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Chapter 11 
  
  

THOMAS MICHAEL McDONALD 
  
  
 
 Thomas was born on the 28th of September 1883 at the McDonald farm on Stag Creek, 
Low Township, Gatineau County, Quebec.  He was the third child born to Michael and Ellen 
Sullivan McDonald.  As such, it was his honor, in proper Irish tradition, to receive his father's 
name of Michael.  It appears from the St. Camille Parish records that the original name given 
him was Michael Thomas McDonnell at his baptism on 7 October 1883.  It may have been 
confusing having two Michaels in the home so this new baby grew to manhood being called 
Thomas.  Knowing that Michael was his "other" given name, in usage his names became 
reversed to Thomas Michael.    
 
 

 



  134 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Michael Thomas McDonnell 
(This is the man we knew as Thomas Michael McDonald) 

 
On the seventh day of October one thousand 

eight hundred and eighty three.  We the undersigned 
priest of this parish have baptized Michael Thomas 

born the twenty eighth day of last September, legitimate  
son of Michael McDonnell, farmer, and Ellen Sullivan 

of this parish. The godfather was Thomas McDonnell farmer 
of this parish and the godmother was Catherine Mulvihill 

aunt of the child who as well as the father 
have declared that they cannot sign this act 

has been read to the parties.        P. McCarthy 

Baptismal record of Thomas Michael McDonald. 
St. Camille parish record, Farrellton, Quebec. 

 
 
 Because of the reversal of his given names, he had difficulty later in life in demonstrating 
who he really was.  In order to qualify for a pension from the US government, he had to write to the 
parish of his birth, and also produce a letter from someone who knew him all his life (a sister) to 
prove that Thomas Michael McDonnell, and Michael Thomas McDonald were really the same 
person. 
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          Sept. 12, 1945 
 
     U.S. Civil Service Commission 
     Retirement Division 
 Washington, D.C. 
 
 Gentlemen: 
 
     There is enclosed a copy of the Certificate of Baptism of Michael Thomas 
McDonnell and a sworn statement from his sister to the effect that Thomas Michael 
McDonald and Michael Thomas McDonnell are one and the same person. 
 
     These two records are being forwarded to you in accordance with Mr. 
McDonald's request in answer to your Form 2473 which was sent to him.  When the 
enclosed documents have served their purpose, please return them to this office by 
registered mail. 
 
     Very truly yours, 
     Maurice Lipian 
     Asst. Project Director 
 

  
  
 Thomas was only about one year-old when his maternal grandparents, Patrick and Mary 
Sullivan, moved from the area and settled in Wausau, Wisconsin.  Virtually all of the Sullivans 
moved to Wisconsin at that time except for their daughter, and Tom’s mother, Ellen Sullivan 
McDonald (wife of Michael McDonald.)   
 
 With the addition of Tom, the McDonald family now had three husky young boys 
growing up to help with the rigorous tasks around the farm.  Tom also had a cousin named 
Andrew, the oldest son of his Uncle Thomas McDonald, who was just his age.  They must have 
been close friends growing up together on their family farm.  In fact, these four boys (Tom, his 
two older brothers, Andy & PJ, and their cousin Andrew) were all within about a two-year span 
in age.  They would have learned to hunt and fish, as well as work together.   
  
 For his first eleven years Tom lived next to his McDonald grandparents, Andy and Emily.  
During that time he spent numerous hours listening to stories about Ireland and the trip across the 
ocean on the "chip".  They made an impression on his memory that lasted a lifetime.  There was 
something in his relationship with his Grandfather that made Tom feel a desire to write down a 
short history of that man.  Of his own childhood, Tom related:  
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My earlest Reclections I was Looking a new lamb over when its mother sneaked around 
behind me and bumped me.  Every time I rased my but up trying to get on my feet bang 
my nose tore up the ground then mother came with a stick and resqued me. 

  
I was borne Sept 28th, 1883  at that time the valley was all cleared of tember and a road 
built from it to Ottawa about sixty five miles.  Dad owned the west half of Andys land 
about one hundred and twenty acres.  Andrew was halling the mail from a town called 
Farrelton and keeping the post office.  The creek was called Stag Creek and the Post 
office Stagsburn... 

  
Stag Creek Valley was a buetifull plase in the sommer, hundreds of birds every whare  
Fur bearing animals in the water and on the hills.  Trees of every kind wild red and choke 
cherries red and black rose berries Buternut trees on the hill  buternuts are about the size 
of wallnuts.  We used to gather sacks of them and put them upstairs to dry out. 

  
The winters ware something else.  Snow started to fall in october and we had about two 
feet by ChristMass  in January the road left the fences and went across the fields  Put on 
your snow shoes if you wanted to leave the beaten path.  Fuebery puff and blow fill up 
every hole with snow. 

  
The men had worked out a fine systom they tuck the horses to the lumber camps in 
december and came back in March  The women faught the snow all winter shoveling 
roads to get cattle and horses to water melting snow for water in the house and packing in 
wood. 

  
We moved from StagsBurn to a rented plase in 95 (1895) stayed there a year and then 
moved to Poltimore About 40 miles from Ottawa on the north (east) side of the Gateneu 
river. 

  
Dads place there was a mile long and half a mile wide with a creek running down the 
lenght of it.  One side of the creek was level farm land.  The other a long ridge covered 
with tember.  Hundreds of big maple trees for making maple sugar. 

  
Left the Poltimore plase in 1906 came to Deluth Minn.  Moved from ther in July to 
Columbus, N.D. the next May to the Sun River Reclemation project near Great falls 
Mont.  Moved in Dec. 1908 to Somers Mont.  From Sommers to St. Ignatius in March of 
1909. 

  
Worked as carpenter foreman in Sun River and first year in the Flathead  Started running 
independant camps spring of 1910  Put in the Concrete for Nine Pipe Dam.  And small 
structures around Charlo.  1911 Kicking Horse Headworks and drops.  1912 structures 
west of Pabalo  1913 structures on Polson Ditch Northwest of Pabalo and Moese.  14 
(1914) concrete at the Dixion Agency and Moved to Helena to put up a buildeing for a 
contracter.  15 Part of the year in Helena.  Part time for a Contracter small structures 
south of Nine Pipe.  16 put in... Started work on Dasate ditch.  17 structures on Dasaty 
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ditch and North of St. Ignatus.  18 Put in structures north west of Charlo and started a 
Gerage in Charlo." 

  
 As a young man, Tom gave a lot of serious thought to what he wanted to be.  Although 
he had received a very limited education, only about one month of school, he decided he did not 
want to be a farmer or a lumberjack but wanted instead to be an engineer.  He sent away for 
some books and studied on his own.  Although he completed the engineering course work, and 
received a certificate of completion, this was rarely recognized by future employers as being the 
same as a college degree.  Consequently, he often had to take lesser positions, but his 
engineering competence was often relied on by his superiors who recognized his talents which 
surpassed their own.  Thomas had an inquiring mind and was capable of sorting out complex 
problems.  Truly a self-educated man, Tom realized he would need to move beyond western 
Quebec to make his way in the world.  
  
 Consequently, in 1906, Tom left his family back in Poltimore and went to Wisconsin.  
This was not his final destination but he had some Sullivan Uncles and Aunts on his Mother's 
side and it gave him a place to start looking.  From there he heard of work in North Dakota, and 
then, further west in Montana.  Over the next couple of years most of his family followed him 
out to Montana to make a new life in the west.  His brother Bill relates the story as follows: 
  

Now in our family there were five boys and two girls (who lived to adulthood).  Andy, 
PJ, Tom, Anastasia, Bill, Ed and Mary.  Your granddad (Tom) was the third boy.  He was 
also the tallest and heaviest--about 6' 2 1/2", 240 pounds when at his best.  All the boys 
were six feet or over except for Ed.  He was about 5' 10 1/2". 

