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How simple is it?  Try using bees wax wraps instead of plastic wrap 
which is not recycled.  Dig out the tupperware, it can be used hundreds 
of times over and over but don’t nuke it.  Use your cloth bags at the 
grocery store.  And also mesh produce bags.  They work great, keep 
your food fresh longer and washable. Skip the plastic straws and 
plastic cutlery.  These are not recycled.  And the newest single use 
waste item... ‘disposable’ masks.  What an absolute waste!  Spend $10 
bucks and get a few reusable cotton  masks. They are comfy, colourful, 
washable and look better than an ugly land filling surgical one. Think 
before you purchase and say ‘No, I don’t need a plastic bag for one or 
two  items!’

Earth Day is April 22nd.  A single day is not enough to show this 
beautiful planet a bit of love.  We all need to make changes, be mindful 
of waste, conserve more and reuse as many items as we can.  A whole 
page could be dedicated to this worthy cause. Earth is the only place 
we have to live.  Let’s all do our best.  Even small change is better than 
no change.  

Spring has settled in nicely and most are really enjoying the warmer 
and longer days.  So welcomed after being stuck in the house. 

Editor’s desk...

Earth Day...
Show some love

From the



Reflections 
of Our Village

By Darlene (Aunt Dar) Doxsee

n April 4th 1923 Albert Neilson Trotter was born to Bert Oand Pearl Trotter. Albert grew up in Apsley. As a young 
lad back in those days you didn't go far out of your own 

area. As a teenager he did some logging and worked on the 
family farm. 

    After returning from service Albert bought his first truck and 
starting his logging business.  He worked a lot in the Halliburton 
area. In 1950 he met and later married Francis Whitmore.  He 

In 1942 Albert got the call to serve in the army. Only nineteen 
and being shipped to Holland. He was a Sherman Tank driver 
with the 1st Regiment. Albert fought from Holland all the way to 
Germany. He was in the north of Germany when the war ended. 
He remained in Germany for many more months. Then Albert 
began the long journey home. First to England, then he came on 
the Queen Mary ship to New York. From New York Albert took a 
train to London Ontario arriving on New Year's Day 1946. Sadie 
his sister was waiting for him. They came back home to their 
family in Apsley. What a reunion, four of the Trotter siblings 
had served in the war, Albert, Earl, Robbie and Sadie. 
Miraculously they all came home safe. Albert was a Sergeant in 
the army and still was. He kept that mindset throughout his life. 
It's Albert's way or the highway.

      Through the years I ran into his bookkeeper Bev several times who always 
told me he never worked for anybody as honest as Albert Trotter. When Albert 
told you something, he never faltered. He always stuck to his word. He ran the 
dealership until selling in 1980.  That same year, Francis and Albert bought a 
place in Silver Springs Florida. Most years they drove down in the fall, flew 
home for Christmas in Apsley and retuned to Florida for the winter. They made 
a lot friends there and enjoyed entertaining. Albert was the most relaxed in 
Florida. He actually sat and enjoyed life there whereas at home his backside 
never touched a chair. There was always work to do. 

    He was our last World War II Veteran in the area. He sure was a great man. 
Albert held a special place in my heart.   Many times I had to ask him for advice 
and after he gave it he'd always  ask me, "Well, are you going to do it?" I always 
said yes and followed his guidance. Many people also relied on Albert's advice 
and sometimes financial support. His business instincts were excellent as 
proven by his great success throughout his career in his many endeavours.

    But Albert never really retired after selling his dealership. He bought 
backhoes, loaders and dump trucks and went into the construction business. 
He build many roads including McCoy Bay into Jack's Lake. He also built septic 
systems. 

    Albert was a great leader in our community and his presence will be missed 
by everyone who knew him and knew of him.  Some last words of advice from 
Albert, "If you can go on holidays, don't wait. Go when you can and you will 
have many wonderful memories."

      Francis and Albert took several cruises departing from Florida. They 
cruised with Disney, visited most of the Caribbean islands and much of Mexico. 
Also they traveled to the East and West coasts of Canada as well as many other 
trips north.   

     Thankfully he was supported in this wish by many people including his good 
friend John (of Jack's Lake) who helped him with errands and enjoyed many 
chats over coffee.  If Albert would have lived another five weeks he would have 
been 98. 

    He and Francis enjoyed at least five cruises and many other trips that he 
earned through his hard work and competitiveness.  

      In 1996 Francis had a stroke. It left her having to use a walker. Albert finally 
fully retired from his construction work around 2000 and stayed home to look 
after Francis. He was a perfect caregiver. He looked after the love of his life like 
she was his precious child. She spoke and he jumped.  She was the only  person 
who he moved that fast for.  On February 5th 2012, Francis passed away. 

   In the early 60s, Albert bought and started a John Deere dealership in 
Peterborough on highway 7.  He ran a very successful business there.  He was 
regularly one of the top selling dealerships in Ontario. Albert won many trips 
throughout the world and was well known and respected within the John Deere 
network. 

and Francis raised three sons together. 
   Albert continued growing his logging business and started cutting lines for 
mining companies.  He did a lot of work in the Sherbrooke area of Quebec. He 
was a very ambitious entrepreneur. 

    Albert stayed in their home and soon after one of his sons developed health 
problems that required him to move in with his Dad. Albert has had his hands 
full of being a busy caregiver. About three years ago they were in a bad a car 
accident. Albert's health started to go downhill after that. The last year and a 
half, his health really declined. In January 2021 Albert was diagnosed with a 
blood clot on his brain and was rushed to Kingston for surgery. He came 
through that and was transferred to Peterborough hospital on January 27th.  
He never really recovered. On February 26th 2021 he passed away in palliative 
care.  Fortunately his sons Doug and Bob were able to be with him most of the 
time even with Covid restrictions. Albert, not wanting to be a bother went 
peacefully at 5 in the morning before they arrived for the day. He ultimately got 
his own wish that he wasn't to go into a nursing home just stay in the home he 
shared with Francis. 



backroadstrailerrentals.ca
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TROTTER: Albert Neilson
Passed away at the P.R.H.C. on Friday February 26, 2021.  Albert 

Trotter of Apsley in his 98th year.  Loved and missed by his children 

Doug Reynolds (Linda) of Peterborough, Bob and Eric Trotter, both of 

Apsley.  Dear grandpa of Jamie Rey (Mary), Connie Prior (Tim), Cara 

Walker (Will) and great grandpa of Jayden, Julia, Madeline, Thomas, 

Aiden, Sidney, Ella and Lucy.  Survived by his brothers Sanford 

Trotter, Ernie Trotter (Helen), sisters Naomi Wilson, Carrie Wilson and 

sister-in-law Mary.  Predeceased by brothers Robbie (Doris), Earl 

(Betty), Frank (Mary), Max, Ward (Josephine), George (Phyllis), sisters 

Sadie and Ruby (Don), sister-in-law Ella and brothers-in-law Harold 

and Bill. Cremation has taken place.  A Celebration of Albert’s Life will 

be held at a later 

date.  Memorial 

donations may be 

m a d e  t o  t h e 

A p s l e y 

C o m m u n i t y 

Chapel and may 

b e  m a d e  b y 

contacting THE 

H E N D R E N 

F U N E R A L 

H O M E S , 

L A K E F I E L D 

C H A P E L  a t 

www.hendrenfun

eralhome.com or 

by calling 705-

652-3355.

lli s H F ah rsi mrI       

28 Rose Island Rd, Apsley
705-656-1600 

irishhillsfarmapsley.ca

Wool & Soap Shop    
Saturday's 10am – 3pm       

(spring hours)                          

Lamb, Pork &  Maple Syrup  
available now

New loca�on
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by Elizabeth Kroeker

The Gypsy Moth



The Bancroft North Hastings Heritage Museum remains closed except for at the door sales 
of books, etc. Follow us on Facebook.

