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   Photo by Lana Fox  

ñPRESERVE, PROTECT, PROMOTEò 
ñTHESE OLD BUILDINGS DO NOT BELONG TO US ONLY; THAT THEY 
HAVE BELONGED TO OUR FOREFATHERS, AND THEY WILL BELONG 

TO OUR DESCENDANTS,ò   William Morris  
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    ELECTION OF OFFICERS  

President:  Grant Johannesen  
Vice President:  Derek Burdikin  

Treasurer:  Tony Bensted  
Secretary:  Brenda Beatty  

DIRECTORS ELECTED 
Richard Wright  

Robin Grady  
Lana Fox 

Kristie Seaborn  
Bridget Nowakowski  

Jim Gorsline 
 

These positions are good for a one year term  2015 -16   at which time there will be 
another election of officers in November at the  AGM meeting.  

COMMITTEE POSITIONS:  Special Projects, Trails, Cemetery, Website. 

MEMBERSHIP is from May 1 st and ends April 30 st., of the next year. A seasons 
pass is included with the membership and entitles the bearer to visit Barkerville  
from  opening in  May to  the  end of September , and as often as they wi sh.   
 
Membership gives you a voice in the Preservation, Protection and Promotion of the 
historical sites of Barkerville and the Cariboo Goldfields; Seasons Pass; Newsletter to 
keep you informed.  Members are welcome to Director Íg aYYh]b[g held in Quesnel  
1 st Wednesday of the month of which two are usually held in Barkerville.    
Membership /Newsletter contact person:  Lana Fox  
Trails contact person:  Robin Grady  
 

 
 

 
 

ELECTION RESULTS FROM AGM MEETING 

VOLUNTEER HELP, WELCOMED AND APPRECIATED! 
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FOR THOSE OF YOU UNAWARE OF WHO WE AREéé. We 

are a registered non -profit organization comprised of dedicated volunteers. Our main 
focus is to enhance the preservation, protection and promotion as it applies to 
Barkerville and the Historic Cariboo Goldfields Area.  
WHAT WEÍN= 9;;GEHDAK@=<éé. 

Since our forma tion in 1984, the Society has dI spersed well over $1.5 million in 
projects and programs.  The majorit y of these funds have been spent  in Barkerville 
for projects such as cataloguing of thousands of artifacts, public awareness 
campaigns, historic trail development in and around Barkerville and the Gold Rush 
area, improvements to the cemetery, financial support for repairing the cemetery 
wall, for reconstuction of the Waterwheel and Stampmill, raising funds to restore the 
Canadian Claim and  donated a new bridge across Williams Creek for access to this 
site.  We continue to make improvements at Blessing Íg Grave site and Stanley 
Cemetery.  Trail signage and clearing of trails is ongoing.  
VOLUNTEERSééWe are always in need of volunteers!  Work B ees for trail work 
UbX gdf]b[ W`YUbid Uh h\Y WYaYhYfmÍg UfY cb[c]b[ dfc^YWhg*  Members can also serve 
as volunteers to assist in various needs at Barke rville Historic Town e specially 
during special events and busy Holiday weekends.   If you would like to become 
involved please contact us via email:   friendsofbarkerville @ barkerville.ca  or by mail 
to :  Friends of Barkerville Cariboo Goldfields Historical Society  

PO Box 4152, Quesnel, BC, V2J 6V6  
or if you wish to speak directly to a director, call Robin Grady at 250 -992 -2008.   
Follow us too!    Friends of Barkerville - Cariboo Historical Society - Facebook 
 

 

mailto:friendsofbarkerville@barkerville.ca
https://www.google.ca/url?sa=t&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=web&cd=1&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=0CCAQFjAAahUKEwjK7eDgp-TIAhWKNYgKHXLaBKE&url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.facebook.com%2Fpages%2FFriends-of-Barkerville-Cariboo-Historical-Society%2F233437226719775&usg=AFQjCNH5Z11KGE5_xIJQnJrBpJ3dyGJxpg
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THIS YEARS WINNERéé (one of two)  of the Jerry MacDonald 
Bursary award s goes to Cynthia Leeanne Dykhulzen of Quesnel.  Here is 
her submissioné.of Sophia Cameron, wife of John Cameron.       

Oh, the cold.  It envelops me, making me a prisoner in my own 
body.  Not only has the frigid air numbed my body, but my mind as well, and I ôve 
become sluggish and weak.  I cannot seem to find it in myself to leave this chair. 

John builds up the fire again, and my eyes flick towards the dancing flames, 
willing their heat to penetrate my skin.  I catch John ôs eye, and he drops his gaze 
immediately, but not before I can see the worry there, and the fear.  He is anxious 
for me, for my health.  Perhaps I should be too, but somehow I cannot bring myself 
to care. 
 My gaze moves to the warped window in front of me, where the perpetually 
grey sky is dark.  It must be late night early morning.  Down in the town, the other 
household s will have been sound asleep for hours now.  That is a common 
occurrence in a mining village. Early to bed, early to rise.  
 John should be asleep as well.  I glance at him again, ready to try once more 
hc Wcbj]bWY \]a hc `YUjY am g]XY( Vih A WUbÍh gYYa hc acjY am `]dg*  AhÍg hcc aiW\ 
effort, and I am too, too cold.  
 Johns wants to try for another baby.  He thinks that this time, because we 
have a permanent home and have settled in, will be different.  He believes we can be 
a happy family together, here in the North.  I nod every time he brings it up; not 
willing to give a voice to the part of me that absolutely refuses to attempt to have 
another child.  I know, I just know that if I lose another, I will lose myself along with 
it.  And I am already so frail.   So weak.  The smallest gust of wind could sweep me 
away, let alone losing another child.  
 My mind flashes back to little Alice, staring in confusion as John paraded her 
proudly through the streets.  Then to her body, stiff and cold as I clutched it to my  
chest, hot tears spilling down onto the marble -like skin.  And then to our second 
child, never to be named.  He was never alive, only ever a corpse, stiff and icy and 
very, very dead.    
 I raise my fingertips to the window, but they are too cold to melt off any ice.  
Outside, the clouds hide the stars but cannot dim the moon, which shines brilliantly 
down, illuminating the crisp snow and dark evergreens.  
 My eyes start to slip close.  I welcome sleep, for it is there that I feel no pain, 
no regret, no con stant cold.  John is saying something, but his voice is like smoke on 
the wind, transparent and formless and quickly blown away.  ( Continued ) 
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 My eyes struggle open, searching for John, but they fall on the window 
instead.  Outside, the first snowflakes of  a new storm are beginning to fall.  I fall 
with them.  And for the first time in months, I am really, truly warm.  
          Sophia Cameron 
 ___________________________________________________  
 