  
I put in more time living with and working with Tom than any of the others.  He was 
seven years older than I.  My older brothers were up and gone when I was growing up.  
Like he said, he came from Canada in 1906.  I came in 1908.  When I came to Great 
Falls, Montana, Tom was working for the United States Reclamation Service out of Great 
Falls up on the Sun River above Fort Shaw.  I joined him there.  In September of 1908 we 
finished the job and came over to Kalispell.  Tom had 56 acres S.W. of Somers.  We 
wintered there. 

   
In the Spring of 1909, we went to work for the U.S.R.S. out of St. Ignatius.  At this time 
Tom was the foreman and I did labor work and then got to be a carpenter, ditch rider and 
so on.  I homesteaded in 1911, Tom in 1912.  I believe that I sold my land in 1913.  Tom 
got more land, some state, and some he bought.  Anyway, he had 640 acres in one block.  
In 1914 I moved in with him and was with him until I went into the Army.  That was the 
end of our living together.  He stayed on the ranch.  When I came back (from World War 
I) in 1919 I stayed in town. 

 
Those four years of ranching, Tom worked out (on government projects) most of the 
time.  You see, he was a builder while I was a wrangler.  One January in 1914 we worked 
on a warehouse in Helena, Montana that was three stories high.  While we were there we 
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took some dancing lessons to learn to waltz.  Tom was not very interested.  So while on 
the ranch, Saturday evenings I would saddle up the Strawberry Roan and ride over the 5 
Mile Ridge to the Moiese Club house to dance which was about seven miles.  Tom would 
call it a day and go to bed.  Like I said, Tom was a builder.  Hand him the blue prints and 
he would put up the dam or whatever it was. 

  
 

 
Thomas M. McDonald 

Somers, MT.  24 March 1910 (age 27) 
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In 1916 we caught our first coyote.  I had set the trap and the coyote got in after it 
snowed about 4".  He got away with the trap but left marks in the snow.  When I told 
Tom, he picked up an old 44 Winchester and took to the coyote trail.  After 3 or 4 miles 
the coyote ended up on our ranch on the side hill.  Tom came in for lunch and I took 
down a 32 special Rifle and Tom went with me.  The coyote was under a big fir tree.  The 
low limbs made it hard to see.  The trap rattled on the rocks.  Before getting there we 
decided on shooting it in the head so that not to spoil the fur.  Tom spotted the gray fur, 
'Bang' went the old 44.  We pulled the coyote out, shot through the shoulder.  I said, 'too 
bad'.  Tom said, 'I was afraid he would get away.' 

  
While Tom and I were quite different in our ways, we got along okay.  Tom did not use 
tobacco.  He did not dance, well, not much.  No liquor except only once, just a little wine.  
I used all of those.   

  
I was married the fall of 1920.  We were building a house in Charlo.  My wife gave us 
some wine at lunch.  After lunch we walked out, me and Tom.  Tom sang, 'tra-la-la; la la.'  
We came to the gate in the picket fence about 3 1/2 feet high.  This gate was one you 
could go over or under.  I jumped over the gate and Tom went under.  My wife was in the 
doorway looking on.  I believe that was the last time Tom and I were seen together." 

  
 While working for the U.S. Reclamation Service near St. Ignatius and at Nine Pipe, Tom 
met an attractive young woman named Pearl Belle Fitzpatrick.  She was living with her sisters on 
her brother's homestead on Post Creek between St. Ignatius and Ronan, Montana.  Their son, 
Don, relates the story of their early courtship as follows: 
  

He (Tom McDonald) started to ride the motorcycle to see the Fitzpatrick girls on Sundays 
in 1911.  Pearl, Myrtle and Cora were living on a farm on Post Creek.  The Fitzpatrick 
boys were running cattle on the farm and the girls were raising chickens, doing the 
upkeep and in general, running the place while the boys were off with other work.  The 
courtship lasted for seven years.  It was interrupted in 1912 when Dad went to Seattle to 
join three friends in making two airplanes.  He never talked much about this operation.  
He said they flew OK but one of them crashed at a county fair and killed the pilot and 
Dad didn't think he wanted to build things that killed people.  He said that if they had 
continued for one more year the Army would have bought all the planes they could 
produce for service in World War I but they closed down too early to grow like Boeing. 

  
He returned to Montana and went back to work for the Indian Irrigation Service and 
resumed the courtship with Pearl Fitzpatrick and they were married in Seattle, 
Washington on April 11, 1918...  They returned to Ronan and Charlo where Tom opened 
a garage.    
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Pearl Bell Fitzpatrick 
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 An interesting story about Tom's courtship with Pearl was received in a letter from Don's 
cousin, Fred Fitzpatrick. 
  

Dear Don, ... I have a little story I've been wanting to tell you as told to me several years 
ago by my Dad & Mother.  It starts during the homestead days when Jimmie (Fitzpatrick, 
Pearl's Father) moved his family from Post Creek to take up a homestead in Oliver 
Gulch... 

  
I think at that time your Dad (Tom McDonald) was working for the Reclamation.  
Anyway, a love affair was to follow and when she (Pearl) moved to Oliver Gulch he 
would come and see her when he could.  Your Dad was a great walker and he thought 
nothing of crossing miles of country on foot and hitting the Flathead River about a mile 
and a half from where Buffalo Bridge now stands, which gave him a straight shot over 
the hill and into Oliver Gulch. 

   
He would go to the river, rip a couple of logs out of the drift pile (that would have taken a 
good team of horses to pull) lash them together with some homesteaders wire he had 
found on the way, get a pole to his liking and shove off.  Generally the water was high, 
clean up in the junipers along the bank.  (Think of some of the rides he must have had!!)  
Wherever he landed on the other bank is where he tied up his logs and then headed over 
the hill into Oliver Gulch another five miles non-stop to see his sweetie.  As a rule, your 
Mother, Pearl knew when he was to be there.  So she'd go and sit on a big flat rock out 
back of the homestead where she could see, and wait for him to come along.  (Many's the 
times over the years while hunting coyotes, I've come to that rock as it is a good vantage 
point and I always thought about Pearl sitting there waiting for Tom.) 

  
Well, going on with the story, this one night he didn't show up and the moon was full and 
quite high but the country was lit up like daylight.  So Pearl went back to the house and 
got my Dad up and he always kept good saddle horses.  So he rode one and took another 
for Tom to ride if he was tired.  My Dad knew about where Tom crossed the main ridge 
between Oliver Gulch and the River so in a few minutes he was on top.  My Dad could 
look down on the river and see full trees, limbs and all coming down (the river).  The 
river was extremely high.  No sign of Tom so he rode on down the ridge and about a mile 
and a half later his horses threw their ears forward and about the same time my Dad heard 
brush breaking down a timbered draw that lead toward the river.  My Dad said it sounded 
like a bull moose coming and low and behold out walked Tom.  My Dad talked with him 
a few minutes and found out him and his two logs had become caught in the main current 
and had taken him down river almost 2 miles before he could get to the bank he was 
headed for.  My Dad told him he had a horse for him to ride but Tom said he wasn't a bit 
tired.  So on over the top they went and dropped off into Oliver Gulch.  When they 
reached the bottom they heard a voice and it was Pearl coming to look too.  So my Dad 
left them sitting together on a rock at the foot of the hill and took his horses and went on 
home.  (Just think of how glad they must have been to see each other!) 
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My Dad went home and went to bed as it was in the wee hours of the morning.  But Tom 
& Pearl pulled in about daybreak and she made a big breakfast for everybody. 

  
Then the next day your Ma & Dad would sit on the old canyon house porch in the shade 
or go walking up the brush to the spring.  And when the day passed just as darkness was 
again setting in he'd go back over the hill to cross the river again.  (I suppose hoping his 
logs were still tied.)  A river running at its peak and a country crawling with rattlesnakes, 
it must have been something.  Just think about it for a moment." 

