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Apsley Dental welcomes Dr. Wayne Lord 
as we expand our dental family! 

Open Tuesdays and Thursdays with Dr. Wageman - Dentist
Now Open Wednesdays with Dr. Lord - Dentist
Open by Appointment with Michelle Tucker - Hygienist

To book an appointment call 705-559-9255

I invite you to choose us as your dental (and denture) home.  Dr. 
Lord and I share a commitment to the highest quality of care for 
people... and their teeth.  Along with Michelle's gentle hygiene care, 
Dr. Lord and I will expand our hours as more people nd out about 
us!  Thank you for trusting us with your smile.  You are the reason 
we have so much fun doing this!  

Dr. Jeremy Wageman
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Editor’s desk...

Celebrate Fall

    We are all getting a little sick of this virus, the changes it has caused, 
the limitations and hearing about it constantly can put a person over the 
top.  I avoid the news as much as the virus itself.  But, with the threat of a 
second wave looming, it is a good time to start into a ‘slowdown’ mode. 
Sticking closer to home and staying within your bubble of friends and 
family. 

O
ctober is the ending of a season, the 
Harvest season.  A time when we 
start to think of the coming months, 
cold weather, winter.  Now is the time 

to finish up outdoor projects.  We’ll still get some 
great warm sunny days but the nights will put a chill in your bones.  

    Give thanks for the good stuff in life, the people we love, happiness and 
health. We’re in this together so let’s weather the storm and get through 
it safely. 

From the



  Please submit by the 15th of the month prior.  

All submissions are considered.

Interesting stories, articles and photographs

 are a welcomed addition to Apsley Backroads. 

Are setting the hills ablaze,
I know where the oaks and maples

I know where the scarlet sumachs

And the soft, blue smoke of the asters 
Floats up to the rim of sky.

I know where the ripe nuts cluster—

Are holding their torches high,

Brown twins in a burly husk—
On the ridge where the crested blue jay

His plaintive and weird good-night,
And the silence is stirred by the wing-beats

I know where a forest pathway
Winds on to the rim of the world,

Where smoke-wreaths hang in the twilight,
Like banners of love unfurled,

And the elms and the amber beeches
Are gilding the woodland ways.

Of geese on their southward flight. 

Where the killdeer calls in the starlight
Wings home in the frosty dusk;

O'er an old grey house in the valley.

Like beacons lit for a welcome,
O see, in the autumn gloam,

The beckoning lights of home.

By Lillian Leverage, “The Blossom Trail”, 1932

h�p://canadianpoetry.org/2016/06/29/the-blossom-trail/



    As years went by, the Balmers mostly used the lodge for themselves and 
occasionally for small groups.  In the early 90s they sold to the Koverko 
family. They were young and had small children and used the lodge as a 
cottage for their own pleasure.

     I have worked for the Bowmans since around 2002. Every spring I 
prepped the opening for the season and maintained the cottage until 
closing in the fall. A big place! Upstairs is the master bedroom and six 
other bedrooms and a bathroom. Downstairs there are two bedrooms, 
two large family rooms and another bathroom. Also, there is a big kitchen 
with a large island and dining area.  Off the kitchen is the laundry room 
and storage.  On a side note, their son Dan is in the business of setting up 

 took a drive up Balmer Road a couple of days ago on my way to Indian IHead Lodge on Chandos Lake. As I arrived at my destination, I sat and 
looked at the old lodge. I could almost see people dressed in smart 

travel clothes, coming and going in with their suitcases and a lovely 
couple greeting them. I'm going back a bit and telling you about some of 
the history of this place.

      In October 1999, Brian and Louise Bowman bought the lodge and have 
used ever since as the family cottage. There were a few times they rented 
it out to family and friends as it was a wonderful spot with a perfect beach 
on the lake. The last few years it was just for family. 

     The Balmers used the village for food supplies, lumber and building 
materials.  I remember hanging around Brown's General Store as a kid 
and seeing Mr. Balmer drive up in his cream station wagon with the wood 
panels. He was well-known and in later years, supported many local 
families with mortgages. 

      Around 1925 Mr. and Mrs. Balmer built the Indian Head Lodge. I think 
they were one of the first to settle on this part of Chandos Lake and the 
road was named after them. They were kept busy throughout the year 
mostly with folks from the USA but also from parts of Canada. Visitors 
came to relax, fish and hunt. Mr. Balmer was their guide and his wife was 
the cook and looked after all of the inside work. As time went on they 
added to the original lodge and made it the size it is now.  They ran it as a 
lodge for many years and it was one of the best known spots in the area. 

It was with a heavy heart that I headed up to the lodge 
to see what was left behind.  As I went from room to 
room, reminiscing, I could imagine guests with their 
belongings, and years later, the Bowman family filling 
the rooms. How many times I cleaned and polished for 
them. It was so familiar and very sad for me. I thought 
if only those rooms could talk what tales you'd hear of 
the fishing and hunting and many great celebrations 
throughout the almost one hundred year history of 
this old place. 
      When I closed the door for the last time and looked 
around the yard and beautiful waterfront, it brought 
tears to my eyes for all the memories that were here. I 
went home and made a couple of calls and found 
homes for the remaining items.  I phoned Louise to let 
her know what I had done and where some of the 
things were going and ensured her they would be 
preserved and appreciated. She was so pleased. She 
told me that a new cottage is being built and they 
already had the plans and a contractor. 
      In the next few weeks the lodge is being demolished 
and the new building will begin. I hope the Bowman 
family will be very happy and that their new home will 
bring them as much joy and good times as the old 
Indian Head Lodge. 

     A couple of weeks ago Louise phoned me to tell me 
the news that they are tearing down the old lodge and 
rebuilding. Plumbing and electrical are beyond repair 
and she said there are many other problems.  She 
asked me to help find some people who could use the 
things in the house that they aren't keeping. I said 
there were a couple of things I would like if they are 
available. Without a hesitation, my name was on them! 

gyms with exercise equipment. Dan is the one who 
designed and provided the equipment at the North 
Kawartha Community Centre. 

