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From the
Editor’s desk...
August
Ever wondered if August was a special month or had any kind of
meaning? Here is what I found out. It was named in honour of
Augustus Caesar and originated with the Roman calendar. It has 31
days because Augustus wanted as many days as Julius Caesar's month
of July had. July honours Julius. August's ﬂower is the gladiolus. The
ﬂower was discovered in Africa, but now is grown locally and what a
beautiful ﬂower it is.
We also hear the term, “dog days of summer” but not because of pet
dogs. It has to do with the star Sirius, also known as the dog star,
which rose at the same time as sunrise during the month of August in
ancient Roman times.
But for most of us, it means the last month of real summer. It is time
to take holidays, enjoying the mostly bug free days and warm
summer nights.
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Changes to
STUNT DRIVING
LEGISLATION
Provincial Constable Joe Ayotte
Community Safety/Media Oﬃcer
Peterborough County OPP

The Peterborough County Detachment of the Ontario Provincial Police
(OPP) would like to make the public aware of the changes to the
st
Highway trafﬁc Act that took effect on July 1 , 2021. Ontario is taking
action against stunt driving with the introduction of the Moving
Ontarians More Safety Act, also known as the MOMS Act.
Every year, a signiﬁcant number of people are killed and injured on OPPpatrolled roads in collisions that involve an aggressive driver. Over the
past three years (2018-2020), speed has been the top contributing factor
among the Big Four factors in road fatalities, surpassing deaths linked to
impaired driving, inattentive driving and lack of occupant restraint.
Our data makes it clear that speeding and other forms of aggressive
driving are dangerous.
Sadly, speed-related fatalities are up about 30 per cent this year. As of
June 21, 33 people have died in speed-related collisions. By comparison
there were 25 such deaths at this time last year.

MOBILE SAUNA & HOT TUB RENTALS
Serving North Kawartha & Area

THE LUXURY OF A SAUNA / SPA
DELIVERED TO YOUR DOOR

RGSAUNAS.COM

705-772-0011

The MOMS Act will create a lower speed threshold for stunt driving
charges of driving 40 kilometres per hour or more above the speed limit
on roads where the speed limit is less than 80 kilometres per hour. The
speed threshold on roadways with speed limits 80 kilometres per hour
or over will remain at 50 kilometres per hour or more above the speed
limit on that road. The MOMS Act will also set a default speed limit of 80
kilometres per hour on a highway not within a local municipality or a
built up area.
Roadside sanctions for Stunt Driving will be:
· Fourteen day vehicle impoundment
· Seven day driver's licence suspension*
*The seven day driver's licence suspension will increase to a thirty day
driver's licence suspension on September 12, 2021.

Post-Conviction Penalties for Stunt Driving will be:
First Offence
· A minimum ﬁne of $2000 and a maximum ﬁne of
$10,000
· A jail term of up to six months
· Six demerit points
· A post-conviction driver's licence suspension of at
least one year to a maximum of three years
· A mandatory driver education course to educate
drivers on the risks and consequences of
aggressive driving behaviour
Second and Subsequent Offences
· A minimum ﬁne of $2000 and a maximum ﬁne of
$10,000
· A jail term of up to six months
· Six demerit points
· A post-conviction driver's licence suspension, for
second offence a minimum of three to ten years,
for third offence, a lifetime suspension (which may
be reduced if certain conditions are met) and for a
fourth offence a lifetime suspension.
· A mandatory driver education course to educate
drivers on the risks and consequences of
aggressive driving behaviour
Peterborough OPP would also like to remind motorists that
another school year is approaching and school buses will
be back on the roads. Motorists in both directions must
stop when approaching a stopped school bus with its stop
arm extended and red lights ﬂashing. Drivers cannot start
moving until the red lights have stopped ﬂashing, the stop
arm has been retracted and the bus has started to move.
Fines for not doing so:
· First offence $400 to $2,000 and six demerit points
· Each following offence, $1,000 to $4,000, six
demerit points and possible jail time, (up to six
months)
Road safety is everyone's responsibility including
motorists, pedestrians, parents, educators and police. If we
work together by making an effort to obey the rules of the
road and being a courteous driver we can improve the
safety on Peterborough County roads.

Foraging at Bumbleberry

I

by Micki Beck

den ﬁca on of plants is par cularly important when foraging for
food. One plant everyone should be familiar with is clover as most
of us searched for a 'lucky' four leaved clovers as children. There
are three familiar clover plants that bloom from late spring un l fall.
They are the red, white and yellow clovers but the la er is known as
hop clover and not normally used as a food.
The red and white clover ﬂowers can be used in several ways but
always make sure they are fresh young blossoms and be sure to use
them soon a er picking. The white clover ﬂowers should have all their
sec ons poin ng upwards. Once they start turning down, they are no
longer fresh. With the red clover none of the sec ons should be drying
out or turning brown. Snip oﬀ clover heads and sprigs of leaves with
scissors.
Frosted Clover Flowers
Dip clover blossoms ﬁrst into s ﬄy beaten egg white then into si ed
icing sugar leaving them on a rack for an hour to dry. Use them to
decorate cakes and desserts such as mousse or ice cream.
Pickled clover
These are good in winter to garnish salads or to include in a terrine.
Put alternate layers of white and red clover into jar(s). Pour in red wine
vinegar to cover. Then pour out the vinegar and measure how much it
took. To every 150 milligrams (1/4 pint) add 15ml (1tbs) honey and s r
to dissolve. Pour mix back into the jar(s) and cover. Leave at least a
week before using.
Clover and Cherry Salad
Take 30 red clover ﬂowers, 90ml (6tbs) olive oil, 45ml (3tbs) red wine
vinegar, 1 clove of garlic crushed with a pinch of sea salt, freshly ground
black pepper, 1125g (1/4lb) red cherries and I large round le uce.
Beat together oil, vinegar, garlic and pepper, mix in the clover ﬂowers
and leave for 30 mins. Stone the cherries and shred the le uce into a
salad bowl. Arrange cherries on top then spoon clover dressing over
both. Bon appe t!
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rifting down a river or skimming around a lake. Daily cares carried off by a soft
lake breeze. Peace and quiet beckon. A oneness with nature and all creation. This,
the gift of summer.
As summer holds court, hundreds of Canadians are exiting cities en masse for the
pristine countryside and cold, clear waters of our beautiful province. The summer
Canadian migration to rural paradises is a decades-old tradition.
Some go in pursuit of exhilarating water sports in sleek and sassy speedboats. Water
skiing is a very popular pastime during our hot summers. The thrill and excitement of
testing yourself: speeding along, splashed by the white, foamy wake of the boat while
summer wraps its cool, breezy arms around you is an intoxicating experience.
Others feel that paddling down a quiet river or around a secluded lake is a slice of
heaven. Paddles sluicing soundlessly through the water. Nature's soft call amplified by
the silence of the undisturbed wilderness.
Canoeing and kayaking are extremely popular summer pastimes. Cars traverse
highways with beloved cargoes of one of two kayaks or canoes atop their roof. Perched
in suspended animation, it is as if the vessels were awaiting release from their alien
journey, craving their reprieve in the cold, clear embrace of a northern lake or river.
Canoeing and kayaking – quiet pursuits of sorts. But is there a difference? And is one
better than the other?
Although sharing many commonalities such as propulsion by paddling and a
lightweight design, the main difference between the two really comes down to personal
preference. Essentially, the kayak and the canoe are two different styles of the same type
of boat: a vessel that was created primarily for passage over water.