  
     Fred Fitzpatrick 
 
  
 
 On 11 April 1918 Tom and Pearl were married in Seattle, Washington at the St. Joseph's 
Church, Rev. Father McHugh officiating.  Pearl was 26 years old and Tom was 34.  Pearl wanted 
to be married near her Aunt, Laura Jane Fitzpatrick Brazell who lived in Seattle.  However, they 
did not intend to stay in Seattle and returned to the Flathead Valley of Montana to make their 
new home. 
  
 Tom's father, Michael McDonald, was not well and was placed in a nursing type facility 
in St. Ignatius at about this time.  The next year, 1919, Tom's Mother, Ellen Sullivan McDonald 
and her daughter Mary, left Montana and moved to Spokane Washington to be near her other 
daughter, Anastasia English who had just gone through a divorce. 
  
 Tom and Pearl's first child was James William McDonald, born 14 July 1919 at St. 
Ignatius, Montana.  The family continued to live near Charlo for a time but then Tom received an 
offer for a job near Powell, Wyoming.  He was working there when their second child, Donald 
Thomas McDonald was born on 29 June 1923.  They did not stay there long but returned to St. 
Ignatius where their third child, Elizabeth "Betty" Ellen McDonald was born on 15 February 
1925. 
 
 Tom and Pearl decided to settle down on a farm near Charlo, MT and try to raise turkeys.  
This appeared to be a real opportunity for them to improve the family income.  The only problem 
with this was that young Don was a lethal playmate for the turkeys.   
 
 
 
 
 
  



  144 

 

 
 

  
  

  
 James William McDonald  James William McDonald  

  

 
 

James and Don McDonald 
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Don and Jim McDonald 
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Betty McDonald 
 

 
 

Betty and Don McDonald 
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Don & Betty McDonald 
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Pearl Fitzpatrick McDonald with her children: Betty, Don & James 
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Tom McDonald with his children: Betty, James and Donald McDonald 
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Eleanor Sullivan McDonald with her granddaughter Betty McDonald 
  
 Sadness struck the family when little Betty came down with symptoms that now sound 
something akin to Leukemia.  The grief stricken parents watched helplessly as she passed away 
on 23 Nov. 1929.  The family gathered around her bed as her Dad lead them in prayer while they 
all held hands.  The prayer ended with: "Please God, give her a loving home and welcome her 
into your loving arms". 



  151 

 

 
 

  
 Her two brothers stood by as their parents prepared Betty for burial. Tom placed her 
small body in a homemade casket and the family watched him drive away with a team of horses 
to Charlo.  From there he took her by train down to Missoula.  She was buried in the St. Mary's 
Cemetery, near her grandfather, Michael McDonald. 
  
 It was very sullen around the McDonald home for some time.  Little Betty had brought a 
lot of smiles and sunshine into the home and her absence made a painful void in each of their 
hearts.  She had been an especially close playmate of her brother, Don.  There was less than two 
years difference in their ages and at just six years of age, this was a traumatic experience for him.  
In time the family adjusted but after Betty’s death none of there were ever quite the same.   
 
 
  

 
 
 

Catholic school in St. Ignatius, MT 
Don McDonald is on the far left, second row, sandy hair, wearing a vest, next to the nun. 

Jim McDonald is in third row, far right, wearing dark clothes—tallest boy at end of that row. 
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Jim McDonald (#12) was the center on his high school basketball team 
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 In High School Jim became a star basketball player and scouts from Gonzaga University 
in Spokane were recruiting him to come to play for them after graduation.  Sadly, during his 
Junior year of High School another tragedy occurred when Jim became very ill with a ruptured 
appendix.  He died in St. Ignatius on 23 March 1936, just four months before his 17th birthday.  
This time the whole family made the sad trip to the St. Mary's cemetery in Missoula to bury Jim. 
  
 Not yet 14 years old, Don became the only child left in this family.  A personal history of 
Don will not be given in this account of the family other than the recording of some significant 
dates.  Don attended High School in Polson where he met Irene Gladys Morton.  They both 
graduated in 1942. 
  
 After graduation, Don tried to get a job and went to Washington where he worked for a 
time on the construction of Grand Coulee Dam.  With World War II underway he could see that 
he would soon need to make a decision about the military.  He had a chance to be accepted for 
Officer's school and to proceed with his college studies but after some thought on the subject he 
decided to enlist in the Navy. 
  

 
Donald McDonald 
High School Grad 
Polson, MT. 1942 
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Irene Morton and Donald McDonald 
Married 3 May 1944 

Treasure Island, San Francisco, Calif. 
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 Don joined the Navy on 7 Dec. 1942, exactly one year after the bombing of Pearl Harbor.  
His basic training was at Camp Farragut, near Coeur d'Alene, ID.  From there the Navy sent him 
to an Electronics Training School in Chicago, then to Texas A&M and finally to Treasure Island 
in San Francisco Bay.   
  
 Don and Irene Morton were married at Treasure Island on 3 May 1944.  Ten days later 
Don left for a cruise in the Pacific.  Irene returned back to Missoula where she was in nurse's 
training.  It was about a year and a half before he returned home from the war.  He and Irene 
moved to Bozeman, MT where Don received an Electrical Engineering degree at Montana State 
University. 
  
 Don and Irene had the following five children: 
  
 Donna Ray    7 Sep 1946  Bozeman, MT 
 Carol Jean  24 Aug 1947  Bozeman, MT 
 Mary Ann  30 Apr 1950  Redlands, CA 
 James Michael     9 May 1952  Portland, OR 
 Betty Jo    4 Oct 1954  Portland, OR 
  

 
 

1974 Portland, Oregon 
Front row: Don, Irene & Mary;  Back row: Donna, Jim, Bette & Carol  
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 After college, Don's first job was in Bullhead City, Arizona where a dam was being built 
for electrical power generation.  Soon another opportunity opened up and in 1950 Don moved his 
young family to Portland, Oregon where he began working for the US Army Corps of Engineers.  
Over the next twenty-five years he worked his way up to be Chief of the Hydroelectric Design 
division of the Corps. 
  
 In 1945, Thomas M. McDonald (Father of Don) retired to Beaumont, California where he 
and his wife, Pearl, lived for the next eighteen years.  In May of 1963 Tom was diagnosed with 
Cancer.  He and Pearl came to Portland to be with Don and his family in his final days.  Tom 
died there on 2 June 1963 and was buried in the Mt. Calvary Cemetery. 
  
 For the next twenty years after his death, Tom's wife, Pearl, alternated between living 
with Don's family in Portland and with her brother Fred Fitzpatrick near Hot Springs, MT.  She 
passed away in Portland on 28 Jan. 1984 and was buried next to her husband. 
  

 
 

Thomas Michael McDonald 
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Thomas M. McDonald and Pearl McDonald 

Grave markers in Portland, OR. 
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Donald and Irene McDonald 
1985 
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 Don wrote the following story about his father, Thomas:   
  

The first thing I remember about my Father, Thomas M. McDonald, is that he was big.  
There were not very many big men when I was growing up and he was the biggest man I 
knew and he had a laugh that went with the body.  When he laughed the windows rattled 
and the neighbors laughed just to hear him.  His intellect was superb.  He only attended 
formal school for one month but taught himself to read and to do arithmetic in the 
evenings while working in the winter lumber camps.  He managed to take a 
correspondence course from the International Correspondence School and got a diploma 
in Structural Engineering.  As a result he could draft drawings, calculate stress loads and 
build anything that someone put on paper.  