In the last article about watches I discussed the use of watch jewels and their 
importance in protecting the workings of a watch. Some watches have been 
made with no jewels. These are usually inexpensive watches. 

On the subject of uncommon items I promised to tell you the result of asking for 
information regarding a military frame with the initials CAA. One person 
thought the initials might represent Canadian Air Force Auxiliary. Air Force 
appears as two words in military items so unfortunately that title would not 
work. So this frame still remains a puzzle. 

If you are interested in the Peterborough Westclox company and their products 
you can find more information at the Canadian Clock Museum in Deep River. 
Allan Symons keeps a very informative web site. 

The other photo is that of a Westclox wristwatch. 
The photos are from the collections of members of Quintetimekeepers. We are a 
chapter of the NAWCC (National Assoc. of Watch &Clock Collectors) and meet in 
Belleville. 

Some Westclox watches were made with a decorated dial such as a picture of the 
Lift Locks in Peterborough. There were others equipped with a large magnet on 
the back. These watches could be attached to the dashboard of a car. This one had 
the winding stem at 6:00 o'clock. Note the photo of a car watch/clock. One with 
the name Snow Time might have been attached to a snowmobile. The watches 
with the magnet on the back are sometimes called clocks instead of watches. I 
think it is fair to say that these watches are not common. 

he story of watches is partly interesting because of the variety of watches Twe find. While most of the watches we see were made either in the USA or 
in Switzerland an exception would be the ones made nearby - in 

Peterborough. The Westclox company from Illinois USA moved some of their 
production to Peterborough in the early 1920's. Many timepieces were made by 
that company including alarm clocks, mantle clocks, wall clocks and watches. 
The watches were inexpensive - a type we usually call “dollar watches”. Most 
were not provided with watch jewels and so were prone to wear more quickly. 
Some of the model names were “Dax”, Pocket Ben. 

by Marjorie Wilson

Watches...Part 2 
A Peterborough Story



by Brian Baker

Tamarack 
Tales
The Dunford Road Gang

Back Row: Susan Mycroft, Grace Bolton
Front Row: Sharon Wease, Carol Jeremiah, Denise (Dee) Edwards, Joan Baker
Absent: Marg Dunford, Evelleen McGillivray

Notable Gang “Illicit” Activities

Big Cedar 1970's



Tamarack's Tip of the month……..

Living large in Simpler times

Sense of Community

705-930-4626
“Proud to be local”

Renovations      Garages

    New Builds      Additions 

Fully Insured      Decks  



Township of North Kawartha
by Mayor Carolyn Amyotte

COUNCIL’S 
CORNER

Please visit  for all things municipal in North Kawartha.  www.northkawartha.ca
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.  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

Monica Vos
Hair Studio

211 Burleigh Street

Apsley, Ontario

K0L 1A0

Licensed hair stylist
since 1982

· Council passed a resolu�on in support of the 2021 census and 
encourages all residents to go online to complete the 
ques�onnaire at www.census.gc.ca

· Council presented Parks and Rec and Waste Supervisor Gary 
Geraldi with a Long Standing Service Award for 25 years of 
dedicated service

Here's a few things that Council did last month:
· The Township hired Greg McGovern as our new registered 

planner

· We received the Police Services Board Annual report for 2020 
and it is available for public viewing on the Township website

· Council authorized another 2 applica�ons for funding through 
the Province's second phase of the Municipal Moderniza�on 
Program

· Council regre�ully accepted the resigna�on of our Roads 
Supervisor Corey Dunsby.  Corey has been an incredible asset for 
not only our roads department but for our en�re community 
over the past 6 years.  On behalf of North Kawartha we wish 
Corey all the best in his future endeavours

April 6, 2021- Regular Mee�ng of Council via ZOOM
Here's what's coming up in April…

April 20, 2021- Regular Mee�ng of Council via ZOOM
April 27, 2021- North Kawartha Library Board Mee�ng via ZOOM



         It all started in the mid-sixties; grade one, I believe. 
Every report card said the same thing, "He's a nice boy, 
but, he day-dreams during class!" My parents 
reprimanded me, but I just couldn't help myself. I would 
sit and gaze out the window at the clouds, or the blowing 
tree branches, or the falling snow, and dream of other 
times and places---anywhere but where I was. Quite often 
I would be miles away and the teacher would ask me to 
continue reading where another kid had left off, but since 
I hadn't been listening, I could only peer at my book, 
wriggle in my seat, and then look sheepishly up at the 
teacher. I was embarrassed, of course, and yet somehow 
managed to pass with acceptable grades . . . even though 
all my report cards during primary school were liberally 
sprinkled with comments like, "...very pleasant in class, 
but, has a habit of day-dreaming!" Ugh, always that 
"but"!

     When I started attending college, I attempted to limit 
my day-dreaming sessions to when I was in the woods, at 
home, or walking down the street. At least there weren't 
any telephone poles along the sidewalks that bore the 
brunt of my forehead! (I only mention this because many 
years ago when I lived in Holland, I walked straight into a 
concrete light pole while gazing off into space. It hurt . . . a 
lot!)

     I must have learned something during those tenuous 
school years, because I managed to self-diagnose my 
condition and even give it a name. After much reflection I 

     For years I was worried that I wasn't normal because 
my teachers were convinced I had problems focusing. I'm 
sure that in this day and age, some over-zealous 
psychologist would have a diagnosis for this psycho-
malady and a fancy acronym to label it with. Lucky for 
me, I carried happily on; undiagnosed. Otherwise my 
parents would probably have put me on prescription 
medication to mitigate those pesky absentee tendencies 
that were so much a part of my life.

     I had everyone fooled, however, because it was during 
a couple of particularly dry college seminars that I ended 
up perfecting my "half-awareness listening" technique 
to an artform. I could write notes and converse 
intelligently with teachers, as well as other students, all 
the while being hundreds of miles away paddling a canoe, 
or sipping coffee by a flickering fire with whip-poor-wills 
calling in the darkness all around my camp.

     In high school I was marginally more serious about my 
studies, but still couldn't help staring blankly out the 
window. Over time, I learned a technique that I cleverly 
called "half-awareness listening", so as not to embarrass 
myself when called upon to participate in class.

Rick de Haan is an artist and creative writer. To view his paintings and read his writings, 
visit "Rick de Haan Wilderness Art" on Facebook.

called my malady "High-Functioning Absentee Dreamer Syndrome", or 
H-FADS! Although, I must admit, it wasn't very high-functioning before 
college!

     I wonder what that could be?

     During the twenty years that followed my illustrious career as a 
student, I got married and had kids (well, technically, my wife had the 
kids . . . but I had a small part in it, I guess). I then found that my condition 
didn't seem to be much of a problem anymore. I now had all the 
responsibilities of making a living, as well as attempting to be an 
attentive husband and father. Although, when I ask Kim how I've been as 
a husband, she ponders the question for a few moments and then says, 
"pretty good, but you do have trouble paying attention sometimes when 
I tell you something." Darn, there's that "but" again! She'll then go on to 
say that once in a while when we talk, I'll have a vague, far away look 
about me!

