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dedication
This book is dedicated to toot lii vyeu pi lii vyay Michif  (The 

Michif  Old Ones) who managed to visit,  dance, sing, raise families, 
tell stories, build community and resist assimilation while living in 

coulees, and marginalized pieces of  land across this province.
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It Was A Good Life
MAKING A  LIVING ON AND OFF  THE ROAD ALLOWANCE

My grandparents, they raised 18 kids and three grandchildren. Three of  us 
were all the same age. We were all raised in the valley in the same house. In 
those days, we had a living room and a kitchen. We had an upstairs and it was 
wide open, no rooms. We had about 5 beds up there and that’s where the kids 
would sleep. There was a big black wood stove in the kitchen and a potbelly 
stove in the living room. The chimney went right through the upstairs floor 
so we always had heat upstairs. 

We had to help out around the house because we weren’t in school. We had 
three horses, some pigs, and my grandmother had a great big garden. We 
would help the boys cut and haul wood and load in the trunk of  an old car. 
We would go to the river with the wagon in the summer and haul water, and 
in the wintertime we had a sleigh and the boys would cut the ice so we could 
haul water out of  the frozen river. 

We were never on welfare and my grandfather worked for farmers in the area. 
Sometimes we would travel 30 miles to a farm and go and help pick stones 
or make bales. The older kids worked for other farms and we would always 
get milk, eggs, and cream. We never felt like we were poor. We were all skinny 
because we worked hard and ate well. My uncles would go down the road and 
kill a deer. I was raised on wild meat - a lot of  fish and a lot of  wild meat. We 
would go down the river and just grab fish right out. My grandfather would 
line them up on a pan and cook them in the oven. My grandfather showed us 
how to snare rabbits, too. 

We moved to the town of  Abernethy in 1964. We were all older and my 
grandparents figured there was more of  a living there. Well my grandpa 
said if  I didn’t want to go to school, I would help them with the furs. 
My grandfather was a trapper. He would hunt rabbits, mink, beavers, and 
muskrats. My grandmother would put the hides on a stretcher, a big round 
thing. She had a razor; she would cut off  all the fat. The guy in Regina who 
bought fur, it used to be on Winnipeg Street, he would say that he never saw 
a fur so clean. She would cut off  everything with her little razor. She made 
them so soft, just like silk. My grandfather would tell me I would have to take 
the furs to the fur shop in Regina. Well, my aunt worked at STC* garage and 
her boyfriend was the bus driver, and he would drive through Abernethy. So,

*STC – Saskatchewan Transportation Company
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I hopped on the bus, and before we got to the garage, I would go and hide 
in the bathroom because people would be wondering why I stayed on the 
bus. My aunt was the bus cleaner, so I would wait around on the bus in 
the garage and around one o’clock I would haul the furs down to the shop. 
My grandfather would mark down a little list of  prices: $7 for this, $3 for 
muskrats. I couldn’t read good, but he would lecture me before I went so I 
knew exactly what to say and what costs what. He would give me the money 
and my aunt would take me down to the Army and Navy store to get the 
things my grandmother needed, whether it be some new material, or maybe 
Grandpa needed some new pants. I’d go back to the bus and wait until it 
pulled back out and headed back to Abernethy. 

My English was never good because we always spoke Michif  at home, but 
taking the furs to the city or reading catalogues was how I taught myself  to 
read English. 

Living down there in the valley and in Abernethy, it was a good life. We never 
had welfare or the food bank. We never thought we were poor. We always 
made it. Things are different today. Winter came, summer came. We just did 
the same each year. Summer was nice because we didn’t have to haul much 
wood. Even though we didn’t go to school, we were never bored. We would 
go sledding in the winter after hauling wood and made fun out of  our work. 
It was a good life.
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Always Something to be Done
A STORY OF  ROAD ALLOWANCE WORK

There were 18 of  us kids who lived in that house in the valley. There was 
always something to be doing, to be done. Back then, in those days, anyone 
with a few chickens and a cow could call themselves a farmer. Nobody 
bothered our gardens. We canned the food we grew. We ate the meat of  the 
game that my dad hunted. We helped cook and we helped roll up balls of  
fruit and fat (lii grenn) which we used to supplement our food when the frost 
would come. People could have bothered our gardens, I suppose. We could 
put out vegetables to grow a mile away from the house in the valley and no 
one would ever bother it. In those days, anyone with a garden and some 
chickens could call themselves a farmer. 