  
Apparently growing up in the Stagsburn area was a lot of fun and a lot of work.  Old 
Andy loaned him "old Bess" and he did a lot of hunting during the spring, summer and 
fall.  Later in life he was of the opinion that all hunting should be by muzzle-loader.  He 
said that with only one shot you tended to take your time and make sure of what you were 
aiming at before you pulled the trigger.  The deer and grouse were a lot tamer because 
there wasn't a lot of shooting.  Hunting deer with "old Bess" must have been a kick.  He 
told me about sighting a big buck standing in the creek about 100 yards away.  He put an 
extra charge of powder in the old smooth-bore, rammed in a wad and ball and lined up on 
the top of the buck's back.  "Old Bess" let out a mighty roar and Dad watched the ball 
land in the water under the buck.  The deer jumped straight up with a wet belly and took 
off into the woods.  "Old Bess" was a better shotgun.  He used to hunt grouse with a 
mixture of lead shot and small pebbles and said that this was an excellent meat getter. 

  
Dad learned to make birch-bark canoes while growing up and apparently did quite a lot 
of summertime fishing and swimming.  He had one story about hooking onto a large pike 
with a hand line while in the canoe.  The pike was so big that his pull tipped the canoe 
over.  Dad got on one side of the canoe and pulled the pike up to the other.  Dad pulled 
him up with his head out of the water and peered at him over the canoe bottom.  The pike 
opened his mouth and displayed a mouth full of sharp teeth.  Dad fed him line while he 
paddled to shore and pulled the pike up on the bank.  He told me he wasn't as enthused 
about fishing for pike after looking at all those teeth. 

  
Dad was born on Sept. 28, 1883.  He was 23 years old when he left the family farm and 
moved to Duluth, Minnesota.  While he was growing up he worked on the family farm, 
spent the winters in the logging camps and decided he didn't like either type of work.  He 
told me one time that he had the thought while hoeing corn that he would like to walk 
away and not come back until the handle rotted off the hoe.  He worked as a carpenter in 
Duluth on a crew constructing a grain elevator.  One day one of the crew fell from the 
elevator and was killed.  The foreman told Dad to take a wagon and take the "Knute's" 
body home.  Dad loaded the Knute (Swede) on a lumber wagon and drove to his house.  
He knocked on the door and the wife came out.  He told her that Knute had been killed.  
She took one look at him and told Dad to take him away.  She said, "A dead Swede is of 
no use to me or anyone else". 
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When the elevator was finished, the foreman who was now a good friend, said he had a 
friend building houses in North Dakota who could use a good carpenter.  So Dad caught 
the train to Columbus, N.D. and spent the winter building two houses.  The winter wind 
in North Dakota was not something he enjoyed so he decided to move to California by 
way of Montana. 

  
In May of 1907, he caught the train going west with the idea of ultimately reaching 
California.  The only seat on the train was next to a mean looking guy in a black suit.  He 
sat down beside him an before long the conductor came by to pick up the tickets.  Dad 
gave the conductor his ticket but his seat-mate told the conductor to "get lost".  The 
conductor reached down to pull the man out of his seat and found himself staring down 
the barrel of a six gun.  The guy said to the conductor, "This is my ticket".  Dad reached 
over and shoved the gun away from the conductor and told him he better call it good.  
The conductor left and the "bad man" thanked Dad for his help.  He wanted to know 
where Dad was going and when he found that he had no firm destination he said, "You'll 
stay with my bunch in Great Falls when we get there".  His "bunch" turned out to be a 
group of like-minded citizens who depended upon crime for a living.  Dad didn't think he 
would join them but stayed there for a few days while looking for work.  His newfound 
friend came home one night and told him he had found a job for him on a Government 
project on Sun River as a carpenter foreman. 

  
The Sun River project was one of the first reclamation projects and was located about 15 
miles from Great Falls.  Dad walked out there the next day, carrying his toolbox.  He was 
welcomed by the Superintendent of Construction, Frank Crow, and put to work the next 
day running a crew making concrete drops and outlets for the irrigation system.  The first 
payday came about two weeks later and after the paymaster had paid everyone but Dad, 
he started shouting, "MacGinnis, don't you want to get paid?"  Dad told him his name 
was McDonald and the paymaster changed the name on the list to match.  MacGinnis 
showed up a few days later and said he had been too drunk to report.  A group of guys 
(the "bunch") in Great Falls had been buying all the whiskey he could drink.  Frank Crow 
told Dad he had the job and MacGinnis went to work as a carpenter on his crew.  Frank 
Crow later became the Project Engineer on the Boulder (Hoover) Dam project.  He never 
forgot Dad and was an excellent reference for him for the rest of his working life. 

  
Dad's brother Bill joined him on the Sun River job.  They finished the job in September 
of 1908 and the project office gave Dad a set of drafting instruments as a going away 
present.  He and Bill moved to Sommers, Montana where Dad had 56 acres.  After 
spending the winter at Sommers, they both moved to St. Ignatius, Montana and went to 
work for the U.S. Bureau of Reclamation (U.S.B.R.) on an irrigation project in the 
Mission Valley.  Dad worked for the Dept. of Interior, off and on, until he retired, starting 
at Sun River and retiring at the Poston, Arizona Japanese Relocation center in 1945.  
Much of that time was spent with the Indian Irrigation Service, which was an off-shoot of 
the U.S.B.R. that developed irrigation on Indian reservations... 
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Dad had a Curtis motorcycle as during those years (1911) there were no paved roads.  
The motorcycle served well in the spring, summer and fall as transportation between the 
camp and the headquarters.  One day in early spring one of the crew offered him $200 for 
the motorcycle.  He jumped at the chance to sell and the guy took possession and rode out 
of the camp with a roar.  When he got to the main road, he turned a corner and lost 
control ending up with the motorcycle in good shape but he with a broken leg.  When 
they gathered him up he said I'll sell that #!*$&@X*! thing for $50 and Dad gave him 
the money and rode the cycle back to camp.  He said that was the fastest money he ever 
made in his life. 

  
He started to ride the motorcycle to see the Fitzpatrick girls on Sundays in 1911.  Pearl, 
Myrtle and Cora were living on a farm on Post Creek.  The Fitzpatrick boys were running 
cattle on the farm and the girls were raising chickens, doing the upkeep and in general, 
running the place while the boys were off with other work.  The courtship lasted for 
seven years.  It was interrupted in 1912 when Dad went to Seattle to join three friends in 
making two airplanes.  He never talked much about this operation.  He said they used 
wheelbarrow wheels for landing gear.  They flew OK but one of them crashed at a 
County Fair and killed the pilot and Dad didn't think he wanted to build things that killed 
people.  He said that if they had continued for one more year the army would have bought 
all the planes they could produce for service in World War I but they closed down too 
early to grow like Boeing. 

  
He returned to Montana and went back to work for the Indian Irrigation Service and 
resumed the courtship with Pearl Fitzpatrick.  They were married in Seattle on April 11, 
1918. 

  
He loved to listen to football games on the radio before television, and after retirement he 
followed the Los Angeles Dodgers baseball team.  He said the games on the radio were 
much more interesting than seeing them in person or on television because you could use 
your imagination. 

  
During one of our "wash the Sunday dishes" sessions he told me that "the biggest 
disappointment in my life is people".  He was disgruntled about people who said they 
would do something but didn't; people who borrowed things and didn't return them; and 
people who pretended to be something they were not. 

  
Life did not always treat Dad well and his experiences tended to make him somewhat 
introverted.  His International Correspondence degree in Structural Engineering was 
never fully accepted by the Civil Service Commission so he was always rated as a sub-
professional.  The loss of his very young daughter and son were emotional scars that he 
carried all the rest of his life.  Yet he enjoyed people and was "well liked" by almost 
everyone.  He told great stories and was a good listener to other people's stories. 

   
His family meant a lot to him when he was young and he maintained contact with many 
of them through the early years.  When his brother Bill came to Montana he found him a 
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job and they lived together for sometime.  His Father and Mother, sisters Stacey and 
Mary, all eventually joined him.  When his Father became ill and could no longer 
maintain a home with Ellen, he placed his Father with the Sisters of Providence hospital 
in St. Ignatius.  He then provided financial support for Stacey while she made a home for 
her Mother. 