    I'm thankful that over the years, I was able to live out a lot of my 
dreams and aspirations. I still find myself imagining all the things I 
haven't done yet, like travelling to the arctic, hiking among the 
redwoods in California, or setting up my easel and painting autumn 
colours on northern lakes I've never paddled.

     A few years ago, when I started putting some of my thoughts on 
paper, I realized that all those years of day-dreaming may actually have 
paid off! I always seem to be able to come up with stories at the drop of a 
hat by dipping into that psychological reservoir of real or imagined 
adventures and images.

     I look at today's youth with a measure of sadness, though, and wish 
upon them some of the tendencies I had as a hopeless dreamer. But, alas, 
times have changed. Nowadays, if they want to go somewhere or 
experience someplace far away, they simply click a mouse or swipe the 
screen on their smart phones to go to, and experience (albeit virtually), 
any place on earth in just a few seconds. Back when I was younger, I had 
to exercise my mind and conjure all that stuff up using only my 
imagination. Judging by what I see all around me, I now wonder who has 
a disorder! What I can't imagine is a world without imagination. A world 
where imagination is no longer necessary, for technology has become 
its replacement. I believe there is still no better resource that generates 
a feeling of freedom and exhilaration, than that which can be found in 
the human mind; God-given and ready for use at any time and place.
     Good news though. H-FADS may be genetic! I've noticed that my 
young granddaughter has that same vague, far away look once in a 
while. Could it be? If I cultivate this tendency in her formative years, and 
teach her how to function under the radar in class, she stands a good 
chance of developing a creative imagination. Then she would be able to 
go places and do things she could only dream of!

View From 
The Cabin
by Rick de Haan

LIVING THE DREAM



Cell: 705-875-0445 
Office: 705-656-4422
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Laurie Corbett
Sales representative

#teamMaryBrown

MOBILE SAUNA & HOT TUB RENTALS

Serving North Kawartha & Area

THE LUXURY OF A SAUNA / SPA
DELIVERED TO YOUR DOOR 

RGSAUNAS.COM
705-772-0011

BARRISTER, SOLICITOR & NOTARY

135 Burleigh St.
Apsley, ON K0L 1A0
T  705-872-4100
F  705-872-4101

Graciela Del Mar Cubias
Hons. B.A., LL.B

graciela@cubiaslaw.ca
www.cubiaslaw.ca

CATTAILS
by Micki Beck
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Easter Eggs – according to the Farmer's Almanac, eggs are traditionally connected with 

rebirth, rejuvenation and immortality which also reflect the time of year, Spring (a time 

when flowers, grass and other vegetation is born again).   www.farmersalmanac.com

These symbols also have religious connections but they also represent renewal which is 

something we can all celebrate and look forward to this year as we start another year 

fighting the coronavirus pandemic that has had such a significant impact on our lives.  

We all have to continue to stay safe and take care of loved ones and support one another 

as safely as we can to ensure we are healthy and happy when we can finally celebrate 

that the virus has been defeated.

The post cards included in this story are from 1908 to 1916 and contain images which 

are still used in modern Easter cards.  I searched various sources for why these objects 

have been and remain associated with Easter.

Chicks – the chicken or duck chicks that are often shown on cards from over 100 years 

a g o  a n d  t o d a y  a r e  a n o t h e r  s y m b o l  o f  n e w  l i f e  a n d  r e b i r t h 

( ).www.vinageunscripted.com

I have often wondered why the dates Easter is celebrated in Canada changes from year 

to year.  This is because the lunisolar calendar which means the dates are based on the 

phases of the moon.  Many cultures around the world are based on this system.  Easter 

occurs on the Sunday which follows the first full moon in Spring.  This year Easter will 
thbe April 4  and like everything else this past year will not be celebrated in the traditional 

ways.  However, one tradition you can do is to write a letter to a friend or family member 

you have not been able to see (other than virtually) this past year.  Handwritten letters 

are more personal and meaningful than an email and are more likely to be saved and 

treasured by the recipient.

Easter Lily and Lily of the Valley – the white flowers of both these flowers symbolize 

purity and innocence ( ).  Lilies also have a religious www.marthatewart.com

significance are mentioned in the Olad and New Testaments of the Bible.  Although 

Easter Lilies as a symbol of Easter became the unofficial flower of Easter following 

WW1 ( ) www.history.com

Bunnies – the exact origin of how the Easter Bunny became a symbol associated with 

Easter is unclear but several websites suggest it originates to a German myth which 

describes an egg-laying bunny called “Osterhase”. 

 About a 100 Years AgoEasterby Sheelagh [Lean] Hysenaj

APSLEY & AREA



Her favourite teacher taught her sewing, by machine and hand where 
she learned to make her own clothes, “that actually fit my body”.  
Later in life, an accomplished seamstress, she earned a little extra 
money taking in alterations, making lined suit jackets and slacks, 

At 7 1/2 years old, she started school at the Rickles school on Eel's 
Lake road. She walked to the one room school until she was 11, when 
they bought a 212-acre farm in Smith township and moved there. 
She finished her elementary schooling at another one room school 
on the 7th. line and Centre line where she walked 2km to and from.

During her teenage years Naomi lived in Peterborough while 
attending P.C.V.S. for her secondary education. She lived with a family 
doing household chores and helping with their young children in 
exchange for room and board. From there her walk to school was 3 
km each way. 

 ur mother, Naomi Wilson, will be turning 90 yearsold on April O th18 . In honour of her we are sharing her story. 

Naomi was born to Bert and Pearl Trotter in their Clanricarde 
farmhouse on April 18th,1931. She grew up in a large family, number 
10 of 13 siblings, Max, Robbie, Frank, George, Albert, Earl, Ruby, 
Sally, Carrie, Ward, Sandford and Ernie.   Farm life was hard work 
with no hydro, no refrigeration, no running water and no indoor 
toilets. They were barefoot all summer and only put on shoes after 
the first snow. Farm life was very self-sufficient back then. They made 
their own clothes, raised their own meat and repaired their own 
shoes. They even made vinegar in large wood barrels from yellow 
birch sap for preserving and pickling. Anything you couldn't make 
yourself, you either traded for or didn't need.

wedding dresses and was also commissioned to make 15 Majorette Uniforms. She 
would work after all of the children were tucked into bed (she says it's the only time she 
knew where they all were) until the wee hours of the morning.

In 1960 Harold and his brother Max started a saw mill and sold lumber and nails out of 
the store on Jack Lake Road named Wilson Bros. Lumber.  Naomi worked there as 
bookkeeper and later she would often have to run the sales room as well as pay the bills 
and collect from customers. The older boys worked at the mill for summer jobs, 
Michael later worked full time there.  Susan helped with the bookkeeping in her early 
teens and sometimes rolled a log down the ramp with a cantilever hook to impress the 
cottagers, who would say, “Is that a girl?”. The younger ones would play in the sawdust 
piles while Mom and Dad worked. 

At age 17 Naomi was married to Mellville Wood. Tragically, a year and nine months later 
he died of leukemia less than three months before their son Jerry was born. Later, she 
married Harold Wilson, and they had 8 more children. Their third child, David Carl 
Wilson, died at birth from complications. 

