June 2020

Apsley
Backroads

FR

EE

apsleybackroads.com

Social Distancing

The Canadian Way, Eh!
Game Warden Memories

Turtle Time
Old time Weddings
Aesop Fables
International Space Station

A Coe Hill Pioneer

Anna Marie Leveridge

Apsley
Backroads
Contact Us

To advertise and all other
inquires please call:
705-760-2983
admin@apsleybackroads.com

Published by
Judith (Jude) Le n, Editor
business m n er
nd owner/oper tor
P.O. Box 664
Apsley, Ont rio K0L 1A0
This is free monthly public tion.
Copies re distributed by C n d Post
nd for loc l pickup from north of
L keﬁeld to B ncroft, P ud sh,
C rdiff nd Coe Hill re ion includin
ll of the Apsley re .
If you h ve ‘no ﬂyers’ t on your
m il box, you will not receive copy
in the m il. You c n pick up copy t
one of sever l loc l merch nts in nd
round Apsley, lon the delivery
routes or si n up for
p id
subscription which just covers the
cost of the post e since the
m
zine is free.
You c n c tch up on line t
psleyb ckro ds.com
The Publisher, Editor or ny of the
contributors to this public tion sh ll
not be li ble nd ssume no
responsibility for loss or d m es
rel tin to, or s
result of ny
written m teri l or dvertisin in
this public tion.
The ﬁn l d te to submit ds, rticles
nd stories for e ch monthly issue is
the 15th of the month prior.

Subscriptions
Subscriptions re v il ble for $36
for 12 month run, plus HST. This
covers the speci l m ilout. They
m ke re t ift too!
Apsley Backroads is
a proud member of the

From the
Editor’s desk...
Crazy times!
It has been quite the ride, eh! I have read books and watched many movies and
tv shows about plague and viruses but never did I think it would ever happen,
world wide, crazy. It is weird to think that the entire world is dealing with the
very same thing, effecting every person.
We were long over due for a wake-up. Before you freak about that comment, let
me explain....For too long we have been closing off from the personal, one to one
human connection. How many times have you walked into a room full of people
and no one is speaking or even looking around? They are all on their devices,
locked into their own private virtual world, isolating themselves from the real
space around them.
The virus as changed many things, keeping us home and locked up together to
start with. Families now doing the family thing, interacting. We are also seeing
some crazy hair and stylish face masks. Less driving and consumption has lead
to cleaner air and waterways. Mother Nature is getting a well deserved break
from us. When this is all said and done (if it ever is) I hope we will have learned
some lessons on being considerate of this great planet.
p.s. The April issue is available on line only. I did not print a May issue but I am
back at it now and will continue to print each month.

Published by a local gal...

Jude

A RIDE TO REMEMBER
by Bob Cottrell

It was August 1, 2019. We phoned the ofﬁce at 11.00pm the night
before and were told the weather conditions were ﬁnally right for our
balloon ride. We had to be at the launch site by 5.00 am. My son, myself,
along with his friend Javed, started our journey at 3.00 am so we would
have plenty of time to ﬁnd our destination in Waterloo. We arrived early
and could see a large open space on the grounds of the Waterloo Rod and
Gun Club. Soon cars started to appear as well as a vehicle which could
seat about a dozen passengers and towing a large covered trailer. The
trailer housed the balloon which we would soon get a glimpse of. Two
more of these vehicles followed.
It did not take long to unload the balloons but a lot of time was
spent hooking up lines and setting up all the burner and navigating
equipment. The balloons were inﬂated with large fans and when
upright, by heat from the propane burner. Several lines attached to the
basket stopped it from becoming air borne.
The basket is quite large, made to hold 12 passengers plus the
pilot. There are 4 compartments, one in each corner, which hold 3
people each. The area in the middle is where the pilot sits along with his
navigational equipment, propane burners and tanks.
We were assigned to the blue balloon and after signing wavers
we all climbed aboard. Ours was the ﬁrst to take off and as we ascended
there was a beautiful sun rise on the horizon and a great view of all the
farm land and cattle looking up at us. We went over a forest and spotted
several deer. The other two balloons were off in the distance and taking
the same course which was the direction of the prevailing wind.
An hour goes by very quickly when you are having fun. We saw
the other balloons go down and heard our pilot radio his ground crew to
prepare to land. Several suitable locations were spotted but the chase
vehicle could not locate the owners to obtain permission to land. Time
went by and we were now up for one and a half hours and running out of
suitable locations. The pilot then told the chase vehicle we would be
landing on the road and to stop trafﬁc at a designate spot. The road

chosen had no hydro lines do to us being in Mennonite
country.
We began our descent over a farm with cattle
which soon scattered. The road was now in view and our
pilot and his crew were busy making preparations to set
down. The trafﬁc was stopped by the ground crew and
everything appeared to be going well and landing on the
road was a routine occurrence. It was then we heard a
voice say “where did that truck come from.” The truck in
question was a large tractor trailer and we were on a
direct collision course with its trailer. All I remember was
everyone shouting “get out of the way.” This must have
worked because we missed the trailer by a couple of feet.
As is custom, we celebrated the end of our
adventure with the traditional glass of champagne. This
was truly a ride to remember.
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SOCIAL DISTANCING
THE CANADIAN WAY, EH!
Gus is Canadian. He's just a regular kinda guy who, up until now, led a normal,
happy life living alone with his dog and his cat near the fair town of Huntsville in
central Ontario. This is the story, as told by Gus himself, of how he is trying to cope
during the Covid-19 crisis.
Now, you'll have to excuse Gus a bit because he comes from a long line of "Hosers"
from the "Great White North", and his grammar ain't so good, eh!
(By the way, Gus is a hick, so anything he comes up with to protect himself from
the virus is not recommended. Oh, and no cats were harmed in the writing of this
story.)
*******
"So now they tell me I gotta stay home, right, and if I go out to get stuﬀ I really
need, I gotta stay six feet away from everybody! Well, bein' home ain't much fun,
I'll tell ya! There's no hockey on TV anymore. That sucks! The dog's kinda sick
lookin'. He just lays around all day, tremblin' and starin' at the ﬂoor or at the cat,
who's all bunched up in the corner pukin' up hairballs 'n stuﬀ. Guess I better stay
away from them too! Golly, this crazy virus, eh, it's really changin' my life!

