
            My family history in Clinton                                                                                                                                               

By Lyla Lougheed 

    BC



Clinton was first known as Junction or 47 Mile because it 
was 47miles from Mile 0 (Lillooet). In 1863 the town was 
officially renamed “Clinton” by Queen Victoria in honour 

of Lord Henry Pelham Clinton. 



An important part of my heritage is the 
Village of Clinton. My family has been 
apart of Clinton´s history since 1900. Clinton 
is in the interior of British Columbia and I 
think it would have been an interesting 
place to grow up in. My great grandparents 
have lived here for most of their lives and 
the stories they tell paint a picture of how 
Clinton has evolved over the years.



In the late 1860s 
Clinton was a 
important judicial 
centre, where some of 
the best  judges, held 
some very important 
trials. Today the brick  
courthouse is the 
Clinton Museum and 
was once used as a 
school.



Clinton was first established during                                    
the gold rush. Prospectors on the way                                                                      
to mine gold would stop in Clinton as                                         
it was a days travel from Lillooet or                                             
Mile 0. My 3 times Great Grandfather                                
Dan Hurley was responsible for                                     
driving a wagon from Lillooet to                               
Clinton to deliver supplies. He would                                       
stay at the Original Clinton hotel.



My Great Grandfather Earl Cahill                                        
was born in Lillooet. My Poppa                                                       
moved to Clinton in 1948 when he                                                          
was 22 years old. He has a                                              
strong history in Clinton                                                                      
and has been writing                                                           
articles for the Lillooet, 100 Mile                                                
and  Clinton newspapers for                                                         
many years. I am able to learn                                             
the history of Clinton through my                                                                 
Poppa’s stories. 



My Great Grandmother Jocelyn Cahill                                                       
(Simpson)  was born in Chilliwack                                                             
and moved to Clinton in 1944 when                                                                  
she was 10 years old. She has been                                                              
on all the adventures with my Poppa                                                          
and even though he is the story teller,                                                        
she knows everything and everyone                                                                              
in Clinton. My Grandma and my                                                
Poppa bought the house that my                                              
Grandma grew up in and they still                                                  
live in the same house.



Poppa’s story 
I came to a dance, the famous Mayball. I was having lunch the next day with 
my friends, they introduced me to a guy that owned a taxi and he was looking 
for a partner. At the time I had the taxi in Lillooet. There were alot of workers 
in Clinton at the time building the new road and the taxi was busy in Clinton. 
So I sold my business in Lillooet and bought into                                          
the taxi business in Clinton. I like the area it                                           
covered Williams lake to Lytton and Kamloops.                                 Not Not 
many people had cars because the War                                                                                               
had just ended so I stayed very busy. - Poppa

 



Grandma's story 
In the summer of 1944 my father 
decided to move our family from 
the Fraser Valley to Clinton, B.C. 
At the time I didn't think of it 
being a permanent move, just a 
summer adventure. When we 
came to live here it was just a 
dusty little village on the unpaved 
Cariboo road with a few wooden 
sidewalks which were in pretty 
poor condition. - Grandma 



May was very busy 
raising their 5 girls and 
was a big part of the 

community.

Josh was a logger. 

These are my great great 
grandparents May and Josh 

Simpson they moved to Clinton 
in 1944 when my grandma was 

10 years old.



Logging was and is still a major 
industry in Clinton. The forests in British 
Columbia provide about half of 
Canada's lumber.  My Grandmother’s 
family moved to Clinton to become 
apart of the logging industry. My 
Grandma’s father owned his own small 
logging mill in Clinton for many years 
before moving to Lac La Hache where 
he continued to log.      

My Poppa was also apart of the logging 
industry. He drove a logging truck in 
the Clinton area in the 1950’s

This is my Grandmother’s father at his saw mill



In the 1950s I worked for Boyd’s Transport in Clinton who                                                                  
had just bought a 1948 single axle Diamond T logging                                                                                  
truck and trailer, the first combination to be used in the                                                                                  
Cariboo. When I went to work there they were                                                                           
logging along the old Cariboo Road by the present                                                                                                
turnoff into the Westfraser mill.  It took two hours to load                                                                          
this truck as there was no modern loading equipment                                                                            
then.  The truck  was parked along the side of a 15 ft.                                                                   
wide ramp made of  logs with a D6 bulldozer with                                                                            
an A frame boom and winch on the driver’s side.                                                                          
Two guys on the ramp side put grapple hooks into each end of the log and would guide the log as the 
cat operator pulled it up the ramp onto the truck.  The cat operator couldn’t see much on the far side so 
the truck driver (me) stood in front of the truck giving him hand signals.  We had to be very careful as 
we were loading logs near the Dominion Telephone Company lines to northern BC (60 lines in total). It 
was about a three mile trip to the mill on the old Cariboo Road at the head of the Chasm. - Poppa (the 
picture is of the logging truck my Poppa drove. My poppa is the man standing on the right.)



