the office a good
deal of the time. During our absence, my wife answered the office calls, took messages, and either contacted a
member by telephone, or radio, and became very proficient in handling complaints, etc. It was necessary for my
wife to keep all doors locked if she were alone as often people coming to the office door and finding it closed,
would come to the residence. On one occasion, a man entered our rear door and went down the basement to
where my wife was doing laundry, looking for the police. This was a very stressful time for her and according to
our family doctor this was the cause of her many migraines.
We were transferred from Camrose in September of 1954 and enjoyed more normal living in our own
homes at Stettler and Red Deer until my retirement in June 1972. Through all our married years in the Force my
wife was a strong supporter, and assisted in any social function, children’s Christmas parties, etc., and ensured that
single Constables stationed with us had a place for Christmas Dinner, and the like.
Vernon G. Smith
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Bettes Stratton
Wife of Gordon Grant Stratton, Reg. #15356
At the time of their marriage, Cst. and Mrs. Stratton were stationed in Peace River, Alberta. By 1954,
Stratton was transferred to Fairview, Alberta to take over the one-man detachment. When they arrived, the movers
refused to move their belongings into the detachment house because it was “un-liveable.” It was the worst living
conditions Mrs. Stratton had ever seen. It took days of work by hired help from the town and contributions from
the townspeople to make it habitable for the new police officer, his wife and four-week-old baby. To give you
an idea of the condition, the Ident man from Peace River was in town, and both he and Cst. Stratton took turns
shooting rodents in the basement from the upstairs landing. Mrs. Stratton’s first assignment as a Second Man was
to make it a home and an office and all without indoor plumbing. This building is now the museum in Fairview.
The Stratton’s stayed in Fairview from 1954 to 1959 working as a team. With no radios to communicate, if
the Mountie was out of the building, then the Mrs. is who took the calls and quite often handled the entire situation.
Fairview covered one of the largest areas, so quite often the members were required to overnight at trading
posts rather than make the long trip home. On one such occasion, Mrs. Stratton took a call at the detachment
asking for help in locating the parents of a very ill student at the college. The parents lived between Peace River
and Fairview and were snowbound, but the hospital felt they should get there as quickly as possible. Mrs. Stratton
called Peace River Detachment and someone on that end snowmobiled the parents out and got them to the college
in time. Several weeks later, Cst. Stratton received a Commendation for an incident he had no recollection of
doing. Simply because he hadn’t done anything to earn this Commendation, his unpaid second man had.
In 1959, a transfer to Fort Macleod, Alberta and a much larger detachment still had Mrs. Stratton
assisting in the running of the office. The living quarters were above the post office and attached to the police
office. The single-man quarters were down the hall with the cellblock at the rear, over the garage. The female
cellblock was also in this building and had such a regular turnover, when Mrs. Stratton delivered her fourth
child; she had to take her to the cellblock for the prisoners to see. As it was a very large native community, the
women had given her an Indian name “woman with many children.” Mrs. Stratton was responsible for feeding all
prisoners, searching the females and coming up with clothing from the local churches for the women to wear to
court. On one occasion, Mrs. Stratton was grabbed from behind around the throat and escaped only by dropping
to the floor unexpectedly.
This is still before the cars had radios, so a signal system was set up. In an emergency, the town light would
be turned on and the Mountie(s) on patrol would know to come back to the office. If the Mountie in the office
had to leave and Mrs. Stratton was next door at the pool, he would shut the blind and she would pack up all the
kids and go back to the office.
From 1961 to 1965 the Stratton’s moved to Olds, Alberta. When they first arrived they lived in an old
Alberta Provincial Police Building while the new detachment was being built. In the new building, the cellblock
only housed the men, but Mrs. Stratton was responsible for feeding the prisoners. She cooked whatever the family
was having, just more of it. On one occasion, a prisoner wandered into the house from the office and was instantly
tackled by three Mounties. Apparently, the prisoner was not trying to escape, but rather he wanted to thank the
Mrs. “for a lovely meal.”
This detachment had radios in the cars, but they weren’t flawless. Before Mrs. Stratton could respond to the
radio in the office, her kids watching cartoons would relay the incoming messages as they also came in over the TV.
In Olds, the section NCO said he’d give Mrs. Stratton her own detachment if she brushed up on her law.
Gordon Grant Stratton