"Well, I don't have one of them fancy masks,
and I don't have any of them rubber gloves, so I
tried to think about what I could use instead.
So I called my Uncle Bob up in North Bay, eh,
but he didn't wanna talk because he's social
distancing too. Good for him! Then I called my
Uncle Doug a way up in Temiskaming who was
out ice-ﬁshin' on the lake, and he mentioned
somethin' about wearin' a toque! So I got my
toque and rolled it down over my face. Then I
thought to myself, well that oughta keep the
virus out, eh! I could still kinda see where I was
goin', so don't you worry about that. Then I dug
my hockey gloves out of my hockey bag.
Phew! . . . guess I better pick up some Pinesol
too! Little ripe in there. The gloves are a real
nice touch though, especially with the whole
hockey theme goin' on, eh! And since I can't
pick my nose, or stick my ﬁnger in my ear with
'em on, I'm good right?
"So I tried it all out in the house where it's safe.
Worked pretty good too, till I stepped on the
stupid cat, tripped over the dog and hit the
wall---real hard. So I thought to myself, I
probably need to see a bit better, eh! So I cut
out a couple of holes in the toque . . . and then a
couple more (the ﬁrst two didn't line up too
good). Wow, that was better! But . . . I believe in
safety ﬁrst, eh, so I dug out my hockey helmet
and stuck it on top of the toque. The pompom
thingy was kinda in the way, but I didn't wanna
screw up my good hat by cuttin' it oﬀ, right, so
the helmet sits a bit high. Oh well, what do ya
do, eh? Now, if the toque slipped a bit, and I
walked into the wall again, it wouldn't hurt so
much!

"Because I don't wanna catch this Corona-19 thing, I better ﬁgure somethin' out,
right! I heard some folks are even wearin' masks and gloves. Good idea! But how
do ya know yer six feet away? Seems kinda stupid to pull out a tape measure every
time, so I put my head together, eh! And I come up with a purdy decent solution.

"So now I was all geared up and ready to go,
and drove myself into town. The grocery store
had lots of people buyin' all kinds of stuﬀ. Carts
piled high with beans and toilet paper. Gee, I
thought, better hurry and get some before its
all gone. Funny, though, how everybody was
starin' and stayin' lots more'n six feet away!
Guess they're gettin' this whole social
distancing thing too, eh! Although . . . maybe I
shouldn't've waved the hockey stick around so
much. Kinda impolite, I ﬁgure. And now that
I'm thinkin' about it, the cat seemed a little put
oﬀ by it too!"

"I got my old wooden hockey stick out of the closet. The one with the wicked
curved blade. But the cat was horkin' somethin' up again . . . on the couch this
time, eh! So I ﬂicked 'm oﬀ with the stick. He didn't like that very much---hissed
and spat at me after landin' in the dog bed way over in the corner. It was a real nice
wrist-shot though! Since the stick seemed pretty good at keepin' the dog and cat
away, I ﬁgure it could work good on people too. Besides, the stick is ﬁve feet long
and my reach is 2-1/2 . . . that's, uh, at least six feet, eh. Good enough!

Rick de Haan is an artist and creative writer. To view his
paintings or read his stories and poems, visit "Rick de
Haan's Wilderness Reﬂections”
( dehaanartblog.wordpress.com ) or Rick de Haan
Wilderness Art on Facebook.

"So now I'm wonderin' how I'm gonna go out, without exposing myself, and get
dog kibble and cat food for them, and beans and milk for me, and of course a
Timmie's coﬀee, eh! Oh, and toilet paper, since the dog ate the last two friggin'
rolls for some reason. Must be a nervous condition or somethin'.

In a time of
distance

A poem by Alexander McCall Smith

The unexpected always happens in the way
The unexpected has always occurred:
While we are doing something else,
While we are thinking of altogether
Different things — matters that events
Then show to be every bit as unimportant
As our human concerns so often are;
And then, with the unexpected upon us,
We look at one another with a sort of surprise;
How could things possibly turn out this way
When we are so competent, so pleased
With the elaborate systems we've created —
Networks and satellites, intelligent machines,
Pills for every eventuality — except this one?
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And so we turn again to face one another
And discover those things
We had almost forgotten,
But that, mercifully, are still there:
Love and friendship, not just for those
To whom we are closest, but also for those
Whom we do not know and of whom
Perhaps we have in the past been frightened;
The words brother and sister, powerful still,
Are brought out, dusted down,
Found to be still capable of expressing
What we feel for others, that precise concern;
Joined together in adversity
We discover things we had put aside:
Old board games with obscure rules,
Books we had been meaning to read,
Letters we had intended to write,
Things we had thought we might say
But for which we never found the time;
And from these discoveries of self, of time,
There comes a new realisation
That we have been in too much of hurry,
That we have misused our fragile world,
That we have forgotten the claims of others
Who have been left behind;
We ﬁnd that out in our seclusion,
In our silence; we commit ourselves afresh,
We look for a few bars of song
That we used to sing together,
A long time ago; we give what we can,
We wait, knowing that when this is over
A lot of us — not all perhaps — but most,
Will be slightly different people,
And our world, though diminished,
Will be much bigger, its beauty revealed afresh.

Wedding Bells
by Marjorie Wilson

H

ow wedding celebrations have changed over the years may be
seen in the two photos.

The wedding of the couple in photo #1 took place in 1912. These studio
portraits typically showed one person standing, the other seated. This
couple, Mary Ashley and David John Wilson were married in Bancroft.
The photo, however, was taken a few days later in Kingston. They had
travelled to visit Jack's family who lived north of Kingston. They look
happy and conﬁdent. Mary made her silk wedding dress. They would
raise seven children in Bancroft. Jack had purchased a blacksmith shop
from the Walkers. It was located on Hastings Street. The business was
obviously successful. He bought one of the ﬁrst cars in Bancroft, worked
for the IB and O railway, shipped out minerals, such as mica and served
on council.
The second photo is quite different. The date is 1946. The bride,
Rhondda Price was a niece of Mary Wilson. Rhondda's father was Harry
Price, editor of the Bancroft Times. To the bride's far right stands her
half sister Hilda Walker Ellerbeck. Their mother, Ella Ashley, was
married twice.
By the 1940's travel would have been by car. In 1912 one would reach
Bancroft by horse and buggy. Not much wonder that Jack's parents were
not present. It looks as if this 1946 wedding was a larger celebration.
Hilda was a gifted dressmaker and so I am quite sure she made all the
dresses as well as the hats. The young girl in the foreground is Hilda's
daughter, Betty Lou.
When, once again we are able to open the Bancroft North Hastings
Heritage Museum, check out the antique wedding dress in the upstairs
bedroom.
In the meantime we plan on selling our publications at the door or by
mail. Check our Facebook page for instructions.