Logging continues to be a 
major industry in Clinton. 
The Clinton West Fraser 
Saw Mill was originaly 
owned by Ainsworth 
Lumber. It was 
established in the same 
area as the mill in my 
Poppa’s story. A large 
number of Clinton 
residences worked at the 
Mill until it closed in 2019.



My Great 
Grandparents 
were married in 
1953 and the 
photos are from 
inside their 
house and it still 
looks the same. 
The girls are 
my grandmas 
sisters. Those are 
the actual colors 
of their dresses



There weren’t many telephones in Clinton yet, only a few businesses and the police had 24 
hour service. The local government telephone & Telegraph office was manned from 8 am to 
11 pm. Emergency calls were directed to the taxi office and I would deliver messages 
regardless of the hour, not always appreciated. I once had to toss rocks at a second story 
window to tell a lady that her husband had passed away. - Poppa
My Grandma was an operator in the local telephone office. She would take the messages 
that my Poppa delivered.

My Poppa got into the taxi business after World War II. There were not many vehicles 
so my Poppa´s taxi business was very important to Clinton. Not only did my Poppa get 
people to their destinations his taxi was used as an ambulance, a postal truck and a 
delivery vehicle.



This is my poppas taxi 



My taxi business included the Gang Ranch Stage making a two day trip 
every week delivering mail and freight to the Gang and ranches in 
between. I ate a lot of meals at the cook house and at Holland’s big house 
down along Gaspard Creek and I drove Mr. and Mrs. Holland home from 
Clinton in my taxi many times. I remember one trip driving Mrs. Holland 
to her home arriving about 2pm. There was no hired help about so she 
offered to make me a pork sandwich with homemade bread which                                   
sounded pretty good but the two inch thick slices                                        
of bread were wrapped around a pork chop, bone                                    
and all. I thanked her and said I would eat it on                                       
the way back to town. When I got to the bridge                                           
I deboned the sandwich which I did enjoy on the                                      
way home.  - Poppa

Here is a picture of my Poppa´s supply truck.                                  



I was called to an old bachelor’s home about 5am 
one Sunday morning.  He had fallen off his chair 
during an all-night poker game and when he hadn’t 
responded to their ministrations (bathing his 
forehead with a dirty rag) they decided that maybe 
he should go to the hospital.  When I arrived I 
checked and found he had no pulse so I asked when 
he had fallen off the chair.  His friends who were 
still playing cards replied ’Oh about midnight’ so I 
told them he was dead and that I would have to 
notify the police who would come down to check 
things outs.  The cards, whisky and players 
disappeared in a  hurry leaving their poor old friend 
alone, dead on the floor,  and that was the end of 
that poker game. - Poppa



I love hearing my Poppas stories about 
driving taxi. Because of his taxi business he 
was able to meet a lot of new people and 
make friendships that lasted a lifetime. 
Through his stories I was able to learn a lot 
about what it was like in Clinton in the late 
1940’s  



Ranching is also a very important part of 
Clinton´s industries. Once “Gold Fever” 
subsided, the ranching industry developed. 
My Poppa’s taxi business played an 
important part in ranching. The ranchers 
would hire my Poppa’s taxi to pick up workers 
from the train station and drive them to the 
ranches to work. He brought mail and supplies 
and would pick up injured cowboys and bring 
them to the local doctor or hospital. After my 
Poppa sold his taxi business he began driving 
truck for a company that hauled cattle. He tells 
so many stories about what it was like to get 
cattle to market back in the day when there 
were fewer trucks and old unpaved roads.



Boyd’s Transport in Clinton was one of the first to enter the cattle hauling business 
with trucks and trailers in the early 1950s. Boyds built their own cattle trailers. The 
first one had vacuum brakes operated by a hand lever while the truck had air 
brakes operated by a brake pedal. These two different braking systems were 
supposed to be synchronized but didn’t work that way. When applying the two 
braking systems together there was a ten second delay before the vacuum brakes 
engaged. This was scary in an emergency like the time I rounded a corner to find 
a slow moving team and wagon ahead on a narrow bridge. I needed three hands 
that time - one to honk the air horn, one to steer and one to work the vacuum 
lever. Driving this combination unit one had to be alert at all times. I got used to 
this system and hauled several head of cattle out of Empire Valley, Gang Ranch 
and Canoe Creek as well as Quesnel, Williams Lake and the Clinton area to 
Ashcroft, Vancouver and Northern Washington. There was no Trans-Canada 
Highway then so cattle buyers from Alberta had to ship by rail from Ashcroft or 
Kamloops. - Poppa



