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NNot a simple spur of the moment flight to the farther south eastern

reaches of the province, this trip had been sitting in the back of my
mind for some time. Over a period of several weeks, I'd been gath-
ering information, researching rumours, finding photos, and map-
ping out a route that I hoped would lead to the fantastic. With the
recent memories of less than spectacular road trips in mind, I want-
ed to make this one count, and did everything I could to prepare.
With the knowledge that roadtrips are safer if you travel in a group,
I invited some local explorers to come along. Feztaa was the only
one who could spare the time, and so became my passenger for the
duration.

With the car packed with kit, we left early on a Friday afternoon.
The highway flew by, and it didn't take long for us to reach Red
Deer, then keep going. Signs warning of major delays ahead unfor-
tunately proved to be true, as the highway south of Carstairs was
nearly a parking lot with diverted vehicles. We escaped the incredi-
bly frustrating traffic jam, heading onto some dusty back roads; but
we eventually managed to make it into Calgary.

After a quick stop and some phone calls to the local explorers, we
decided to pass straight through Calgary and get back onto the
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highways; hopefully getting to our first target area before the day's
light faded. However, we were forced to watch helplessly as the sun
set while we ate some dinner sandwiches in Okotoks. We contin-
ued south, and managed to reach the town of Vulcan as the last
light faded from the western sky. In unfamiliar territory at night, I
was thankful I'd had the foresight to print maps that allowed me to
navigate down dark, dusty roads to our first target.

When we arrived, we decided to get some sleep, rather than spend
time stumbling about in the dark. It was a restless night, sleeping
on the side of the road, anticipating the exploring that awaited the
next day.

Dawn broke, and I woke up to a warm, windy morning; with the
cloudy sky overhead casting a gray light over everything below. I
also woke up outside the front gates of the former Vulcan RCAF
Aerodrome, and couldn't believe my eyes. Cloaked and unseen in
last night in the darkness, a row of massive airplane hangars only a
couple hundred meters distant were revealed by the light of the ris-
ing sun. We put on our jackets, gathered cameras, and headed in.
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Vulcan had been a flying school during WWII, one of many scat-
tered throughout Canada. Many of the Aerodrome's smaller build-
ings had been completely removed, the runways were cracked and
overgrown, and the remaining six hangers were slowly falling apart.
But it was no less fantastic to us, and the decay only made it more
interesting. Some local farmers had taken over the hangers and taxi
area, and used the space for storage of equipment or parking their
farm machines. We avoided the equipment, instead focusing on
wandering into the hangers and shooting photos.

Despite the decay apparent on the
outside of the hangers, they
seemed in remarkably good shape.
Essentially giant boxes made
entirely of huge wood beams,
each one had a small row of
office space along two sides. It
was evident the hangers had
been converted for various uses
in the years after they were
abandoned; we found relics
from several different compa-
nies, and many piles of junk.
We also found and went inside
some large, underground con-
crete tanks, which were proba-
bly the remnants of an old
water treatment station.

After spending a good part of
the morning exploring Vulcan, we got in

the car and headed back onto the highway. Going south, we passed
many small towns, and navigated our way up to another abandoned
airfield I'd located through research. Unfortunately, the only remain
we found was a small monument indicating that the Aerodrome
(RCAF Station Pearce) had once stood on this spot.

After some more driving, we entered the town of Picture Butte, and
faced another disappointment. We drove onto the site of a former
massive sugar factory, and got out to take some photos of the site.
The factory hadn't been completely demolished, two large buildings
and some silos still stood. But the lines of building foundations,
walls, and scattered left-overs told of the huge factory that had once
been.

After a quick stop for lunch, we took a major highway into
Lethbridge. At first, the city seemed quite promising- we sighted
several abandoned or interesting buildings just after driving in. But
each one, upon closer inspection, became a letdown: either active,
renovated, occupied, or boarded up solid, we had no luck. We set
off south down the highway to a small town called Raymond, to
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check out another potential abandonment. As we passed through
the town, my heart skipped a beat- there, on the edge of town,
barely visible, was the old sugar factory! As we
approached, my enthusiasm slowly waned- the brick
chimney I was expecting was gone, and the site had
been taken over for use as a grain elevator.

