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From the
Editor’s desk...
Gone in a
Flash!
That’s what happened for me in August. July on the other hand, was so hot
and humid it just dragged on, one day as hot or hotter than the next. Each
morning hoping the weather would cool off a tad. Seemed endless, sadly.
Then came August and with it a lovely improvement to the weather. Sure,
some hot days still but overall much better. However, that month was gone
in a ﬂash, over pretty quick.
Now into September, traditionally a month full of excitement as kids prep
for a new school year, has brought uncertainty for many families. My heart
goes out to all the families having to make some tough decisions. Attending
classes or learning at home...both are equally difﬁcult.
September is also the month of the Fall Equinox. I happens on September
22nd at 9:30 am. This is one of two moments in the year when the Sun is
exactly above the Equator and day and night are of equal length; also, either
of the two points in the sky where the ecliptic (the Sun's annual pathway)
and the celestial equator intersect.
Published by a local gal...

Jude

View From
The Cabin
by Rick de Haan
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.

A Sleepless Night

D

arkness surrounded the cabin on this cool mid-September
night. The bed was warm, and sleep would come quickly.
Somewhere along the shore, a band of bullfrogs croaked their
nightly chorus. But as I lay listening, I thought I could hear
another sound accompanying their nocturnal chorale.
Something struck the tin roof above my head. One plop, then
another, and another. Then, it dawned on me. They were
raindrops. They began slowly but quickly intensiﬁed to a steady
thrum.
As if wakened from a deep sleep, the ancient pines that
surrounded us began to creak and groan in complaint to the
rising wind. Then, a sudden gust blew onto the shore of the lake,
lashing the little cabin with a torrent of rain and buffeting winds.
Sleep would not come so easily now. I squeezed my eyes tightly
shut and pulled the blanket up a bit higher. Suddenly, an intense
light---like a camera ﬂash---permeated my closed lids. My eyes
popped open as a resonating rumble
rose in crescendo to an earthshaking clap of thunder that rattled
the windows. I found myself sinking
even deeper under the covers,
hoping the tall trees near the cabin
could withstand this violent
onslaught.
Lightning split the darkness. Peels
of thunder echoed through the hills,
rolling and booming over the lake;
louder than I'd ever heard before.
The deafening racket ﬁlled my ears
as sheets of heavy rain continued to
batter the roof. I imagined the
surrounding pines bending low and
then snapping in the powerful gusts
that blew in off the turbulent waters.
As the pandemonium persisted, all
my senses became overwhelmed,
and I prayed it would soon end.

As I cowered under the covers, my wife, who loves a ripping
good storm, padded over the cold pine ﬂoor and looked out
the window to marvel at the savage tempest all around us.
With oohs and ahs, she stood transﬁxed as lightning lit up the
night. Its electricity seemed to ﬁll the entire cabin. A silly grin
ﬂashed in my direction as I peeked out from my protective
cocoon.
The wind's bluster, the pelting rain, and rolling thunder
lasted for hours. All hope for sleep seemed dashed . . . at least
for me. Finally, the tumult outside the cabin walls subsided
and all became calm. The only indication that there even was a
storm was a steady cascade of water droplets dripping from
great heights and plopping noisily onto the roof.
One by one, our musical bullfrogs resumed their nightly
recital. A solitary loon called hauntingly on the calming lake.
And my hammering heart was ﬁnally slowing to a reasonable
rhythm.
With the tranquil night sounds calming my spirit, I waited
for sleep to ﬁnd me. I hoped it would transport me to that
blissful realm where cares and stresses are whisked away on
the wings of a pleasant dream . . . deep into the night . . .
snuggled under a warm blanket . . . in a small wilderness cabin .
. . moonlight shimmering on a lonely lake . . . shrouded in a gh-o-s-t-l-y m--i--s--t . . .
*******
The following morning, the little cabin was none the worse for
wear. I, on the other hand, had these mysterious bags under
my eyes and jumped at the slightest noise.
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Death of a loved one is never easy and most of us don’t want to
talk or even think about preparing for it. On May 15, 2020 we
lost a very special and unique member of our Elder family to
suicide. It has been almost three months since Matt’s passing
and we have heard several rumours surrounding his death so
I’m writing this to tell the truth.
I would like to begin by asking why people start rumours in the
ﬁrst place? It’s hurtful and unnecessary when all one has to do
is ask those affected by the tragedy. Now, there may be some
families who don’t want to talk about it but I ﬁrmly believe it’s
better to go right to the source and soon you will know if the
family is ready to discuss the situation, which we are. I would
also like to ask why people are so afraid to talk about ‘suicide’?
It is more common than most of us realize. There is such an
unfortunate stigma attached to the word ‘suicide’ and this
stigma spills over to family and friends that are left behind
especially living in a small rural community. People are
uncomfortable and seem to avoid even approaching the
family. My thoughts on this is, ‘by saying nothing...this
becomes the loudest noise’. I would like to pass on some good
information for those wanting to learn .
The rate of suicide is three times higher among men over
women and men are more likely to succeed where women are
less likely to. In Canada we rank 34th place overall in the world
for our suicide rate and death by suicide is the 9th leading cause
of death in Canada over all other diseases. Also when someone
is planning suicide they are less likely to talk about it but they