PS  As I prepared this story I spoke to so many people 
who have lived here for years and have never heard of 
the Indian Head Lodge so I knew I needed to write 
about it while it was still standing. 

Reflections of Our Village
By Darlene (Aunt Dar) Doxsee

View from the Lodge

Unfortunately, due to Covid, the annual 
Bazaar and Luncheon at St George’s Anglican 
Church is cancelled for this year.



       . . . There I lay holding my breath, eyes wide open, 
wondering what the heck just flew by. Was it my overactive 
imagination? I was the kid who normally jumped into bed from 
three feet away each night, and lay in the middle so the troll 
underneath couldn't get me. Now here I was, thrust into the 

       Hours earlier I had climbed the steep, narrow staircase to 
get to the attic. There were two beds across the room from 
each other. One was for me, and the other for the teen-aged 
hired hand. Besides the large spiders in the rafters that kept me 
fearfully awake, the farm-hand, who was covered from head to 
foot in poison ivy, thrashed about and scratched all night, 
every night. Wearing only shorts and boots, he had fallen 
headlong into a healthy patch of the stuff while working along 
the woods in the back pasture. Every evening before bed, he 
would slather himself in calamine lotion that, when dry, made 
him look like a glowing ghost in the gloomy twilight. Despite 
the supposed soothing qualities of this pink crust, the poor 
sap couldn’t keep from scratching the itchy hives and blisters 
that covered most of his body.

       I was seven at the time. My parents and I, along with my 
grandparents, were visiting my great aunt and uncle on their 
farm for a week. Life on a farm is typically a busy time in the 
fall, and our hosts needed all the help they could get. I wasn't 
sure what I could do, but I was always up for an adventure. 
During the ensuing days I was put to work in the fields pitching 
hay with the men, and then just to make my farm experience 
memorable, was tasked with shovelling manure out of the 
barn in my spare time.
       The days were long and the nights seemed even longer. 
What I remember most about those nights was the darkness. 
Far from city lights, the farm lay in a valley of inky gloom that 
would ooze in on the heels of a thick rolling mist from the 
surrounding hills in the evening, and stubbornly remain there 
until dawn.
       One particular night seemed darker than usual. It was one 
of those nights when you don't know what's wrong, but 
something just doesn't feel right. Everyone in the house was 
asleep . . . except for me. Way up in the attic, I lay wide awake 
upon an old squeaky, iron-frame bed. Suddenly, the window 
began to rattle. Just a gust of wind, I thought. Then, something 
fluttered past my nose . . .

worst possible scenario, and to top it all off, there was an evil 
"something" lining up an aerial attack!

       “There’s s-s-something f-f-flying around up here, Grampa!”

      I could hear it flitting around above my bed. It was one of 
those moments in your life when you feel you’ve somehow been 
sucked into the scariest part of a horror film during which you 
know the ending is never good. All that was missing was a blood-
curdling scream from outside the window. Then, somewhere in 
the attic, an eerie moaning began that slowly increased in 
volume. I'd had enough.
       “DAD! . . . GRANDPA! . . . S-S-SOMEBODY!”
       After what seemed like an eternity, the light flicked on in the 
hall below. Then, what appeared to be a disembodied head 
followed by a flowing white gown rose slowly from a glowing 
hole in the floor. “What’s the matter? Are you afraid?” It was my 
mother.
       “There’s something flying around up here . . . it's big . . . and 
making . . . scary noises!”

       A few fearful minutes later another ghostly head rose up 
from the hole. “What's the trouble boy?" Uttered a deep voice 
followed by a rumbling chuckle. I knew that voice.

       It was then that I heard the blood-curdling scream. My 
mother covered her head with her hands and all but flew down 
the steep stairs, leaving me to fend for myself.

       “Ok, don't be afraid, I’ll be back in a few minutes.”  At some 
point the moaning had changed to snoring, and I realized with 
relief that it was just my pink friend, who must have fallen into a 
deeper sleep.
       After a while, during which the black spectre had flown a 
couple dozen more sorties around the attic, my grandfather 

View From 
The Cabin
by Rick de Haan
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        Darkness once again settled around me. Thousands of crickets 
chirped happily in the field outside; for some reason they seemed to 
take delight in the darkness. Stupid crickets! I lay there wide-eyed, 
worried about more flying bats, and the spiders lurking in their webs 
above my head. I hated spiders! The snoring droned on.

climbed back up the staircase clutching a towel. After he pulled the 
string for the overhead light, I saw him standing in the middle of the 
room, watching a now confused bat diving and flitting in all 
directions. Then, with an agility that surprised me, he smacked the 
fluttering creature in mid-air with the towel. He scooped up the limp 
black form, smiled, turned off the light, and disappeared down the 
hole.

       The next morning I was told that if given the opportunity, a bat 
will fly into a person's hair and get all tangled up. This, I assumed, 
would lead to a general atmosphere of unbridled panic, causing its 
victim to hop about with flailing arms, yelling for someone to get it 
out. And since panic begets panic, soon everyone within 20 yards 
would join in the festivities. I know now that the bat-in-the-hair 
thing is just an “old-wives-tale”, but it was a very real fear amongst 
the females in the house that night; except for my great aunt who 
was accustomed to having the odd nighttime visitor flying about in 
the dark.
       Later, while shovelling out calf pens in the barn, I started 
thinking about all the nocturnal antics of the night before. I couldn't 
help picturing my mother shrieking and flapping about, while a 
blinking set of eyes peeked out from her bouffant hairstyle. I laughed 
to myself as I slowly worked away at the thick layers of manure. But, 
lurking in the back of my mind, like a ghoul in the shadows, was the 
knowledge that I still had to spend several more very long nights in 
that creepy attic after dark---in the inky blackness, with the spiders, 
and the bats, and the ghostly pink lump that snored.

Outboard Repairs
to all makes

Boat Storage



Into The Night

pix
by Seth La Rose

And make noises that are so scary?"

In the blackest hours of Halloween night

But people give nary a thought

Behold yon pumpkin, with an eerie face

Sound as innocent as a birdie's chirp

Stir creatures that moan and wail;
Such sounds can give a soul a fright

And cause your heart to fail!