TRAIL MAINTENANCE WORK BEE  - August 7, 2015   
Early on the morning of Friday, August 7, 2015, eight able and willing volunteers 
set out in vehicles, gathering at the Barkerville parking lot. At 9 a.m. with backpacks 
Z]``YX( U d]W_id hfiW_ Zi`` cZ gUkg( [YUf( UbX gUZYhm Yei]daYbh( hkc 9LNÍg( UbX h\fYY 
bicycles, the group made its way through  Barkerville and Richfield up to summit 
Rock and parked at a cabin shelter . Photo -Jim Gorsline ready to start day off.  From there the 

crew split into groups and transferred 
people and equipment along a portion of 
the  Cariboo Waggon Road leading towards 
Stanley. Recent rainfall had caused some 
damage to a couple of spots along the trail 
aU_]b[ hf]W_m UWWYgg Zcf h\Y 9LNÍg* L\fYY 
of our volunteers with personal protective 
equipment (PPE), used power saws to buck 
limbs, brush, and blown down trees that 
were on or across  the trail. The other five 
volunteers followed along behind, two on 
foot and three on bicycles, removing the 

bucked pieces from the trail surface.   We branched off of the Cariboo Waggon Road 
following south on the Van  Winkle trail.  Here, the trail and trail markers were less 
obvious and visible.  

We marked the trail by chopping blazes on two sides of trees using a hatchet to 
mark the direction of travel coming from the south or  north. We followed old blazes, 
plastic trail marker tags nailed to trees, and signs.  
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After clearing debris 
from this trail for a 
few hundred meters, 
we split the crew up. 
Three volunteers took 
h\Y 9LNÍg id the 
Mount Agnes trail to 
Groundhog Lake 
where  they would 
wait for the five 
volunteers continuing 
on with clearing the 
Van Winkle trail, up 
Photo -Bridget Nowakowski, 

Dianne & Darrell Dagneau cycling in alpine meadow along Elk Mtn.  

and over Elk Mountain to Groundhog Lake . The day was warm and bright for  the 
most part. Rain or showers were in the forecast but thankfully never materialized. 
We saw some gorgeous scenery, rock formations, wildflowers, streams, alpine 
meadows and Ella, Black, and Ground hog lakes. We came upon a lone caribou in the 
alpine, along Elk Mountain after seeing several indicators ï droppings and bedding 
areas in meadows. When we stopped for lunch and snacks along the trail we saw 
gray jays (whiskey jacks/camp robbers).  

With it being late in the season there were few insects to bothe r us. A sense of 
history surrounded us as we imagined the original miners/packers/settlers creating, 
working on, or travelling the same trail we were now working on, many years later. 
They suffered through many hardships enduring weather, long days and nig hts, 
using bare hands and hand tools. We are able to use vehicles, power tools and wear 
rain and wind proof clothing.  

Then and now, we enjoy the company of fellow workers/volunteers, fresh air, 
wilderness, flora and fauna and appreciate hard work. Either kUm( UZhYf U XUmÍg kcf_ 
in the mountains in and around Barkerville, it sure was and is nice to return to town 
and or home to have a hot meal and refreshments to wash it down with.  
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We ended our day, returning on the empty Barkerville back road, adjacent an d 
parallel to Williams Creek a little past 6:30 p.m.   

For this trail work bee, Robin Grady had several metal signs made up by the ñSign 
Stopò that he posted at trail heads and points of interest, including the Powder 
house trail, Summit rock, Van W inkle trail, Goldfields ditch line , and Mount Agnes.           

Robin Grady at Summit Rock Meadow  

There was an abundance of 
wild huckleberries and we stopped 
to gorge ourselves at various 
locations along the trail. There were 
endless photo opportunities;  a few 
pictures have been included for 
your viewing pleasure. We highly 
recommend taking the time to 
explore and enjoy these and other 
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trails in and around  
Barkerville by 
hiking, biking, 
snowshoeing, 
skiing, etc.   Photo -
Tony Bensted on 
Van Winkle Trail. I 
want to 
acknowledge and 
thank the 
volunteers for the 
trail work done 
August 7 th .   Many 
thanks to Darrell 
and Dianne Dagneau for their hard labour and bicycle po wer ; Robin Grady (FOB 
Director) for the use of his pickup truck, power tools, and hard labour ; Tony 
Bensted(FOB Director) and his son Adam for the use of their ATV, power tools, and 
hard labour; Jim Gorsline (FOB Director) for the use of his ATV, power tools, and 
hard labour; Bridget Nowakowski (FOB Director) for her hard labour and bicycle 
power; Grant Johannesen (FOB Director) for his hard labour.    

 

This photo was taken by 
Dianne Dagneau  

 

Bridget 
Nowakowski, Adam 

Bensted, Darrell 
Dagneau at Black 

Lake 

 