Namie and Harold raised seven sons and one daughter in a small 3-bedroom home in 
Apsley.  In order from oldest to youngest they are Jerry, Steven, Kevin, Michael, Chris, 
Susan, Todd and Kelly. A baby crib was always in with Mom and Dad, the boys had one 
large room with bunkbeds, and Susan had a small room to herself. This always baffled 
the brothers (why does she get her own room?). As the boys grew older the eldest ones 
would sleep in a small one room cabin next to the house with a bunk bed and a pot belly 
stove until they left home. 

The first 10 years or so of their marriage Harold worked away all week at the logging 
camps working with the Belgium horses to draw the logs. That left a lot of the raising of 
the children to her. Coming from a large family and being a “Trotter”, she was used to 
hard work and as she says, “blessed with lots of energy”.  At times Naomi worked 
outside the home as a waitress at Mikey's Hotel (now Chyler Court). She also worked at 
the store at Holiday Beach marina, for June and George Long on Jack Lake (now Forest 
Glen Marina) and later for her husband's business. 

Namie, middle row, far left

Naomi (Namie) WiIson 

Honouring our Mother 
on her 90th Birthday

Written by Susan
with contributions from the brothers

The Trotter Family



A strong woman, always fair and honest, who has a positive outlook and a zest to 
do more in life.  She has passed on many good antidotes over the years.  “Move 
it or lose it”, “Any job worth doing is a job worth doing well”, “Off the Table 
Mabel”, “Wait till your Father gets Home”, “Don't dwell on what you can't do, 
keep doing what you can”, “It's not the decision that will drive you crazy, it's the 
indecision. Make your decision and live with it”.

Naomi has packed in a lot in her 90 years and has always loved to continue 
learning and expanding her artistic abilities. She may have slowed down a tad in 
the last year or two but she still keeps busy baking bread and cookies, putting 
together puzzles, exercising and reading. She still does some sewing and sews 
the patterns for the top of the next quilt she is striving to complete. We look 
forward to seeing the next project she takes on.  

 We think she did a good job of raising 8 children, even though we didn't make it 
easy. More often than not she was acting as a referee! We are a close-knit family 
now and we all look out for each other helping when someone needs a hand. In 
normal times would meet up for family events usually three times a year at 
least (Moms Birthday, Christmas and Family summer reunion at the cottage). 
Now we meet on zoom every Sunday afternoon with Mom.

Happy Birthday song… “AND MANY MORE!”

THANKS AND WE LOVE YOU!

as you always sing at the end of the 

We love you Mom and can't wait to see what you can teach us next.

From ALL 82 of us, 

Happy 90 Years Young Birthday, Mom and 

Naomi’s Kids

Sadly, only 5 years after the move to the new location, at the age of 57 Harold 
passed away from a heart attack while moose hunting. It was a huge shock to 
the family and a large burden to carry on the business even though she had 
the help of her sons. Naomi and Harold had worked hard all their lives and 
everything they had was tied up in the business, so a year later she decided to 
sell the business to Peter Donia and family. 

Around 1979, Naomi and Harold bought the lumber yard on highway 28 and 
closed down the Jack Lake road location. It was known then as the Build-All 
store, they changed the name to Apsley Homecare. Most of us kids still living 
in the area worked at the store at some point, Michael being there the 
longest. Kevin, Todd, Kelly and Susan all worked there off and on.

Naomi showed her creative side from a young age with her interest in music, 
taking up piano lessons when she was young and has enjoyed playing all her 
life. Later in life she took up playing the flute and joined the Black Fly Band 
in Apsley until she moved away. The harmonica and the dulcimer where 
other instruments that she took up the challenge to learn. 

The urge to expand her skills and knowledge Naomi became a lifelong 
learner, never afraid to take up a new challenge. When the kids were in 
school, almost every winter she would enroll in a course of interest to her at 
Sir Sandford Fleming Continuing Education and other centers. There she 
learned, leatherwork, making belts wallets & purses, millenary; designing 
and making hats, woodworking, designing and making a grandmother 
clock, upholstery, recovering chairs and settee's, and stained glass, making 
lamps, mirrors inset with stained glass. She also learned Copper tooling, 
pottery, decoupage and became self-taught in relief carving. She also 
learned and taught folk art and Artex painting on fabric. 

Naomi's many works of art, some on wood, metal, paper and canvas with oil 
and water colour paintings are mostly of landscapes, some with people in 
them. Although the faces are not highly detailed, remarkably, we can see 
something of a family member in each one and these pieces are treasured 
by her family.

She was a volunteer and an active participant with the Apsley Fair Board 
(Dad was a board member) where her breads and buns were always award-
winning.  We love to tell her, “Mom you have the best buns in town!”. She 
taught 4H classes in homemaking and always says, “cooking is a science and 
you need to follow the recipe to get the best results”.  We all love to get her 
homemade bread, jams and preserves each year for Christmas. She even 
makes up a package of homemade cookies to go to the grandchildren too.

She also took up quilting and joined a quilters guild. Her dining room always 
seemed to have a quilt on the go on a frame. Making 25 full sized quilts and 
20 crib size baby quilts for us kids and grandchildren as well as many wall 
hangings, pillows, tote bags. She also made several quilted jackets and vests.  
Her expertise in quilting is reflected in the awards and ribbons she has won 
over the years and the recognition of quilter of the year, given her by the 
Buckhorn Quilters Guild a few years back. 

After Harold died and the business was sold, she took a big leap and decided 
to take a university course at Trent University. Her course of choice was, 
Physiology 101, which was very challenging but she persevered and proudly 
completed. 

Along with everything else Naomi participated in, she was president of the 
Parent Teacher (home & school) committee at the local public school. She 
was a founding member of the Apsley Satellite Homes board of directors that 
took five years to successfully see an assisted living seniors housing project 
built in Apsley, now known as Spruce Corners.  She has been an active 
member of the Library Board in Apsley. 



2. Cold Incapacita�on

“1-10-1” is an easy way to remember the first three 
phases of cold-water immersion and the approximate 
�me each phase takes.

In addi�on to the ini�al gasp reflex, Cold Shock Response 
can include hyperven�la�on. This is the body's natural 
reac�on to cold immersion. Panic can prolong the body's 
physiological reac�on; prolonged hyperven�la�on can 
lead to fain�ng. Again, if the person is not wearing a PFD 
or lifejacket, their life can be in danger.

· 48% were in a boat that capsized or was swamped

The phases of Cold Water Immersion are:

Phase 1: Cold Shock Response – 1 Minute
Cold Shock Response refers to the effect of cold water 
immersion on your breathing, and can last for about a 
minute a�er immersion in cold water. The Shock 
Response starts with an automa�c gasp reflex that is the 
result of rapid skin cooling and can be occur when a 
person experiences sudden or unexpected immersion 
into water 15 C or below. If the head is below water, the 
vic�m can involuntarily ingest water. If not wearing a 
lifejacket or PFD drowning can easily result.

1. Cold Shock Response

The Peterborough County Detachment of Ontario 
Provincial Police (OPP) would like to remind water users 
that the beau�ful open water and fresh crisp air can be a 
distrac�on from the serious risk of Cold Water Immersion.

If you're heading out for a boa�ng or fishing trip this 
spring, keep the following in mind:

You can maintain your safety so long as you are 
knowledgeable of the risks. Knowing what to do if you're 
unexpectedly immersed in cold water drama�cally 
increases your chance of survival. Immersion in cold water 
can result in cold shock response, incapacita�on, 
hypothermia and cardiac arrest.