This is Boyd’s 
truck 



My Poppa eventually moved on from hauling cows and 
took a position with Gulf Canada

For nearly twenty years I was a bulk oil distributor for Gulf 
Canada and Jocelyn attended to the office. Our agency 
covered a large area from Clinton to Lillooet, south to 
Spences Bridge and Lytton, north to the Bridge Lake area 
and west to Empire Valley and Blackdome Mine. We had 
over forty ranches on our route plus loggers and sawmills, 
mining and construction companies. Friends with planes 
came in handy as I scouted out some of the far-flung logging 
operations. Another time I used a plane to find the fuel tanks 
a mining operation working along the Fraser River near 
French Bar had hidden among the pine trees. I especially 
enjoyed the ranch deliveries as I had hauled a lot of their 
cattle to market. I was always welcome at their kitchen 
tables, a homey feeling with old friends. I miss those trips, 
especially on pie day. - Poppa 



One cold night in the fall the janitor of the Green 
Lake school phoned to say they were out of stove oil. 
I rushed up to the school parking close to the school 
so I could sit in the truck with the door open - to 
keep warm as it was 30o below. I had climbed 
down the ladder and opened the truck door when 
the tank overflowed spraying stove oil all over me 
and into the cab of the truck.  What a mess! I shut 
the pump off and went into the school to ask the 
janitor if he had checked to tank before he called me 
out to which he replied that he just thought it was 
empty because the heater was out. He must have 
been new to the Cariboo and didn‘t know that lines 
to the stove will freeze up when it gets that cold. 
This time I had to drive home smelling of stove oil 
and undress in the carport. - Poppa

     
 

In this picture is my great grandfather, great 
grandmother, my uncle, poppa and my mom 



The oil agency allowed my Poppa to 
continue to contribute to the industries in 
Clinton. He supplied oil to logging 
companies, ranches, schools and homes. 



My Poppa doesn’t write for the newspapers anymore (this year he will celebrate his 95th 
birthday) but I am so happy that we have his collection of stories. When I asked my great 
grandparents what they love most about Clinton they tell me it is the people. Everyone takes 
care of each other. Everyone knows one another. My poppa loved all of his jobs and he loved 
that he met and made so many friends through his life.

Clinton has changed a lot over the years. My grandparents always say how the highway 
is so busy now. Many people are traveling through Clinton and the ones that stay come 
because of the beautiful fishing lakes and the hunting. They can come to be cowboys at 
guest ranches. The Tourist industry is very important today. 

My grandparents have owned their house for approximately 60 years and it had been in my 
family for 75 years. I am so lucky that I have been able to have sleepovers in the same room 
that my great grandma slept in as a little girl. If you are ever passing through Clinton it is the 
little house on main street with the old wagon wheel gate. The next story is one my poppa 
wrote about his home



When Jocelyn’s youngest sister married, her mother was anxious to move to Lac la 
Hache where her father worked so we bought and moved into our present home. And 
we are now the longest occupants of this old house. Our house was built by Arthur 
Harmon about 1910.  Mound Road rancher James Bishop bought it so his children, Artie 
and May could stay in town to attend school.  His daughter, Maggie Watt lived here 
with her baby son Lloyd while her husband George served overseas in the First World 
War.  When Mr. Watt returned the house was sold to Bishop kinsman Emma Boyd 
who with her husband Sam lived here with their family until they built their 
retirement home next door in the 1930s.  The next occupant was Campbell Sutherland 
who, upon becoming Government Agent in 1944, moved up the street to the house 
provided for the holder of that position, selling the house to May and Josh Simpson 
who with their family had moved from Chilliwack.  The Simpson daughters had 
‘flown the nest’ by 1960 when the old house became our home.  We have celebrated 
many happy occasions here - weddings, anniversaries and family gatherings. - Poppa



Clinton Today 

Simpson home in 
Clinton 1945

 View from 
the 
highway 



My Great 
Grandparents 
house hasn’t 
changed 
much 

This is the 
view from the 
back alley 



This is my family 
but there have been 
some additions since 
this picture was 
taken in the 
backyard 

My thoughts about learning about my history in Clinton 
I liked learning because most of my poppa's stories are funny. One of 
my favourite story is the one with the poker game at a bachelor house 
(slide nummer 17) 
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