The canoe is an open-deck boat which you paddle from a seated or kneeling position
using a one-blade paddle. The sides of the canoe are higher than the kayak to keep
water out of the boat while you are paddling.
The kayak, on the other hand, was originally designed as a closed-deck boat,
propelled by a doubled-bladed paddle from a seated, straight-legged position inside the
boat. As it is not as prone to taking on excessive water while paddling, the kayak sits
lower in the water.
While kayaks are nimble and speedy due to their weight and shape, canoes provide
more stability in the water, and are harder to capsize. Kayaks tend to be heavier while
canoes are light enough to lift and carry, if portaging a route is required.
Interestingly, as canoeing became more popular and widespread worldwide, it was
designated as an Olympic sport in the1936 Olympic Games held in Germany, attended
by German Chancellor and President, Adolf Hitler.
Historically, canoes played a key role in the European exploration of North America,
especially in Canada's interior. Originally a dug-out design, canoe construction was
perfected by the Indigenous peoples of Canada. The famous birchbark canoe became
the foundation of the trade and supply route from Montreal to the Pacific Ocean, a
distance of some 6500 km.
On the other hand, kayaks were designed and constructed of wood by the Inuit tribes
in Canada, Alaska, and Greenland. Commonly used for hunting, the wooden-framed
vessel was often covered over in seal skin to provide the closed top, according to Stuart
Kenney in his article, Canoe vs Kayak: What's the Difference?
Historic materials have now given way to roto-moulded materials, creating a
seamless, single piece of plastic that is thin-walled and hollowed. Its flexibility,
durability, and relative low-cost help to keep kayaks affordable for the average sports
enthusiast. Fibreglass is another choice that is light weight, durable, responsive, and
easy to repair, and is used for both canoes and kayaks.
Some folks opt for the more modern materials to get into the game. But, for the
sports purist longing to feel like an old-time explorer, a wooden vessel is the only
choice. However, no matter the material, the experience is still the same: an idyllic
journey of peace and unity with nature. One of the special pleasures of a Canadian
summer transforms into a fond memory, one that can be re-visited all winter long.
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The nights that should have been a period of
relaxation and sleep for Savanna would just be a
continuation of the nightmares and terror she
would suffer. Until one night a calmness settled
over her, but within minutes her sleep was
interrupted. She was awoken by a sense of
someone or something in the room. As Savanna
rose from bed and supported herself on one elbow,
a shimming movement appeared within feet of her
and as the shimmering solidified, Savanna gasped,
“Mother?” in a voice filled with excitement.

CHAPTER 4

By Roy Anderson

A

s summer lumbered on into the dog days of
August, a strange phenomenon was occurring
in the village.
While the morning breakfast was taking place at the
local restaurant Jeb, looking about remarked to
Caleb, “Have you noticed familiar faces missing?”
Caleb in a usual droll answer replied, “They're
leaving.”
Jeb some what surprised asked, “Leaving?”
“Yes.” Caleb replied. “The forest workers are
moving their families and leaving. Some have had
enough. Winters are too cold, summers are too hot.
Going south and some west or north. They say a
mine is opening up north, manufacturing plants in
the south, from Peterborough to Toronto.”
“The houses being left, deserted?” Jeb questioned.
“What happened to them?”
“Belong to Savanna.” Caleb responded. “She's
buying them. Letting people in old cabins move in.
Better for their health. Savanna hopes to keep them
here.”
Jeb's interest in Savanna became increased
especially after Caleb's next statement that she’s
buying them and paying in gold nuggets.
In Jeb's mind not only was Savanna a beautiful
young woman, but seems very rich. But being from
Savanna's past action, he stood as much chance as
a raindrop on gravel. Other means of obtaining her
wealth would have to occur.

“Yes Savanna,” the materialized image answered.
“I have only a moment Savanna. Listen carefully.
Your Father and I are well. We miss you. But it was
our calling to become Shadow People. Savanna you
are in danger from two sources. The first is one that
cannot be helped. You must go to the homestead,
enter the cold room. Go to the end of the tunnel to
the ravine entrance and secure the large door, as
you were instructed previously by your father. The
second, Savanna; You are being threatened in your
personal security. You are too open towards people.
They are people you trust. Protect yourself. I have to
leave now. Your father and I love you, we are always
near.”
As the materialized image began to fade Savanna
moved off the bed and in shock fell to the floor,
laying on her side raised on one elbow. Savanna
extended one arm and opened her hand out
pitifully screamed, “Mother, mother.” The only
response was the silence in the room.
Savanna being wide awake rose from the floor and
ran to the window overlooking the front yard, a
move resulting in more shock.
Standing on the road were two black stallions in full
saddle, one with a rider. Savanna recognized as her
father and seeing her mother approaching the
steed and mounted up into the saddle. As
Savanna's parents rode away from her, they faded
into the surroundings, and disappeared from sight.
Sitting by the window and starring at the street
below. It would take a few hours for poor Savanna to
recover from the encounter and ready to believe in
her mind that the events had occurred.

Savanna saw a movement on the veranda at the
restaurant and store. She recognized immediately
it was Caleb, sitting there in the old chair that had
become his roost, as some of the residents stated.
Caleb slowly rose from the rocking chair and
walked a few feet to the front door.
Savanna finally rose from her position on the floor
and readied herself for the day.
The wind whispered in the pines and clouds almost
playfully travelled across the sun, blacking it out
occasionally. It was indeed a beautiful day in the
slowly disappearing village and as Savanna walked
to check on the remaining residents of the village,
and the now abandoned houses, she hesitated,
then continued turning onto the street of her
parents old cabin, that was kept in perfect
condition. She suddenly felt a dread or foreboding
feeling.
Probably, Savanna thought, because today she had
to traverse the tunnel to the ravine. That tunnel, the
hateful tunnel, she avoided when in the cold room.
Today’s event that occurred in the tunnels would
affect Savanna's feeling in a way that would last a
lifetime.
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Landscape Projects
Above is a photo of a 1942 Chevrolet (Made in Oshawa) Canadian Military
Pattern Truck (CMP) in its army colours. The truck photo on Pg 18 of July is
clearly a 4 wheel CMP of this type. It might be a 4X4 or a 4X2. Over 500,000
CMP vehicles of all types were made in Canada during the Second World
War and equipped not only the Canadian Army but all Commonwealth
forces and other allies. The "cab" was a standard feature but there were
many diﬀerent "tail ends" ... 6X6 transports, tanker trucks, radio HQ
trucks, tow trucks etc. etc. Many were sold after the war as surplus and
ended up as farm trucks or ice trucks as in this case!The steering wheel was
always on the right hand side because these trucks were originally
designed to meet a British Ministry of Defense speciﬁcation. I personally
have found CMP trucks still operating in parts of Canada and as far away
as South Africa and Australia.
David MacLellan
Woodview, Ontario
This kind of truck was used in the Ice Harvesting story, page 18 July issue
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View From
The Cabin
by Rick de Haan