will usually leave some sort a note or journal explaining why and how sorry they
are for putting their loved ones through such a tragic event. What most people
also don’t understand is suicide leaves more questions than answers and there
may be a lot of guilt left behind to contend with by the person's loved ones because
we don’t understand.
This makes the grieving process difﬁcult to overcome because understanding
what brings a person to decide to take their own life has many variables and is a
very complex situation. It is wrong for people as a society, a community or as an
individual to criticize someone that has ended their life. Do you know what they
have been through? Do you know what they may be coping with? Say or assume
nothing until “You have walked a mile in their shoes.”
Our Matt was a contributing and caring citizen that worked hard all of his young
life and was dealt a very unfortunate deck of cards that were beyond his control.
Since his passing, we have been ﬁnding missing links to the complex puzzle. We
knew Matt had to have a justiﬁable reason to end his life. There was a genetic
leukemia gene that runs in his family on his mothers side that came out to us
following his death. The other thing that most people aren't aware of is when
someone like Matt works or hobbies in the automotive ﬁeld they are being exposed
to various solvents and petroleum products that contain Benzene. Asbestos and
Benzene are two known human carcinogenic that attack bone marrow and when
there is a genetic link to the leukemia gene then this scenario almost guarantees
that someone will get at least one of the rare forms of blood cancer.
We must refrain from using the expression ‘commit’ because it takes such on a
negative meaning as in they ‘commit an act of violence.’ Choosing to end ones life is
NOT an act of selﬁshness or lack of consideration to those left behind. It takes
great strength and courage even in their deepest moments of despair and
desperation to shelter their feelings of sadness, worry for their loves ones and how
to carry the act out. This burden must be unbearable but as in his case he didn’t
want us to know because he knew we would of pushed for treatment and that can
cause more physical suffering. Matt did not want to put his family through that
anguish of deterioration.
In Ontario it is now legal to have “assisted suicide” (assisted death) but he would
have been too far along in the disease to be eligible for the program. The process to
of assisted suicide can be quite long and entailed with having to prove one is of
sound mind with various medical testing to ensure that person is going to die.
What he did was actually no different other he knew he would be in charge and
with the current pandemic its probable he wouldn’t of got it. So please don’t judge
him or anyone else. It should be one's choice to decide how and when if they know
they are terminal with a debilitating disease.
The other thing most people don’t know is the method of which one chooses to end
their life says a lot about how that person was feeling before they take their life.
Some choose to do it very abruptly and graphically which leaves a very profound
and lasting image. Others want to go quietly, without pain because they don’t
want their loved ones to be scarred for life. Matt was a loving and very attentive
husband and the best dad ever to our two adult children, Jack Everett - Rose
(formerly known as Beth ) and their brother Christian. Their dad was so easy
going, kind, compassionate and very generous towards others. Most people in
Apsley knew my Matt who worked at the local hardware store in town. During the
three and a half years Matt worked there he became almost a household name. He
was known as the guy who could ﬁx anything and if he couldn’t he would try his
best to ﬁgure it out. His knowledge was inﬁnite and would go out if his way to help
anyone. He was approaching his 56 th birthday on August 29. He had wished to go
with a ‘digniﬁed silence’. Now that his ﬁnal chapter has been written we will be
grant him his digniﬁed silence. To my Matt...the love of my life. Happy 56th
Birthday on August 29 th. We miss you more than life itself. RIP my love.
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A Crimp In My Snacking Routine
~by Kathy Figueroa
Tasty barbeque chips, how I’ve craved you so!
But have had to do without, for to the store I rarely go
And honey-roasted peanuts are such a delight!
But these persistent yearnings, I’ve long had to ﬁght
This pandemic has deﬁnitely put a crimp
In my daily snacking routine
And forced me to limit my munching
To what’s at hand, and usually green
Though nutritious wild violet leaves
Are abundant out of doors
They don’t pack the zip of a chip
Or other delicious stuff you get at the stores
Risking a brush with a coronavirus
That’s mean and highly detrimental
Inspires a certain fear
That’s primal and elemental
So, if to the supermarket,
I feel I must make a jaunt
Careful advance consideration
Is given to exactly what I want
A strategy is devised:
When will the least tourists likely be there?
Is hand sanitizer in my purse?
What sort of mask should I wear?
Shall I don the clear plastic face shield
That allows me to breathe free?
Or that paper surgical-type mask
Which fogs my glasses ‘til I can barely see?
Yes, there are many details
To be given consideration and forethought
Before I head out shopping - so groceries,
Including snack food, can be safely bought.

The Kawartha
Kawartha
The
Night Skies
Skies
Night
By Randy A wood and Be y Robinson

This year, the fall equinox happens on September 22.
Around that me, the constella on Sagi arius is very
well placed for viewing. A er it gets dark, look due
south, just above the horizon, for a teapot shape
formed by the constella on's brighter stars.
Sagi arius is La n for archer. In Greek mythology,
Sagi arius is a centaur: half horse and half human.
According to myth, the centaur archer is aiming his
arrow at Antares, which is the heart of Scorpio, a
scorpion. Scorpio is the constella on next to
Sagi arius. The Babylonians appear to be the ﬁrst to
associate Sagi arius with an archer on a horse or as a
centaur, perhaps as early as 11 centuries BCE. The
ancient Greeks adopted this story.
The constella on Sagi arius is interes ng for a
variety of reasons: 32 of its stars have been
conﬁrmed to have planets, and there are some
beau ful nebulas to explore with binoculars or a
telescope, for example, the Lagoon Nebula and the
Triﬁd Nebula. There are also star clusters. In addi on,

Sagittarius, the Archer
the centre of the Milky Way Galaxy passes through
this constella on.
Sagi arius A* is a supermassive black hole at the
centre of the Milky Way.
We can't see Sagi arius A*; there is too much dust
and gas between it and us. Astronomers know it is
there because it is a strong source of radio wave
radia on. Astronomers detect this radia on using
large radio telescopes. Data from stars orbi ng the
area of Sagi arius A* tell us that they are orbi ng
something huge, a supermassive black hole, and that
it is more massive than 4 million Suns! Astronomers
think that all galaxies have a massive black hole at
their centres.
This month, Jupiter and Saturn are visible in
Sagi arius, as is a crescent Moon on September 22.
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.