· Out of 130 boa�ng deaths, 60% drowned in water 
under 10 degrees C

· More than 82% were not wearing (or incorrectly 
wearing) a lifejacket or Personal Floata�on Device (PFD)

3. Hypothermia

· 63% were less than 15m from shore/safety

· 26% were thrown overboard

·   Cross your arms �ghtly against your chest.

·   Keep your head and face out of the water.

TIPS:

·  Cold water can paralyze your muscles making it very difficult to put on a 
lifejacket or PFD in the water, so it is very important that you and your 
passengers are wearing one at all �mes when on board.

 

·  If you experience Cold Shock Response you should concentrate on 
avoiding panic and ge�ng control of your breathing. Wearing a lifejacket 
or PFD during this phase is cri�cally important to keep you afloat and 
breathing.

·  If you're heading out in early spring or fall be sure to equip yourself and 
your passengers with appropriate cold water/weather boa�ng gear (see 
below).

Phase 2: Cold Incapacita�on – 10 Minutes

H.E.L.P. is performed as follows:

Muscle spasms and a rise in heart rate can also occur during the Cold 
Shock Response phase. In addi�on, the arteries narrow, and the heart has 
to work much harder to pump blood throughout the body. This response 
can trigger cardiac arrest (heart a�ack), especially in those who have a 
pre-exis�ng heart condi�on.

Cold Incapacita�on occurs approximately within the next 10 minutes of 
cold water immersion. Vic�ms will lose the effec�ve use of fingers, arms 
and legs for any meaningful movement. Swim failure will occur within 
these cri�cal minutes and if you are in the water without a lifejacket or 
P F D ,  d r o w n i n g  w i l l  m o r e  t h a n  l i k e l y  o c c u r . 
You should concentrate on self-rescue ini�ally. If self-rescue is not a viable 
op�on, prepare to have a way to keep your airway clear and wait for 
rescue.

Phase 3: Hypothermia – 1 Hour
Even in ice water it could take approximately 1 hour before becoming 
unconscious due to hypothermia. You should learn techniques of how to 
delay hypothermia, self-rescue, and calling for help in order to increase 
your chances of survival. In hypothermia, your core body temperature 
drops below normal levels resul�ng in weakened muscular func�ons, 
reduced coordina�on and slowing mental func�ons.

Techniques for Delaying Hypothermia
If you find yourself alone and exposed to cold water, use the Heat Escape 
Lessening Posi�on (H.E.L.P.) to reduce heat loss from your core body 
temperature and delay side effects of hypothermia.

·   Draw your knees up and against your chest.

·  Take a Safe Boa�ng Course to learn more about the stages of  
hypothermia and rescue procedures.

Provincial Constable J.R. (Joe) Ayotte
Community Safety/Media Officer
OPP, Peterborough County

COLD WATER 
SAFETY &
SURVIVAL TIPS



Huddle Posi�on
If you and your passengers find yourselves exposed to 
cold water and are unable to swim to shore or climb onto a 
floa�ng object, you should assume the “Huddle Posi�on” 
to delay the onset of hypothermia and increase your 
survival �me:

·  Place your arms around each other's mid to lower back 
and pull together so your chests are close to each other's 
sides

·  Place any children in the middle of the huddle

·  Keep unnecessary movements to a minimum in order to 
conserve energy

Cold Water / Cold Weather Survival Gear

·  Always wear a lifejacket or PFD when boa�ng.

Gear specific to cold environments offers be�er 
protec�on against the elements and can delay the effects 
of hypothermia:

·  Wet Suit: traps and heats water against the body and 
should be used with a floata�on device. Many people 
wear wet suits when doing water sports such as 
wakeboarding or waterskiing to prolong the length of 
their season.

·  Dry Suit: Remains dry on the inside and should be used 
with a floata�on device and thermal liner.

·  Survival Suit: Helps retain body heat and works as a full 
body floata�on device.

·  Exposure Coverall: A PFD with thermal protec�on

·  Immersion Suit: To be used in extreme condi�ons when 
abandoning a vessel.

Be sure to choose the cold weather protec�on gear that is 
appropriate for your water ac�vi�es.

A li�le bit of prepara�on goes a long way in ensuring your 
safety and the safety of those around you.

·  Intertwine your legs

·  Have extra layers of dry, light clothing and a water or 
wind proof outer layer on board.

HELP WANTED

by Lonita Kilbride Reed

Curd
 on the 

Street



   Mary began to complain of arthritis and mobility issues, 
telling Eva her artwork was suffering and she may quit.

The service for Mary was held in the restored parlour. 
Eva notice a artist easel at the front beside Mary. Pulling 
back the cover she was surprised to see a landscape of the 
original log cabin where the children and Sadie first met 
Mary. The reception was held at Stonebridge. While it 
seamed to last forever, the guests soon left. Sadie was 
soon alone with Matthew and the children.

The End

   Dennis came home one day, not feeling well and within 
the year Mary lost him. Mary being Mary had Matthew 
and Evan construct a second mausoleum on the rock cliff 
beside the Macintosh McGregor one. She put Dennis 
within.

    As Eva rose from the chair to retire to bed, her long 
blond hair now had fallen forward over her face. She felt a 
hand on her shoulders, and her hair as Mary had done a 
hundred times before pulled gently back over her 
shoulders. A soft voice spoke, “I will never leave you Eva. I 
will be here always.”

One morning Eva after calling Mary for breakfast and 
getting no answer, entered Mary's room and found Mary 
had joined Dennis.

Eva now knew that everything was going to be fine.

    While all seemed perfect in Mary's life there were the 
dreams or rather nightmares. The worst one of all; Mary 
floated face down on the surface of the lake. Below her 
figures walked, hands up stretched as if begging to be 
saved.

   

    Early evening twilight began and Eva now alone in 
Mary's studio. She felt the presence of Angus and his 
family. Eva said in a quiet voice, “You can stay.” The scent 
of lavender filled the room, followed by silence. As the 
moon rose high in the night sky, there was a distant 
howling of wolves from the peninsula.

by Roy Anderson

Chapter 24
   THE  ARTIST

Catch Up On Line

    After standing for a few minutes and not receiving a answer, Mary 
spoke, “Very well, these are my terms.”

    The hair on Mary's neck now stood up and as she approached the stairs, 
she ran up to the upper floor and out of breathe collapsed against the 
wall. As she struggled to gain her composure, and breath, she heard the 
quiet voice of Dennis asking “Are you all right? You look like you have 
seen a ghost.”

After staying the night at 
Stonebridge Mary rose 
early and left the others to 

sleep. After a light breakfast and a 
black coffee Mary made her way 
down the stairs to the lower level 
and the parlour previously used for 
funerals. Pushing open the large 
oak doors, she was greeted by a 
scent of lavender.

   Eva joined Mary and Dennis at Stonebridge becoming the chosen 
daughter. After university graduation she returned to Stonebridge and 
the homestead. At the request of Eva, Mary agreed to give lessons in art. 
Mary's Corvette was now a classic and she gave the car to Eva.

    Mary looked at Dennis and stated, “Yes, several and I talked to them 
too.”

The years passed as Mary and Dennis occupied Stonebridge. The 
happening at the homestead had faded from memories. There 
were good times and bad times. The passing of Duke was so 

upsetting that Mary had a life like statue commissioned and gave it to 
Sadie and her family to put on the verandah, so Duke could stand guard 
forever. According to Evan Duke never left.