OF KNIVES AND STUFF

B

ack in the sixties almost every
young boy dreamed of owning his
very own jackknife. A boy knew
that if you had a good knife in your pocket,
you were ready for any situation.
Whittling a spear or a bow and arrow
would be a cinch. And what boy wouldn't
feel like he was a foot taller if his dad
happened to be xing something, patted
his pockets, looked up and asked, "Got yer
knife on ya?"
I think I was eight when I nally
mustered up the courage to ask my dad for
a knife.
"Go ask your mother. If it's okay with
her, then it's ne with me," he replied
absently from behind his newspaper.
"Mom, Dad said I could have a
jackknife!" I exclaimed as she was
preparing supper.
My mother looked at me for moment,
wiped her hands on her apron and then
stormed out of the kitchen, "Andrew, did
you tell your son he could have a knife?"
"What? No! I . . . I told him to ask you
rst!"
She glared at him, "Oh you did, did you?
Why do I always have to be the bad guy?
He's too young! And besides, knives are
dangerous!" With that she strode back to
the kitchen, leaving Dad staring blankly
over his paper.
In the meantime, I had slipped up to my
room; my hopes dashed for ever getting a knife.
Then came the glorious summer of 1970. I was to y on a plane
by myself to Sault Ste. Marie to spend three weeks with my aunt
and uncle and two little cousins. Uncle Bert was the most fun of
all my uncles. He was a large jolly man with a perpetual twinkle
in his eye and a double chin that quivered when he talked, or
laughed, or moved too quickly.
The summer would turn out to be the best ever. We toured
around, went camping, shed a lot, and went swimming in the
cold waters of Lake Huron. I couldn't swim, but Uncle Bert was
always close by. I had a habit of spluttering and thrashing about,
causing me to sink quite readily, but he, not unlike a huge bath
toy, bobbed like a cork. And after much patience, he successfully
taught me how to swim.
One of my most memorable times was when we visited a

souvenir shop after swimming one day. There in a display case
lay the most beautiful jackknife I had ever seen. Printed upon its
handle was a Mountie sitting on a horse. After staring at it for a
couple of minutes, Uncle Bert came over, "Nice knife, eh? . . . bet
you'd love to have that!"
"I sure would!!"
"Good!" he said, smiling broadly. "I was gonna get you
something anyway for helping out with the kids. Every good boy
deserves a jackknife," he chuckled, his chins quivering
exuberantly.
That evening I was so excited to nally have a knife, that
when I woke in the night I felt under my pillow to make sure it
was still there. Fingering its smooth surface, I thought of all the
things I could do with it. Then, feeling a
pressing need to go, since I'd had a bowl of
popcorn and a large drink before bed, I
decided to get up. But as the fates would
have it, Uncle Bert was just stepping out of
the dark bathroom as I slipped into the
small hallway on the way to it. The
impromtu meeting was as unexpected for
him as it was for me. After realizing who,
and what, I was looking at, it became
glaringly obvious that he was not a fan of
pajamas, or anything else for that matter.
Seared into that visual part of my brain to
this day is a great jiggling mass of startled
white esh streaking to the safety of his
bedroom, all disturbingly illuminated by a
tiny nightlight in the hall. I stood there for
moment, blinking and wondering if the
blurred apparition I had just seen was real,
or part of a disturbing dream. As it was, the
incident was never mentioned by either
one of us.
But, as with all exciting adventures, the
trip to "The Soo" would come to an end far
too quickly. It was arranged that one of my
other aunts and uncles, who came to visit
for the last week, would drive me back to
Hamilton.
Hoping against all hope that my
mother wouldn't nd out about the knife,
I sneaked it into my room when I got home
and hid it, planning to only take it out
when I played in the eld or went hiking in
the woods.
One day, I was happily whittling away, marvelling at how the
chips of wood ew off my would-be shing lure with such ease,
when it happened. I cut my nger. Every boy gets at least a
dozen of these during his rst few weeks of knife ownership,
but this cut was bad. Since it was dripping with blood, I knew I
had to go home and have a band-aid put on it.
"How did you do that?" Mom asked.
"I . . . did it with my knife," I mumbled as I met her eyes with a
guilty look.
"What knife? . . . show me!"
I hesitantly proceeded to empty my pockets, laying out an
assortment of treasures on the bathroom counter: six marbles, a
roll of pistol caps, three interesting rocks, two lifeless crickets, a
gob of Silly-Putty with a dried tadpole stuck to it, and then . . .
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the jackknife. I looked up just in time to see my mother roll her eyes.
"Did your father get you that thing?" she asked, glaring down at me
with her hands on her hips.
"No, Uncle Bert did."
"Oh, I should have known. He's as bad as your father!"
I explained to her that Uncle Bert had taught me how to use the knife
safely, which, ironically, did dispel some of her concerns. What I didn't
tell her was that he'd also inadvertantly taught me a few colourful
expressions; some of which mysteriously spewed forth in a lovely string
when I cut my nger.
She nally relented, however, and let me keep the knife.
But alas, after a year or so, that rst knife began to lose its appeal. Then,
one day in the sporting goods section of Canadian Tire, I spied a knife that
really got my attention. It had a rugged looking handle and three blades,
the largest of which had a nice hunting-knife shape to it. It was perfect! I
convinced my father I needed it to defend myself against badgers, since
the area I frequented teemed with these blood-thirsty creatures. Being
completely ignorant of the ways of badgers, Dad believed my story and
bought me the knife. I neglected to mention the fact that I had never
actually seen a badger.
But, the sad reality about knives is that they have a nasty habit of losing
themselves. My rst knife mysteriously disappeared at some point
during the ensuing years. The "badger" knife only lasted a year or so.
I was standing at the edge of a quiet lake one misty morning whittling a
shing pole out of a sapling. Then I did something really dumb. Clutching
the sapling in one hand, I grabbed the cut off branches with the other, and
carelessly tossed them into the water. Then I heard a resounding "bloop"
ten feet out from shore. What I had mistakenly done became grievously
clear as I stared down at the empty hand that moments before held my
prized knife. Once again, a few colourful examples of Uncle Bert's unique
vocabulary spewed forth.
I've owned many knives since those early days, but none engendered
quite the same feelings of excitement, or elicited the many warm
memories as did that rst knife. Memories that are entwined with Uncle
Bert and the fun-lled times we spent together over fty years ago.
Oh well, I guess it was time to talk to Dad again. I wondered what kind
of story he would fall for this time? I'm sure I could come up with
something believable. After all, every good boy deserves a jackknife!
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A Light In The Sky
As I stood and gazed at the nighttime sky,
A sputnik, a satellite, caught my eye.
It travelled in a slow and graceful arc;
A small and bright point of light in the dark.
Spellbound and transﬁxed I watched it with awe
And marvelled at the wondrous sight I saw.
It epitomized man's inventive ﬂair,
Traversing the sky, so high in the air.
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Then, as eastward, through the heavens it ﬂew,
The roof of my house obscured it from view.
When, at last, it was hidden from my sight,
Nothing else broke the stillness of the night.
As the beauty of the sky wove its spell,
Into a dreamlike reverie I fell.
I basked in the radiance of each star,
The twinkling light from so very far.
I turned to look where the satellite passed,
Where, high over my roof, I saw it last.
Then nearly fell over from sudden fright
When, once more I spotted that satellite!
It crested the roof from the other side!
With ease, through the air, it appeared to glide
And it seemed to be coming ...straight at me!
I thought, "Yikes! How could this possibly be?!"
I was enveloped by a wave of fear,
As I stared at the strange light drawing near.
My heart raced, my mind reeled, I thought "Oh, no!
This must be some type of small U.F.O.!"
As though in a dream, no longer awake,
I pondered what sort of action to take.
But the light veered away and ﬂew on by,
...And then I saw it was ...a ﬁreﬂy!
~by Kathy Figueroa

Likely taken around 1950
T.H. Lean Cottages at Jack Lake
(currently the site of the Anchorage Marina)

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

Hubble Troubles and
Space Tourism

JWST is on the left, and HST is on the right.
Credit: Goddard Space Flight Center
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Hubble Troubles

he Hubble Space Telescope (HST) has added to our
knowledge of the universe ever since it was launched
into Earth orbit in 1990.