Sagi arius, Scorpius, the Moon, Jupiter, and Saturn on September 22, 2020. Credit: SkySafari.

It is a Go:
The Apsley Studio Tour 2020

Tom Parsons

Forward by Rachel Conlin
….and what a year this has been! Every one of
us hanging in the balance, not knowing what
will happen from day to day. But it is with
joyous news that we are presenting (a
physical, somewhat traditional, but with
innovative safety precautions) the Apsley
Autumn Studio Tour on Sept. 19 & 20, 2020,
10am to 5pm both days. The Tour is a GO and
we are thrilled to invite you to our 13 studios,
representing 27 incredible artists! We did not
print brochures this year, but you can
download one from our website;
apsleystudiotour.com. You can also view your
favourite artist's work on the website and on
our Instagram & Facebook feeds. The 27
artists of the Apsley Studio Tour would like to
give a huge Thank You for the support of our
community and the visitors to our tour over
the years; Thank You!
Now please enjoy this delightful read, written
by one our members, Tom Parsons, Studio B.
Tom wrote this after the 2019 tour. The
sentiment Tom has evoked reﬂects on all of us
as tour members, especially this year. Enjoy.

on in the ornate pieces of wood we have collected as a family over the years and in
the interest we share in creating.
We had spent the past two seasons building a new studio/workshop at our cottage
on the outskirts of Apsley. It was a unique post and beam building designed by a
good friend and talented architect, Murray Rochon. It was built to accommodate
this large collection of wood as well as provide an inspiring setting to work in. It
was very much a cooperative event with friends and family working together,
somewhat like an old fashioned barn raising.

The Art of People
Recollections of a woodworker
by Tom Parsons
I make things out of wood! I love to collect
interesting pieces and create unique items
and according to my wife I collect far too
much. It's not my fault after all, it's a genetic
thing and I blame my father who started this
obsession with wood. Dad was a forester in
northern Ontario who had a passion for
woodworking. He also had a knack for ﬁnding
sawmills that would save him select pieces. I
have many fabulous memories of family trips
down washed out bush roads looking for wood
that had been discarded and left behind after a
forest was logged. This wood that was left to
rot, this trash, became our treasure. Burls for
bowls, roots for tables, spalted maple for
lumber, all was loaded into the van with little
room left for the passengers. We were
treasure hunters, full of excitement, full of
ideas of what we would make with our bounty.
Dad is gone now, but his legacy lives on. Lives

by Tom Parson
So it was quite timely that I be chosen as a new participant in the fall 2019 Apsley
Studio Tour. The stage was set, the shop was cleaned and the day arrived clear
and cool. The perfect autumn day! Thanks to Mother Nature, it was a beautiful
weekend and colours were at their peak. We heard from many how nice it was to
explore the back roads of Apsley on such a fabulous weekend, while visiting local
artists and Studios. Some commented on being inspired by the work of the
artists, while others found their inspiration in being out of doors and exploring. I

had conversations with guests about the importance of
being creative, and being a 'maker'. Many of them shared of
their own interests and hobbies. I heard stories of the rich
history of our surrounding lakes.
What amazed us were the different modes of transportation
people used to get to our Studio. People came by car, by boat,
bicycle, by foot and even by canoe and kayak. It was a very
social event and we met such a diversity of people. They
came from surrounding lakes, visitors from Peterborough
and area, and even some relatives from overseas. There
were people of all ages, from eight to eighty.
There was one excited young man of about 8 years of age
who had purchased a piece of wood from an artist on the
Tour and told me what he was going to make out of it. I was
inspired by his enthusiasm and desire to be creative. I
watched an elderly couple slowly emerge from their vehicle
and walk hand in hand to my Studio. They seemed as pleased
as punch to be out together on such a beautiful day. Upon
inquiring, they explained that they had cottaged on Chandos
Lake for more than 40 years, and looked forward to the Tour
each year.
I was surprised at the number of guests who had been
enjoying the Apsley Studio Tour for years. I met a group of
ladies who had been meeting annually for more than 10
years at a local cottage, so that they could attend the Tour.
On that weekend, I felt as though I'd come full circle. Felt as
though my father was with me as I explained the history of a
piece of wood or the method I used to make an item. That
same excitement that comes from collecting, then building,
also comes from sharing and dialogue with others.
In retrospect the Apsley Studio Tour was as much about the
people as it was a celebration of the arts. People coming
together to get out and explore, celebrate friendships, to be
inspired. It is the sharing of stories, of memories, of
interests and laughter. A weekend to remember!
I can't wait till next year!