Photo 2

Photo 1

In The Life of a Local Game Warden
by Sanford Trotter

I

t was the early sixties when I had become a Game
Warden. I was working with Bill Wilson who was a
Ranger, Scaler, Fire Fighter and a deputy Game
Warden, a very capable man. He was a WW2 veteran
and wasn't afraid of anything to my knowledge.
We were on the spring ﬁsh run and this particular year
we were ﬁlling in for Stan Windsor. He had recently
retired and his patrol area had not been ﬁlled at the
time. The place we were patrolling one night was on
the Indian River, near Warsaw. We had knowledge of
persons spearing musky in the area. We had parked
our vehicle on a side road some distance away from the
area in question. We walked and came to a high
wooden gate that lead into a ﬁeld, which we let
ourselves through and closed the gate.
It was quite dark and we were in new territory so we
did not know where we were going. We followed the
road through the ﬁeld, into the cedar bush. The road
snaked through the cedars till it came to the shore of
the Indian River. It was here that we found a car parked
which indicated to us that the occupants were on the
river somewhere. Since we could not see them, we
decided the best place to be to apprehend them would
be at the gate leading onto the township road. So, we
walked back to that area and stationed ourselves on
either side of the road out of sight.
Some time went by before we heard the vehicle
coming out the road. It came towards us with only its
parking lights on and stopped at the gate. As one of the
persons got out to open the gate, I started for the car
and so did Bill. Someone must have seen us as there
was a yell and the guy opening the gate dove for the car
as it started to move and got in as the car hit the gate.
There was a great crash and the wooden gate ﬂew to
pieces as the car sped down the road towards Warsaw. I
ran to where our vehicle was parked, drove back and
picked up Bill and we took off in the same direction
without much hope of catching up to them.
We were only following tracks now, when we came to
the crossroad where it goes to Warsaw. It did not look
like they traveled that way so we continued on to the
next concession. Sure enough, tire skid marks led into
this concession to the west. We had not gone far on the
road when we came to a ﬂooded swamp, the water was
across the road. There, in the middle of the road,
where the water was across the road, sat the car we
were looking for. The doors were open and steam was
coming from the engine. There was no one around, the

keys were gone and in the back seat sat an empty cooler that smelt like
ﬁsh. We did some enquiring the next day and found out who owned the
car. He wasn't about to admit to anything other than he had lent his car
the night before. We did not pursue it any further, just another
experience.
The same year Bill and I were instructed to keep watch on lock 19 in
Peterborough for persons taking ﬁsh while they were spawning. On this
particular night, around 1 am from where we were watching we could see
someone come across the locks, then go down on the pier, then run
between the locks and the river on the end of the pier. It was hard to see as
the light at the lock did not shine that far. We decided to station ourselves,
one on either side of the river. So, when the fellow left one of us would be
there and the other was to come across the dam and assist the other. I took
the lock side of the river and got hidden behind a spruce tree near the lock
master house. I could see the fellow on the end of the pier snagging ﬁsh,
but unknown to me, Bill on the other side could not see him from where
he was. Therefore, he could not tell when the fellow was leaving. After
awhile the fellow started doing something on the pier, then stood up and
threw a line across the cannel to the side I was on. He then walked back up
the pier, across the locks and down the canal to the line and hauled a bag
of ﬁsh across the canal.
When he got the rope wound up and the bag in hand, he started towards
me. As he got near the tree I stepped out and he dropped the bag and took
off down the river. I caught him in a couple of jumps and tackled him to
the ground. He fought hard to get away. I ﬁnally got his shirt pulled over
his head and held him head ﬁrst on the ground and every time I would
reach around to get my handcuffs he would struggle to get loose again.
This kept up, for what seemed like a long time until ﬁnally Bill came and
found us, he handcuffed him while I held him. We locked him in the car
and we were about to take him to the police station, when he told us who
he was and where he lived. We drove him to his home and conﬁrmed his
identity, we then released him. The reason he fought so hard to get away
was because he worked at the court ofﬁce.

Here is a new monthly addition to enjoy. I found an old book
at a junk shop and fell in love. It was published in 1963 and
then again in 1966. These stories are still relevant today.

Outboard Repairs
to all makes

Tamarack
Tales
by Brian Baker

Who knew the world would be
turned “Upside Down”

A

s we make our way through these unprecedented times, it has
really forced all of us to reﬂect on what is important in life. If
there is a positive in all of this “craziness”, I think it has truly
allowed families to look at their lives and rethink some of their
priorities. And if you're like me, there is this burning desire to get
beyond the “four physical walls” of my house and somehow reconnect
with the outside world.
And although it's going to take some time to determine the “new
norm” and see what level of interaction we can have during the next
few months, there are some things that lie within our own grasp that
we can take control of right away. If you think about it, your yard is an
extension of your physical home that opens up a whole new world of
opportunities. It's really an idealic spot to enjoy the changing seasons
and engage in life enriching activities with your family. It literally
opens up additional space to regenerate yourself and ease the tension
of living within the physical conﬁnements of our bricks and mortar.
As the old adage says, when you're provided lemons, its time to make
lemonade. In my opinion, landscape projects are just the right recipe
for a good brew.
·

organization offers residents the ability to

What a way to bond with your family around a joint

purchase trees & shrubs at a reasonable rate and

accomplishment. There exists an incredible opportunity to

reintroduce native plant materials back into our

work as a team and create great things. I guarantee that you
will learn so much about each other, and at the same time, add
beauty to the landscape around you.
·

If you're struggling with costs, projects can be kept to a very
small monetary outlay. It's mostly an investment of your own
time & labour. With a bit of creativity, product costs can be
kept to a minimum by recycling / repurposing things that you
already own. Plant materials are something that can be
shared. A great way to keep costs down is to swap product with
friends and neighbours. Why not place some of your excess
plantings at the end of your driveway, and encourage others
to exchange perennial favourites from their own yards. It's
truly a curbside pickup without the muss & fuss of a money
transfer.

·

Alternatively, if you want to supplement your garden with
brand new plant specimens, then reach out and support your
local nurseries and other landscape operations. I recently
purchased some bare root shrubs from Chris Drost at the
Bancroft Area Stewardship Council. This “ not for proﬁt”

beautiful Kawartha's.
·

Additionally, If you feel the project is outside
your comfort zone and you need some expertise,
don't be afraid to bring in other experts to assist.
We are lucky to have an array of talented
resources in our community. You can make use
of small contractors / maintenance specialists,
who will work with you (6' away of course) to
assist with both design and implementation.
How much you spend depends on whether
you're comfortable taking on some of the tasks
yourself. Don't be afraid……take the leap of faith!

What lies ahead in terms of our future is a big
unknown……….but I think most of us realize that things
are going to stay this way for some time, and we will be
spending more of our waking hours in our “home”
environments. If you think about it, the beneﬁts that
come from enhancing our outdoor living spaces has
never been more relevant.

Support local initiatives that bring our community together……..like
Apsley Backroads.
I only came to know Apsley Backroads in early 2019. I am so impressed
by the quality of the magazine and the way that it represents our
talented and diverse community. Jude has managed to bring together
an array of topics and articles that foster a real sense of community
spirit. The pandemic has generated some crazy and uncertain times,
and it's becoming increasingly difﬁcult to stay connected. With physical
distancing, we need this magazine more than ever!
Many of our local businesses will be suffering during these times. If you
are able to, make sure you stay invested and throw a few quid in the
direction of those who may be having a particularly tough time (you can
see I've been binge watching British TV in my self isolation)

Tamarack's Tip of the month…

Bear sightings in North Kawartha tell me it's time to stop feeding the
birds and squirrels, and let nature take its course. If you plant wisely,
your garden will offer a natural habitat that provides protection and
nourishment for our furry (the squirrels, not the bears) and feathered
friends.
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Until we meet again, that's this month's “Tamarack Tales”………..
Brian Baker, Tamarack Landscape and Cottage Services
bctamarack@gmail.com.
A Big “Shout Out” to all of our local frontline workers who have made it
safe and comfortable for us to self isolate. Stay healthy and be sure to
play by the new ”rules of engagement”. If we respect the boundaries, we
will get through this together!