HST stopped working on June 13, 2021, because it went into
safe mode. Safe mode is an automatic setting when something
goes wrong with the telescope—it essentially stops what it is
doing and waits for people on Earth to ﬁx whatever is wrong. In
this case, a computer that controls the science instruments on
the telescope failed. The prime computer realized this and
placed the telescope in safe mode. Efforts to restart the failed
computer so far have been unsuccessful. There is a backup
payload computer onboard but attempts to start it also have
failed.
When something like this happens, the team that operates
HST takes time to analyze the problem and try and determine if
a ﬁx is possible. This can sometimes take many weeks.
This is not the ﬁrst time HST has gone into safe mode. At
times, hardware failures had to wait for a visit from the space
shuttle for a ﬁx. HST's usefulness has been extended way
beyond its originally planned 15-year lifetime by ﬁve
maintenance visits from the space shuttle. During these
missions, astronauts during spacewalks replaced scientiﬁc
instruments, electronics, and computers with modern
equipment.
The last shuttle mission to HST was in 2009. If HST cannot be
ﬁxed now, there is no way to visit it and make ﬁxes, since the
space shuttle was retired in 2011.
A new telescope—the James Webb Space Telescope
(JWST)—is scheduled to be launched later this year. It is more
powerful than HST and will continue to explore the universe.
One of JWST's tasks will be to study galaxies that are so far
away, the light that we see left them around the time of the
beginning of the universe, almost 14 billion years ago. JWST
will also study planets orbiting nearby stars and the rings of the
four gas giants, Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus, and Neptune.

E

Tourists to Space

ver since people started to ﬂy in space in the 1960s, the
question was, when will non-astronauts, or space tourists,
be able to make the trip? Space travel is not without
signiﬁcant risk and is quite expensive. Early government-run
space programs hired trained test pilots to make the ﬁrst trips.
Not until the space shuttle ﬂew were there enough seats to make
a few available to non-astronauts. Two American legislators ﬂew
on the shuttle in 1985 and 1986. The idea of ﬂying nonastronauts in space came crashing down when school teacher
Christa McAuliffe died in the Challenger accident. Some paying
tourists have ﬂown on Russian Soyuz spacecraft since. The ticket
price was in the order of tens of millions of dollars.
Over the past 20 years, a few companies have worked on
developing reusable rockets that could take people to space.
Some of them are designed to just ﬂy straight up, getting high
enough to cross the 80 km line, which deﬁnes space. Anyone
crossing this line can be called an astronaut.
One company, SpaceX, is the only company that has developed
a rocket that can boost spacecraft into Earth orbit. This is much
more difﬁcult to do than launch spacecraft into the short,
suborbital ﬂights.
The two companies that promote suborbital up and down
trips—Virgin Galactic and Blue Origin—have scheduled the ﬁrst
ﬂights with people onboard to show that they are ready to take
tourists into space. Virgin Galactic owner Richard Branson took
that trip on July 11, 2021. He has 700 customers who have paid
$250,000 for a few minutes in space. Jeff Bezos, who owns
Amazon and Blue Origin, plans to take his ﬁrst trip on July 20,
2021. Hopefully, as hundreds of people make the trip into space,
the cost will come down, making the trip accessible to more
people.

T

The Night Sky in August

he summer Milky Way is brilliant in August. The two
largest planets—Jupiter and Saturn—are again well
placed in the summer sky just to the left of the Milky Way,
low in the southern sky around midnight. Once it gets dark, look
low in the south-east to see these two bright “stars” rising.
The Perseid meteor shower is an annual display of shooting
stars. This year, it peaks August 11/12. Over a period of days,
several meteors should be visible every hour. Some years,
viewers have seen up to one meteor a minute! Meteor showers
occur when Earth passes through a debris ﬁeld left by a passing
comet. The Perseid shower can be traced back to comet SwiftTuttle. Discovered in 1862, Swift-Tuttle takes 133 years to orbit
the Sun. This year, the Moon will be an evening crescent during
the Perseids, so it will not hamper viewing of fainter meteors
later in the evening. Be sure to do some observing around
midnight, which is a good time to look for meteors.
"On July 16 NASA announced that the Hubble computer was ﬁxed”
Correction: Last month, in the article on the Moon Hoax, the number of Saturn
V launches should have been 13, not 18.
Randy and Betty own a cottage in the Kawathas and have been looking at the
night sky all their lives.
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The Mystery of Francis Harris

Part II: Inves ga on Without End
By Ryan Scott

Francis’s youngest sister Irene,
interviewed in 1977 for Code 10-78.
Courtesy of Global TV

Irene’s extensive ﬁle on her sister’s disappearance contains handwritten and
typewritten notes dating back to the early 1970’s,
as well as newspaper stories and other information on the case. Courtesy Ryan Scott

I

n Part I, we examined Friday, April 21, 1972, the day 44-year-old Francis Muriel
Harris of Apsley vanished forever. She was last known to be with her husband
Stan, who said he had le her at their Highway 28 home around 1 pm as he went
oﬀ to his job at the Department of Highways. Her 13-year-old son Rod Harris came
home from school at 3:40 pm to ﬁnd the house empty. He never saw his mother
again.
Over the weekend that followed, Francis's daughter Faye Mar n, her
husband Butch, and Francis's eldest son Herb Fontaine and his wife Shirley
a ended the homestead, looking for clues as to where Francis may have gone.
They found that much of Francis's clothing, purse, luggage, and other possessions –
including her treasured cosme cs which she kept in the refrigerator – remained in
place. No one could immediately reconcile what had happened, or where Francis
had gone.
It was Monday, April 24, when Mrs. Irene White and her husband went to
call on her sister but found her absent. They, as well as Francis's parents the
Johnsons, had not heard from Francis all weekend which was troubling as she was
known to dote on them regularly. What followed was a bizarre set of circumstances
that set alarm bells ringing for those who knew and loved Francis best.
th
The inves ga on into her disappearance began on the 24 and would
con nue for another 49 years. In that me, specula on and rumours would burn
through the Apsley community. A lot of ugly stories began to seep out about
inﬁdelity on both sides of the Harris marriage. Francis had worked at the Anchorage
Marina in previous years, and some thought she had become close to one or more
of the passing wealthy co agers who frequented Jack Lake. Perhaps she had run oﬀ
with one of these alleged paramours and started a new life? Her family begged to
diﬀer. And even if she had abandoned her loved ones, including her young son, why
leave behind her possessions, some of which were personal heirlooms?