Brad Copping

by Rachel Charlebois
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The Business Hub
by Susan Northey

Disability Tax Credit
The disability tax credit (DTC) is a non-refundable tax credit that
reduces the amount of tax people with disabilities may have to pay.
This tax credit is meant help people with disabilities, providing
some relief for extra expenses that other taxpayers do not have.
You are eligible to claim the disability amount after the Canada
Revenue agency approves your application (Form T2201, Disability
Tax Credit Certiﬁcate). This form needs to be ﬁlled out by a qualiﬁed
medical practitioner who certiﬁes that you have a severe and
prolonged impairment. It is then sent into the CRA for approval.
The DTC may be transferred to a spouse or eligible family member if
you were dependent upon them for care and support. Certain criteria
apply and it can result in considerable tax savings.
The DTC can also be back dated up to ten years. You can ask the CRA
to automatically reassess any previous years that you or a
qualifying dependent were eligible for and take advantage of even
greater tax savings.
If you qualify for the DTC you may be entitled to other federal,
provincial or territorial programs such as the registered disability
saving plan (this is a very exciting program with valuable grants
and bonds), working income tax beneﬁt (if you qualify for this, it is
enhanced for people with the DTC) and the child disability beneﬁt
(this is a tax free monthly payment for families who care for a
disabled child under 18).
Taxpayers should be aware that there are lots of unreputable
companies that will pop up in a google search and social media,
offering to help you get the D TC but they will take a large percentage
of your refund (as much as 40%). Please check with your trusted tax
preparer before signing on with one of these companies. Your tax
preparer can provide the forms you need and give you guidance for
ﬁling with the CRA. There are many potential savings and beneﬁts
that one should look into if you or someone you care for has a severe
and prolonged disability.
For questions or information about the Disability Tax Credit visit
the Canada Revenue Agency website at canada.ca/en/revenueagency/services/tax/individuals/segments/tax-creditsdeductions-personsdisabilities/disability-tax-credit.html or call 1800-959-8281, and for information on the RDSP visit the
Employment and Social Development Canada website at
canada.ca/en/employmentsocialdevelopment/programs/disability/savinqs or call 1-800-0Canada (1-800-622-6232).
Tammy Petraitis Accurate Accounting & Tax Services
admin@accuratetax.ca
705-656-1200

905-244-1623
Fairman Contracting
Local to Woodview, ON

Jason Howell

Fairmanhowellcontrac ng.gmail.com

Tamarack
Tales

by Brian Baker

Don't forget to head “south” in North Kawartha

Baker kids with parents, grandparents, great g

postcard of the Stony lake steamers

L

It was a time of great opulence for some and
everyday living for the majority. While
Wealthy Americans enjoyed the luxurious
facilities of Viamede and Mount Julian, my dad
and his sisters enjoyed the sheer simplicity of
the lake where they developed a deep love of
swimming, ﬁshing, and canoeing. Dad and his
buddy John Sherin (who later became a
prominent Lakeﬁeld doctor) were into
everything and I suspect in their teenage years
were the scourge of that part of Stony. I know
for sure they built and designed a speed boat of
sorts which sank and probably should have
drowned them both.
This was also a time when the great steam
ships traversed Stony, actually picking up and
delivering passengers to and from their docks.
An extravagant trip was when my
grandmother and the 4 kids would take the
steamship to Lakeﬁeld, have lunch with their
Crawford cousins and return for the night.
Once again, it was another full day affair just
travelling to Lakeﬁeld and back.

th

ast month's article got me reﬂecting about 20 century life in the “south
end” of North Kawartha and some of the stories that were shared with me
over the years. I was inspired to delve a little deeper and capture at least a
couple of moments in time.
Although I've tried not to focus too much on my own family, it's difﬁcult to avoid
when they are your primary source of info. I should also forewarn you about
possible inaccuracies in my recount as most of us weren't always listening with
the best attention to detail. But I think “the gists” of the stories are correct :)
Hope you enjoy….

My “great great” grandfather (Charles Drummond Crawford) was a businessman
in Lakeﬁeld and built a summer residence in the late 1890's on Stony Lake (just off
Mount Julien). He named it Bellevue and it remains in our family today (owned by
my dad's sister Joyce Corner who coincidently is the book reviewer for Apsley
Backroads).
Although the Crawford's were what I would consider “people of means” (they
owned a men's and ladies wear store just next to what is now the Canoe & Paddle),
by the time my grandparents came into the picture (Mildred Baker was Charles
granddaughter), let's just say the cupboard was rather sparse. My grandparents
were in Toronto at the time, and my grandmother would take up residence on
Stony for the summer. The trip from Toronto was a full day experience, as the road
was two lane and in some parts unpaved, the bridge at Burleigh Falls was a swing
bridge, and you had to cross by boat from the Mount Julian landing to access the
cottage (and we complain of a 15 minute slowdown for construction).
Life on Stony was truly an adventure for the family. Although they didn't have the
means of many of their afﬂuent neighbors, the Baker kids “hob knobbed” with the
best of them. My dad often reminisced about being invited to ride in the Barnes
family yacht, and the kids participated in the summer regatta events at Juniper
Island.

Speaking of grandeur, I'm not sure how many
of you would be familiar with the great “Fraser
Estate” that stretched from Burleigh Falls to
Dunford's Road at Big Cedar, and encompassed
the entire shoreline of Stony Lake for a
number of kilometres (just think about them
“buckaroos” in todays $$$$). Gordon K Fraser
was a respected member of Parliament and his
wife Phyllis a Tobacco heiress. Her
grandfather (a former mayor of Hamilton)

not page 15
center pagespread

Reviews and Recommendations
by Joyce Corner

T

his month's choice is The Orphan's Tale by Pam Jenoﬀ - a
Globe and Mail best book of the year.