4. Assist Turtles With Safe Road Crossings. Always be sure to
move the turtle in the direction the turtle was headed even if it
makes no sense to you. If you ﬁnd an injured turtle in Ontario
please call the Ontario Turtle Conservation Centre hotline at
705-741-5000, home of Ontario's turtle hospital.
5. Construct A Turtle Nest Protector. If you have in the past
observed turtle activity on your property or in the vicinity
having a pre-constructed nest protector on standby ready to
use to protect a turtle nest can signiﬁcantly increase the nests
chances of survival. Think Turtle has instructions in a PDF
format at no charge for constructing your own nest protector.
If you would like a copy please get in touch. Acting as a
steward to turtles in this way is rewarding and a contribution
to be proud of as you play a part in helping to ensure future
generations of turtles.

Backyards Are Where It's At
This year think of your backyard as 'head quarters' for citizen
based conservation eﬀorts. Even though we are required to stay
home as much as possible to help prevent the spread of COVID-19
we are very fortunate to have all that nature has to oﬀer as close
as our backyard. During this time there is a lot each of us can do to
help the Ontario turtles. Please keep in mind that helping turtles
isn't just about helping the turtles. With the interconnectedness
and interdependence of nature eﬀorts to help the turtles directly
and indirectly help other wildlife and the aquatic and terrestrial
ecosystems we all beneﬁt from and depend on for our quality of
life.

6. Spread The Word. With a few keystroke you can help
turtles! If you see an informative and/or interesting turtle post
from a creditable source on Facebook, Twitter, Snapchat or
whatever social media platform that you feel other people
should know about, share it. This helps get people thinking
about turtles, talking about turtles and that might just
translate into help for the turtles. Other eﬀective ways to
helping raise awareness include putting a turtle awareness
bumper sticker on your vehicle or a Watch 4 Turtles sign on
your property.

The following are ways to help the turtles while abiding by
'infection control practices'.
1. Learn About Turtles. They are a fascinating species. A great
adventure awaits adults and youth of all ages outdoors and
indoors. Start with the '8' turtle species native to Ontario and
move onto to global species. Have you ever seen a 'pig nosed
turtle' or seen how fast a 'spiny soft shell turtle' can move on
land?'
2. Become A Volunteer. The Ontario Turtle Conservation Centre
is always in need of Turtle Taxi drivers. This is a particularly
important way to help our native turtle species and avoiding
human to human contact is easily done. Contact OTCC for more
details 705-741-5000.
3. ReportYour Turtle Sightings. Take photos of turtles you see on
your property or while out for walks or if you see a turtle basking
on a log or if you stop to assist a turtle across the road. These
photos can be used to oﬃcially report your sightings of live,
injured or dead turtles to citizen science programs such as the
Turtle Guardians, Turtle Tally or iNaturalist. The set-up for each
one varies slightly with the same premise being to record
sightings for research purposes and to assist in potential
mitigation measures being implemented.

7. Help Monitor Turtle Nests. During nesting season
(typically mid May to mid July) with the month of June being
the peak time helping monitor nests on or near your property
or along the secondary roads helps to increase the chances of
various turtle nests will avoid predation and successfully see
their way through the incubation period. If you are aware of
nesting activity in the area you are located see about setting
up a 'neighborhood watch.' The more eyes the better.
8. Nest Sitting. If you spot a nesting female in a location
where she has to make her way back across a road after
nesting and you are able to keep a watchful eye to ensure a
safe crossing this would be such a help and may potentially
see her safely through the rest of the turtle season. Nesting is
very draining and crossing the road for her may be a drawn out

aﬀair. Note: Please give female turtles nesting a wide birth to avoid
spooking them followed by the turtle abandoning the nest before she
has ﬁnished laying her eggs.

9. Engage In Online Turtle Events. With public events for the
foreseeable future being cancelled due to the COVID-19 pandemic
there are other interesting and fun events taking place in turtle
conservation.
As well as being educational, interesting and enjoyable all of the above
are a great way for concerned citizens to be involved in species recovery
eﬀorts. Thank you for your continued eﬀorts helping the turtles and
being there for nature in the ways that you are. Please contact Think
Turtle Conservation Initiative if you have any turtle related questions.

Hit the Green!
4212 Hwy 504

705-656-4343

owenbrookgolfcourse@gmail.com
We accept Debit and Credit

Follow us on Facebook and Instagram

Kindest Regards, Kelly Wallace
Think Turtle Conservation Initiative
Cell/Text: 647-606-9537
E-mail: thinkturtle@yahoo.com
Facebook: thinkturtleci
Username: Wallace Kathleen Kelly

Happy Father’s Day
June 21st
Interesting stories, articles and photographs
are a welcomed addition to Apsley Backroads.
Please submit by the 15th of the month prior. All
submissions are considered.

135 Burleigh St.,
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The Kawartha
Kawartha
The
Night Skies
Skies
Night
By Randy A wood and Be y Robinson

Spotting the
International Space Station

because it's in darkness on the night side of Earth. The only
time we see the ISS in sunlight is when it is night for us shortly
after sunset, say one hour, or one hour before sunrise. When
these conditions are met, the ISS appears as a slow-moving
bright star that you may mistake to be an airplane, but there
are no ﬂashing lights. It takes a few minutes to cross the sky.
Sometimes the Sun sets for the ISS as it crosses our sky and
disappears into Earth's shadow.
The ISS goes through observing “seasons,” or periods of a few
weeks, when it is visible in the evening and then a few weeks
later when it is visible in the morning. It is not uncommon to be
able to see the ISS around the same time every day for several
weeks in a row, although its path across the sky may be
diﬀerent.

