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Good afternoon, 

 
To speak honestly, while here at Depot, there were times that I would lay in my single 
bed, close my eyes, and never fall asleep. One time, I imagined rather fantastically that I 
was already a brand new Constable at my first posting— but not here in the present 
time, it was on the Old Canadian Frontier. Oh yes, I saddled my powerful cavalry horse 
and with my partner George A. French plus an entire troop of good men, we marched 
West along a vast, wild land. We were good Mounties, chosen for bearing sound 
constitution, for being able to ride, and for possessing an active and able body. We 
yearned for a righteous battle, we yearned to fight a good fight. We were prepared to 
stand and show that we were a rare breed of good men. The words of Sir Alexander 
Mackenzie burned on our hearts: “the men shall wear a scarlet uniform!” And the men 
marched onward, the heat and exhaustion unbearable, the hardships abounding, the 
need for more water immediate, the conditions of the men and livestock now waning, 
now desperate, and the onset of an early winter a veritable fear. Yet as Mounties we 
marched on, fighting the good fight! 

Somehow in those historical wanderings of my mind, I knew something more of the 
vigorousness, of the ruggedness, of the honest and truthful Mountie, and that was what 
I desired for my own person. I wanted to show integrity, I wanted to display depth of 
character, I wanted to comfort with strength, compassion, and selflessness. I wanted to 
be the equal in character and prowess of the ideal Mountie. Whether reliving stories as 
glorious-sounding as the March West, or as tragic as the Lost Patrol, I get the feeling 
that to be a Mountie is a call to be a good man and a good woman.  

Whoa! Whoa! Wait one minute! Times have changed, Pedro! The need for the character 
of the so-called ideal Mountie is no longer! Not an Old Frontier and a lawless whiskey 
trade, you fool! But a community sharing leadership with the police. No longer fighting a 
rebellion near Duck Lake or Batoche, but entering data into PROS and preparing a court 
brief. No, good values matter not, because a job is done with skills, not with values. But I 
tell you, dear Mounties and troop mates of mine, that though strategic priorities may 
change, the characteristics of a good Mountie never change. With confidence and 
unswerving steadiness we can declare the time-honoured words of a good man: 
truthfulness, integrity, loyalty, compassion, bravery, trustworthiness, love, pride, 
honour. Such words are like brothers and sisters to the RCMP core values. They convey 
the strength of character and prowess of the ideal Mountie. Yet other words 
successfully paint the picture of this character: Strength, dignity, humility, selflessness, 
self-sacrifice, a heart of gold. I somehow feel that many values and great character traits 
that belonged to Mounties long before us are growing rarer in our midst. The 
determination of George A. French. I want that. The tact and understanding of James 
Macleod when talking with people. I want that. The ability of Sam Steele to command 



leadership—whether in South Africa or in the Kootenays—I need to possess those traits. 
The courage of those fighting in the Red River Rebellion—Oh! that I could possess such 
fighting spirit! I want to know what it means to give everything I can, to fight until the 
very end, like the four Mounties of the Lost Patrol, who crossed 340 miles and faced 
extreme cold and hunger until they perished in the snow-covered wilderness. But we 
have abandoned many values. We have cut corners and called it time efficiency. We 
have cheated and called it being clever. We have not obeyed directions from authority 
and called it being a mature adult. We have been disloyal to our friends and left work 
colleagues behind and called it looking out for number one. Bah! “The men shall wear a 
scarlet uniform”! Sir Alexander Mackenzie would loathe the fact that some men who fill 
out the scarlet uniform are of a disdainful pedigree. The core values of a Mountie are 
not to be worn like makeup on a twelve-hour shift. The core values of a Mountie are a 
way of life. It is a Mountie’s way of life that serves a community and a country.  

You have heard about loyalty and integrity and of strength of character. You have heard 
of a time far, far away when loyalty was honourable, when a pure and strong heart was 
a good thing, when showing compassion and dedication to others was more important 
than putting yourself first. Do not embrace values at work because it is policy. Embrace 
values in your life because there is good in it. Even at home, you are a display of good 
values to the community around you. Love your wife, be faithful to her. Love your 
husband and cherish him. Invest your life into the lives of other people around you, 
especially the youth, and you will see safe homes and safe communities as those 
children you have invested in grow older.  

Troop 18, the fight is on for the hearts and minds of the nation. The only thing necessary 
for the triumph of evil is for good men to do nothing. You who are good men and 
women, fight the good fight! You who are good men and women, you shall wear a 
scarlet uniform! Fight the good fight! Fight the good fight!  

Thank you and may you all enjoy celebrating the success of Troop 18 today as much as 
we will...  

 