  
He had a great love for Pearl and understood her pain in the loss of her two children that 
lasted throughout their lives.  He was a great role model for a functional family head and 
dearly loved his grandchildren.  When his granddaughter, Mary, was about a month old 
she had Whooping Cough.  He would rock her and sing an old Scottish song "Black 
Donald" to quiet her pain and get her to sleep. 

  
When Stacey's son, Roy (English) got old enough to travel, Dad opened his home during 
the summer and Roy stayed with us for about three summers.  To a limited extent he 
provided a good male role model to Roy who was growing up in a single parent family. 

  
When Mary (his sister) came to Montana with her parents she had not finished school.  
He paid to board her at the Sisters school in St. Ignatius where among other things she 
became a proficient typist and was able to support herself the rest of her life.  He told me 
one time that he had never experienced home-sickness and after getting Mary into the 
school he got a card from her telling him she was very lonesome and wanted company.  
He said he visited her on Sundays as often as he could after that. 

  
He maintained contact with his brother P.J. in Fairbanks over the years.  P.J. came to visit 
us while I was growing up and had great stories about gold strikes and Alaska brown 
bears.  

  
He was a great role model to me all of his life.  He was totally honest with everyone, 
always kept his word and wasn't above questioning some of the silly things we humans 
do.  I found him very supportive of all my endeavors and most forgiving of my trespasses 
even though I gave him plenty of opportunities to exercise forgiveness. 

  
Dad's life was driven by a strong sense of the value of work.  He went to work when he 
didn't feel good; when the Montana winter weather was near blizzard level; when work 
meant leaving his family for an extended period of time.  He worked hard to set an 
example for those who worked for him.  He never took vacations and seldom took a day 
off for anything that wasn't a family emergency.  When he retired he had over a year of 
accumulated vacation time, which paid for the retirement home he built in Beaumont, 
California. 

  
Dad was very deeply religious in a non-preaching way.  Before he was married he built a 
shrine to Mary for the Sisters of Charity at St. Ignatius.  The shrine was built of mortared 
stone with a Roman arch at the top.  He told me one time that the arch was impossible to 
build without a form underneath and he wondered if the old Roman engineers didn't use 
the same technique. 
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Later, when Mom and Dad moved to the ranch near Charlo, he built a small Church at 
Diaste where the priest in Ronan could say Mass each Sunday.  This is the first Church 
that I remember since we youngsters started attending church at a very young age.  Some 
of the Sunday Masses were pretty short in the winter since there wasn't much of a heating 
system. 

  
He questioned some of the silly things we do in the name of religion.  I learned from him 
the value of going to confession to Father Dimeau, who was almost totally deaf and also 
gave the same penance each time.  When the collection basket was passed, (some) people 
could drop a silver dollar in with a resounding "clang".  Dad delighted in dropping in a 
nickel from about two feet above the basket with a non-resounding "clink".  Easter 
Sunday Mass was a great day for him.  Women were required to wear hats to church and 
the new Easter bonnets were a game to him.  He classified them on a scale of one to ten 
in various categories. 

  
In 1963, when he knew the end was near, he asked me to get him a book on the New 
Testament.  He said, "I need the book to study up for my final exam".  He died quietly 
and passed on to the arms of his Maker without fear for he had that deep faith in God that 
comes to few.  He was a gentle giant of a man and a great role model and much loved. 

  
   
 
Poems of Thomas M. McDonald 
 
 

MONTANA, MY HEART IS CALLING 
  
    There's a land of shining mountains 
    Where my thoughts at twilight dwell; 
    Montana, my heart is calling 
    To a home that I love so well. 
  
    Montana, my heart is calling 
    From memories of long ago 
    To a land of shining mountains 
    And cool valleys I once did know. 
  
    Montana, my heart is calling 
    From o'er the plains and far away 
    To the mountains of my childhood 
    Where sunlight and shadows play. 
  
 
 



  164 

 

 
 

  
 
 
    A LITTLE BROWN SHOE 
  
    Like two little kids 
   In the sand at play 
    With your little brown shoes 
    We were digging away. 
  
    Your eyes did their part 
    And your saucy curls too 
    When your love came to me 
    In a little brown shoe. 
  
    A place in my heart 
    Is calling to you 
    To let love come again 
    In a little brown shoe. 
  
    At the rainbow's end 
    Awaiting for you, 
    You are my pot of gold 
    In a little brown shoe. 
  
 
 
  
 ADAM 
  
    The Creator saw Adam was lonely; 
    Did He leave him alone to grieve? 
    He hustled out in His kingdom 
    And brought him a girl called Eve. 
  
    Now in love we kneel to our angels, 
    And like Adam of old we say: 
    "Do you love me, my beautiful maiden? 
    For you are my Eve today. 
 
    Sweetheart, let your eyes tell their story; 
    Don't leave me alone to grieve; 
    Remember that day in the garden 
    Another Adam loves another Eve." 
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Chapter 12 

 
 

ANASTASIA EMILY McDONALD ENGLISH 
  
  
 
 

 
Anastasia Emily McDonald 
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 Anastasia, or Stasia as she was sometimes called, was the second daughter and fifth child of 
Michael and Ellen McDonald.  She was born 8 April 1886 at Stag Creek, Low township, Gatineau 
County, Quebec.  She was baptized at St. Camille parish in Farrellton, Quebec on 15 April 1886.  
She had an older sister, Mary Rose McDonald, born just one year earlier who had received her 
Maternal grandmother's name of Mary.  But, this older sister died as a very young girl.  Being the 
second daughter in the family then, Anastasia received her paternal grandmother's name--"Emily" 
as her middle name after Andrew McDonald's wife, Emily Wrath. 
  

 
On the fifteenth day of April one thousand 
eight hundred and eighty six  We the under 
signed priest of this parish have baptised 
Anastasia Emily, born the eighth instant 

legitimate daughter of Michael McDonnell, farmer 
and Ellen Sullivan of this parish.  The Godfather 

was Patrick McCaffrey, laborer, of this parish and 
the Godmother was Ellen McCaffrey of this parish 
who with us have signed.  The father has declared 

that he cannot sign.                   McCarthy 

Baptismal record for Anastasia McDonald.     St. Camille Parish 
  
 
 Anastasia was still a young girl of nine years when her family moved away from her 
McDonald grandparents and cousins.  She spent her youthful years in Poltimore. The above photo 
was taken of Anastasia in Ottawa, Canada prior to her move out west.   
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 Anastasia came west with her parents in November 1908.  She did not stay long in Montana 
but moved on to Spokane where her oldest brother, Andrew, was living with his wife Mabel.  
Andrew was working to build the railroad across Canada with a spur line down to Spokane.  Here 
she met a young man by the name of William Baxter English.  They were married on 21 June 1910 
in Hillyard, Spokane County, WA.  Although he was born in London, England, William English 
also came to Spokane from Ontario, Canada and they may have known each other there before 
moving to Spokane.  The witnesses to their wedding were her brother, Andrew McDonald and his 
wife, Bridget Mabel Hayes McDonald. 
  
 

 
Certificate of Marriage for Anastasia McDonald.    Spokane County, WA.  1910 

  
  
 Stasia’s husband, William, also worked on the railroad between Spokane and Cranbrook, 
BC and the family lived primarily in Spokane, but moved back and forth as the work demanded.  
Two of their three sons were born in Spokane:  
  
 John William English 13 May 1911     Spokane, WA 
    Roy Vincent English        18 Dec 1913      Cranbrook, BC 
    James Francis English      29 Apr 1918      Spokane, WA 
  
 Her marriage did not prove to be a happy one however.  From a description of her husband's 
actions it is likely that he may have suffered from Manic Depression, which resulted in some bizarre 
behavior that was unsafe to the whole family.  It is very sad to hear of the mistreatment of this fine 
woman in a relationship that should have been the most beautiful and rewarding of all relationships.  
Neither can we judge her husband too sharply.  His condition was beyond his control and he too 
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spent many sad and difficult years without the love and companionship of his family.  Today there 
are drugs that can help this kind of problem.  Back then, there were few options for the family.  His 
condition made life unbearable for her and her children while in his presence.   
  