But if she had not run oﬀ on her own
free will, what became of Francis Harris? It's
safe to say if the decision to disappear was not
her own, then something tragic must have
befallen her. To many who have lived through
and looked back on this case throughout the
decades, the answer to her sudden absence
can be summed up in one word: murder.
Whatever may have happened to
Francis, she le behind a family, including a
teenaged son who grew up without his mother.
That fact alone has kept the story alive. From
the on-going eﬀorts of the OPP to the
unrelen ng inquiries of family and private
inves gators, the search for a solu on has
never ended.
The ﬁrst inves gator contacted was
Constable Rick Andrew of the Apsley
detachment of the OPP. He was home on
Monday the 24th when he was approached by
Mr. and Mrs. White. He encouraged them to go
to the detachment and ﬁle a formal missing
person report and once they did, they were
surprised to ﬁnd that Stan Harris hadn't yet
done so. It was not un l police inves gators
showed up to speak with Stan that he ﬁled his
own report. When interviewed by Constable
Andrew, Stan insisted he didn't know where
Francis had gone, and stated that she had
simply “taken oﬀ.”
This was the working theory of the
police going forward. They examined the
rumours of inﬁdelity in the Harris marriage and
accepted it was possible that Francis,
exhausted by her rela onship, may have ﬂed

with another man, possibly crossing the border. They had
no idea who this other man might be, and never found any
veriﬁable traces to hint the rumour was true, but to them it was
equally diﬃcult to put stock into the idea that Stan may be
responsible for her disappearance. Sta s cally, a spouse is o en
the primary suspect in domes c cases, but as the original
inves gators have stated, “it was a diﬀerent me.” Nowadays,
police would carefully interview a spouse, double-check every
alibi, and thoroughly search all proper es. A husband would
never just be taken at his word that his wife had simply run oﬀ,
whether true or not. Quiet and unassuming, Stan did not strike
them as a man capable of violence, and others close to him
thought it unlikely as well. For the local OPP that was convincing
enough.
Irene White felt diﬀerently. She never believed her sister
would abandon her family and un l her death in 2017, she never
gave up looking. Over the decades she maintained a ﬁle of names,
observa ons, ques ons and various le ers and correspondence
she had with oﬃcials. She ques oned a Family Allowance
cheque, issued by the government to Francis each month, that
had been returned just days a er she disappeared with a
handwri en request that all future payments be made to Stan
Harris. She repeatedly ques oned why Stan's vehicle and a blue
car were seen at the residence the a ernoon Francis
disappeared, when she was supposed to have been home alone.
In 1975, she hammered the OPP into ﬁring up their inquiries
again, and new detec ves were assigned to bring fresh eyes to
the case. They went as far as hooking Stan up to a polygraph but
reported that the results were inconclusive. Li le in the way of
new ps were found. A report that Francis had been seen in
Calgary around 1974 turned out to be a misiden ﬁca on and
monitoring of her social insurance and health cards in the years
that followed showed no ac vity on them.

Canadian TV personality Peter Silverman, outside the Harris household on
Hwy 28 in Apsley, 1977. Courtesy Global TV

It was in November 1977 that Global TV took an interest
in the case with their true crime series Code 10-78. Host Peter
Silverman visited Apsley, interviewing family, witnesses, and
police, a emp ng to shed light on the mystery. Const. Andrew,
who appeared in the episode, would go on to say that he
personally manned the phones a er it aired hoping for a p, but
not one was called in.

Constable Andrew, Interviewed for the 1977
Global TV program Code 10-78. Courtesy Global TV

By the 1980's, Rod Harris, now in his 20's, began to
ques on the rumours behind his mom's sudden disappearance
as he knew something was not adding up. He felt he had not
been given the full truth and like his Aunt Irene, he began his own
push for answers. At his persistence, police again ac vated the
cold case in the 80's, 90's and into the 2000's. Modern detec ves
raised ques ons over the original police handling, having found
some discrepancies in the repor ng that, as far as is known, have
never been fully clariﬁed, including details of river searches that
may not have happened.
In November 2012, Rod Harris convinced the OPP to
excavate the old homestead on Highway 28, and heavy
machinery and ground penetra ng radar was brought in but
with no results. This, however, has not deterred Rod or Irene's
descendants, or other family and community members who
con nue to ask what happened to Francis.
A further push came in the winter of 2021.
Please Bring Me Home is a not-for-proﬁt organiza on of
volunteers dedicated to digging for answers for the families of
missing individuals. Those who put in their me have a wide
range of skills, from social workers to search and rescue
professionals to experts in forensics and criminology, as well as
private inves gators. The organiza on gained a en on and
grew in size and scope following an October 2019 segment on
the CTV series W5. This brought it to the a en on of Francis's
descendants, and Rod Harris subsequently ﬁled a request for
PBMH to help ﬁnd his mother. In the months that followed,
inves gators with PBMH have worked to re-interview witnesses
(some not interviewed since 1972), examine the rumours
around the case, bring media a en on to it, and press the OPP to
re-open their own inves ga on.
In Part Three, we will further examine these eﬀorts
while also proﬁling some of the individuals involved in the life of
Francis Harris. It's possible that one or more of them may know
the full truth about what happened to her back in April 1972.
And that gives hope that the mystery of her disappearance may
one day be resolved.
Anyone with informa on related to this case is
encouraged to report it to the authori es. The OPP can be
Con nued page 16

Police excavate the former Harris household
in 2012. Courtesy www.thestar.com

reached via Detec ve
Russell Bates, Peterborough
detachment at 705-329-6338,
ci ng Case #20090023.
Detec ve Inspector Shawn
Glassford of the OPP Criminal
inves ga ons Branch Orillia
can be contacted at 705-3296338. If you would prefer to
leave an anonymous p,
please contact the
anonymous p hotline at
Please Bring Me Home, 1226-702-2728. You may also
contact the author, Private
Inves gator Ryan Sco at
rsco .pbmh@gmail.com. Any
informa on could be useful in
ﬁnding closure for Francis
Harris and her family.

Part 3 Con nues in September
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Transportation
- from horse and buggy to cars!
by Marjorie Wilson

B

efore my memory apparently I travelled with my parents and their horse,
“Star”. Once harnessed this horse would not stand and so my mother would
jump into the moving carriage with me in her arms. How exciting!
While walking to school sometimes I would get a ride on a passing cutter
or carriage. What a treat!
Dad used to regale us with stories of his 1919 Henderson motor bike. This
was a big powerful machine. He said he could go 95 miles per hour. That would
be on gravel roads! He admitted to sometimes having to eat his dinner
standing up. I take it that perhaps he didn’t wear leathers!
Over the years we had a number of cars - a 1920’s four door Maxwell, a
touring model Gray Dort, a 1931 Model A Ford, and a 1936 Chevrolet and much
later a Monarch. I don’t remember the Maxwell being driven. It interested me
because on the Jack Benny show, Jack was driven around in a Maxwell. On one
Halloween someone put a large “For Sale” sign on the Maxwell. Dad left it on
and sold the car!
The Gray Dort car sat for years in our barn. A family
story says that our Uncle Ken won it in a rafﬂe. Father
bought this car from his brother for $500.00. My
brother, Art, and I would spend hours pretending to
drive! This was the touring model. The top was
stationary. If it rained there were canvas curtains with
mica windows which could be put up between the roof
and the side panels. The seats were leather. This was a
Canadian car - made in Chatham, Ontario.
Dad drove the 1931 Ford Model A for many years. Every summer it would
take us to my grandparents in Stanstead/Rock Island on the Quebec Vermont border. On trips down into Vermont, which was very hilly, I
remember going up those hills backwards and replenishing radiator water
from streams. Apparently the gas was a gravity feed arrangement so that was
the reason for backing up the hills. Roads were gravel and a little bumpy.
Sometimes at night the headlights might go out when we hit a bump, then go
back on when we hit the next bump! To start the Model A you needed to crank
the motor from the front of the car. Can you picture our father on a Sunday
morning dressed in a suit madly turning the crank? My brother and I were
highly entertained one Sunday when a spark ﬂew from the engine to ignite oil
on the garage ﬂoor. We didn’t know that Dad could move so fast, throwing
sand to extinguish the ﬂames!
During WW 2, gasoline was rationed and so we usually did not drive our