It's a page turner from World War II when France was occupied
by the Germans. The story is about two extraordinary women.

********
16 year old Noa is evicted from home when she became
pregnant from a German soldier. She found refuge in a German
nursing home but when the baby was delivered it was taken
from her as it had dark skin and brown eyes. She obtains work in
a railway sta on and one evening heard a baby cry as she passes
a box car. She rescues the infant as the others appear to be
dead. Noa ﬂees with Theo and is found near death by a member
of the Neuhoﬀ Circus.
Astrid marries a German oﬃcer and leaves home. Life in
Berlin is ideal un l Erich comes home and says they need to
divorce as German oﬃcers cannot be married to a jew. She
makes her way home and discovers a swas ka ﬂying over the
house. The closest neighbour is the Neuhoﬀ Circus. Astrid is an
accomplished aerialist and is hired by Herr Neuhoﬀ.
Herr Neuhoﬀ hires Noa to be trained on the ﬂying trapeze by
Astrid and she has six weeks to learn before the circus will be on
the road. At ﬁrst the two do not get along but gradually the
resentment disappears and they share stories from their past.
They are always on edge as the Nazis are con nually checking
papers and the ones they have are forged.
Both ﬁnd love, Astrid with the clown Peter and Noa with Luc.
Their happiness is short lived as Peter is arrested by the gestapo
and Luc leaves to join the resistance.The big tent catches ﬁre
and Astrid is trapped. Noa has her baby Theo with her and
climbs to the top. She catches Astrid who gets to safety. Noa
throws Theo to Astrid but the big top collapses and she is pinned
beneath the wreckage.
The story doesn't end here. Astrid has received papers from
her brother Jules in America and manages to escape with Theo.
Her daughter Petra is born in the States and both became
doctors.
Years later Astrid visits a museum exhibit in New York and
ﬁnds a pain ng of Noa, with the cap on "found in the
possession of a young man who was killed when the Germans
bombed a resistance stronghold in May 1944" Luc and Noa died
the same night.
It is a rive ng story.

Her head held high,
By a neck long and straight,
Careful not to be noticed,
She walked slowly by.
Robins on the ground foraging for worms,
Their eyes briefly raised in mild interest,
Chip and Dale in hot pursuit of each other,
Paid no heed whatsoever to her presence.
Completing this moment in time a brilliant sun,
softened by a canopy of mottled green leaves,
Cast beautiful irregular shadows upon the ground,
Leaving the watcher filled with wonder and gratitude.
Our visiting turtle added yet another layer
to an already special day.
by Brent Moule

pix

by Seth LaRose

W

ith September upon us, we ﬁnd ourselves returning
somewhat to our regular routines. This usually means an
increase in our screen time. On a recent rainy day I decided
that I would push myself to try programming outside of my “norm” and
give shows a try that I may have previously have looked passed. That is
how I stumbled upon a new favourite, Trapped.
From the creator, Baltasar Kormakur, Trapped is an Icelandic crime
drama that came out in 2015 and has since won several Edda Awards
from the Icelandic Film and Television Academy; including best tv
drama series.
Trapped is set in a small town in Iceland. A huge snow storm has just
blocked the only road out and the last ferry is stuck in the port. Someone
has been murdered, their body discovered. The chief of police must
commence an investigation but is unable to get any reinforcement. The
whole town is on edge. Starring Olafur Darri Olafsson, IImur
Kristjansdottir, Ingvar Eggert and Ingvar Eggert Sigurosson, Trapped
provides realistic suspense and an abundance of thrill to keep your
attention.
Unless you know Icelandic, you will have to watch the show with either
voiceovers or subtitles. Don't allow this to turn you off watching
however, as the content more than makes up for this slight
inconvenience. Personally, I preferred the subtitles over the voiceovers,
as the acting is incredible and you really feel all of the emotion they are
able to convey in their voices. I quickly got used to reading the text
below and found it easy to get immersed despite the language
difference. Consider pushing yourself to give this different format and
program a try. I strongly recommend this show to you.