 She filed for a divorce on 12 May 1919 and it was granted on 2 Oct. 1919.  Her husband 
was placed in a mental institution at Medical Lake, just west of Spokane, where he spent the rest of 
his life and died there on 10 August 1959.  Even so, there is evidence that this dear woman paid 
some of his expenses including his funeral and burial expenses. 
  
 It was at the time of her divorce, in 1919 that Anastasia's Mother and sister, Mary, came 
from Montana to live near her and help her raise her young family. 
  
 

  
 

John English 
Roy, James and 

Anastasia English 
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Anastasia McDonald English 
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 Anastasia remained in Spokane until her sons were grown.  In her later years she moved to 
Colfax, Washington, where she died on 11 June 1963.  She still had a residence at that time at 4207 
N. Jefferson in Spokane.  She was buried at Holy Cross Cemetery in Spokane on 14 June 1963. 
  
 Of her three sons:  John, the oldest, never married and died in Spokane on 8 Feb. 1987, age 
75.  He too was buried at Holy Cross cemetery.  At that time, his survivors were listed as his 
brother, James English at 6320 W. Sunset #E, Spokane; and a sister-in-law, Elizabeth English, 
widow of Roy, from Fairbanks, Alaska. 
  
 Roy was the first of Anastasia's children to marry.  His wife was Elizabeth Sarah Jane Cook.  
They had four children, all born in Spokane.  They lived for many years in Portland, Oregon, then in 
California and eventually in Fairbanks, Alaska.  Roy died in Fairbanks, Alaska on 19 Jan. 1982.   
 
  

 
John English  
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Roy V. English 

age 19, Spokane, WA. 
  
 
Roy’s children were: 
  
  Roy      1 Jan 1940 now living in  Chattaroy, WA 
  Jeaniel     8 Aug 1942  " Atlin, BC 
  Ron  28 Apr 1944  " Portland, OR 
  Jeannie  16 Aug 1952  " Fairbanks, AK 
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 The youngest son, James English, was still alive in 1987 and made all arrangements for his 
brother John's funeral.  James liked to spend his spare time at the racetrack and had a good eye for 
racehorses.  He was married a couple times but had no children.  James died in Florida about 1989-
90. 
   

 
 James English 

  
  
Don McDonald related these stories of his Aunt Stacie: 
  

Mother and I made several trips to Spokane while I was growing up.  We usually stayed at 
Aunt Mary's so that Mother could visit with Grandma McDonald while Mary was working.  
During each visit we would spend time with Aunt Stacie and get caught up on what was 
going on in her family.  She was always gracious and fun to be around.  Mom told me one 
time that the reason we didn't stay with Stacie part of the time was that she didn't have much 
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money.  She worked as a chambermaid at the Penecourt Hotel for what was pretty well 
minimum wages. She supported herself and her three boys that way.  Roy McDonald told 
me that while he was staying with her she came home with a fifty-cent tip and was 
overjoyed. 

  
Dad gave Stacie his homestead near Charlo about 1940.  I lived on the ranch with Stacie and 
a friend in 1941 for about three weeks during the summer and spent the time fixing fences 
and learning to play pinochle.  Stacie was a lot of fun to play cards with.  She kept up a 
constant chatter to make you forget what had been played and then would pounce upon your 
play with the card she was protecting. 

  
After High School in 1942 four of us made a trek to Spokane looking for work.  In addition 
to myself the four included my friend Jim Stoll from St. Ignatius and two friends from 
Missoula.  Stacie opened her home to us and we stayed with her for about two weeks until 
two of us found work at Grand Coulee Dam.  The other two were too young to get hired so 
they headed back home.  Jim stopped in Spokane for a few days and stayed with Stacie.  
During that time he chopped a winters supply of wood for her and told me later that she was 
also his "Aunt Stacie".  She was indeed a loving and giving woman. 

  
While in boot camp in Farragut, Idaho, I visited Stacie whenever I had leave and she "put 
me up" along with a friend during several of those visits. 

  
In 1943 Irene had been home to Walla Walla, Washington for a brief vacation from nurse's 
training.  I arranged leave and we met in Spokane and spent the night at Stacie's.  Stacie 
wanted very much to meet Irene and the two of them got along great.  She told me later, 
"Don't let that one get away, she's a keeper".   

  
Aunt Mary came over to Stacie's and met Irene and visited with us for a long time.  That 
was the last time I saw Mary. 
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Chapter 13 
 
 

WILLIAM MATTHEW McDONALD 
  
  
 William (Uncle Bill) McDonald was the seventh child born to Michael and Ellen (Sullivan) 
McDonald.  He was born 11 February 1890 and baptized at St. Camille parish when five days old, 
on 16 February.   
  
 

 
On the sixteenth day of February one thousand 
eight hundred and ninety, We the undersigned 

priest of this parish have baptized William 
Matthew born the eleventh instant, legitimate 
son of Michael McDonald farmer, and Ellen 

Sullivan of this parish.  The Godfather was Cain (?) 
Connors, farmer, of this parish and the God- 

mother was Bridget Daly of this parish, who as well 
as the father have declared that they cannot sign. 

This act has been read to the parties.     P. McCarthy 

Baptismal record of William Matthew McDonald.        St. Camille Parish 
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 There must have been a great deal of joy in the home when Bill was born. Just three months 
earlier the family had experienced the death of their little one and a half year old baby boy, John 
Joseph McDonald.  While we don't yet have a specific date, it may have been at about that time they 
also lost their oldest daughter, Mary Rose McDonald at about age five.  These losses were perhaps 
most difficult for their loving Mother who, being pregnant and perhaps not feeling too well herself, 
may have wondered what else she could have done for her sick little children as they slipped away 
from her tender care.  What gratitude she must have felt to receive a healthy baby boy to take away 
some of her sorrow. 
  
 Bill had three older brother and one older sister still living who would have helped take care 
of him but these brothers were seven to nine years older which would have been a big difference to 
a young boy growing up.  He was eventually blessed to have another brother just one and a half 
years younger who would be a good playmate for him in his youth. 
  
 

 
 

William M. McDonald 
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 Bill also had a cousin just his age on the McDonald farm.  Thomas McDonald Jr., the son of 
his Uncle Tom and Aunt Catherine was born in July of 1890 and these two boys would have grown 
up together in their early years. 
  
 Bill spent the first five years of his life on this farm living next to his Grandparents, Andy 
and Emily McDonald.  Even after the family moved to Poltimore he would have had occasion to 
come back to visit and spend a little time with his Grandparents.  While he may not have had a lot 
of clear memories of them he did share the following story.  This has been given earlier in this 
history but is a cute story and worth repeating:  
  

Now my grandad Andy McDonald was six feet or better and quite stylish.  I can picture him 
yet altho at that time I was 7 years old.  He reminds me of this piece:  

  
   "His shoes were neatly polished.  
   His hair was smoothly combed;  
   and when the dance was over  
   he asked to see me home."   
  

He was digging his spuds and I was picking them up in the evenings.  He would give me 2 
or 3 penny's.  For a big pumpkin on the stem he offered me five penny's if I shouldered it.  I 
never made it. 

  
When Andy visited my Dad he would pull his chin whisker and say "By Gob Mike."  My 
Dad's name was Mike.   