car in the
winter. We
could travel by
bus to the
nearest town,
Lachute or
travel by train
to Montreal.
During the war
it was not
possible to buy
new tires so Dad
spent a lot of
time repairing
the inner tubes.
He could glue
rubber patches
on the inner tube whenever the tube sprung a leak.
He had a hand pump to put air back into the tire. All
of this - patches, pump, jack, etc. needed to travel
with us whenever we went anywhere in the car.
There was sure to be a ﬂat!
Another car with which I became familiar was a
limousine Packard. I am not sure what year but
think it was made during the 1940’s. There were
“jump seats” behind the front seats. This car taxied
me between my home and school while I attended
Grade 13 in Hawkesbury. Dad used the 1936
Chevrolet to drive me to my ﬁrst job - teaching at
Bancroft Public School in 1950.
Later, in 1952, when my husband and I were
married we drove a Monarch. I think it was a 1949
model - two door. On a trip down through Vermont,
New Hampshire and Maine whenever we stopped
for gas we would be surrounded by guys. They
seemed to recognize that it was a Ford but seemed
apparently to have never heard or seen a Monarch.
It was a sad day when we had to trade in that car for
the panel truck we needed to operate our electrical
contracting business.
The Bancroft North Hastings Heritage Museum is planning

My father’s 1919 bike would have looked very similar
to this photo. The booklet was my father’s.
The Gray Dort was similar to this. I remember
something pretty neutral like gray or brown. Also
showing the radiator cover. Many people are not
familiar with this Canadian made car.

Keeping Bunnies safe
all season long

W

e just released rabbit number 70! There’s still a few more
still in care, and the breeding season isn’t even close to
being over for them. Eastern Cottontail Rabbits will continue to
reproduce as long as there are ample sources of food and the
temperatures allow. What it means for KWC- being prepared
for intakes throughout the spring and summer!
darkness, so it's normal to see little bunnies in the same spot
for a day. They quicken up within 2-3 days and should
disperse, so pets and foot traffic should be kept away from the
area for a couple days until they've moved on.
Most of the bunnies that come in for care are for the same
three reasons: cat caught, dog found the babies or nest, or the
nest was destroyed during yard work or gardening. This is
actually good news because these are preventable encounters
that we can work on. There are steps we can take that will
hopefully reduce the amount of bunnies that require human
help and intervention.
1.Keep pets secure and supervised when outside.
Leashes and harnesses are the best way to keep control, and a
catiospace or secured area can give cats the outdoor
enrichment they crave while staying safe and not threatening
our wild neighbours. (Use promo code KeepKawarthaWild
at catiospaces.com to donate 10% of your DIY plan purchase
to KWC!)
2.Check for nests! Before starting yard work or foottraffic heavy activities, give the area a sweep and check for
patches in the grass or gardens that could be hiding baby
bunnies. Rabbits are notorious for sticking nests in weird and
inconvenient spots. If you have found a rabbit nest in a high
traffic area, you can protect them with an overturned laundry
hamper or something that blocks access during the day. Just
remember to remove it at nightfall so mom can return to feed
her babies.
Female cottontails actually have a double-horned uterus; they
can be pregnant with two litters at once! She can give birth to
one litter, and a few days later, another one in a different spot.
For a species that is highly preyed on, this increases their
chances of success.
Baby cottontails are independent at around 3 weeks old when
they're about the size of a tennis ball. The first day or two out of
the nest they're slow and just freeze when scared. Rabbits are
mostly nocturnal and feel safer moving under the cover of

If you have found a baby bunny or nest and are unsure if it
needs help, send us a message through our website or
Facebook Messenger. Written communication allows us to
best understand the situation, get pictures and provide the
most specific guidance to prevent animals from being
unnecessarily removed from the wild. The best place for wild
babies to grow up is always with their parents, thank you for
helping us keep Kawartha wild!

Lymantria dispar dispar
or LDD Moths

By Sheelagh Hysenaj

The caterpillar phase of the LDD (formerly known as
gypsy moth) is ﬁnally over for 2021! Our forests in this
area have suﬀered terribly this year but it appears like
most trees are already starting to produce new leaves.
Unfortunately, depending on several conditions we can
expect to see outbreaks of this invasive species every
seven to ten years and there's no way of knowing what
next year will be like. There are some things you can do
to help reduce the impact to your trees on your property.

Johnson Log Home
Restorations
Jordan Johnson
Owner

The moths are currently emerging from the pupae
th
phase and as of July 12 some females have already
started to lay egg masses. Egg masses can be found on:
·
the trunks of trees and the underside of
branches,
·
buildings (under the eaves and window sills),
·
vehicles (including ATVs, boats, trailers,
tractors),
·
fences,
·
ﬁrewood piles,
·
outdoor furniture and
·
playground equipment

Between now and April 2022 remove egg masses on
your property which will help reduce the numbers of
caterpillars that emerge next year. The egg masses are
about the size of an elongated loonie and may contain as
many as a 1000 eggs. They look spongy and range in
colour from yellow to gold to beige.
There are numerous resources online regarding how to recognize and remove egg masses.
Simple steps for removing egg masses:
·

·

·

·

Place your catchment container (I
use a brown paper bag) below the
egg mass.
Use your scraper tool (plastic or
metal spoon, putty knife, etc.) to
remove the egg mass from the
surface. Ensure that all eggs are
removed from the surface.
Empty the contents of your
catchment container or bag into a
bucket of soapy water.
Leave the eggs sitting in the bucket
for a day or two, then dispose of
the contents.

For additional information on LDD life
cycle and how to remove egg masses,
please visit the Invasive Species Centre
web site at
female gypsy moth

https://www.invasivespeciescentre.ca

Services Offered
Staining
Chinking
Log Repairs

Sanding
Timber Frame
Renova ons

Jcd.johnson@hotmail.com

705-738-7831

By Victoria Readings
(Clearwing Ecological Gardening and Restoration)

T

Wild Bergamot planted on Stoney Lake

he Kawarthas (traditional Michi Saagiig,
Williams Treaty and Treaty 20
territories) provide sanctuary; a place to
relax, play, learn, and make lasting memories with
friends and family. Sitting lakeside, we appreciate the
view and all that this region has to offer. There seems to
be a growing respect for and understanding of the
importance of natural shorelines. The Kawarthas
provide essential habitat and ecological services to
countless species. Through my work with Clearwing
Ecological Gardening and Restoration, I am extremely
fortunate to care for and restore these natural spaces. As
a local business, we focus on balancing landowner needs
with ecosystem needs, and restoring both beauty and
ecological function to cottage country. While we have
the pleasure of witnessing the beauty and power of
shorelines every day, these natural spaces are dwindling.
Shorelines are important corridors between land
and water. Also known as “riparian zones,” they are
utilized by a wide range of birds, mammals, reptiles,
amphibians, and insects. Naturally vegetated shorelines

do so many amazing things for us and for the ecosystems we love. They
ﬁlter, help slow, and treat water travelling from upland areas into our
lakes and rivers. They stabilize soil, preventing erosion and ﬂooding,
absorb and hold pollutants and additional nutrients and help reduce the
impacts of drought. Natural shorelines with abundant and diverse
plants both in and out of the water, provide ﬁsh and wildlife habitat by
adding plant diversity, and shade, producing cooler and cleaner water.
Aquatic plants play an important role as well as they store and slowly
release water contributing to steady water levels. When this natural
vegetation is stripped away, the reverse can
happen; ﬂooding, water pollution, soil
erosion, loss of habitat, biodiversity, and
wildlife, not to mention the social, cultural,
and economic impacts on us as landowners.
Unfortunately, natural shorelines are
becoming less and less common, being
replaced with pristine lawns, armour stone
retaining walls, and man-made beaches.
Lawns and hardened shorelines fail to
provide the same essential ecological
services, as well as food and habitat to wildlife
and pollinators that a naturally sloped
shoreline with native plants, trees, and
shrubs do. All too often, conversations about
shoreline naturalization start and end with
what we want and need as humans; an
unobstructed view of the lake, a greener lawn,