2076042 ONTARIO INC.

705-656-4845
RENOVATIONS
DECKS & ADDITIONS
FLOORING
PIER & LEVELLING
SIDING SOFFIT FASCIA
INTERIOR FINISHING

30 Years Experience
www.robmillerconstruction.com
robmillerconstruction@gmail.com

Reflections of Our Village
By Darlene (Aunt Dar) Doxsee

I

was upstairs yesterday
freshening up my spare
room and got to
thinking about Rachel. It's
been just over two months
since she moved out to her
own place. Who would have
thought a call from Rick
Woodcock about taking in
another Nurse Practitioner
would mean I have company
throughput the horrible
lockdown. Rick was
involved in ﬁnding the new
NP somewhere to stay while she got settled in the community.
Given my history with having boarders, Rick thought to give me
a call. I gladly said yes as long as she's happy here.
Right off the bat Rachel ﬁt in like one of my kids. She came up
one Saturday to meet me and see the house and moved in the
next week! Who knew we were heading into a quarantine for
Covid 19? My own kids were so grateful she was living here and
keeping an eye on me, ha ha. For two strangers thrown
together under such unusual circumstances, Rachel was such
great company. We had many laughs over meals which she
seemed to love and it was great to be cooking for someone who
enjoyed the food. I watched as she spent many evenings sewing
masks for our community and was so happy she arrived just in
time to support our healthcare needs. It was bittersweet when
Rachel told me she was ready to move out to her own place and
reunite with Waldo her cat. I wish her all the best.
My previous 'houseguest' was Jeremy our wonderful local
dentist. A few years ago, when he was getting established in his
part-time practice in Apsley, his secretary Chris asked me if I'd
be interested in having Jeremy stay one night a week so he could
avoid the commute back and forth to Peterborough. I agreed
and enjoyed having a guest for dinner once a week! It felt good
to support the community in this way.
It all began in 2008 when Reeve Jim Whelan called me in the
middle of June. He said, "Will you do me a favour Dar?" I told
him I would if I could. He told me there was a new Nurse
Practitioner starting and she wanted to stay in a private home,
not a motel or bed and breakfast. "She'd only be staying for
three months", he said. Well three and a half years later Sally
Khan moved out to the cottage she and her husband bought on
Chandos Lake. Sally was a wonderful companion to me. She
shared many visits with my kids and their families and her
family also came and visited up here. I thoroughly enjoyed the
times her wonderful husband Dave came to stay some weekends
and took over the cooking. I was so happy to help welcome her

to our community and give
her somewhere warm and
pleasant to live while she
practised at the clinic. So
many beneﬁted from her
care over the seven years
she was here. Sadly we lost
Sally to cancer in 2015. The
community was saddened
by her passing and I lost a
beautiful friend.
After living alone for many years, I wouldn't have thought of
sharing my home with a stranger but I have learned through
these great experiences that my life has been enriched and our
community has beneﬁted. I don't think of myself as lonely but I
must say having someone appreciate my home cooking and
sharing my home has been a blessing to me. It's nice too having
an extra set of hands to help out around the house especially
prepping the gardens. Thank you Rachel. I ﬁnally got them
sorted!
This isn't only my story. Over the years others have opened
their homes to workers of all description to help out with our
constant shortage of affordable housing. Many years ago Mrs.
Florence Earnshaw who had lost her husband, opened up her
house to boarders. Some were young teachers fresh out of
teachers college. Mrs. Earnshaw gave them somewhere to stay
while they started their careers in our little village. Two of these
girls fell in love and married local boys and have spent their
entire careers serving our community and loving our children
at Apsley Central PS. Diane Jeff and Saralyn Earnshaw (yes she
married Florence's grandson!) have raised their families here
and been vital contributors to our community.
I hear so often that young people whose skills are needed up
here cannot ﬁnd somewhere reasonable to stay while working
in our area. Some may be looking for part-time or temporary
accommodations during peak seasons or while they are getting
settled in the community. Others may be young apprentices
who are just starting out with some of our great local
contractors and service providers and need somewhere close by
the jobs while they get established. I encourage everyone with
an extra room or two to give some thought to connecting with
others in our community who may know suitable boarders. Our
village is continuing to grow. It's so nice to see more young
people growing up here and choosing to stay here to work and
start families. Anything we can all do to help others and create
a happy, thriving community is always a good thing.

Sent in by David Ward. After hearing about the
comet in early July, I went down to Chandos
beach at 3AM and got this picture of C/2020 F3
NEOWISE. It was just visible with the naked
eye.
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10326 Highway 28
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Apsley

AGGREGATE &
LANDSCAPE DEPOT
www.am-tech.ca

Custom Excavation
Licensed Septic Installation
Natural Stone Landscapes
Shoreline Restoration
Road Building and Maintenance
Haulage of Sand-Gravel-Top Soil
anthony@am-tech.ca

705-656-8485

School Days
by Marjorie Wilson

S

eptember brings back memories of school. In
times past the school building itself was used as a
meeting place for the community. I remember
summer church services in a one roomed school. The
pews were hard benches. Nobody need fall asleep else
you would land on the ﬂoor! The school was also a good
place to hold concerts. One of the ﬁrst times I ever saw
a movie was in a one roomed school. We sat on wooden
chairs rather than benches.
The building itself must have been sturdy. Think of
how many former school houses are still in use today.
My grandmother taught in a school in 1890. That
building is now a family home. You may have visited
the school in Ormsby as a restaurant. If you visit that
one you will ﬁnd many photos and artifacts honouring
the history of that particular school. A school of more
recent vintage in Paudash is used to hold auction sales.
The former Bancroft Public School was sold and we
hear will be repurposed. The former L’Amable school
has also been put use by the local community.
Many nostalgic stories have written about one roomed
schools. Why and how they were no longer used as
schools is a longer and more complicated story than
can be told in this short article. The reality was that
people living in some communities were afﬂuent. They
were able to keep their schools in good repair, the
woodpile well supplied. The teacher at this school
would have been a graduate of a Normal School. In
some other communities people struggled to supply
the necessities of life. It was more difﬁcult to keep the
local school in good repair and also to pay for a teacher.
The result was that it was difﬁcult to attract a qualiﬁed
teacher. Sometimes a graduate of high school became
the local teacher.
When this pandemic is but a memory the Bancroft
North Hastings Heritage Museum will once again be
able to offer classes to students. In the meantime
follow us on Facebook. We are selling our books etc. at
the door.