When it goes CRUNCH, CRUNCH
MUNCH, MUNCH, SLURP, SLURP ...BURP!!

"Oh, tell us, please, what is this beast?”

But there's one that makes the other bunch

Hoarse, hushed whispers query,
"On what does this monster feast

It's to keep bad spirits from that place,
Lit by a candle from within -

That's why it has a hideous grin.

That, inside, the pumpkin is being toasted...
The candle flame burns so hot

Certain epicureans of the quadruped kind
Esteem this squash “cuisine”

And, in abundance, it's easy to find

There's one with which I'm acquainted
That has a legendary appetite

And I nearly fainted

Only scraps of rind lay on the floor -

The pumpkin becomes roasted.

On the night of Halloween.

When I first saw the following sight:

Is the name by which he's now known

Any day …instead of a bone!

“El Perro Gordo de Paudash”

...And he was still looking around for more
The Pumpkin Beast had struck behind my back!!

After his initial snack attack!

And he'll choose pumpkin in a flash

The Pumpkin Beast
~by Kathy Figueroa



 The body of the article told the story of Marie Harris, a 70-something local 
woman who finally fulfilled her lifelong dream of opening a restaurant.

 Wednesday was slower and I was even more surprised to see the old woman 
back, staring at me through the window again. I felt uncomfortable and gave in 
to my urge to hide in the kitchen. The LED lights on the oven read 2:15.

 A shiver trailed down my spine.

 Eventually, she left again.

 Friday. 2:15 P.M.

 "Wonderful. I only hope that if I don't get to keep it for very long someone 
with love and acceptance in their heart carries it on for me."

 My restaurant.

2:15

 Staring at me.

 The next time I glanced at the door she had gone.

 The first time I saw her was quarter 
after two on Tuesday, my second week 
open. The lunch rush had just tapered 
off and I was clearing some tables when 
a figure at the door caught my eye. I 
hesitated with dishes in both hands, 
waiting a moment to see if she was going 
to come in so I could greet her politely. 
She continued to hover on the other side 
of the door like she wasn't sure she was 
in the right place. I set the dishes in the 
sink and a few moments later looked out 
again. She was still there, but instead of 
the uncertainty in her body language 
she was stock still, staring in the 
window.

 I shook myself out of it and tried to school my face into an inoffensive 
expression as I went back to busying myself with work. Either she would decide 
to come in and place an order or she wouldn't find what she was looking for and 
leave, and either way that would be the end of it.

 Thursday. 2:15 P.M.

Megan Heartilly

 By Sunday I was feeling more irritated than afraid.
 Fed up, I strode to the door and opened it, gesturing into the building with a 
sweep of my arm and said, "You're welcome to come in."
 To my surprise the old woman's face softened immediately, the corners of her 
eyes crinkling with a smile that transformed her expressionless look to 
something much warmer, more alive.
 In the time it took me to blink, she vanished. One second there, the next gone, 
like she never existed.
 I didn't see her again.
 I questioned my sanity.

 Two days later I found the newspaper clipping. It fluttered to my feet as I 
pulled down a box of autumn decorations from a shelf. I picked it up carefully. It 
was only dated a few years ago but it looked as if it were much older, yellowed 
from the sun. The photo headlining the article featured an elderly woman. The 
woman who had been staring me down for the past week. The one who 
disappeared as soon as I invited her inside.

 "How does it feel to open a business at your age?" the journalist had asked.

robmillerconstruction@gmail.com

RENOVATIONS
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SUBSTANTIALLY RENOVATED HOME

Accurate Accoun�ng & Tax services specializes in HST rebate 
applica�ons, please call us if you need assistance.

OWNER-BUILT HOMES

NEW RESIDENTIAL RENTAL PROPERTY

If you have built or substan�ally renovated a new home, you may be 
eligible for the HST New Housing Rebate. The rebate applica�ons are 
broken down into federal and provincial por�ons, with criteria for each 
sec�on. Generally, the rebate can be worth up to $30 000 in Ontario. You 
have to apply for the rebate within two years of major comple�on or 
closing of the purchase agreement. There are three main types of HST 
Housing Rebates.

If you have built or hired someone to build a new house as your or a 
family members principal residence, you can apply for the HST rebate.

*** Owners are required to retain their receipts for all goods and services 
where HST was paid in the renova�on or building of their home.

If you have substan�ally renovated (more then 90% of your home) or did 
a major addi�on (at least doubling the size of living area), you can apply 
for the HST rebate.

HST HOUSING REBATES

If you have purchased or built a new investment property for 
residen�al rental purposes, you can apply for the HST rebate. This 
applies to mul� unit rentals as well and it will be assessed per unit.

Tammy Petrai�s  Accurate Accoun�ng & Tax Services 
admin@accuratetax.ca   705-656-1200

The Business Hub
by Susan Northey

APSLEY PHARMACY

GIFTWARE  GREETING CARDS  TOYS  CLOTHING
  FAX & COPY SERVICE

705-656-3301                                SENIOR DISCOUNT 20%

705-656-1764 FAX                            1ST WEEK OF MONTH

Monica Vos
Hair Studio

211 Burleigh Street

Apsley, Ontario

K0L 1A0

Licensed hair stylist
since 1982

Fall is the perfect time to plant your garlic for next years 
harvest in late spring to early summer. Plant before ground 
is frozen, by mid November. I have purchased on line at 
Vesey’s Seeds in PEI in the past.  Once you have a good crop, 
you can replant your own for many years.
To prepare your garden, pick a sunny location, till the soil 
well and add lots of compost.  Rake even. Gently break bulb 
apart, normally 3 to 5 cloves in each.  Push into the ground 
with the pointy end up so the point is about 2" below surface. 
Space about 4 to 6" apart and rows about 8 to 10". I normally 
do a squared up area with short several rows. Cover up holes 
with a tad of soil and then spread a layer of mulched up 
leaves over area, say about 4" thick.  I stake the corners of 
the area too so I don’t walk on it.  Now you wait till spring and 
I will follow up then.  It is that easy!  No more Chinese garlic!