The International Space Station in orbit 400 kilometres above
Earth. Credit: NASA

O

rbiting Earth every 90 minutes at an altitude of 400
kilometres and at a speed of 8 kilometres per second is
the International Space Station (ISS). The ISS is bigger
than a football ﬁeld and, if on Earth, would weigh 420,000
kilograms. For comparison, a 747 with a full tank of gas weighs
about 333,000 kilograms. The purpose of the ISS is to provide a
base to study the space environment and its eﬀect on people and
plants.
A consortium of several countries including Canada, the ISS was
built between 1998 and 2011 and required dozens of space ﬂights
of U.S. space shuttles and Russian Soyuz rockets to carry pieces of
the station as well as people to and from the station. In addition,
dozens of various robotic supply ships bring tons of supplies to
sustain the crews. The ISS has had people on board non-stop
since late 2000, nearly 20 years! Several Canadian astronauts
have spent several months on-board.
For us here on the ground, we can participate in the ISS program
in a way. The ISS is large enough to reﬂect enough sunlight to be
easily seen, as long as you know where and when to look. The
ISS's orbit is inclined 51º to the equator. This means that during
every orbit, the ISS makes its way north as far as latitude +51º,
and then south to –51º. As Earth turns, the orbit of the ISS shifts
west, so it passes over diﬀerent land masses and oceans every
orbit. It passes over the Kawarthas several times a day.
To see the ISS, it has to be above our horizon, it has to be
nighttime for us, the observers, and it has to be in sunlight so we
can see it. We can't see the ISS during the day; the sky is too
bright. And we can't see the ISS in the middle of the night,

To know here and when to look, go to Heavens-Above.com.
Once you provide location information (Apsley is in its
database), you can see what is visible for that night. The
website provides star maps for the evening pass that show the
path of the ISS through the night sky and the times it passes
through various constellations. You won't need binoculars or
any optical aid. The ISS is bright.
The ISS still receives spacecraft with crews arriving or
departing, as well as supply ships. If the timing is right, you can
see fainter stars trailing the ISS as they approach or recede
from the station.
Although the ISS is bright and easy to see, there are other
satellites in the sky that you can spot using online programs.
The dark skies of the Kawarthas make it easy to see many
faint, slow-moving satellites cross the sky.
The ISS will be easily visible in late June, in the early morning.
Then in late July it will be visible in the evening.
Randy Attwood and Betty Robinson own a cottage in the
Kawarthas and have been looking at the night sky all their lives.

ON NOW

The Business Hub
by Susan Northey

COVID-19 – DATES and NOTEABLES
Be Aware that you must ﬁle your 2019 taxes by June 1st, any payments owing are
due August 31, 2020
If you have a sole proprietor business you have until June 15th to ﬁle and pay by
August 31, 2020
Businesses with GST/HST ﬁlings due date for payment is June 30th
Personal Updates/Resources
An extension was announced on receiving these beneﬁts even if you have not
yet ﬁled your 2019 personal tax return
GST/HST Credit:
Extension to receive advances on these payments until September 30th, based
upon 2018 returns. Typically based upon 2019 income tax returns
Ensure that you ﬁle your personal 2019 Tax return to continue receiving beneﬁts
after September
If 2019 return not ﬁled by September 2020, advance payments for July - September
will need to repaid. No application necessary
Child Tax Beneﬁt:
Extension to receive advances on these payments until September 30th, based
upon 2018 returns. Typically based upon 2019 income tax returns
Ensure that you ﬁle your personal 2019 Tax return to continue receiving beneﬁts
after September. If 2019 return not ﬁled by September 2020, advance payments
for July - September will need to repaid. No application necessary
Senior's Supplemental Payments:
Seniors who qualify for OAS will be eligible for a one-time tax free payment of
$300. Seniors who qualify for GIC will be eligible for a one-tax tax free payment
of $200. Seniors can receive both for a total of $500. These amounts are
individual amounts, and couples could receive $1000 if qualify for both

INDIVIDUALS
th
·CERB - $2000 per 4-week periods starting March 15 , this is taxable
income ( best to set aside 20% $400 each month) APPLY WITH YOUR
CRA MY ACCOUNT OR CALL 1-800-959-2019
BUSINESS HELP
· TWS – 10% WAGE SUBSIDY, reduce your payroll remittance by 10% of
the Gross payroll Wages
· CEWS – up to 75% (includes the 10% form TWS) Wage Subsidy for
employee's wages if you meet the criteria
· CEBA - $40,000 loan with 25% forgivable if qualify
· CECRA – commercial rent Subsidy of up to 50% of rent as a grant to
Landlords, with Tenants paying only 25% - must be down in revenue
by at last 70%
Go to www. Canada. Ca for application information.
We have been assisting our clients with these applications, if you are not
a client and need help knowing if you qualify for any of these, please set
up a consultation appointment.

APSLEY PHARMACY
GIFTWARE GREETING CARDS TOYS CLOTHING
FAX & COPY SERVICE
705-656-3301
705-656-1764 FAX

SENIOR DISCOUNT 20%
1ST WEEK OF MONTH

Five of the Leveridge children married Canadians and remained in Canada.
The only child who appears to have gone to England was Frank (ironically
the only child born in Canada). During WWI, Frank enlisted in the
Canadian Expeditionary Force January 1915 in Belleville. Sadly, he died of
his wounds in May 5, 1916 and is buried in Etaples, France. Frank regularly
wrote letters to his mother and sisters and while he was with the CEF
documented his experience in a diary. Following his death his diary was
given to his wife Margaret. Excerpts of his diary have been included in the
book Over The Fields of Home: Selected Poems of Lilian Leveridge and
World War One Diaries & Letters of Frank Leveridge,
Anna's youngest daughter, Lilian, was only three years old when she
crossed the Atlantic Ocean in 1883 to come to Canada. Lilian often
accompanied her mother when she went to neighbour's homes during the
music lessons her mother was giving. Lilian wanted to be a school teacher
and discovered that there were opportunities achieve her wish by
attending the Collegiate and Normal School in Winnipeg where she
received her Teaching Certiﬁcate in 1910. She worked as a school teacher
in Manitoba and Ontario. In 1922, she began a career as a Stenographer
working in Toronto. She wrote poetry and was published in ﬁfteen
Canadian and United States periodicals and eventually became a fairly well
known author in Canada. Several small poetry books including A Breath of
the Woods (1926), The Blossom Trail (1932), Still Waters (1933) and Lyrics and
Sonnets (1939) were published by the Ryerson Press. The book “Over the Hills
of Home and Other Poems” was written in memory of her youngest brother
Frank who died of his wounds in WWI which was published in 1918.
Several of her books are available to read at the Toronto Reference Library
and on the Canadian Poetry web site. Her poems describe the environment
of the local community and the seasons.
Lilian retired and was living in Carrying Place in 1935 with her sister
Gertrude where they ran their own lending library until her death in 1953.
Lilian's oldest sister, Florence married Joseph Hanthorn had two
children.
Their son
William another author
in the family wrote the
book “Joe Alcorns Boy”
which describes his life
in the early 1900s
growing up in North
Hastings near Coe Hill
and then moving to
Carrying Place.

Photo by Bonnie Compton,
www.ﬁndagrave.com

Despite the challenges
that the Leveridge
Family faced in the
late 1800s coming to
Canada the family can
be very proud of their
accomplishments.
The Leverage Family
includes at least six
authors. I believe that
this success could be
attributed to Anna's
perseverance, hard
work and a love of
learning.

Lilian Leveridge.
Source: Canadian Singers and Their Songs, Page 66

From her book “A Breath of the Woods” published in 1926,
this poem called The Blossoming captures the feeling of Spring.