Cardinal Flower planted by volunteers at Camp Kawartha

Purple Flowering Raspberry planted on Stoney Lake

Closed Bottle Gentian
planted on Stoney Lake

less geese droppings, easy water access, etc. With just a little
compromise, we can “have our cake and eat it too”!
Luckily, there are many ways we can enjoy shorelines without
causing these ecosystems harm. There are abundant resources for
landowners who are interested in naturalizing their properties and
protecting surrounding ecosystems. If this is something that you and
your family care about, a great place to start is on your own shoreline. If
you have a lawn to the water's edge, you can start by leaving as much of
an un-mowed “buffer strip” along the shoreline as possible. The more
natural and biodiverse, the better. For those struggling with Canada
geese droppings on the lawn, this buffer strip will help to deter them far
better than any wire fence, streamers, or other product.
You can also plant a more formal looking shoreline garden
using native and non-invasive plants that you and other species will
enjoy together for years to come. With so many incredibly beautiful and
unique native shoreline plants to choose from, the possibilities are
endless. Naturalized shorelines can be visually stunning, beneﬁcial, and
enjoyable; this is a critical balance we can actively work towards
together.

Butterﬂy Milkweed planted on Stoney Lake

Swamp Milkweed growing naturally on Stoney Lake

CREEKSIDE CHAPEL
by Andy McGinn

F

ive years ago, a er the passing or RJ Lucas, the builder and
owner of Maplewood Wayside Chapel on highway 620, I
no ced the chapel was ge ng run down. I showed great
interest on purchasing the chapel to relocate to my property while
keeping RJ Lucas's legacy. A er a few a empts over the years my oﬀer
to buy was respec ully declined. That is when I decided to take on this
project of building my own chapel on highway 28.
Last year, I got the project going. Norris McCauley was originally going
to be the builder on the chapel but when Covid 19 hit plans changed
and he was not available. I then reached out to John Vivian, a local log
home builder. He gladly accepted the job. A er that things started to
moving right along with pricing and plans put into place.
I soon realized how helpful the Apsley community really is. My wife
Julie and I wanted to say thank you to all the wonderful people that
helped us along the way.

John Vivian for taking on and building the chapel and
dona ng glass for windows.
Big Al McKeen for helping with the walls and ﬂoors.
Lorrie Meharg for dona ng the bell.
Craig Tracy from CT tree removal for supplying the rough
lumber.
Kim & Joyce Dunford at Apsley home Hardware for supplying
the pine for the inside.
Sue Rankin at White Dog Studios, Jack Lake road for
dona ng her me and materials to cut the glass for the
windows.
Clay Cook from Apsley rooﬁng and interiors for dona ng his
me to shingle the roof.
Dave Tucker from Tucker Carpentry for all the interior
carpentry work.
Tim Lee from Eels Electric who donated me and materials.
Norris McCauley for dona ng the frame and door as well as
his me and the cross on the back wall outside.
ClarenceCorris and Trish for pain ng the church.
Jordan, the son in law of Mike and Sandy Del Mastro for
laying all the ﬂooring.
Bob and Patsy Larrabee for dona ng a chandelier.
Anthony and Georgina McGinn from Amtech for dona ng
mulch, topsoil and rock.
Jenn Schell for making the Creekside Chapel sign.
Derek Bolton for the sod.
Doug Edwards for supplying some 2x4 for walls.
Skye Thompson for dona ng the speakers.
Clarence Foster for supplying and installing the sound
system.
It was not un l a er all this happened I realized I should have
called it Creekside “Community” Chapel. Everyone came
together to make this dream come true for me. Julie and I
want to thank everyone for all the help and support. It has
been a wonderful process.

Everyone and anyone are welcome to stop in and take a
look. Please come by and sign our guest book.

Reviews and Recommendations
by Joyce Corner

W

e all remember the tragic accident
of April, 2018. A bus carrying the
Humboldt Broncos junior hockey team
collided with a transport truck. 16 people
died and 13 others were seriously
injured.
Kaleb Dahlgren, a survivor, is the author
of Crossroads and he questions
throughout his story WHY ME?
Kaleb covers his life and hockey career
from the age of ﬁve when he was
diagnosed with Type 1 diabetes. He
learned to control the diabetes but
throughout his career had some scary
moments along the way.
In 2012, Kaleb was ﬁfteen and his Dad
was in a serious car accident. The doctors
couldn't diagnose the problem and it was
difﬁcult for Kaleb to carry on as his Mom
and Dad had, prior to the accident,
attended all his games from a Tim
Hortin's program to advanced hockey.
For his ﬁnal junior year, Kaleb who was
20, was drafted by the Humboldt
Broncos. He was excited and determined
to be a leader. The coach had instilled in
all the players that family was ﬁrst but also their family relationship as a team. The team
made connections with the local fans playing Special Olympic Hockey and attending events
in Humboldt and connecting with the community.
The game for the championship was in Nipawin. The team was hyped and had all dyed
their hair blonde. Kaleb was in his usual seat. Four seats from the back on the drivers side.
The team relaxed with card games, music and banter.
To this date, Kaleb still has no memory of the crash. When he woke up he knew he was in
the hospital but thought it was from a game injury and kept asking his parents did we win
the game. His neck was broken, a fractured skull, and a possible brain injury, plus both
femurs were shattered and many other serious injuries. After the crash Kaleb ended up
seven rows ahead of his seat, There was a 5C mark under his left eye indicating how far he was
thrown.
With determination and grit Kaleb survived all these injuries. Doctors were astounded at
his progress.
He thanks the thousands of people from around the world and Canada who responded
ﬁnancially and especially to everyone who put hockey sticks by their front doors.
Kaleb devotes a chapter to each of the 16 players and staff who died and what he gained
from knowing them.
He truly is an amazing young man. After the accident he attended York University on an
athletic scholarship. Dahlgren's Diabeauties is a program he started and continues to
support for kids with diabetes.
This book is a must read. Kaleb is an inspiration to all of us.