Reviews and Recommendations
by Joyce Corner



Photo of Gypsy Moth from Government of Canada web site.

The life cycle of the Gypsy Moth over-winters in the egg stage often on 
the bark of trees (this is the easiest time to help control next years 
impact).  Females lay eggs on trees and sometimes on buildings or other 
structures (e.g. trailers and vehicles) in August.  In the spring, the eggs 
hatch and larvae (caterpillars) emerge start feeding on the foliage of the 
trees.  If there are a lot of caterpillars, they can completely defoliate the 
trees.  In areas where there are severe outbreaks, trees and shrubs are be 
completely defoliated over large areas; despite this the trees often 
produce a new crop of leaves by the end of the summer, the damage 
causes significant growth loss and if consecutive years of defoliation 
occurs they will ultimately kill the tree.

What You Can Do to Help Protect your Trees on Your Property:

· Remove the egg masses this fall and throughout the winter.  
The egg masses are often yellow to golden in colour and have a 
spongy texture.  Each egg mass may contain between 100 to 
1000 eggs.  The egg mass can be scraped off using a blunt edge 
(I use a tablespoon to collect the egg mass and then I place in a 
paper bag for disposal or you could place the egg masses in a 
container of soapy water).   

· Next Spring and during the summer, the caterpillars can be 
captured using burlap wrapped around the trunk of the tree.  
The caterpillars become trapped in the cloth.  The burlap needs 

his past summer you may have noticed a large number of Gypsy 

TMoths around your home or cottage.  Gypsy Moths are another 
invasive species threatening the forests in the Apsley area.  

According the Peterborough Naturalists, the results of 21st Annual 
Petroglyphs Butterfly Count noted that there were “zillions” of Gypsy 
Moths and there was a serious outbreak along County Road 46 this year.

Gypsy moths feed on a wide variety of trees and plants but they 
particularly prefer oak, birch and aspen as well as sugar maple and 
American beech and softwoods such as eastern white pine and 
Colorado blue spruce.

Gypsy Moth 
(Lymantria dispar dispar)

by Sheelagh Lean Hysenaj

MOBILE SAUNA & HOT TUB RENTALS

Serving North Kawartha & Area

THE LUXURY OF A SAUNA / SPA
DELIVERED TO YOUR DOOR 

RGSAUNAS.COM
705-772-0011

Small Business Specialists 
705-656-1200

   accuratetax@nexicom.net 
 accuratetax.ca                                                           

Woodlands Plaza
                                                                                               Woodview  

apsleybackroads@gmail.com705-760-2983

Apsley Backroads 
is the most read and enjoyed 

local magazine in the area

  
Get the most from your advertising dollars



AESOP’S FABLES
Aesop was a slave who lived in Greece over 3000 years ago. His animal fables 
became famous as he showed through them the wise and foolish behaviour of 
people. These tales are still relevant today and have great meaning and advice.

to be checked regularly and the caterpillars can then 
be destroyed.  See  site for details.www.canada.ca

· During the summer, the moths emerge and can be 
captured using butterfly nets and/or pheromone 
traps.

Spraying with pesticides is not recommended by Ontario 
Nature as the pesticide for Gypsy Moth is “detrimental to the 
environment, contaminates watershed and is harmful to 
pollinators and other wild animals including amphibians, 
birds and fish.   

Ontario Ministry of Natural Resources and Forestry – 

www.ontario.ca/page/gypsy-moth 

Ontario Nature – www.ontarionature.org

Additional Information and References:

Government of Canada – https://www.canada.ca/en/health-

canada/services/pest-control-tips/gypsy-moths.html

Ontario Federation of Anglers and Hunters – 

www.invadingspecies.com 

Peterborough Naturalists –  www.peterboroughnature.org

Photo of Gypsy Moth Egg Mass on eastern white pine.

  Please submit by the 15th of the month prior.  All 

submissions are considered.
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The Kawartha 
Night Skies
The Kawartha 
Night Skies

By Randy A�wood and Be�y Robinson

ars is visible this month in the early evening sky as a Mbright, red “star” in the east. However, unlike stars, 
Mars does not twinkle but shines with a steady light. 

When looking for Mars in the night sky, it's hard to miss the 
predominantly red colour. 

Mars has long fascinated us. But is it like Earth? By the 1800s, 
telescopes were powerful enough to show changing surface 
features. In 1895, astronomer Percival Lowell thought he could 
see canals on the surface, sugges�ng that Mars was inhabited. It 
was an op�cal illusion: there are no Mar�ans, and there are no 
canals to move water. But that did not prevent worldwide interest 
in the planet. In 1897, Jules Verne wrote about an impending 
invasion of Earth by Mar�ans in his book War of the Worlds.

Earth orbits the Sun faster than Mars does, so Earth catches up and 
passes Mars every 2.2 years or so. As Earth overlaps Mars, we can 
see it in the evening sky for several months. 

Astronomers in the 20th century determined that Mars has a 
very thin atmosphere made up mostly of carbon dioxide. Not 
much like Earth at all. But in the 1960s, when spacecra� from 
Earth took the first close-up look at surface features of Mars, 
we saw signs of dried-up river valleys. Mars once had rivers! 
Where did the water go?

But is there—or was there ever—life on Mars? Assuming 
Mar�an life is similar to life on Earth, are condi�ons on Mars 
favourable for life to thrive? Can the planet support liquid 
water? Mars has a solid surface you can stand on (which the 
outer planets do not have). Mercury and Venus have solid 
surfaces but are too hot to support liquid water. The Mar�an 
surface is very cold, and does get above freezing on the 
equator during Mar�an summer. But no one knew whether 
surface water existed on Mars, and liquid water is key to 
suppor�ng life as we know it. 