The farmers knew my dad well enough. He was a hard worker. The farmers 
knew if  you called my dad for some help on the land, then there were at 
least four or five or more of  us kids who would come with him. A job that 
would’ve taken that farmer a week to finish took us a day or two. 

Sometimes he would get paid in money. Other times, he would get paid in 
other stuff. One time a farmer gave him a sheep; “Baa” we called it. We didn’t 
use it for nothing and sold it. Farmers were always giving what they could: 
butter, some chickens, some tools for the yard or gardens, canned food - one 
time, a cow. The farmers all the way from ‘round the valley to the border 
knew that my dad was a good, right man. 

When me and Rose, my sister, were about 15 or 16, we decided that we 
weren’t going to go to school anymore. Nah, we were done with that. So we 
stopped going and decided that we would make more money if  we didn’t 
spend all day there. One day me and Rose wanted to go see a picture show. I 
asked my mom if  we could go and she said yes, as long as me and Rose had 
our money to go. So we asked dad. He said, “Well, if  you decided you aren’t 
going to school anymore, then you’d better start finding work if  you want 
to go have some fun.” So I did. I picked up jobs for families and made sure

*lii grenn – balls or pucks made of  berries (usually chokecherry or saskatoons) and fat 
which are placed on top of  the roof  to dry in the fall and are then used to flavour stock or 
other dishes and desserts in the winter months

Told by a Michif Aunty and written by Alyssa Prudat
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those farmers’ houses were nice and kept together. This one farmer’s wife 
had the hair of  a fire engine and a temper just as quick but she was good 
to me. Didn’t have the first clue of  how to keep up her land, tend chickens 
or gardens or keep the house in order. Her kids were also a bit, ya’ know, 
spoiled. But they paid well for the work I did. That was, until the wife got 
pregnant. Ha. She looked spooked. How was she supposed to manage two 
more mouths when she was struggling with what she already had? 

So I looked after myself. I got the heck out of  there. One day, I looked to the 
oldest boy while he’s watching his television and say, “I’m quitting.” “Oh?” 
he says. “I’m not working here anymore.” “Oh?” he says. I ask him to take 
me to town and he does and I never tell his dad so that his son doesn’t get 
in any trouble. I maybe would never have seen them again if  I didn’t visit the 
hospital a little while later. I catch the farmer in the hallway on the day his 
wife was giving birth. And I do feel bad, I suppose, leaving them like that, 
but I knew that if  I didn’t do anything then, I’d be there forever. I’ll always 
remember this. This man got on his knees right in front of  me, held his 
hands together as though he was ready to say a prayer and he begged me to 
come back. He needed me with the kids. I said that they’d do just fine without 
me, and not to worry. They’d do just fine. 

After that, I worked at the restaurant. My dad still made a good name with 
the farmers and us kids still helped whenever help needed doing. All of  us 
eventually left the valley to go to work, to the towns, into the city. By the time 
my dad had gotten too old to work as hard as he used to, he and my mom 
were the last ones to leave the valley.





































































g i v e s  v o i c e  t o  L i v i n g  H e r i t a g e

200 - 2020 11th Ave Regina, SK S4P 0J3
Treaty 4 Territory & Homeland of the Métis
info@heritagesask.ca          (306) 780-9191

W W W . H E R I T A G E S A S K . C A

Printed in Canada

917 – 22nd Street West
Saskatoon, SK  S7M 0R9

(306) 242-6070

W W W . G D I N S . O R G