    Sadie and Matthew became husband and wife. The twins grew like 
poplar tree saplings, leaving no doubt who their father was.

    Reaching and feeling along the 
wall to find the light switch. The entire room started to be softly lite with 
candles that flickered and then one after the other flared up. The room 
was suddenly engulfed in a warm self glow of a multitude of candles. 
Mary walked slowly to the front of the oak pews and stood facing the 
pulpit spoke in a strong voice, “Angus. I own Stonebridge now. I will fully 
respect your concerns. I really like and appreciate Stonebridge as it is. I 
will live here and paint. Dennis will live here with us. By us I mean Ava 
and you and your family. Dennis and my bedroom is off limits as well my 
bathroom is private. I will have guests and they will not be subject to your 
high jinks.”

    The neighbours, who for the past years grew close as friends. Left one 
by one, the houses changed hands and new families moved in. Of course 
there was the odd scuffle over who could do what and some objections 
over feeding the wolves. Mary settled all the problems very quickly.

    Mary turned to leave the room, walking slowly down the isle, 
expecting the large doors to close trapping her inside. As she neared the 
doorway she heard the soft giggling of children. Then a woman's voice 
very clearly saying, “I will keep Angus in line. Myself and the children 
want to stay.”

Evan joined Matthew in his construction company. Evan also noticed the 
skinny girls he grew up with , were not so skinny any more.



     It took me a while to actually make these because I couldn't find freeze 
dried raspberries anywhere. Eventually I found packs of freeze dried 
strawberries

Hear me out — it's not as crazy as it sounds!

When I found this recipe I immediately saved it. As someone with a big 
sweet tooth I love desserts and baked goods, but you often see the same 
old usual so when I come across something off the wall I have to try it. I can 
confidently say this recipe is a winner.

(at the local Dollarama of all places) and decided to use them as a 
substitute. Raspberries would add a nice complement with their tartness 
so I would recommend those first if you can, but if not the strawberries 
weren't bad at all!
      If you're feeling skeptical I assure you these are worth the try. The goat 
cheese has a very mild flavour in the baked cookie and works more to 
alter the texture of the dough to be very smooth and the end result firm 
but chewy instead of crunchy.

· 1/2 cup sugar

Ingredients:
· 1/2 cup room temperature butter
· 1/2 cup room temperature goat cheese

· 2 cups flour

6. Cut log into 1/4” thick slices and place 1” apart on baking tray 
lined with parchment paper. Bake for 15-17 minutes until 
edges are golden.

· 1/4 tsp salt

1. Cream butter, sugar, and cheese until fluffy.

· 1/2 cup freeze dried raspberries

4. Place on parchment paper and form a log 1 1/2” in diameter. 
Wrap and chill in the fridge for 30 minutes.

2. Mix flour and salt together. Add to butter mixture 1/4 cup at 
a time until combined. If too crumbly, add water 2tbsp at a 
time to moisten.

Directions:

5. When ready to bake preheat oven to 350F.

· water as needed

3. Mix raspberries and chocolate chips in until well combined.

· 1/2 cup semisweet chocolate chips

by Megan Heartilly
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     Texas is hit with severe drought. The land is cracked from the severe 
heat with constant winds and dust storms. In addition people are still 
suffering from the great depression of 1929. Banks are foreclosing. Jobs 
are scarce.

    This is the story of Elsa Wolcott forced to marry into the Marinelli 
family. Times are good in Texas . It's 1921, the war is over and crops are 
abundant. Elsa is accepted into the family as she gradually learns how to 
cook, do laundry, and work in the field.

California is not the expected haven. They are rejected and told Okies 
not wanted and directed to a squatters camp. 

      Her kids return to 
Texas to bury Elsa at the 
family farm.

     Anthony is very ill. The doctor advises the family to leave Texas or he 
will die.  Reluctantly Elsa makes plans for California.

This book is an epic story 
of love, bravery, will to 
s u r v i v e ,  a n d  m o s t 
importantly hope.

   The trip proves very hazardous. Especially for a woman traveling 
alone with two children.

    Rafe, Elsa's husband leaves his family lured by fliers about work in 
California. Elsa loves the land and is  determined  to stay with her 
children Loreda and Anthony. 

    The camp is unbelievable with it's collection of tents and shacks and 
poor sanitary conditions. Elsa tells the kids it is for one night. This turns 
into months. 
    Rain falls for 4 days and the camp is flooded out. Volunteers from the 
Red Cross, and The Salvation Army and the group that was fighting the 
cotton owners have food and warm clothing ready. Jack, the union 
organizer takes them to an abandoned hotel. Elsa and family are treated 
to hotel rooms with a hot shower.
     Elsa is able to get Cabin 10 owned by the powerful Welty organization 
. There is a company store with a full stock. The only problem is you buy 
on credit and your pay is used for merchandise. No one is able to get out 
of debt. Mr. Welty cuts wages again and if you are picking cotton for him 
your relief cheques are stopped.
    Enough is enough. The 
workers do a one day sit 
down strike. Elsa bravely 
is the first one to walk to 
t h e  fi e l d  w i t h  h e r 
children. The next day 
another sitdown strike is 
p l a n n e d .  T h e r e  i s 
violence and Elsa is 
fatally shot.

     The book for this month is The Four Winds by Kristin Hannah  and is 
available at the Apsley and Woodview libraries.

Reviews and Recommendations
by Joyce Corner
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Burnt Lime:  Limestone (rock) was burned, usually in a small kiln often built on the side 
of a hill.   Buggy Reach: Part of the carriage

He lived on Lot 3, Con 8 
Anstruther Township 

on Jeff  Road.  He done 
blacksmithing for  the 
neighbours all around the 
area.

    William was married for 
some time, I don’t know 
whether they had any 
children.  She died there 
and William buried her 
beneath the white pine tree 
just east of the house.  The 
story goes that he married 
again and his second wife had to wear the first wives false teeth.  My 
mother told me she had meet her and she had a lot of trouble with teeth.  
I guess William couldn’t fix them as they weren’t iron.
    William didn’t like to be called Bill and he made people to know he 
didn’t like it.  One time, one of the young boys was hitchhiking to Apsley 
when William came along with horse and buggy.  He wouldn’t give him 
a ride and went on.  The boy ran behind him and got on the reach of the 
buggy, without William knowing and stayed there.  When they got to 
Apsley, he jumped off and said, ‘thanks for the ride, “BILL”!

       Williams brother, 
George El ler ton,  l ived 
across the road from him.  
George burnt Lime that he 
dug out of a hill close by 
and sold to people building 
stone walls for the houses 
and barns using it for 
morter.  Back then, they 
didn’t have cement or 
couldn’t get it.

     He was a pretty good blacksmith.  I have some of the tools he made in 
his forge.  They are quite unique.  I got them at O’Briens sale as they had 
bought his place after he died. Dan and Mick O’Brien lived there a 
number of years.  Then Mick died and Dan married and lived on till he 
sold it to the Osborne’s, that is the Marvel Rapids Golf Course now.

William Ellerton

by Sanford Trotter

Tools made by William

Invoice from 1948 



Enjoy heaven Albert, my hero, my Brother.