Rovers with various sensors to examine rocks and soil have 
landed four �mes since the mid-1990s, each more 
sophis�cated than its predecessor. With lasers and analyzers 
on an extendable arm, a rover can look for and move close to 
an interes�ng rock for analysis. These rovers have discovered 
rock types that could only have formed underwater. This 
proves that Mars did indeed support liquid water on its 
surface billions of years ago. The spacecra� Phoenix landed in 
the polar region of Mars in 2008. With its arm, Phoenix 
uncovered water ice just below the surface. Spacecra� in 
orbit around Mars have detected water ice at the north and 
south polar ice caps.

The current ac�ve rover, Curiosity, has been on Mars for eight 
years. Its successor, Perseverance, was launched in July 2020 
and will land on Mars on February 18, 2021.
It carries new technology that will study the geology of the 
landing site and will look for signs of life. It is even carrying a 
small drone that has a camera; it will fly above the landing site 
and take images.

Spacecra� have landed on Mars several �mes since the 
1970s. The first landers—the Viking 1 and 2 spacecra�—took 
images. They also collected and deposited soil samples into 
various onboard experiments, which looked for microbial life 
similar to what we have on Earth. The results were 
inconclusive.

There are also plans for Perseverance to select interes�ng 
samples that could be collected by a future mission for return 
to Earth. Scien�sts hope to answer the ques�on of whether 
there has ever been life on Mars by examining actual Mar�an 
samples here on Earth. This is a complex and expensive 
mission, which requires a spacecra� to land near 
Perseverance, collect the samples, and return to Earth.

Is There Life on Mars?



Will this answer the ques�on? Possibly, but many people feel we 
won't know the answer for sure un�l we place a geologist on Mars.

And what are the implica�ons if we do find that life once thrived on 
Mars? It means that we may not be alone in the universe and that 
life can exist on more than one planet. Given that we know there are 
trillions of planets in the universe, this would increase the odds that 
we are probably not alone.

Randy A�wood and Be�y Robinson own a co�age in the Kawarthas 
and have been looking at the night sky all their lives.

So when you look at Mars in the early evening sky this month, 
consider the work of our rover emissaries, which are working to 
answer the ques�on, are we alone?

The rover Curiosity takes a selfie as it sits on Mars. 
So why is Mars red? The ancient Mar�an atmosphere reacted with the iron 
in the surface materials and produced iron oxide, resul�ng in rust. 
Credit: NASA.

Locally owned company looking after
all your disposal needs in and around

the Kawarthas.
Bins and Septic Pumping

Happy
Thanksgiving
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by Brian Baker

Tamarack 
Tales

Thank you for….

A time to be Thankful – 
I think the Pilgrims may have been 
on to something…

"I ate the chicken pot pie”



Tamarack's Tip of the month……..

Most importantly…..

Sheri and Deb towing the line 
at Haultain Transfer Station

Sharon and Sandy stocking my ice cream 
at Woodview General Store



by Roy Anderson

Chapter 18
   THE  ARTIST

Catch Up On Line

Mary returned to her bedroom and laying down to sleep on 
the bed, found sleep almost impossible. After turning and 
tossing, she found a comfortable spot and began to drift off to 
sleep. Thinking of the many rooms in the homestead, perfect 
for a large family. Mary also thought of Eva and Evan's Dad, 
surely he must of heard of Sadie's good fortune by now and 
would return. And as Mary saw before, his hand out, looking 
or holding a cash bucket. That matter would be looked after 
by Mary's lawyers.
Mary's thought then went on covering all matters, now 
totally ready for slumber and sleep, she suddenly sat up in 
bed, realized that the doorway at the end of the bedroom 
must go somewhere, was now wide open.  Rising up out of 
bed, walking to the door and peering in was startled to see a 
panelled oak staircase, descending to the lower level.
Hesitating but then started slowly down the stairs. Mary also 
realized that when the door opened a dim light came on, 
catching her attention.

Entering the kitchen and checking the phone for messages, 
was somewhat comforted by the message from Sadie, “Be 
home tomorrow afternoon.”

ary still shaken by the violent occurrence at the Mlakeside, now freshly showered and charged 
walked down the hall and peering into the den saw 

nothing changed. The clock still tick, tocked, and the rocker 
still rocked, Duke still wet from the lake sprawled out on the 
rug between the rocker and the fireplace. Mary decided all 
was well but would leave all the lights in the homestead all 
night.

As she descended the stairway to the lower level, stopping 
half way down, she noticed the outside wall was all glass. A 
door, another sliding glass patio door, leading to a beautiful 
garden. Row, after row of flowers lined both sides of the 

But unknown to Mary it would not be the homecoming she expected. 
Kate had spread her news about the homecoming. But Mary would 
soon realize, despite everything that happened, there would always 
be a brighter future.

Before her was a reproduction of a Victorian parlour and bedroom. A 
large four poster bed, on a raised platform, situated so you could see 
both the Chandos and the garden. Walls were covered in elegant gold 
and silver and red pattern. Very large velvet drapes, except for the 
four poster bed which was curtained in white silk, trimmed in 
contrast with green velvet. In the off corner of the room was a solid 
Victorian tea table, surrounded by six chairs in green velvet, walnut 
and hand carved. A massive sideboard completed the dining area, 
elegantly carved, filled with china; that from experience Mary knew 
was antique.  There were Victorian paintings, silver serving trays 
and beer mugs. A large Victorian carpet lay on the flood with 
matching runners. The entire room was lite by oil lamps.

As Mary looked closer, she recognized the child as Sadie. After seeing 
Mother and child together, Sadie was the image of her Mother. Now 
knowing what Randolph looked like, the large translucent figure had 
to be him. As Mary closed the curtain, talking to herself, “What a 
beautiful family. I am so sorry for your loss.” Her eyes filling up with 
tears.  Mary slowly walked towards the stairs, toward the dimmer 
switch, the room slowly darkened. Mary half ascended the stairs, 
suddenly realized, the switch had moved by itself and turned off. 
She continued up the staircase back to her bed and lying down, 
pulled the covers over herself.  She lay there thinking over 
everything, then sat up and with little thought pushed aside the 
covers, exclaiming to herself. “I am sleeping in the Victorian room 
tonight.  To hell with the consequences!”