We drove in, admiring the old brick building and
the tall silos to the rear. A portion of the structure
looked disused, and mostly intact. I managed to
gain permission from the man running the eleva-
tor for us to explore the empty section of the old-
est building. The four storey brick building was
fantastic, a run-down shadow of its former self.
As a strong wind howled outside, blowing
through broken windows, we roamed the build-
ing, examining the left-over equipment. The
building reeked of grain, since part of it had
been converted for storing just that. Though fas-
cinating to explore, its small size meant that it
didn't take us long to cover it all.

After driving back to Lethbridge, we booked a
campsite for the night before heading back into
the city for a second look. We drove, we
walked, we looked, but there wasn't much
there. We got some of Lethbridge's best pizza
for dinner, and ate out in the wind, sitting
across from the site of a demolished brewery.

En route to a third-rate target after dinner, we stumbled upon a
large storm sewer outfall on the river bank. Deciding that draining
was a better option than anything else, we lifted the outfall grate
and headed inside. Wearing only our street shoes, and armed with
small flashlights, we explored the pipe. It was RCP that shrank pre-
dictably the further uphill we went, with small sidepipes to carry
down cold fresh air and traffic noise from the highway. Surprisingly,
we were not the first to explore it- a previous drain crew had left
graffiti and tags a long way up the pipe. Not to be beaten by the
local amateurs, I continued on past their last tag, monkey-walking
up 1500 for several hundred meters until finally reaching a small,
impassible waterfall at the end. I managed to exit the drain almost
entirely dry and unscathed, but Feztaa soaked his shoes and get a
few headaches. After Fez changed his wet clothes, we drove back to
the campsite. I quickly set up the tent, and we went to bed.

The next morning was another early start. After a quick breakfast
and a return to the drain for some photos, we set off down Highway
3. We made a quick stop in Taber, and did some drive-by exploring
of the massive Rogers Sugar factory. I couldn't believe the size of it-
a huge complex, with silos, sheds, chimney, huge piles of sugar
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beets, and a gigantic factory building. The smell of something burn-
ing lingered over the site, and we were glad to get back on the

highway again.

A few hours' mostly uneventful
driving brought us into Medicine
Hat before noon. The initial frus-
tration over the slightly confus-
ing roads in the 'Hat soon faded
as we discovered building after
incredible building. We spent an
hour driving around the city,
and saw three huge silos, two
abandoned pottery works, some
active pottery works, a couple
abandoned buildings, and
many other things. After the
dry well of Lethbridge, it was
hard to take in all at once, so
we decided to scout out the
neighbouring town of Redcliff
for targets while it still day-
light.

Redcliff was less promising. We took a
few photos of the nifty, still-active drive
in theatre (The Gemini), where we also
stopped for lunch. The main draw in
Redcliff is the huge former glass factory,
with its twin smokestacks, water tower,
and large brick buildings. Despite the gen-
erally decrepit appearance of the facility,
smoke drifted from one of the stacks, and
it was clear from the cars in the parking lot
that someone was once again using the
facility since its closure in 1989. An active
pottery works rounded out the industrial
scene in Redcliff, and we decided to head
back across the river into Medicine Hat.

Upon closer inspection, most of the targets
in Medicine Hat weren't as easy as we'd
expected. The two abandoned pottery facto-
ries were well-maintained, locked, and inac-
cessible provincial (or national) historic sites.
Two of the three silo complexes were very
much active; and the third, incredible beauti-
ful, abandoned and tempting target was locked

down. Out for a scouting walk, we discovered, to our amazement,
that Medicine Hat's municipal incinerator is still standing. Though
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disused, it was unfortunately completely locked and welded shut-
and still had power.

Reduced to looking for table scraps, we found an abandoned pas-
senger rail car and spent all of ten minutes shooting photos inside
of it. We found a few other small, empty buildings, mostly locked
up or boarded solidly. Disappointed, we went for a walk downtown.
Immediately, we noticed the huge, brand-new construction project
that dominated an entire block of downtown. Enclosed by a con-
struction fence, the huge building was surrounded by scaffolding
and towered over by a crane that rose from inside the building
itself. There was no question- we were going to get inside and
explore it.