THE BLOSSOMING
So many lovely things I've tried to do,
But failed, alas! to make the dream come true.
In many a race I've fallen far behind,
And heard the victor's shout ring down the wind.
I've seen my shining castles sink and fall
And leave upon the air no trace at all.
But this one thing I have with joy achieved
Beyond the dream my budding hopes believed:
I've placed a tiny seed within the earth
And seen the living atom spring to birth,
A growing thing, a promise of delight,
A touch, a token of the Inﬁnite.
I've daily nurtured it with loving care
And watched it grow more vigorous and fair.
Its fairy buds unfolding made me glad;
“'Tis scarce worth while,” they whispered, “to be sad.”
Now joy out-breathes from every starry bloom
That ﬁlls the air with delicate perfume.
In dewy dawns they smile up from the sod,
And seem to say, “Good morning, child of God!
You in your way and I in mine may bring
Some thought of His to sweetest blossoming;
And He Who paints the roses and the rue,
Whose love is life, has not forgotten you.”

View From
The Cabin
by Rick de Haan

Along Came A Spider
I recently decided to look into the
phenomenon commonly referred to as the
"heebie-jeebies" after an action-packed
episode with a black, hairy spider that was
half the size of a tarantula. It all started
when I was washing the outside of the
cabin and ended with me thrashing about
and ﬂailing a rag at the thing after it came
at me from behind a downspout. A lucky
swipe caused it to fall onto the aluminum
extension at the bottom, where it struck
with a resounding "punk", and then
mysteriously disappeared . . . somewhere.
After doing some research, I was
pleasantly surprised to ﬁnd the term
"heebie-jeebies" in the Oxford Dictionary. I
thought their deﬁnition rather short and
uninspiring however, so I came up with a
more comprehensive one, gleaned from
my vast personal experience on the subject.
Hee'bie-jee'bies, The ~ (Origin: one can only imagine!) A
moment in time when an irrepressible feeling of horror and
revulsion takes control of all of one's senses; the ﬁrst instinct
being to rid oneself of the sensation that something is crawling
on one's anatomy, or in the general proximity thereof. This
adrenalin-based reaction ﬂoods one's entire being within three
nanoseconds, resulting in an amusing display of frenzied
hysterics, particularly the simultaneous ﬂailing of at least two of
one's limbs, and is often accompanied by ear-piercing shrieks
and high-pitched utterances in an unintelligible language.
These common, uncontrollable manifestations are largely
designed to warn like-minded individuals within a two
kilometer radius of the presence of one or more creepycrawlies. However, after the creepy-crawly has either crept,
crawled, or skittered away, or it has been inhumanely
dispatched by any method necessary---usually by a levelheaded individual enjoying the show---and after the initial
adrenalin-induced hysteria has de-escalated to a state of wideeyed heavy breathing, slight to moderate facial tics may result
and last for a period of two to 24 hours, depending on the size
and speed of the initial cause, and whether or not it was found.

To illustrate this phenomenon, I am reminded of the time we
were camping in Northern Ontario with friends. It was the pitch
of night and we were all holding peanuts in our outstretched
hands hoping for a resident family of ﬂying squirrels---which we
could not see---to glide down and perch on our ﬁngers to
indulge in this little treat. Standing there in the dark holding my
peanut, my senses already taut as a bowstring, something with
sharp tiny claws suddenly, and without warning, climbed
quickly up the inside of my pantleg almost to my crotch. The
peanut went airborne, my pants came oﬀ in well under two
seconds, and I hopped around in circles swatting at my nowexposed legs. Wondering what all the
commotion was about, Kim turned on her
ﬂashlight to discover her husband dancing
about in his underwear, a frightened deer
mouse scurrying away hell-bent for cover,
and our kids staring incredulously at their
so-called fearless father.
Then there was the time Kim and I were
painting the exterior of the girl's
washroom at a Christian youth camp. Ten
feet up on a ladder, Kim was hesitantly
brushing away some cobwebs from the
eaves above her head. It was then that the
web's large, bulbous eight-legged
resident, who was cleverly hidden, decided
to vacate the premises, and with incredible
speed and accuracy let itself down on a
delicate strand of silk right into Kim's shirt,
nicely between those parts of a woman's
anatomy she holds dear. This began an
exuberant display of the heebie-jeebies that could only be
adequately performed by a woman with a spider in her top. With
an ear piercing shriek, the brush sailed through the air, and after
a record-breaking descent down the ladder, the ﬂailing and
subsequent pawing at her person continued; much to the
amusement of her husband. Finally the "cause" of all the
commotion, likely fed up at this point, exited out the bottom of
her shirt, which was half torn oﬀ during the most violent part of
the episode.
There are a multitude of triggers for the heebie-jeebies and its
various manifestations. Fast-moving spiders, especially the
large hairy kinds, are the usual culprits for me. But bats, mice,
snakes, hornets, wasps, large menacing bugs like the praying
mantis, or just the simple "belief" that something is skittering
very near or on oneself, are all likely to induce the heebiejeebies and its riotous reactions in almost everyone---women,
children, and even in big tough guys . . . I should know!
Rick de Haan is an artist and creative writer. To view his paintings
or read his stories and poems, visit "Rick de Haan's Wilderness
Reﬂections" (dehaanartblog.wordpress.com) or Rick de Haan
Wilderness Art on Facebook.

Catch Up On Line

THE ARTIST
Chapter14

by Roy Anderson

The ambulance soon arrived, and with Sadie on her way
with Matthew, Mary turned and was face to face with the
two children with hound dog eyes staring at Mary.
Eva ﬁnally spoke, “Couldn't we have gone too, it's our
Mom?”
Mary now realized, that in the excitement the two other
children had been left out. She though, think fast, come
up with a plan. Think Mary think.
Bending on one knee, grasping both Eva and Evan's
hands, she asked, “Why don't we go the city, rent a hotel
room close to the hospital, then surprise Matthew and
your Mom with a visit?”
“Yes,” both children replied at once. “Yes, yes!”
“Then,” Mary spoke, “go pack clothing for a few days. I
will go pack also.”
“Evan turned around and asked Mary, “Duke. Can we take
Duke?
“No.” Mary replied, “Because of Kate being with Sadie, I'll
get Dave to babysit Duke.”
After that the house was full of chitter chatter with the
kids packing. The trio were in the truck and ready to go to
be with Sadie.
As Mary and the kids headed south toward the PRHC, Eva
in a quiet voice asked Mary, “If you buy the stone house
and farm and are leaving to live there?”
Mary looking at Eva replied, “I don't know who owns it,
we both know the sign was gone. So Matthew is my only
hope to ﬁnd out who owns it and if they want to sell it.”
Evan now hearing the conversation asked, “What sign?”
and before Mary could explain Evan continued. “Are you
talking about the sign from the haunted stone farm
house?”
“Eva spoke sharply, “It is not haunted.”
Evan ignored the tone and spoke, “Yes it is.”
Before the conversation between the two could continue,