Monica Vos
Hair Studio
211 Burleigh Street
Apsley, Ontario
K0L 1A0

Monument Sales
Restoration and Cleaning

Licensed hair stylist
since 1982

I hope everyone is keeping safe and healthy. I personally just
want to thank everyone who have stuck by me during this very
turbulent year..between being oﬀ for almost 5 months for health
issues and then only back to work for a li le over two months
when Covid struck...This year has been very hard on
everyone...I’m sure many people may be apprehensive about
going into a hair salon right now...but I want everyone to know
that all precau ons are in place... sanita on before and a er
each and every client....only one client at a me....mandatory
masks ...also a face shield worn by myself if requested for your
peace of mind and security...Debit, credit card or e transfer for
your safety....we are all in this together
D a y s o f o p e r a o n a r e . . .Tu e s d a y. . .W e d n e s d a y. . .
Thursday....Friday..and Saturday
Looking forward to be er days.

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.

APSLEY PHARMACY

Catch Up On Line

THE ARTIST
Chapter 17
by Roy Anderson

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

SENIOR DISCOUNT 20%
1ST WEEK OF MONTH

MOBILE SAUNA & HOT TUB RENTALS
Serving North Kawartha & Area

THE LUXURY OF A SAUNA / SPA
DELIVERED TO YOUR DOOR

RGSAUNAS.COM

705-772-0011

Mary was s ll in a
state of shock when
Kate and Dave arrived.
Although well aware,
they were coming
over to talk, reacted to
their knocking on the
door with a sudden
start.
S ll highly agitated,
Mary rushed to the
door and welcomed
them in. As the trio
se led in a circle Mary
explained last nights
occurrences including
the large bouquet of
ﬂowers on the table in
front of them.
When Mary ﬁnished, there was a long silence. Dave ﬁdgeted and looking
really nervous stared at Mary, clearing his throat, spoke to her. “The day
of discovering Randolph in the lake sent shock waves thru out the
community. Sadie had lost her Mother three years before.”
Kate explained, “They could not locate a will and the stepmother and her
son, cleaned out everything and sold it.”
Mary nodded that she understood, but spoke, “That explains the previous
happenings. But does not ﬁll in last nights and the strange happenings.
And I say strange, with deep meaning.”
Dave with his head hanging low then spoke. “James is harmless and
Randolph was a gentle giant, but maybe there is one or two not so nice.”
A er Dave and Kate le Mary spent the rest of the day wandering thru out
the house, ﬁrst the main ﬂoor level, and then the basement, ﬁnding
rooms she did not know of. Returning upstairs Mary received a text from
Sadie, short and sweet. “Discharge today. We are staying one more night
at the hotel. Home tomorrow.” Mary responded “Okay.”
A er comple ng a light snack for supper, she decided ‘I'm going to the
lake and ask Randolph to stay in the homestead’. Mary then followed thru
and walked to the lake with Duke. Now si ng on her haunches a safe
distance from the lake shore and pontoon dock, with tears in her eyes
spoke, “Randolph, I don't want you in the lake. Please come to the house.”
Mary then lowered her head, staring at the ground when as the saying
goes, ‘all hell broke loose’. A spray of water soaked Mary and u erly
gurgling noise grabbed Mary and pulled her forward, slamming her on the
ground, tearing the upper por on of her summer dress and the spaghe
straps from her shoulder, dragging her towards the lake.
Mary now panicking, started to recite the Lord's Prayer, over and over
again. The force grabbing both of Mary's arms at the recite of the prayer
was not succeeding. As Mary felt the cold water of the lake cover her
hands and then her arms, she screamed, “Randolph, stop. Dear God
please help.” Then a er a second or so and when the pressure stopped on
Mary's arms, the lake water started to churn, just a small whirlpool, then

bubbled, then frothed violently. First a small geyser, then the force on
Mary was released and she scrambled back to safety.
The water became more violent, churning and bubbling, then another
small geyser. Duke who had been propelled into the lake suddenly
emerged, he got beside Mary, his eyes intently staring at the lake.
Mary was laying on her side on the ground half naked, and as she
glanced toward the lake, a geyser shot seven or eight feet from the
surface of the lake propelling upwards. Twis ng and turning, an eerie
wail like sound ﬁlled the air. When Mary realized the geyser had the
outline of ﬁgures in its centre.
Suddenly the geyser slipped calmly back into the lake, leaving only a
small ripple as it disappeared out over the lake.
She crawled on her hands and knees farther from the shoreline and
collapsed on the ground.
Mary felt a movement beside her and then a gentle li ing upwards
into a si ng posi on. Frozen with fear her eyes closed ght not being
able to move. She felt her long hair that had fallen over her face and
shoulders, swept back.
S ll frozen with fear she sat rigid when she felt a movement at her
waist. Mary now expec ng the worst, her arms were gently moved
inwards and then she felt the torn top straps being pulled up and over
her shoulders.
Duke was now back to his normal self, running back and forth to Mary
and the house. When Mary was once again li ed gently to her feet.
A er walking up to the house and entering, she was shocked to see her
condi on. Her clothes ripped, hair tangled and ma ed, red welt on her
arms. Speaking to herself ‘I need a shower and a change of clothes and
one s ﬀ drink’. Walking to the large window overlooking the lake,
Mary gasped and u er a muﬄed cry. She saw a ﬂoa ng object in the
lake. She realized it was the heavy dark 1930's overcoat and fedora
that the dark ﬁgure was wearing, when it appeared at the lake.
Mary watched in horror as the object turned and ﬂoated out of the bay
towards the lake then disappear.
As she had tried to reason what had happened and knowing the
condi on of her dress and bruised body, she walked down the hallway
to her room and shower. Mary passed the doorway to the den, hearing
the grandfather clock, with almost a sound and rhythm Tick, Tok, Tick,
Tok, and then a second sound. As Mary stared into the den, she saw
the an que leather rocker, rocking slowly back and forth, to the
rhythm of the clock. Duke was lying in front of the rocker as if he was at
someone’s feet.
While showering, Mary made the decision. The homestead regardless
of the will, would be given to Sadie. Whether the purchase of the stone
house was successful or not. Mary would be leaving the homestead,
someplace new or back to Toronto. Good spirit or bad spirits Mary was
leaving.

