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By Lyn Hancock

HIS YEAR is a special one for

Samuel Dorcy Letourneau of

Ladysmith. Suddenly, he has a

family he never knew he had —
a sister and cousins who have been
looking for him for over 60 years,
and nieces and nephews — relatives he
lived in the same town with but up until
now had never met or known who they
were. In fact, Letourneau never knew
who he was—until he read the book Tell
Me Grandmother by Marion Dowler and
me.

“I grew up as a single child, thinking
I'was an orphan and now I find all these
kinfolk,” he said in wonderment, still
slightly dazed by the miraculous discov-
ery that he has a continent-wide family.

And not just any family. Samuel
Dorcy Letourneau is really Samuel
Dorcy Livingston, or Sam Livingston
III, grandson of S8am Livingston and
Jane Howse, the first settlers in Calgary.
Their names are honored in many places
in Canada and the U.S.: in Livingston
County, Wisconsin, in an elementary
school, a federal building, a fish hatch-
ery, on a mountain, a river, a pass. Jane
Howse was the granddaughter of Jo-
seph Howse who set up the first Hudson
Bay Company fur trading post west of
the Rockies. Metis-born on the Red
River near what would become Winni-
peg, Jane Howse learned to hunt buffa-
lo, prepare meats and hides and drive a
noisy, rickety-looking Red River ox cart
across the Prairies. The Howse family
were among the first settlers in Fort
Victoria, now Pakan, Alberta. It was
there when Jane was 16 that she
married Sam Livingston, a fiery, flam-
boyant Irishman who had walked and
ridden across North America seeking
his fortune. Sam was a gold prospector,
a buffalo hunter, a fur trader and, after
he and Jane settled down in Calgary
(before there was a Calgary), a famous
farmer and innovative rancher. The
Livingston farm was a showplace in
Alberta and the Livingston house is now
on display in Heritage Park.

Jane and Sam’s 13th child, named
Samuel Henry Livingston after his
father, was born about 1894, worked
on ranches in the Calgary area and
when he was about 20 years old, married
Millie Hamel. Sam and Millie had two
children, a girl Myrtle and a boy, Samuel
Dorcy — the third Sam Livingston, now
of Ladysmith. Unfortunately, Sam II
died of TB in 1919 when he was only 25,
(just two months after his grandmother
Jane’s death).

Sam’s widow, without money or a
job, took her two babies to stay with her
husband’s sister, Mary Livingston
Dowler. It must have been a crowded
house because Mary already had a large
family of her own including two pres-
ent-day Vancouver Islanders, Dennis
Dowler of Victoria, and Marion Hansen
of Sidney. Both Dennis (then 11) and
Marion (then three) remember that “lit-
tle Dorcy” lived with them in Calgary.
However, in 1921 when Uouow was 2, his

mother Millie, was forced to give her 0 i
up for adoption to the banker, %@
64

Letourneau of Tofield. Over the ne
years the Livingston family tried
trace Dorcy and unite the family bu
except for one brief hour in 1936 when
Dorcy was 17, they searched in vain.
Samuel Dorcy Livingston was given up
for dead.

Until 1985, when by chance Dorcy
and his wife Pat happened to buy a copy
of Tell Me, Grandmother on the history
of the Sam Livingston family. Realizing
that I, being one of the authors, lived
close to them in Mill Bay, and that her
husband’s birth certificate shows his
real name to be Samuel Dorcy Living-
ston born in Calgary in 1919, Pat
wrote to me, to ask if there was any
chance her husband could be related to
the famous Livingston family described
in the book. It seemed that for years
Dorcy had a nagging suspicion that he
was a grandson of Sam and Jane.

The Letourneaus wrote, “We know
that Samuel Dorcy had an older sister
named Myrtle and wonder if the Myrtle
Hergert mentioned in the preface of

your book is his sister. If you have her
address or know where it might be
obtained we would be most appreciative
of receiving any information.”

I am not a member of this far-flung
family whose saga covers the history
and geography of North America but I
was almost as excited as they were when
it was confirmed. Pat and Dorcy’s
daughter, Susanne, who was visiting
Edmonton looked up the name Myrtle
Hergert in the phone book and made the
first connection, “You don’t know me,
but ...” From then on, phone calls and
letters flew back and forth between
family members on the Prairie and
Vancouver Island, culminating in an
emotional Thanksgiving reunion when
Dorcy met his sister Myrtle face to face,
the sister who had been trying all her
life to find her lost brother.

Recently, I visited the Letourneaus
in Ladysmith to learn the details of the
discovery and had the thrill of introduc-
ing (first by phone) Dorcy to his nearest
Vancouver Island relatives, Dennis
Dowler of Victoria and Marion Hansen

S&ma Sidney. Dennis and Marion hadn’t

&,

seen “wee Dorcy” since he lived in their
house in Calgary in 1919. “It’s wonder-
ful, miraculous,” was their first reac-
tion.

Dorcy filled in the years. “Dad Le-
tourneau was a bank manager and so we
moved around a lot, Tofield, Carbon,
Beiseker, Grande Prairie, Edmonton.
The Letourneaus wanted me to go into
medicine but I was a very stubborn kid
and refused a university education. I
worked in a service station, a pool hall
and in the livestock business of Adams,
Wood and Weiller.”

And then came the shock of finding
out for the first time he was adopted.
“I was 17 at the time. My boss came into
the office and said, ‘Your mother and
sister are outside.’ Mrs. Letourneau had
never told me about my mother Millie
and sister Myrtle. I remember spending
an hour with them at dinner but I wasn’t
able to have any further contact.”

Livingston family genealogies rec-

Sam Letourneau with his newly-discovered family, author Lyn Hancock (right) and copies of Tell Me Grandmother

__wocw leads to ‘miracle’ reunion

ord that the Letourneaus forbade con--
tact and “none of his Livingston rela-
tives ever saw or heard of Samuel
Livingston again.” Myrtle tried but with
the Letourneaus having no other close
relatives and Mr. Letourneau moving
around such a lot, she could not trace
him. Moreover, she was looking for
Samuel Letourneau and Dorcy had

changed his name to Dorcy Letour-

neau. ,

Ironically, Dorcy was put off the
scent by knowing that his birth certifi-
cate spelled his name Livingston but all
the book or magazine articles he read on
the first Samuel Livingston spelled it
with an “e”. Also, in the only meeting he
had with his mother, he had not been
told he was related to the famous Li-
vingston pioneers. “When Mrs. Letour-
neau gave me my birth certificate prior
to going to The Second World War she
said only that she had ‘reason to believe’
I could be related,” Dorcy explained re-
cently at dinner in Ladysmith. “And out
of loyalty to my foster parents, I couldn’t
really meet any of my real relatives until
they had passed away.”

So after the war he returned to
Alberta and joined the federal govern-
ment to construct settlements in the
Arctic. Being an Arctic buff I was intri-
gued at the map in his den pinning
dozens of communities in the Northwest
Territories where he had worked as well
as looking at the native artifacts he had
brought back from the north.

But probably his most meaningful
wall hanging was a beautifully framed
picture of Grandfather Sam Livingston.
“I cut it out of a magazine article years
ago when I used to wonder if we could be
related,” he smiled.

A lucky omen it turned out to be.
Within a couple of months of meeting
his sister in 1985, Dorcy was sum-
moned to her bedside in hospital. Myrtle
was gravely ill with cancer. “She was
elated by my arrival and appeared to
make an immediate recovery, enough
that she now goes home for weekends.
Her doctor thought it was a mira-
cle.”