Mary moved slowly thru the room looking at everything in awe. 
When a large frame with black velvet curtains with a gold braid pull 
cord caught her eye, moving closer Mary pulled it. The curtain 
slowly opened revealing a family portrait. A man standing behind a 
woman sitting on a chair with a child standing beside her.

Mary continued down to the lower lever floor and the staircase 
ended. Mary found the light switch and turned it on. She was amazed 
at the room. In the middle, hanging in the ceiling was a large antique 
brass crystal chandelier. Looking at the light switch, discovered it 
was a dimmer switch and turned it slowly upwards. Mary let out a 
gasp.

walkway, winding throughout trellis, arbours and in the middle a 
huge gazebo. The outside of the gazebo was covered in masses of 
flowering vines. Inside the gazebo; furniture, chairs, tables and at 
one end overlooking the lake, a large swing, and a fountain stood at 
the other end.  A small stream circled thru the garden  complete with 
a miniature building, a model of an old mill with a water wheel slowly 
turning. In Mary's mind the same motion and timing as the 
grandfather clock and the oak rocker chair upstairs, a definite clicky, 
click, clicky, click.

Letting out a huge sigh of relief, Mary exclaimed “Duke, my old 
faithful Duke.” With Duke curled at the bottom of the bed, Mary 
nodded off to sleep. Waiting in anticipation for the children and 
parents to arrive home the next day.

After four or five hours of sleep, Mary felt a movement pushing down 
one side of the bed and then a weight on the bed.  She was paralysed 
with fear. The hair on the back of her neck was standing up and Mary 
covered her body, her arm and hand were outside the covers, when 
she felt a wet tongue caress her hand.

Mary returned to the room and was now in the four poster bed, 
feeling very relaxed and fell asleep.



Monument Sales
Restoration and Cleaning

NOW ON 

The children were armed with honey pails to which cords were 
attached. After an afternoon of picking I was presented with a pail of 
some mushy berries and a lot of juice from June. She also had evidence of 
a happy afternoon on her face and clothes. Both June and her brother, 
David, were excited to tell me they had company at the berry patch. The 
bear kept close to the bush side of the patch while the children stayed in 
their area. They seemed to think that there were enough berries for all 
of them.
The other story involves a businessman from Bird’s Creek (near 
Bancroft). He was asked to order a bear trap. He ordered one of those big 
iron affairs but was was met with surprise and disappointment when it 
was revealed that the gentleman wanted a different kind of bear trap.
This particular kind of bear trap was used on the back of a logging truck 
to hold down the load.

This gruesome exhibit is sitting in the Bancroft North Hastings Heritage 
Museum.

When my children, a son and a daughter, were young they loved to pick 
berries. My son hoped for a raspberry pie. My daughter who was 
younger just liked to munch on the berries! They would have been about 
8 years and 11 years when this event took place. Across the road from 
my house near the golf course and well behind the CTS store lay a large 
patch of raspberries.

We all have “bear “ stories. Here are a couple of mine.

ears ago the loss of a farm animal like.sheep could be devastating Yfor the family. Purchase of a bear trap might be out of the 
question. Here, pictured, is a homemade solution. The plan was 

to tie the barrel to something sturdy, leave some food in the bottom and 
hope the bear would get stuck trying to retrieve the food. One could 
imagine the poor animal running around the bush, barrel on it’s head, 
then the poor farmer also rushing around wondering what he had 
caught!

Check out the Facebook page of the Bancroft North Hastings Heritage 
Museum for our latest activities, publications, etc.

by Marjorie Wilson
 The Bear Essentials!



I’m a country girl at heart, so hard work and dirt on my boots 
is in my blood…but little did I know what “a day in the life of 
a contractors wife” would be…

               A p s l e y  h a s  i t ’ s  s h a r e  o f    
contractors/tradespeople/journeymen/builders and more! 
Living in Cottage country means ya gotta make hay while the 
sun shines, but there is another side to all the renos, re-
builds and beautiful transformations…the “contractors 
family”.

This past year, it was clear that a “team approach” to our 
contracting company was DESPERATELY needed so I slowed 
my business down, laced up my boots, signed up for all the 
“how to” tutorials on quickbooks and pledged my allegiance 
to the greater cause…good lord…WTF did I sign up for…

Planning family time around the weather report,  stepping on 
deck screws or drill bits that have fallen off the nightstand, 
dealing with employee challenges (or lack of employees 
altogether) cold plates of food in the microwave and long 
(sometimes lonely) days.

A day in the “Life of Wife” of 

a North Kawartha Contractor…

by Helena McMann

Let’s take a little snapshot…

6:05am Alarm #2 - the groaning begins…”I can’t feel my 
hands”, “oh my back…what did I do yesterday”, “ouch my 
elbow”, “did someone remember to make coffeeeeeeeee?”…

After everyone and everything has ended up where it needed to 
go…I get to settle back home and brew MY long awaited cuppa 
joe. The smell of roasted beans fills the air, breakfast is warming 
up and…the phone rings. 

By 7am Rob has fuelled up with carbs and caffeine (thank you 
Hunters General store for your endless supply of rockstar drinks, 
jamaican patties and cottage country candy), tools have been 
organized, materials have been ordered and we have headed out 
to pick up our toddlers “ahem - I mean  - skilled crew of 
carpenters and tradesmen”… 

CALL# 1 “we got to the job site and didn’t realize we needed 
this…”

Let the coffee reheat schedule begin…

“Get the ambulance to take you to the peterborough hospital, 
cause I can pick you up after the kids baseball game.”

“It’s not my job to check your damn pockets for receipts before 
throwing your pants in the wash - what are you, 5!?” 

5:45am Rob’s alarm goes off (for the FIRST time). A swift kick to 
the shin so he at least presses snooze…20 minutes later - rest 
and repeat…

“I could do that quote if the numbers floating around in your 
head made it out of your mouth.”

“Yes, I ordered the right colour, the company sent the wrong one”

LITERALLY AS I’M WRITING THIS ARTICLE….I got a phone call 
to pick up materials and run some of our guys to a job site…the 
struggle is real people…the coffee goes cold.

Can anyone relate?