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.

NOW ON

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 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.

·

We discussed the re-opening plans for Township facili es
and the intent is to have all COVID safety protocols and
procedures in place to open on September 8th , with the ice
to be installed mid-month
· Council waived the penalty and interest charges on Tax
payments un l December 31, 2020
· In accordance with the recently passed bylaw, Council
approved a ﬂat fee of $150 for dock permits
· We approved a shared facili es use agreement for
Peterborough County staﬀ to con nue the winter
maintenance of County roads
· Staﬀ are con nuing with the digi za on of municipal
records to improve classiﬁca on, access, reten on and
storage management
· Council received no ce regarding the proposed
communica ons tower installa on in Lasswade. The
deadline for public submissions is August 27, 2020 and a
presenta on to Council will happen to provide a summary
of the consulta on process
Here's what's coming up in September…
September 1, 2020- Regular Mee ng of Council via ZOOM
September 15, 2020- Regular Mee ng of Council via ZOOM
September 22, 2020- Strategic Planning Session
September 24, 2020- Library Board Mee ng via ZOOM
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
k.picken@northkawartha.ca 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.

R.R.# 1 APSLEY, ONTARIO

NEW CONSTRUCTION
RENOVATIONS
TIMBER FRAME & LOG
RAISING - LEVELING
FOUNDATION REPAIR
COTTAGE MAINTENANCE
STONE & CONCRETE WORK

519-496-4964
info@jarmuth.com

proud to be

Around Town

Down the Road and Over the Fence...

I am wri ng to express my concern and disappointment that our local
community and recrea on centre has not opened yet even though the
province has phased in many other businesses including public gym
facili es through out the area. I am an 85 year taxpayer resident who
has lived in Apsley for 26 years and I know my taxes con nue to
contribute to various services in Apsley. Our world as we knew has
been in lockdown since March due to Covid 19 causing all non essen al
services to be CANCELLED or removed all together. Many of us have
been conﬁned and isolated since this pandemic started.
I called the community centre today to ﬁnd out when the gym is going to
reopen. I was told that it would not be happening in the foreseeable
future. I was very upset when I was told by a senior staﬀ member that
they would have to hire a new staﬀ member to contend with the
cleaning and if I wanted to use gym facili es I could go to Goodlife in
Peterborough.
I pay my taxes here and hold a valid membership with this facility also as
previously men oned I am 85 and ge ng around is a lot more diﬃcult
and more challenging to be driving two hours to and from a couple of
mes per week. I am like many folks my age who re easily and need to
stay close to home. I was advised by my COPD clinic at the
Peterborough hospital that I was a ending prior to Covid that daily
exercise is vital to assis ng me in improving my overall health. I was
progressing well and feeling a lot be er but now I have fallen so far
behind in my physical wellness rou ne. These further delays in
accessing our local gym facili es is not helping.
Many other businesses are managing and what is wrong with hiring
some new staﬀ to assist with the cleaning. I'm not the only senior that is
feeling the physical and more importantly mental impact from not
being able to a end a structured physical ac vity class. This interac on
also provides a great social connec on for people who may be isolated.
We are urging other like minded people to join and voice their
opposi on and request our facili es start to open up. Please consider
wri ng or calling our town members to tell them we need to get back to
wellness . Thank you.
Contact info - cliﬀsteane35@gmail.com

According to some online info, many people assume that
Grandparents Day resulted from lobbying by ﬂorists,
greeting card companies, and similar businesses. This
idea could not be farther from the truth. Grandparents
Day is a day for celebrating the connections between the
generations, and its origin was decidedly
noncommercial. The holiday has remained fairly true to
its roots.
The roots of Grandparents Day go back to 1956 and a West
Virginia mother named Marian McQuade. While helping
to organize a community celebration for those over 80,
she became aware of the many nursing home residents
who were forgotten by their families. She wanted a
holiday to bring attention to these forgotten individuals
and to honor all grandparents. In 1973, West Virginia
became the ﬁrst state to have such a day.
McQuade and others then shifted their efforts to the
national level, achieving success in 1978.
This year, with all the health risks involved seeing family
and friends we have not been able to physically visit. If it
doesn't work out for you to see your
grandchildren/grandparents, the day is a great excuse
for you to phone them, text them, FaceTime or Skype
with them, or even write them an old-fashioned letter. Of
course, you could also send them a card.
Taking the time to write a short note and dropping in the
mail (Canada Post) means so much to the receiver. It is
rare these days and such a wonderful surprise.

Honey’s Plaza 5584 Hwy 28, Unit 4, Woodview
705-656-1200
accuratetax@nexicom.net

accuratetax.ca

M.O.E. Lic 02-01-05897

Locally owned company looking after
all your disposal needs in and around
the Kawarthas.
Bins and Septic Pumping

Outboard Repairs
to all makes

Boat Storage

Lisa Mace

Join us on
September 19 -20
10am-5pm
download the map
and brochure
Rachel Conlin