Mary spoke up, “We will deal with the old house if I can ﬁnd out who
owns it. As you both know the sign was missing.”
“Are you talking about the sign at the front gate?” Evan questioned.
“Yes.” Mary answered Evan. “How do you know about the sign?”
“Been there, done that.” Evan replied. “That's how I know the stone
house is haunted.”
Mary paused for a moment, then addressed Evan. “Where we live Evan,
people namely as you call him James is walking in the woods, and then
thru the walls of an old house.” But before Mary continued Evan cut in,
“James walks thru the house, we are in now.”
“Fine.” Mary replied. “We feed wolves, a man ﬁgure stands on the dock
and according to Eva, a elderly couple is in the corner where a log
shanty is supposed to have stood.” Mary ranted on, “A portrait of a man
tells me to take your mother to the hospital, so tell me Evan, and I don't
mean to scold, but which house is haunted.”
Eva had remained silent, now spoke. “They are good spirits Mary. They
won't hurt us.”
Evan now put in his piece. “Yeah. The stone house ghosts are mean.
They chased myself and the other two guys off the property. Growling
and snarling.”
Mary remained silent, then Eva turned looking at Evan. “Because Evan
you intended to smash windows and break things to do damage. Other
people wanted to break-in and steal stuff or party. Mom and I used to go
quietly to the house and sit quietly on the porch and talk. It was
beautiful with all the ﬂowers and the birds singing.”
“Fine.” Evan replied. “If you want the sign it is in the garage at home. It
was in the back of the truck.”
“Evan,” Mary in a high voice and almost losing control of the truck.
“Why did you not tell me?”
“Matthew told me not to tell you.” Evan answered. “And I'm not saying
anymore. Goodnight.”
Mary now gaining her composure answered, “Look kids we are in the
city. Now, to ﬁnd the motel and to check in. We will see if we can ﬁnd
one with a pool. You guys did bring you bathing suits?”
Mary informed the kids, “I have already booked one in the downtown
area, close to the hospital. The magic of communication by phone.”
Mary and the two children, after ﬁnding a parking spot, booked into the
motel. Evan and Eva were surprised to ﬁnd Mary had 2 adjoining rooms.
One for her and Eva and the other room for Evan.
“Will I be okay?” Evan asked, “Alone in my own room?”
“Yes Evan, there is a door in between so you can come and go. It just
gives extra privacy and your own TV and games station.”
As the trio prepared to go to Sadie, Mary’s phone rang. After answering
it she turned to the children in a excited voice and said, “We have to go
to the hospital now. There is an emergency with your Mom and the
babies. The phone call was from Matthew, he said your Mom wants to
see us as soon as possible. As Mary, Eva and Evan rushed to the truck,
Eva spoke “I guess Grandpa was right.”
“Grandpa!” Mary asked.
“Yes. The picture in the bedroom where Mom has her ofﬁce. The man in
that picture is Grandpa, Mom's Dad.”
Mary was at a loss for any answer. But knew one thing. If she did buy the
stone house, whatever occurred there would be no different than what
was going on now.
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MOBILE SAUNA & HOT TUB RENTALS
Serving North Kawartha & Area
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DELIVERED TO YOUR DOOR
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705-772-0011

Here is a series I watch almost every night. It is not for families or people
who get offended easily. It is bold, rude, shocking, sad, real and most of
all, very funny. It has swearing, nudity, adult situations, violence and
crime. So, you have been warned.
Frank Gallagher is the head of a working-class family in Chicago. His six
children suffer because he is a heavy drinker and Fiona, the eldest
daughter, has to look after everyone in the house. It follows the whole
family and their friends on the ups and downs of living on the poor side
of the tracks.
There are 10 seasons which means lots to watch and no waiting for the
next one to come out.

A Poem for June from the book, A Breath of the Woods by Lilian Leveridge, 1926
http://canadianpoetry.org/2016/06/28/a-breath-of-the-woods/

THE LOON
The low winds murmur about the eaves,
And rustle the standing corn;
There's a glint of dew on the clover leaves,
For day is but newly born.
List! List! From the silver mist
Enshrouding the blue lagoon,
There's an echo that ﬂoats in weird, wild notes—
The shrill, strange laugh of the loon.
A magic spell falls over my heart;
On the wings of the morn I rise,
As lightly as swallows that ﬂash and dart
Through rose and daffodil skies.
Away! Away! Where pine trees sway,
And whisper their sagas old,
I abide and rest by an island nest
'Mid lily cups white and gold.
The wafted incense of fragrant pine,
Of lily and wilding rose,
I breathe, and their secret joy is mine,
Their magic my spirit knows—
Peace, peace, and a glad release
From burdens that harry and press.
There is time to play and keep holiday,
And lean to the wind's caress.
The young loons rock on the rippling tide,
O! I'll be a young loon too,
And we'll go voyaging side by side
On the breast of the waters blue.
We'll sail and sail in the scented gale
That blows from the hills afar—
For the wise wind knows where sweet fern grows,
And the ripest strawberries are.
The sun laughs down from the limpid sky,
And the buttercups laugh in the grass;
The wavelets laugh, and the loons, and I,
And the breezes laugh as they pass.
Oho! Oho! Hear the echoes go
A-rollicking down the glen.
When they faint and die on the rim of the sky,
We'll laugh and awake them again.
The loon is gone to his cool, green isle;
The dew is gone from the ﬂowers;
And mirth dies down to a quiet smile
That lingers to gild the hours.
Come back, come back on your airy track
If ever my heart is sad!
When you call me away to keep holiday
I shall learn again to be glad.
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Reviews and Recommendations
by Joyce Corner

My choice for this month is "By
Chance Alone", a true story by
Max Eisen. This book was the
winner of Canada Reads in 2019.
The 75th anniversary of the
holocaust is this year and our
children and grandchildren have
no idea of the atrocities and
cruelty to the Jews during the last
war. It is a story they must read
and make sure this will never
happen again.
Max was just ﬁfteen years of age
when his family was removed
from their home, transported to
a brickyard where after a week
they were loaded onto cattle cars.
Conditions were brutal. People were crammed in with one pail of water
and one pail for a toilet. Their destination was Auschwitz I.
On arrival they were selected right or left. Max never got to say
goodbye to his mother, grandparents and siblings. He and his uncle and
father were slave labourers. Food was watery soup and long days of
physical labour plus brutality by the guards. Max was devasted when
his father and uncle were moved. His father reached through the wire
and said "May God bless you and safeguard you. May he be gracious
unto you. May he turn his countenance to you and give you peace"
Then he said if you survive, you must tell the world what has happened
here.
In 1945 just before liberation Max was on the death march. He survived
and eventually made his way to Canada.
He has kept his promise to his father with continued lectures, especially
to students with this memorable book.