“Maybe you could find your drill bits if, just once, they went from 
your pocket back into case.”

“Thanks for using your shirt for staining that deck with linseed 
oil so we could experience what a dryer fire is like.”

“No I can’t write that off as a business expense - nice try.”

“Stuck at work? Yes, I can arrange a LAST MINUTE ride for the 
kids to get to the hockey game.”

“Sure I can stop EVERYTHING I’m doing, switch gears and do that 
for you.”



What a gift it is to be able to work and thrive in a place like 
Apsley…surrounded by nature, cottages and abundant work. 
We all stress about the same stuff…how busy it is in the summer 
and how slow it is in the winter. Employees, rain, bugs, snow, 
broken tools/vehicles and long days.

*Visiting clients together and making connections - even more 
fun in cottage country when you take the boat and do some 
cruising along the way.

*midday surprise visits on the way to the next job.

*bringing the kids on a job site for a small project  because we are 
raising awesome humans and they learn by doing (and we may 
have had to bribe them with a few bucks….) 

“What the hell did you spend $1400 on at *insert store of choice 
here*” (mmmmm…I guess momma gets to go shopping for a 
new dryer…)

The “life of a wife” of a Contractor is all about the little moments:

*The final reveal, of a long awaited cottage reno, that renders the 
customer speechless. 

It all sounds frustrating, but I wouldn’t trade a single second of it 
(well maybe we could have done without the dryer fire and a few 
trips to the Emergency Room of every hospital in the area). We 
are so grateful for the abundance of work here in North 
Kawartha, and working together is a HUGE shift for us…learning 
as we go, trial and error, good days and bad.

We have all learned the importance of collaboration and building 
relationships with other trades. Striving to find balance between 
work and family life. Being confident in charging our worth and 
ensuring the quality and integrity of our work matches our price 
tag.

*taking cool grade 8 grad pics on the Bobcat cause we can...

*not caring that trim, baseboards and every finishing detail in 
OUR home will never get done...

*a few extra zero’s in the bank account that DOESNT get spent at 
[Home Hardware], but instead on a new hot tub for our aching 
muscles or a family vacation...or…a…new...dryer…

LCCE Lamaze Childbirth Educator 

Being okay to say no to a project, or reschedule it because it’s 
better to do that, than to let a customer down by breaking a 
promise. 

Kuddos to all those behind the scenes - whatever your 
involvement in your partners day to day  - I hear ya! I’ve been 
there, done that and one day we will all wear t-shirts that say 
“I survived another summer in cottage country and I’m still 
married!”

now…where’s that coffee…
Helena McMann 705-761-6213  
CD(DONA) Doula 

Owner of PATH (Parenting @ the Hub) 

Co-Director, The Birth Doula Program
www.birthdoulaprogram.ca



Please visit  for all things municipal in North www.northkawartha.ca
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 ac�ve on social media please follow me 
@MayorAmyo�e on Facebook and Twi�er.  It is my intent to share 
posi�ve, factual and �mely informa�on 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.

Township of North Kawartha
by Mayor Carolyn Amyotte

COUNCIL’S 
CORNER

· Council approved the reopening schedule for all municipal 
facili�es including the Township Office, Community Centres, 
Arena and Fitness Centre

October 6, 2020- Regular Mee�ng of Council via ZOOM

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

· Council authorized the purchase of electrosta�c disinfectant 
sprayers to ensure we meet the pandemic cleaning protocols 
required for public spaces

· Due to the occupancy restric�ons on Council Chambers, 
Council will con�nue with electronic mee�ngs for the next 
few months and has directed staff to inves�gate op�ons to 
have hybrid mee�ngs (in person and virtual par�cipa�on) in 
the future

· Working in conjunc�on with Dr. Wageman, Council is moving 
forward with the Dental Suite renova�ons at the North 
Kawartha Health Centre

Here's what's coming up in October…

  k.picken@northkawartha.ca

If a member of the public is interested in joining the Council mee�ng 
electronically to listen and observe the mee�ng in real �me please 
contact the Deputy Clerk Kelly Picken by email

October 20, 2020- Regular Mee�ng of Council via ZOOM

October 27, 2020- Capital Forecast Mee�ng via ZOOM

no later than 8:30 a.m. on the day of the mee�ng and you will be 
provided with an invita�on to join the mee�ng electronically. Although 
possible for members of the public to “a�end” a mee�ng electronically, 
we would encourage you to communicate with Council by forwarding 
any comments regarding an agenda item in wri�ng via email to the 
Deputy Clerk or the Clerk Connie Parent c.parent@northkawartha.ca

October 23, 2020- Police Service Board Mee�ng via ZOOM

Tractor Services

Hourly Rates

Fairman Contracting
905-244-1623

Jason Howell
Fairmanhowellcontrac�ng@gmail.comLocal to Woodview, ON

Trenching
Driveway Topping
Stump Removal

Trail Clearing 
And Much More

Cell: 705-875-0445 
Office: 705-656-4422

limericklaurie@gmail.com 

Laurie Corbett
Sales representative

#teamMaryBrown

135 Burleigh St., 

apsleybackroads@gmail.com705-760-2983

Apsley Backroads 
is the most read and enjoyed 

local magazine in the area
  

Get the most from your advertising dollars



proud to be 

Born in Valcourt, Quebec, Joseph-Armand Bombardier 
dabbled in mechanics from an early age. He acquired 
experience by reading, taking notes and repairing 

what he found until he opened his own garage at age 19, 
where he would repair cars and sell gasoline in the 
summertime.

During wintertime, he worked on developing a vehicle able to 
travel on snow. At that time, the Quebec government did not 
clear snow from secondary roads, so residents of these areas 
stored their cars for the winter season. The idea to build a 
winter vehicle came to Bombardier after a blizzard in which 
his young son fell ill of peritonitis and died because he could 
not be brought to the nearest hospital.