While Feztaa got something to eat,
I scouted an entrance and watched
the remaining workers go home for
the evening. Then, together, we
slipped past the fencing and into
the building. The 60,000 square
foot facility was amazing- com-
plete with a huge theatre, big
rooms, and a cool, complex base-
ment. The entire thing was still
very much under construction;
one huge, two-storey room was a
forest of metal scaffolding sup-
porting the poured concrete ceil-
ing, the theatre was nicely
unfinished, and the basement
was a maze of construction
equipment and brand-new, still-
in-the-wrapper mechanicals.

We roamed inside, under, and above everything we could; while
attempting to stay out of sight of the cars passing on the streets on
all sides. The most intense moments were spent up on the catwalks
above the theatre. However, nothing on this trip scared me as much
as when I climbed up to the top floor of the fly tower. The floor
was made of metal bars, evenly spaced, which allowed me to look
straight down and see the concrete floor six stories below. Walking
on that floor was one of the scariest things I've ever done, but it
was the last part on the climb to the roof. Taking photos and mov-
ing leisurely, it was dark by the time we crept out of the building
and back to the streets.

After a quick dinner, we briefly visited a gigantic white teepee on
our way to a small building in the industrial area. Dubbed “Mystery
Gift”, the brick building was two storeys tall and crammed full of
junk. It was an unusual structure, divided over three stories, and
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we couldn't figure out its original pur-
pose. Exploring it didn't take long, so we
drove around some more before deciding
to call it quits and go to bed.

The next morning, we woke up, grabbed
some breakfast and quickly left town. We
made excellent time down the highway,
and soon arrived at Brooks, whose main
attraction is the Aqueduct. A provincial
historic site, the Brooks Aqueduct is an
amazing bridge-like structure that once car-
ried water 3.1 kilometers. Most of the con-
crete aqueduct still remains, and we arrived
eager to explore it.

It turned out that there wasn't really much
to explore- the aqueduct was essentially a
long trough supported by legs. However, we
managed to find a way inside it, and spent
time walking along and photographing the
old, lichen-covered concrete. It was a nice,
sunny day, and the concrete forms cast inter-
esting shadows. Despite its overall uniformity,
it was still quite interesting to walk through

and climb on, and we had a good
time leisurely taking photos.

After getting back on the highway,
the only interesting event that
happened on the  long drive back
to Calgary was when we picked
up a hitchhiker. I saw him stand-
ing on the side of the road as we
pulled through the town of
Brooks, and I insisted on pick-
ing him up. He had a couple
interesting stories to share, and
didn't seem to mind when we
started talking about drains.
We dropped him off in
Calgary, then went to meet up
with local explorer Kaos.

We had some lunch, then
went out in the sun for a

walk to check out some interest-
ing drain construction that was happening nearby. Despite the

stares of passing pedestrians, we walked around inside the con-
struction site of a huge, new storm sewer outfall. We couldn't get
inside, and so we traced the construction upstream to another work
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site where some workers were building plywood forms for some
new drains. The workers were still there, so we hung around the
fence and took photos before walking away, with plans already
brewing in our heads. Feztaa and I had to head back to Edmonton,
and unfortunately wouldn't be able to explore the interesting new
drains under construction. We said our goodbyes to Kaos, and
headed for the highway.

The drive back to Edmonton was
getting a little too long, so we took
an unexpected turn, traveled a
couple extra kilometers, and
wound up at the Dixon Dam. It
was a black night out by the time
we arrived, but the dam flood-
gates were beautifully lit up by
spotlights. We took a few short-
cuts around the fences in order
to properly view the dam and
shoot some photos, but stayed
off the actual dangerous gates
and mechanisms. Interesting as
it was, there wasn't much to
actually explore at the dam, so
we soon left for home.

Back on the highway, headed
north in a dark sea of head-
lights, we arrived in Edmonton an hour short of midnight.
Despite the novelty of visiting strange cities, it felt good to be driv-
ing familiar roads once again, seeing familiar places. I dropped
Feztaa off, and went home. ◊
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For more photos of the locations mentioned, visit this link:
http://www.drainsofmycity.com/foray/foray.html