   
Grandad had a Post Office and also sold some groceries and also a little whiskey.  One 
day Grandad took his grain on his shoulder to the grist mill to be ground.  He came to a 
Creek.  It was way up.  Grandad fell a log across the Creek.  He went on to the mill.  His 
neighbor thot he would have a little fun.  He chopped the log in two.  The log went down 
the creek.  The neighbor left the axe on the wrong side of the creek.  Grandad returned 
and waded the creek.  He picked up the axe and went up the hill to the neighbors.  They 
saw him coming and barred the door inside.  He chopped the door down while the 
neighbor went out through the window.  By that time they figured it was not funny at all.  
That was the day of '49. 

  
 Most of Bill's youth was spent on the Poltimore farm.  In 1908, at age 18, he followed his 
older brother west to Montana looking for work.  He preceded his parents and sisters by just a short 
time and it was probably the fact that they then had two sons in Montana that made Mike and Ellen 
McDonald decide to move the rest of the family west.  Bill told his own story this way: 
  

I came (to Montana) in 1908.  When I came to Great Falls, Montana, Tom (his older 
brother) was working for the United States Reclamation Service out of Great Falls up on the 
Sun River above Fort Shaw.  I joined him there.  In September of 1908 we finished the job 
and came over to Kalispell.  Tom had 56 acres S.W. of Somers.  We wintered there. 
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In the spring of 1909, we went to work for the U.S.R.S. out of St. Ignatius.  At this time 
Tom was the Forman and I did labor work and then got to be a carpenter, ditch rider and so 
on.  I homesteaded in 1911, Tom in 1912.  I believe that I sold my land in 1913.  Tom got 
more land, some state, and some he bought.  Anyway, he had 640 acres in one block.  In 
1914 I moved in with him and was with him until I went into the Army.  That was the end of 
our living together.  He stayed on the ranch.  When I came back in 1919 I stayed in town. 

  
 

 
 

William Matthew McDonald 
 

Those four years of ranching, Tom worked out most of the time.  You see, he was a builder 
while I was a wrangler.  One January, in 1914, we worked on a warehouse in Helena, 
Montana that was three stories high.  While we were there we took some dancing lessons to 
learn to waltz.  Tom was not very interested.  So while on the ranch, Saturday evenings I 
would saddle up the Strawberry Roan and ride over the 5 Mile Ridge to the Moiese Club 
house to dance which was about seven miles.  Tom would call it a day and go to bed.  Like I 
said, Tom was a builder.  Hand him the blue prints and he would put up the dam or 
whatever it was. 
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In 1916 we caught our first Coyote.  I had set the trap and the coyote got in after it snowed 
about 4".  He got away with the trap but left marks in the snow.  When I told Tom, he 
picked up an old 44 Winchester and took to the coyote trail.  After 3 or 4 miles the coyote 
ended up o our ranch on the side hill.  Tom came in for lunch and I took down a 32 Special 
rifle and Tom went with me. The coyote was under a big fir tree.  The low limbs made it 
hard to see.  The trap rattled on the rocks.  Before getting there we decided on shooting it in 
the head so that not to spoil the fur.  Tom spotted the gray fir, "Bang" went the old 44.  We 
pulled the coyote out, shot through the shoulder.  I said, "too bad".  Tom said, "I was afraid 
he would get away." 

  
While Tom and I were quite different in our ways, we got along okay.  Tom did not use 
tobacco.  He did not dance, well, not much.  No liquor except only once, just a little wine.  I 
used all of those. 

  
I was married the fall of 1920.  We were building a house in Charlo.  My wife give us some 
wine at lunch.  After lunch we walked out, me and Tom.  Tom sang, "Tra-la-la; la la."  We 
came to the gate in the picket fence about 3 1/2 feet high.  This gate was one you could go 
over or under.  I jumped over the gate and Tom went under.  My wife was in the doorway 
looking on.  I believe that was the last time Tom and I were seen together. 

  

 
Wedding photo of Lucinda Keller and William McDonald -- 1920 



  180 

 

 
 

  
  

The McDonald clan was a healthy clan and law abiding. They stayed on their side of the 
fence as far as I know.  My Grandad Andy lived to be 94.  No others reached 94.  Brother 
Andy reached 93.  Brother Pat, 93--In 3 months more he would have been 94.  In 4 months I 
will be 91.  {Bill lived to be almost 96 years old.}  Two weeks ago I danced the Tennessee 
Waltz with a nurse's aide here.  We had the old time fiddlers.  We have them play every 
month or six weeks.  I am not a patient here.  I live in an apartment 150 feet away.  I eat here 
all the time.  I am comfortable...  I have nothing to worry about as my three sons and one 
daughter are all well fixed.  Now when Jack and Lenore worked in Seattle about 30 years 
ago, Jack wrote me and said Lenore had not heard from me for some time and wanted to 
hear, so I enclosed this piece in Jack's letter:  

  
    As I went out this morning 
    My thoughts were of Lenore 
    The little things she used to do 
    In days that are no more. 
    The way she sang 'Carolina Moon' 
    The way she tossed her head 
    The little smile she always had 
    When we tucked her in her bed. 
  
 She used to sing Carolina Moon at school parties.   
 Write again, bye for now.     Wm McDonald 
  

PS. In 1916 with the team and buggy I picked up two young ladies in Moiese Valley and 
took them over the ridge to Charlo to dance at some business opening.  The west side of the 
ridge was quite steep.  While returning home about 2:30 in the morning the front wheels of 
the buggy dropped into a big wash or rut and the girls took headers over the dashboard.  I 
grabbed the one next to me by the seat of her dress and yanked her back into her seat.  She 
said, "Thanks a lot for saving me."  I said, "You are lucky this is a dark night."  

  
 As Bill indicated, he loved to dance.  In a book, The Fabulous Flathead by J.F. McAlear, 
1962 p.202., there is a brief history of Charlo, Montana: 
  

The townsite of Tabor was named in honor of a reclamation engineer, E.F. Tabor, in the 
early 1900's but when the post office was established on February 26, 1918, it was named 
for the famous Indian Chief Charlo inasmuch as many of his descendants were allotted 
acreage in this area... 

  
In the heart of good farming country, Charlo grew fast. Some of the pioneer businesses 
included the Erwin Wilson Lumber Company, Frank Carrington, Contractor; E.W. 
McMenus Pool Hall; R.C. Watson Feed Store; The First National Bank with A.A. Lesseg, 
cashier; Bill McDonald's Dance Hall; The Charlo Star with J.C. Schleppegrell, publisher; 



  181 

 

 
 

Kaiser and Harrah, honey men; Mr. and Mrs H.A. Hatfield, who ran a cafe and bakery; and 
the reliable G.W. Wamsley Mercantile Company. 

  
 Bill married Lucinda Keller on 25 October 1920 in Polson, Montana.  She was the daughter 
of Joseph Michael Keller and Lillian Hudson.  Lucinda was born 31 May 1900.  They made their 
home in the Charlo area.  Over then next ten years five children were born to this couple: 
 
  
  Roy Joseph McDonald   17 May 1921 Charlo 
  Robert William McDonald  25 Sep 1922 Charlo 
  Lenore Lillian McDonald    1 Feb 1925 Polson 
  John McDonald     2 July 1928 Polson 
  Gordon Russell McDonald  25 Oct 1929 Charlo 
  
 The fourth child listed in the family above, John McDonald, died on the day of his birth, 2 
July 1928, in Polson, Montana. 
  
 

 
The Bill McDonald family in 1942 

L to R: Roy, Lenore, Bob, Gordon “Jack” 
Lucinda and Bill 
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 Bill spent most of his life as a government trapper.  Montana was still in the early stages of 
homesteading and ranching.  There were a number of wild animals that were a nuisance to these 
early ranchers.  Bill enjoyed the outdoors and this line of work gave him the opportunity to spend 
his time in the beautiful surroundings that Montana had to offer. 
   