     There may be some people who remember the weekend when Albert and 
George, with their road building machines and a few other recruited road 
builders with their machines, opened a 1.5 mile, unopened concession line 
in Chandos township for a road that would continue to Jack Lake through 
the township of Methuen.
    Albert petitioned the Chandos township for permission to the concession 
but since it was not in their interest, they refused.  Albert knowing the 
benefit of a road to Jack Lake on the East side took it into his own hands and 
opened the concession on that weekend.  The road was then continued to 
the lake and has been a benefit to many.  That is McCoy Bay Road off Hwy 
504. (mark with solid red line)

Daniel 11:32 reads ‘The people who know their God shall be strong and do 
exploits’.  Albert, my brother, was a strong willed man, a man of fairness 
and courage, a man if exploits, a protector, a caring and compassionate man 
who would stand up for you and protect you even if it meant with his life.

    Aunt Dar, his sister-in-law, has written about Albert in ‘Reflections of Our 
Village’, November 2019.  In her article she references some of Albert’s 
accomplishments.  For more about his ventures see also Sanford Trotter’s 
(brother) article, ‘Left in the Bush’, July 2019.

     Two weeks before his passing into the presence of his Lord, I got to visit 
with him in his hospital room.  The nurse and her aide had just put him back 
to bed.  She said to me, ‘He’s a little hard to handle’.  I responded, ‘He’s one of 
the heroes of the last century’.

    The archives ancestry for the Trotter’s reveals that they were Messengers 
(on horseback of course).  Their watch word was ‘Hasten with Caution’.

    There is a plaque in Albert’s kitchen that reads ‘Albert Trotter, Citizen of 
the Year’.  One of his mottos was, ‘He who hesitates is lost’. Probably came 
from his army days as Sergeant Albert Trotter, Tank Core. 

     Then there was the development of Knox Point on Chandos Lake, the 
Tanner property.  Trotter Bros. Construction: George & Albert became 
Trotter Bros. & Tanner Construction for a number of years during this 
development project.
   It was Albert who backed Daryl Drain of Drain Brothers Construction, over 
50 years ago, to purchase their first gravel pit.  Albert said to me, ‘I knew his 
parents, they were good people’.  In today’s money the bank loan would be 
close to 1 million dollars.  The Drain Bros. now employ around five hundred 
people.

Ernie & wife Helen, Siblings: Carrie, Albert, Namie and Sanford

Brother Albert, My Hero 1923-2021
by Ernie Trotter
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Let’s paint a picture…

2.  The roller coaster ride it's been for families that have children 
playing on sports teams and activities - through - a - PANDEMIC…

6:05 am “Ok, so today we have theatre, two hockey practices and a 
team party,  you said you’d be home to take kid one and then after 
your meeting with that customer, you can pick up kid three from 
theatre. I’ve got the rest of the drops and pickups figured out, as 
long as kid two leaves 5 minutes early, so I can get the other kid to 
practice on time…Dinner is in the crockpot, and oh crap…today is 
crazy hair day at school…ARGH…gotta get the kids up early…GO 
TEAM GO!”

1.  The unwavering commitment of a family that have children 
playing on sports teams and after school activities…

8:30 am:  kids are out the door with a tube of hair gel spread 
between their heads and a few Christmas ornaments pinned on, 
dinner is in the crockpot…off to work…

4:45pm: kids picked up from daycare and heading home to grab 
hockey bags and changes of clothes and tenderly pull off Christmas 
ornaments that have fused together with hair gel to create a kind 
of festive glittery cement…good thing dinner is ready…

4:47pm: WHAT do you mean the CrockPot WASN'T plugged IN!?

Granola bars and juice boxes…quit your complaining…here’s 
another one…and a fruit snack…I love you and please take this 
skanky roast out to the garage.

5:01pm: out the door...and a call from husband saying that he’s 
stuck at work and can’t get kid one to practice…OMG

5:02 pm: start calling other parents for a ride for your 
offspring…okay, DONE!

7:05 am “What do you mean you promised to bring snack for your 
class today? Did I get a note?”…two unopened bags of chips and a 
1/2 empty box of mandarin oranges it is…

7:20 pm: WHAT DO YOU MEAN YOU’RE MISSING A SKATE? HOW 
DOES ONE FORGET, JUST ONE SKATE!? Get on the horn again and 
luckily another family has a second pair that fits…WHAT!? Thank 
you, but WHAT!? - WHO has TWO pairs in their bag? Like really…I 
can’t even remember a complete set!

9:35 pm: We are all back at home with an empty pizza box and two 
dozen cupcakes for the freezer (for the NEXT time we forget 
“snack day”), all three kids, two tired parents and a lonely dog that 
decided to chew the couch pillow because, well, Wednesdays are 
our crazy days and she was bored…
FOR THE LOVE OF THE GAME.

s a family with three kids in different activities, we have Abeen devoted to chaos for about 10 years now. When 
we moved from Bowmanville to Apsley,  we were 

caught in the muddled overlap of wrapping up work and sports 
in Clarington, while settling into life here in the North Kawartha 
region. If anyone knows about REP Sports, it's an ALL year 
commitment - with off season practices and then the regular 
season chaos. Our youngest, Alex had the opportunity to be on 
a rep baseball team, so while we enjoyed the local practices in 
the winter, when summer rolled around, we drove 
THOUSANDS of kilometres back and forth from Apsley to 
Bowmanville and beyond, so he could still be with his team. 
Selfishly, I could also still enjoy one last cold drink filled, 
sunscreen covered summer with all the friends that had 
become family over the 16 years we were in Bowmanvile.
It was worth every dollar blown in gas and takeout treats 
(despite our best efforts to bring food in a cooler), Subs and 
Iced Capps seemed more appealing…and who could say no to 
slushies after your kid just spent two hours sizzling like a fried 
egg on a 40 degree day out on First Base.

Why do we, as parents, stretch, bend and exhaust ourselves for 
our kids and their commitments? Because it’s not about the 
sport and it sure the hell isn’t about the thousands of dollars 
spent on registration fees, equipment, gas and slushies…it’s 
FOR THE LOVE OF THE GAME. It's for the moments when your 
kid learns to skate backwards for the first time, gets the lead 
role in a play and experiences his first standing ovation. It's for 
when they master another level in Music, Karate or Dance. It’s 
for their first goal, first invitation to a Rep team, first CUT from a 
Rep team. Tears wiped after a hard fought loss, trips to the 
emergency room (for yet another injury) and it’s MOST 
definitely for the embarrassing pics of drool running down their 
cheeks when they fall asleep on the car ride home. 

It's the family that stood down by the boards with you one day, 
said hello and developed into a lifelong hockey family, who now 
you can’t live a day without chatting. It’s blasted music with 
carpooling kids, tournaments, hotels, and pot luck dinners. It's 
the VALUE of a team sport…the discipline, the dedication and 
mentorship from the right group of coaches. When your kid 
gets hired for a job over another person because they saw on 

FOR the LOVE 
of the GAME

by Helena McMann
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Parents had to make decisions based on their beliefs and 
core values - some bent, some didn’t - at the end of it all, 
we hoped our kids learned and grew. 

They bent and stretched to make it all work - masks, 
sanitizers and Covid screening emails and smaller teams. 
Near empty stands and no-one cheering on their goals. 
Even being okay when sports were delayed, then 
started, then stopped, then started again, then ripped 
away before they could even play another game... 

“WORK HARD, PLAY HARD”…well when you take away 
the “PLAY” a whole LOT of things get out of balance. The 
“game” isn’t very fun anymore…the game of 
responsibility and adulthood.