New Builds
Additions
Renovations
Garages
Fully Insured
Decks

705-930-4626
“Proud to be local”

A tribute to

Sanford Trotter
December 23, 1936 - June 19, 2021

Our Dad, Sanford Enoch Trotter, born December 23,1936, went
home to be with Mom June 19, 2021.
The meaning of his middle name Enoch is, ‘he who walks with
God’. This was our Dad, a great man of faith who truly did walk
with God.
He spent the majority of his life working as a Conservation
Ofﬁcer with the Ministry Of Natural Resources, his career
spanned 35 years. Many stories were told of experiences he
had with his work, many of which were rather funny when
they were recollected, although I'm sure that at the time
weren't so funny.
Dad loved to sit and reminisce, especially later in life. He had
wonderful stories to tell, some of which were hilarious, others
were of the history of our town and surrounding areas. He also
had a love for writing, putting down on paper his memories of
his work life, memories of people and different history.
Our Dad loved Gods wonderful nature, he loved working in it,
walking in it, or just sitting quietly in it and gazing at the
spender. He also enjoyed building little cabins out of logs. His
last cabin that he built, he used two old wooden patio doors
and put them in the roof, then he would plan his stays around
the full moon so he could lay and take in the beauty.
He was a strong foundation for our family, his love for us was
truly amazing and we his children, grandchildren and greatgrandchildren all felt it and knew it.
It has been one of the hardest things we, as a family have had
to do, saying goodbye to our Dad (Poppa) but we know he is in
a better place where no more pain and suffering is to be had.
Someone said to me “we lost one of the good ones” no truer
words have been spoken. From all his children

I had the privilege of working a few night shifts with Sanford. It
appeared that there were reports of night hunting in the
Nephton mines area.
While we sat in the MNR truck listening for shots and watching
for spotlights, we had some time to chat. Not being aware of
Sanford’s devotion to his faith, I used some colourful language
that included a few profanities. But at no time did Sanford
admonish me or try to save my sinful soul.
During our encounters with hunters & anglers, I also saw that
Sanford led by example not just words.
One pearl of wisdom that I gleaned while working with Sanford
was to always show respect towards the resource users we
encounter, even those we nd to be in violation. That to him
meant being aware that if the role was reversed & the other
fellow was wearing the uniform & carrying a badge, we would
expect no less than to be treated respectfully & professionally.
I tried to keep that creed in mind during the many years I served
as a eld Conservation Ofcer.
Rick Dodd, MNR employee, retired
Sanford Trotter, my brother, was an honourable
man, one who’s faith was grounded in Jesus
Christ his Saviour and Lord.
His strength of character could be summed up by
this motto - ‘He that is a master must serve’. A
public spirited law enforcement oﬃcer for most
of his working life, a civil servant.
A current TV show, ‘North Woods Law’
illustrates the life and work of the game warden.
Sanford was a man of fair and honest character;
a man of integrity was Sanford Trotter, game
warden.
Although the Ministry of Natural Resources was
his main employment, he also was involved in
other endeavors - building houses for his
children, working with his saw and planer mill,
operating a gravel pit in Harcourt and for a
period of time, assistant pastor with his brother
Ward of Apsley Community Chapel.
Most important though and dear to his heart
was his wife Ella, their seven children and
grandchildren.
This is the legacy that they have left us - a family
of honest, hard working, loyal and upright
citizens who emulate them.
Some of the guiding principles of Sanford’s life
were honour God, teach by example...it is better
caught than taught, remember who you are.
“Honour your Father and Mother, this is the ﬁrst
commandment, with a promise, that it may go
well with you and that you may live long on the
earth.” spoken by Jesus Christ.
Ernie Trotter

Sanford will be missed by so
many, even those who never
met him in person but read his
stories here in Backroads. He
wrote many interesting,
historical and funny stories
since this publication started.
I always looked forward to
him stopping at the house
with his handwritten stories
and photos. Each one told in
true recollection taking the
reader on a historical journey
of Apsley. This man was a
wealth of local knowledge and
I am grateful to have known
him and shared his stories.
Jude

Around Town

Down the Road and Over the Fence...

COUNCIL’S
CORNER

Township of North Kawartha
by Mayor Carolyn Amyotte

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

WILSON; Annie (Brew)
October 3, 1927, Cambuslang,
Scotland
Passed away peacefully on Friday,
June 18, 2021, in her 94th year, at
Lakeeld Extendicare Nursing
Home. Loving Mother of Fiona
Koehler (Keith). Proud
Grandmother of Bruce Koehler
(Lisa), Amy Shee (Jamie), and
Laura Koehler-Gingrich (Justin). Great grandmother of Madison,
Caitlin, Liam Koehler, Evan, Alyssa Shee and Nathan Gingrich.
Predeceased by her parents Thomas and Elizabeth (née Campbell)
Brew, her husband (Fiona's father), William Blake and her
siblings, Barbara Laird and James Brew. Annie will be remembered
by many nieces, nephews, extended family and friends. A Sincere
thanks to the loving and caring staff of Lakeeld Extendicare.
Cremation has taken place. Funeral arrangements entrusted to
THE HENDREN FUNERAL HOMES – LAKEFIELD CHAPEL,
Lakeeld, Ontario. In lieu of owers, memorial donations to
Apsley Community Care, Lakeeld Extendicare or a charity most
meaningful to the donor would be appreciated. Family and friends
may read Annie's full obituary and leave donations and
condolences at www.hendrenfuneralhome.com.

Here's a few things that took place last month:

David William Helme
·

·

·

·
·

·

Council passed a bylaw to authorize our North
Kawartha Fire Fighters to enter motor vehicles to
rescue and remove animals in distress
We received a presenta on from Peterborough and
the Kawarthas Economic Development about the
O'de Piitaanemaan Pledge, The Visitor Pledge
Council approved a public consulta on session for our
dra Strategic Economic Development Plan on
Saturday July 24, 2021
We supported the Royal Canadian Legion Apsley
Branch's request for a pa o extension
Council received a preliminary report on the
revitaliza on of Riverview Park located oﬀ McFadden
road on Eels Creek and is looking for public feedback
on the plan before making any decisions
We received a report on upda ng our Comprehensive
Zoning Bylaw with regard to Tourist Trailers and
Tourist Vehicles

Here's what's coming up in August…
August 10, 2021- Regular Mee ng of Council via ZOOM
August 24, 2021- Library Board Mee ng via ZOOM

David passed away peacefully, on
Sunday June 20, 2021 at the Salvation
Army Ottawa Grace Manor. His
loving life partner, Gayle Leona
Jabour was by his side. He will join
his beloved dog Kusa on the other
side. David was born in 1943 at
Dewsbury, West Yorkshire UK. As a
youth, he joined the Royal Air Force
where he became an electrical
engineer, specializing in satellites. His career took him to Marconi
TV, Global TV, TV Ontario and later, creating his own business,
was commissioned to install television transmitters throughout
Ontario and eventually to satellite contracts in 51 countries. He
lived in Toronto and Apsley before moving to Ottawa.
David is survived by his partner Gayle, his only sibling Diana Royle
of Ossett, West Yorkshire UK, her children Brendan, Gina,
grandchild Imogen and close friend Anne Sinar.
Gayle expresses deep gratitude to Dr. W. Rayes of Apsley, The
Ottawa Dementia Society, Ottawa Hospital Civic Campus and
special thanks to David's many personal caregivers and to the
exceptional staff of The Salvation Army Grace Manor.
Tributes, condolences, and donations may be made at
www.tubmanfuneralhomes.com

Caring, Personalized & Professional
Funeral Services
Comprehensive Planning Services
Traditional & Non-traditional Arrangements
Affordable Cremation & Burial Options
Pre-arrangement Services
AfterLoss & Bereavement Counselling

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
(Formerly Baragar Funeral Home)