 In his later life, as his children had moved away to make homes of their own, Bill settled 
into an apartment in Polson, Montana until he was over 92 years old.  His mind was still clear and 
his health good but eventually he moved to Colfax, Washington to be near his son.   
  
 

 
L to R: Lenore and Jack 

Roy, Bill, Lucinda and Bob 
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Bill McDonald at the wedding of his daughter, Lenore McDonald 

 
Bill McDonald's family at his 95th birthday 

  
 Lucinda (Keller) McDonald, died in Polson in October 1984 at the age of 84.  Bill died in 
Colfax, Washington on 2 November 1985 just three months short of his 96th birthday.  



  184 

 

 
 

   

 

Ruby A. Wickard and 
Jack McDonald 

Wedding day: 9 Aug. 1950 
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Poems of William M. McDonald written to his daughter Lenore. 
 
 

THE SWEETEST ONE 
  
    There are little girls in Oregon 
    And girls in Idaho. 
    There's a little girl in Bremerton 
    That beats them all I know. 
    Her hair is light and curley 
    Her eyes are big and brown 
    And when she comes to Polson 
    She'll be the sweetest one in town. 
  

 
 

LENORE 
  
    There is going to be a wedding 
     In a small town way our west. 
    Sure the one that's going to marry 
     Is the one I love the best. 
  
    I have known her for many years 
     She was always swell to me. 
    And as I write this little poem 
     It seems her face I see. 
  
    She seems to be standing beside me. 
     On her face a great big smile 
    Of all the people I have known 
     She is the one worthwhile. 
  
   
 

A STROLL IN JULY 
  
    I left the hotel early 
     One evening in July. 
    I boldly walked down main street 
     To see what I could spy. 
    The first one I met with 
     She didn't even smile. 
    Which meant: "Go on home grampa. 
     You wouldn't be worthwhile". 
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THE ROCKIES 

  
    As I gaze on the beautiful Rockies 
     From my home on the Flathead today, 
    I often wonder how those in the city 
     From this beautiful spot stay away. 
  
   
 

THE WEST 
  
    On the hillside the coyote is howling 
     As the sun goes down in the west. 
    On my bronc by the river I'm riding. 
     That's the time I always love best. 
 
    Oh give me those wide open spaces 
     Where the eagle he soars in the sky, 
    With the wild flowers blooming around me 
     On my bronc as I slowly ride by. 
 
  
   

OLE SMOKEY 
  
    I went out to the races 
     To have a little fun, 
    To bet upon Old Smokey 
     And see Old Smokey run. 
  
    I had ten bucks upon his nose. 
     He sure was running fine. 
    I hoped he would beat the others 
     Down to the finish line. 
  
    But, alas Old Smokey faded 
     And did not come in first. 
    My money also faded 
     My pocket did not burst. 
  
    I will have to eat hamburgers 
     From this day now and on. 
    No money in my pockets 
     And on my lips there is no song. 
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THOUGHTS 

  
    Tomorrow the sun will shine again 
     And fortune on you smile. 
    No matter what your troubles are 
     This life is still worthwhile. 
    So now I'm back in Polson 
     By the shores of Flathead Lake, 
    Where the widows are feeling spry 
     Some needed rest I will take. 
  
 
  

TRAPPER BILL 
  
   When the roses are in bloom along the pathways 
    And the birds are singing sweetly in the trees 
   And the perfume of the flowers in the meadow 
    Is wafted to me on the evening breeze; 
  
   When the brook is flowing slowly from the hill top 
    Where the wild game gather as the sun goes down, 
   It brings memories of my boyhood in the mountains, 
    Far removed from the glare and noise of town. 
  
   And now I return to the valley 
    While my gaze often stays on the hill. 
   And if you should be looking 
    That's where you would find Trapper Bill. 
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Chapter 14 

 
 

EDWARD FRANCIS McDONALD 
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 Ed was born 16 July 1891 at Stag Creek, Gatineau, Quebec and was baptized at St. Camille, 
Farrellton, Quebec on 19 July when just three days old.  Not only was Ed the youngest boy, but 
according to Uncle Bill, he was also the shortest at a little less than six feet. 
  
  

 
The nineteenth of July one thousand eight 

hundred and ninety one, we the under- 
signed priest, baptized Edward Francis 

born on the sixteenth of July of the lawful 
marriage of Michael McDonald and 

Ellen Sullivan.  Sponsors were 
James Kelly and Margaret McDonald 

who have signed. 
James Kelly, Margaret McDonald, W. J. Holland P.P. 

Baptismal record for Edward Francis McDonald.      St. Camille 
  
  
 Edward came west with his parents in 1908 but we don't have too many records of him.  In 
the 1910 census for Montana he was listed along with his brother, Tom as living in a U.S. 
Reclamation Service Construction Camp.  This entry says that Ed was age 18, born in Canada, came 
to the US in 1908 and was working as a "laborer" in the construction camp.  His brother Tom was 
listed as a 27 year old "carpenter". 
  
 Ed was only 23 years old when World War I began.  He joined the Canadian forces and 
fought in France. 
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Ed McDonald in his military uniform with 
Bill McDonald & Mary McDonald c. 1914 

  
 
 While fighting in France, Ed was wounded and spent time in an army hospital there.  He 
never completely recovered from his wounds. 
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Ed McDonald convalescing at a hospital in France. 

Ed is in the front row and fifth from the left counting the man in the bed. 
He has an "x" on his left leg in the photo. 

  
 
 
 After the War, Ed lived most of his life in Alberta, Canada.  He never married nor had any 
family.  Later in life he moved to Vancouver, B.C.  Ed died in Vancouver sometime after 1963. 
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P.J. and Ed McDonald 

3 Nov. 1948 
Vancouver, B.C. 
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Chapter 15 
 
 

MARY ANNE McDONALD 
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 Mary Anne McDonald was the youngest child in the family.  Born 3 October 1894 at the 
McDonald family farm on Stag Creek, she was baptized at St. Camille, Farrellton, Quebec on 7 Oct. 
1894.  Her oldest sister, Mary Rose McDonald had passed away some time before her birth so when 
this little girl came along she was, in part, given her sister's name in remembrance of the older 
daughter. 
  
 

 
The seventh day of October, eighteen 

hundred and ninety four, we the under- 
signed priest have baptized Mary Anne 
born the third inst., legitimate daughter 

of Michael McDonald and Ellen Sullivan 
of this parish.  The sponsors were James 

Brennan and Katherine Driscoll who 
sign with us. 

Miss Cathrine Driscoll,  J.F. Foley P.P. 

Baptismal record of Mary Anne McDonald.      St. Camille. 
  
  
 Mary was a baby when the family moved to Poltimore, Quebec.  She was only about 14 
when they moved again to Montana.  Here she lived for another 10-11 years.  During this time, she 
attended the Catholic school in St. Ignatius where she learned many skills that helped prepare her to 
provide for herself and for her Mother in later years.  
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Mary McDonald 

about age 9 
Ottawa, Ontario 

Mary McDonald 
age 16, 1910 

Somers, Montana 
  
  
 In 1919, at the age of about 25 she moved, with her Mother, to Spokane to be near her older 
sister, Anastasia.  Here she remained the rest of her life giving devoted service to her sister who was 
raising three boys alone.  She also took care of her aging Mother for the last twenty years of Ellen 
Sullivan McDonald's life.   
  
 Mary never married.  In 1940 she was living at 724 W. York in Spokane.  She worked as a 
stenographer for the Old Union Stockyard.  She died in Spokane on 28 Jan. 1945 in the Sacred 
Heart Hospital at age 50.  At the time of her death she was living at 1128 W. Spofford Ave. in 
Spokane.  She was buried near her Mother at the Holy Cross Cemetery in north Spokane. 
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Mary Anne McDonald 

3 Oct. 1894 -- 28 Jan. 1945 
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