Sports, like everything else that fills our soul, is such an 
essential part of our emotional health. 

their resume they played for certain sports team or 
participated in that after school club.  

Every town's sports organizations and their Board of 
Directors had to make difficult decisions based on what 
was best for the majority and with the kids best interests 
in mind, all while navigating around a MOUNTAIN of 
confusing (and at times irrational) rules and guidelines. 

Fast forward to 2021…Sports, like EVERY other thing in 
our lives this past year, became an ever-changing roller 
coaster of guidelines and emotional validations. We’ve 
been bent, stretched and forced to roll with the punches 
since we became parents - all with the intention of being 
the best version of ourselves…and yet again, we needed 
to wipe tears (both ours AND our kids), stay positive and 
at times, allow ourselves to anger over the things we 
couldn’t control.  

My kids questioned their school choices this year (for 
what they thought was related to their social circles), but 
instead with a bit of digging…knew it was because they 
didn’t have the very thing that made “work” (school) fun 
- sports, socializing, clubs and hobbies. 

Backyard ponds, smaller social circles, FaceTimes and 
“Snap chatting” filled the void that should have been a 
year of developing skills, planning the next team dinner, 
laughing in the change rooms and maybe even holding 
up a championship trophy.

This past year was NOT easy and it has brought out the best and worst of us 
at times…Work hard, Play hard…but always remember to hold true to 
what feels right and be there for each other and your kids. Kindness wins 
and remember...it's all for the LOVE OF THE GAME.

Co-Director, The Birth Doula Program, www.birthdoulaprogram.ca
Owner of PATH (Parenting @ the Hub) 

Helena McMann 705-761-6213 , CD(DONA) Doula, LCCE Lamaze Childbirth Educator 

apsleybackroads@gmail.com705-760-2983
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     Hopefully, with vaccina�ons underway, and by taking the 
proper precau�ons, we will soon see a relaxa�on in Public 
Health measures.  So many of us look forward to seeing our 
family and friends, dining out, travelling, ge�ng together in 
larger groups and par�cipa�ng in tradi�onal local and 
seasonal events.  Most of all, to be able to give great big hugs 
again!

ndWe were able to meet as a group for lunch March 2 ,  before 
the Peterborough Public Health Region was placed back into 

ththe Red-“Control” Zone on March 8 .  As a result of the 
restric�ons associated with the Red level, all senior's group 
ac�vi�es have been suspended un�l further no�ce.    
    Many of us are eagerly awai�ng our �me to either be 
called or to register for our vaccines.  I am happy the 
province has reached out to local clinics and pharmacies to 
assist in expedi�ng the process when more vaccines arrive.  
Hopefully, this means we will be able to get our vaccina�ons 
without having to travel.  The provincial registra�on site 

thwhich opened March 15  , is accep�ng registra�ons based 
on Phase II Priori�es (essen�al workers, adults 80+, 75+, 70+, 
65+…, at risk popula�ons, and adults 16 – 60).  

A.B.C. Seniors
by Pat Beck

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

Seed Lending Library

Rob was brilliant, funny, loyal and kind. He could fix anything, MacGyver 
anything, and create an ingenious solution to any dilemma, be it mechanical or 
culinary. He could build anything - including whole structures from nothing but 
blueprints in his head. He could draw anything and always blew everyone else 
out of the water playing Pictionary, although he disliked it and most games and 
had to be cajoled to play.

On the matter of a memorial service, that was a hard no from Rob. If, however, 
anyone wished to raise a glass of their favourite beverage in memory of Rob, he 
would most definitely have been on board with that.

Predeceased by his parents, Fred and Bernice (Bonnie) Callaghan (nee 
Anderson) and his grandparents Frank and Mary Callaghan.

He was a self-taught expert on climate science and global collapse which tended 
to flavour his outlook for the future with a certain pessimism but regardless he 
believed fervently in climate scientist James Hansen's proposed revenue-
neutral carbon tax with 100% private dividends to offset the subsidization of 
fossil fuels.

We are heartbroken to 
announce that Robert John 
(Rob) Callaghan (February 
25, 1958 – February 27, 
2021) passed away at his 
home following a brief 
illness.
R o b  w i l l  b e  m i s s e d 
profoundly by his partner of 
26 years, Kathy Hardill, and 
by his beloved son Jason 
(Alexis), his siblings Callie, 
Joe (Laurie), Jennifer (Pat) 
and Linda; nieces and 
nephews Korbin, Cara, 
Steven, Kyle, Brittany, Joel 

and Amber and their extended families; and a gaggle of much-loved aunts, 
uncles, cousins and friends. Also dearly loved by “the outlaws” as Rob called 
them: Bob and Sylvia Hardill, Sue, Deepinder, Arun and Anisa, and Kathy's 
extended family. Rob will also be missed by his dogs Loki and Daisy, whom he 
described living with “like sharing your house with furry toddlers that control 
your mind.”

He adored being retired in what he called “doggy heaven” – where he could 
tinker in his workshop, go for a spin on the four-wheeler, drop by a swimming 
hole on a hot day, play his guitar in the shade, and roam lazily with the dogs in 
the bush.

If anyone wishes to make a memorial donation, Rob appreciated the work of 
these organizations because he understood firsthand the harshness of poverty: 
North Hastings Community Trust -  ; https://northhastingscommunitytrust.org/
The North Kawartha Food Bank   and northkawarthafoodbank@gmail.com
One City Peterborough https://www.onecityptbo.ca/
Rob's time with us was far too short, giving sharp immediacy to the words of 
Townes Van Zandt, who sang “Time, she's a fast old train.” Robbie boy – we'll 
miss you something fierce.

As a young man, he made his way from Blind River, Ontario to Toronto. He 
worked as a messenger in Toronto's bank towers, where he took pleasure in 
reading hot-off-the-press economics journals before delivering them, slightly 
dog-eared, to the CEOs. He worked for a time on the waterfront as an indoor 
crane operator which he excelled at. Later he single-handedly published the 
Outreach Connection newspaper for 20 years which put money directly into the 
pockets of the low-income people who sold it.

What is 
happening

at the Library?
North Kawartha Public Library



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

the Kawarthas.
Bins and Septic Pumping



Caring, Personalized & Professional
Funeral Services

 (Formerly Baragar Funeral Home)

Funeral Director/Owner

Jeff Neuman

38 Bridge Street West
P.O. Box 699
Bancroft, ON  K0L 1C0

24 Hour Tel: 613-332-3990
              Fax: 613-332-1984

  neumanfh@gmail.com

neumanfamilyfuneralhome.com

Comprehensive Planning Services
Traditional & Non-traditional Arrangements
Affordable Cremation & Burial Options
Pre-arrangement Services
AfterLoss & Bereavement Counselling

Your Trusted Tax Advisor  
705-656-1200

   admin@accuratetax.ca 
 accuratetax.ca                                                           

Woodlands Plaza
                                                                                               Woodview  

5584 HWY 28 WOODVIEW 

TAX TIME STARTS NOW! 
PLAN AHEAD

We Are Open Year Round

Monday to Friday 9 - 5 
March and April

Saturdays 9 - 1

We encourage you to use one of our secure drop boxes, either outside 
our office on Hwy. 28 or outside of 

the Apsley Guardian pharmacy.  
Secure document sharing, E-signature and Paperless filing