The first B7 (B for Bombardier and 7 for 7 passengers) 
snowmobiles were sold during the winter of 1936–37 and 
were well received. A new plant able to produce more than 
200 vehicles a year was built in 1940. A new 12-passenger 
model was made available in 1941, but demand was halted 
when Canada entered World War II. Bombardier offered his 
expertise to the Canadian government and started producing 
specialized military vehicles for the Allies.

After the war, business declined when the Quebec 
government began clearing snow from secondary roads in 
1948. Bombardier went on to build smaller snowmobiles 
during the 1950s and developed a new market for 
recreational products for one or two people. Bombardier 
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died in 1964 of cancer but the snowmobile idea was a success and 
more than 8,200 units were sold annually.



I hit the button to call the ight attendant and spent 
the next few minutes wracking my brain for a lake 
that could’ve been possibly been big enough to 
explain what I was seeing. I jumped when the 

Thirty hours ago I hopped on a late-night ight from 
New York heading to Los Angeles. After boarding I 
saw that I had an entire row to myself. Take off 
passed without incident, and soon I was stretched 
out for a nap across the row.
I slept for a few hours, I don’t know how long, but I 
woke up to some severe turbulence. It’s possible that 
the lights in the cabin went out for a moment, but I 
was so disoriented that it’s hard to say.

’ve Been Flying for almost Thirty Hours and The 

IFlight Attendants Won’t Stop Crying

I checked my phone to see that it was 4:03 AM, which 
I gured gave me about an hour until we landed. 
When I looked out my window, I was shocked to see 
nothing but wide open ocean. My jaw dropped; 
there’s obviously no ocean between New York and 
Los Angeles.

I folded the scrap of paper up and set it on the tray closest to the aisle. 
She left the bathroom and picked it up as she passed.

I pulled out a pen and wrote “Yes. It’s been thirty hours.”

It’s been twenty minutes since then. I don’t know why, but I don’t 
think the ight attendants would like it if they knew we were talking. 
It doesn’t matter. I have to do something. I’ll update you all with 
whatever happens next.

attendant ipped off the light. She was grinning from ear to ear, and 
tears were pouring down her cheeks.

After she left I checked the clock on my phone again. 4:03 AM blinked 
back at me.

“I froze for a moment at her reaction before deciding to just ask my 
question. “Where are we? Why does it look like we’re ying over an 
ocean?”
She wiped her cheeks to clear the tears, still grinning wildly. “Sir, we’ll 
be landing in about an hour.”

I’ve explored all of coach and tried talking to some of the other 
passengers, but they’ve all told me that they’re expecting to land in an 
hour or so.

The ight attendants continued to stop by every few hours offering 
meals. My stopwatch continued to tick up and is now telling me that 
I’ve been on this plane for more than thirty hours.

“How can I help you sir?” she asked.

“I, uh, OK, thank you,” I said.

It hadn’t changed.
I had to have been waiting with my call light on for at least ve 
minutes. How was it possible that it hadn’t changed at all?
I opened up my laptop and saw it too displayed 4:03 AM. I pulled out 
my phone, started a stopwatch in the app, and spent the next two 
hours looking back and forth between the clocks, waiting for them to 
change.
They never did.
I tapped the shoulder of an older woman sitting in the row ahead of 
me. She looked back, an annoyed expression across her face. “Yes?” 
she asked.
“Do you know how long until we land?” I asked.
She narrowed her eyes. “That ight attendant said it would be about 
another hour.”
I shook my head in confusion. “That ight attendant? We talked 
almost two hours ago! We should’ve landed already.”
She stared at me as if I was crazy. I was going to continue trying to 
convince her, but I felt a hand on my shoulder. I spun to see a male 
ight attendant grinning down at me, tears pinging off his cheeks onto 
my shoulder.
“Sir, I’m going to ask you to calm down, or I’ll be calling the Captain.”
I told him that wouldn’t be necessary and sat back. He removed his 
hand and stepped away.

“Sir, the seatbelt sign is on,” one said. “Please remain in your seat with 
your buckle fastened. We’ll be landing in about an hour.”
I’d just about given up hope when a woman came down the aisle 
dressed in a business suit. She didn’t look at me or slow down, but she 
dropped a piece of paper onto my tray as she made her way to the 
bathrooms at the back of the plane.

Around three hours ago I tried getting into rst class. I made it past the 
curtain but was escorted back by two grinning ight attendants. Their 
grip on my arms were like iron.

I shot a look around before unrolling it.
It said, “Are you stuck too?”

tKawar ha 
Docks
Designs	for	

Waterfront	Living	

705-931-1497

www.kawarthadocks.com

jeff@kawarthadocks.com

Unknown Author 



by Cam OL Huard

But, one selfish act negates a persons veracity in 
all that they do.”

“The first step to enlightenment begins with 
compassion. An intelligent human being places 
the health, well being, and rights of others before 
the comfort, satisfaction, vanity, and self-
righteousness of personal pride. One must 
ensure that the rights, physical, and mental 
integrity of community, family, and household 
are upheld. Self is unimportant! If this is 
maintained; community, family, and household 
will reflect these values through you.



Around Town
Down the Road and Over the Fence...

Being a senior, I feel getting into the Golden Years was quite a 
challenge, but when Mother Nature starts winding up the 
heat to 33 degrees for a few days plus COVID-19, I really have 
to believe my Doctor when he told me I was getting older!  
Never had to put up with all this when I was younger and 
more able to take this abuse. Now we can forget about all that 
and get down to preparing the land and pots for next year's 
flowers or whatever you are growing.  Me, I don't have a 
green thumb but for the past three years, I have been 
successful keeping geraniums in my house all winter and 
then have them outside in the summer.  I also fell in love with 
an Orchid which had flowers that lasted three months.  After I 
read the instructions provided, it gave me new flowers in the 
summer.  

One time at Seniors we had the young Leahy's entertain us.  
They were great playing violins, singing and tap dancing.  
After, I went over to Mrs. Leahy and asked if I could tell her 10-
year-old tap dancer a joke.  She agreed after I told her the joke 
first.  It went like this:  I used to tap dance, but I had to give it 
up because I kept falling into the sink!

What is 
happening

at the Library?
North Kawartha Public Library by Robert D. Sutton
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