Valerie Anne Taylor
Wife of Sgt. George Ross Taylor, Reg. #25040
I am a retired member of the RCMP; George Ross Taylor. I served 35 years in the Province of Saskatchewan
from 1966 to 2001, except for three months in training in Penhold, Alberta. I married Valerie Anne Sprout in 1970 in
Regina. During our married life, we lived in Yorkton, Ituna, Rosthern, Carnduff and Regina. We were posted at two
detachments; Ituna 1978 – 1984; Carnduff 1900- 1993 where Val did the most of her Second Man work.
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Over this nine-year year period, she served in every category that every regular member has and continues
to do, such as: backup in the police car, radio operator, telephone operator, secretary duties, office/member quarters
manager, and answered all questions directed at her by the public looking for a member or assistance at the private
members quarters. At one point, she even utilized the police car to pick me up and return me to the office to
respond to urgent duties. Every day, she lived the role of a Second Man.
I can continue on, but the truth be known she was the best debriefing expert for the stress I assumed during
my duties. I brought the stress of the job to our lives and she reasoned it out with me. Without her, I would never
had made 35 years of dealing with sudden deaths, minute inspections, annual inspections, transfers and annual
assessments which often reduced me to utter frustration. She knew how to deal with all of them and also to make
me a better policeman. She gave me ideas of how to deal with different members’ family crises and family issues.
The public often approached her to find out what happened, and she simply replied she did not know and
told them to go and see George. She never compromised any situation by talking about it.
Although she lies on a hospital bed dying of cancer, it is the least I can do for her even though she will
never see the award brooch. She has two granddaughters who I know will always remember her, but this will help
them identify how great a grandmother she really was and just one of the many things she did very well.
She was committed to my lifestyle and she was the Second Man and was there when I needed her.
She would never have allowed me to put her name forward for this award as she did it because she knew
how to and wanted to do it for me.
George R. Taylor

Vivian Toews
Wife of Ralph Toews, Reg. #15511
Back in the 1950’s, the RCMP had many one-man detachments, usually staffed by a different breed of
Mountie and his wife. He worked alone and had no police radio to call for back-up. When he was out of the
office his wife answered the door, the phone, and later, the radio. Detachment wives, who operated as second man,
gained much police experience over the years and the two of them worked as a team.
From 1955 to 1960, Ralph and Vivian Toews were stationed at Provost, Alberta, a farming community in
northeastern Alberta close to the Saskatchewan border. One day, Ralph had just left the office en route to Macklin,
Saskatchewan, when Vivian took a phone call from a very excited caller. He had just found a body and wanted
the police ASAP.
Vivian immediately phoned the local telephone operator to tell her she had received a report of a body
being found and needed to contact Constable Toews, who just left town for Macklin. “Leave it with me Vivian,”
she said, “I’ll get on it right away.” The operator began phoning farmers along the way to see if the police car had
gone by. As several farmers reported seeing the car, she extended her calls further down the line until she found a
farmer’s wife who said the police car had not passed and she would go out and flag him down.
Ralph was a bit surprised at seeing a woman in the middle of the road waving frantically. He stopped and
she told him, “You’re wanted back at the office. Somebody just found a body.”
In August, 1960, the Toews, with their two small children, five and three years, were moved to Canmore,
Alberta, another one-man detachment. Canmore is on the main Trans-Canada Highway between Calgary and
Banff. Always a busy detachment, it gets much busier during summer time with the tourist traffic. The detachment
had radio communication which Ralph explained carefully to Vivian. If she needed to get in touch with him the
mike was on the desk and the police radio was always on in the car.
They were there only a month when Vivian realized her unofficial duties as “Second Man” had a whole
new meaning at Canmore. She found with small children to look after, Ralph absent, the constant phone calls,
people at the door, and the police radio duties, that the days could be quite daunting.
One day, after taking several police phone calls, she decided she had had enough. She marched into the
office, grabbed the mike and in a very frustrated voice shouted, “Ralph you get back here and do your own damn
work.” She had just slammed the mike down and stomped back to the kitchen when the phone rang again.
“Hello, Mrs. Toews, Calgary Radio Room calling. We just heard you calling for your husband to return
to the office. Is there trouble? Do you need some help?”
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There was dead silence. Ralph had told her if she needed him to just give him a call on the radio but he
forgot to tell her the broadcast covered all of Calgary Sub-Division detachments. She was still contemplating the
results of her actions when the concerned caller again asked:
“Hello, hello, Mrs. Toews are you still there? Do you need help?”
“I’m still here. I don’t need help. I can handle it. Thanks for calling.”
She hung up the phone and a few minutes later, Banff Detachment phoned offering help. When Ralph
returned, Vivian said, “I think we need to talk about this Second Man position.”
J.R. (Jack) Kenny

Marnie Van Norman
Wife of Jack Van Norman, Reg. #22593
I spent 32 years in the Force most of which was in the Air Division. At most of our Air Sections, the pilots
did their own coordinating of flights. Flight requests for the use of the aircraft came direct to the Air Detachment,
and when we were out flying or after hours, the requests came direct to our residences. My wife, Marnie, had a
daily schedule where we were flying and also took requests for use of the aircraft. This often entailed taking up to 20
phone calls a day and advising the caller where we were, when we would be back, and obtaining a number where we
could call back to the caller. She also helped out the wives of the members living in isolated settlements whenever
she could, in purchasing items that were not available in the settlements and sending them out with me for delivery.
Marnie also put up with isolated posts such as Inuvik and Yellowknife and took an active part in the community
doing everything from running a Girl Guide group to helping build the new local curling club.
Marnie was an invaluable asset to my job, Air Division, and the Force in the many ways she performed
the duties of a Second Man. It is thanks to her that we enjoyed the success and reputation as a service to the Field
members that we did.
Jack Van Norman
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“When we grow old , there can be only one regret;
not to have given enough of ourselves.”
- Eleanora Duse

These women are an excellent example of giving of themselves.