705-931-1497
jeﬀ@kawarthadocks.com

www.kawarthadocks.com

COUNCIL’S CORNER
Township of North Kawartha
by Mayor Carolyn Amyotte
Please visit www.northkawartha.ca for all things municipal in North Kawartha. If you would like to
receive regular municipal updates you may also subscribe to North Kawartha's email alerts via the
website as well. For those of you that are active on social media please follow me @MayorAmyotte on
Facebook and Twitter. It is my intent to share positive, factual and timely information about issues,
events and happenings that impact our community and residents. To contact me directly, my phone
number is (705) 931-1342 and my email is mayor@northkawartha.ca.

New Builds
Additions
Renovations
Garages
Fully Insured
Decks

705-930-4626
“Proud to be local”

Here's a few things that Council did last month:
·

Mailed out a COVID-19 newsletter to every taxpayer in North Kawartha with an
update on how the Township is adapting and managing through this crisis. It also
provided ofﬁcial contact info for the various government agencies and health

·
·

authorities for quick reference
We continued with our regular scheduled meetings via video conferencing and have
successfully held several public hearings for Amendments and Variances
After 5 years, Council (under the guidance of Deputy Mayor Whelan) has settled the
in-water structures appeal, dealing with jurisdiction, location and size of docks

Here's what's coming up in June…
June 2, 2020- Regular Meeting of Council via ZOOM
June 16, 2020- Regular Meeting of Council via ZOOM
If a member of the public is interested in joining the Council meeting electronically to listen
and observe the meeting in real time please contact the Deputy Clerk Kelly Picken by email
k.picken@northkawartha.ca no later than 8:30 a.m. on the day of the meeting and you will be
provided with an invitation to join the meeting electronically. Although possible for members
of the public to “attend” a meeting electronically, we would encourage you to communicate
with Council by forwarding any comments regarding an agenda item in writing via email to
the Deputy Clerk or the Clerk Connie Parent c.parent@northkawartha.ca.
I would like to take this opportunity to welcome back and thank all of our seasonal residents
for their understanding, patience and support. As we slowly begin our journey to recovery
and the 'new normal', it's important to understand that the impacts of COVID-19 are different
for every person, business and organization in our community.
While a number of residents and local businesses have adapted and managed the challenges of
this pandemic beautifully, there will be many others that will need more time and assistance
to get back on track. This will be a very different kind of summer for North Kawartha.
However the one constant that remains is the diversity and interconnectedness of our
community. Whether you are young or old, local or seasonal, retired, working, visiting or
volunteering; all are vital members of this community and we are united by a deep love and
respect for the preciousness of North Kawartha.
Let's be reasonable and respectful in our expectations of both ourselves and others, and
recognize that every single one of us is doing the best that we can to adapt and recover. By
working together and supporting each other we will overcome the challenges of COVID-19
and become a stronger and more resilient community because of it.

jshee.cp@gmail.com

Around Town

Down the Road and Over the Fence...
IRENE COLE (nee Lowcock) (October 26, 1937-May 14, 2020)
It is with heavy hearts that we announce the passing of our Mom and best friend, Irene Cole of Apsley. Predeceased by
our Dad – Bill, special partner Al Seamons, parents Emily and John Willy, and big brothers Cliff and Les.
Best Mom to Carole (Scott), Donna (Lenny – 2015) and Sandy (Mike). Adored Nanny to April, David, Jason, Jennifer,
Alicia, Brian and their mates. Special great-grandmother to Brady, Cole, Carter and Nathan.
Mom was the epitome of strength and love. She was sweet, selﬂess, smart, giving, supportive and funny. Also the “life
of the party” and “small but mighty”. She found great enjoyment in camping with friends and family, music jams,
playing cards and shufﬂeboard, dancing and writing poetry. She was a proud member of the Apsley Legion,
marching with the Colour Party and serving as Secretary and Poppy Chairman for many years.
Mom said she would never have changed anything in her life and was so appreciative of her nieces and nephews,
lifelong friend Liz, Legion pals, Spruce Corner's “ladies” and staff and the many friends she made over the years.
Mom remained strong and “sharp as a tack” right to the end – able to make all her own decisions. She did it “her way”
and in that we are ﬁnding some comfort. Mom was okay with saying “so long” and reassured us we will all be together
again. As her three daughters, we would like to thank our “Apsley family” and many relatives and friends for your
love and support.
A celebration of life will be held at the Apsley Legion Branch 381 at a later date.
Online condolences and memories may be shared through Hendren Funeral Home – Lakeﬁeld. Donations to Apsley
Legion Branch 381 can be made in her memory.
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It is with great sadness that we lost our Mom suddenly on May 9 , 2020 in her 86 year.
Marie Watson was born and raised in Apsley where she met and married Keith Watson
on November 21, 1952. They built a home on the Tucker homestead and raised three
children. Marie loved her church, where she was organist and choir leader each Sunday
for 70 years. She was the dedicated Sunday School superintendent for 40 of those years.
She taught piano to many in town that shared her passion for music. She loved her
gardens and you could count on Marie to volunteer wherever needed. She could be seen
in town walking each day with a smile and a kind word for everyone she met and always
wearing a skirt even at 30 below! Her husband, children, 6 grand children and 3 great
grandchildren were the center of her world. She enjoyed singing, curling, golf,
swimming and watching baseball. She loved to read, do puzzles and looked forward to
her Monday card party with friends. Marie loved to travel and enjoyed many trips all
over the world with family and dear friends. Her days were full, and she lived a life of no
regrets. Her faith, family and friends sustained her to the end. Our sister Kathy received
the best Mother's Day present this year, at our earthly expense. God Bless you Mom and
thank you for all you have given us. Craig, Lisa and our families.
Obituary of Mathew Lincoln Ward Elder
ELDER: Mathew Lincoln Ward “Matt” Mathew Elder passed away suddenly at his home, in
Apsley, on May 15, 2020 at the age of 55 years. A part of the “Crazy Elders,” Matt was the beloved
husband of Sandy (nee. Corley) for 38 years and the cherished father of Christian Elder and
Bethany Elder, a.k.a. Jack Everett-Rose and their partner, Cathy. He will be lovingly
remembered by his brothers and sisters, along with many nieces and nephews. Predeceased by
his parents Jim and Ruth Elder. Matt will be missed by his friends, and all that knew him,
especially those at the Home Hardware in Apsley. He was known as a “Jack of all Trades” and a
“MacGyver,” there was nothing he couldn't ﬁx; always ready to work on cars and motorcycles.
Matt had a passion for music and enjoyed working with old audio equipment. His kind, gentle
soul, and zest for life will never be forgotten. Cremation has taken place. A private family
visitation will be held at THE HENDREN FUNERAL HOMES, LAKEFIELD CHAPEL, 66 Queen
Street, Lakeﬁeld. In lieu of ﬂowers, the family requests that memorial donations be made to the
Canadian Association of Suicide Prevention by contacting the funeral home at
www.hendrenfuneralhome.com or by calling 705.652.3355. Condolences and memories may be
shared on the funeral home website as well.
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