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From the
Editor’s desk...

Thank You!!

I have been very fortunate to be able to produce this magazine each 
month.  I would like to thank all the writers, past and present.  When the 
stories come in, sometimes I laugh, am amazed or surprised and many 
times I cry...they are so good and bring out lots of emotions. Your 
knowledge and wit keep the readers entertained and coming back each 
month for more...well done!

Now that summer has passed and October is here, we can slow down a 
bit, giving us time to reflect and be grateful.  There are so many reasons 
to be thankful.  Health, love, peace and happiness to mention only just a 
few. 

We all share this time and this space together, right here and right now.  
Help each other, be grateful, be thankful, say a kind word and have a 
wonderful October.  Happy Thanksgiving.

And the advertisers, well, I couldn’t do it without you!  Running an ad 
not only promotes your special business to thousands each month but it 
shows community involvement, people supporting each other.  So a big 
thank you goes to you!



ith the colder nights creeping in, our wild Wneighbours are gearing up to bunker down for the 
oncoming colder season. Those who cannot migrate 
must be able to endure, or sleep through, the long 
Canadian winter. This means many species are on the 
move; looking for nutritious foods to fatten up or cache, 
and finding suitable habitat to safely overwinter. This 
time of year is when we start to see a high number of hit 
by car animals in need of care at the Kawartha Wildlife 
Centre. There are a number of reasons wild animals find 
themselves on roads, many of them are circumstances we 
can work to improve or help mitigate. 
     Throwing food or waste from car windows or near 
roads and trails not only attracts scavengers close to the 
side of the road, but also their predators, leaving all 
vulnerable to vehicle strikes. Owls are frequent patients 
in the fall and winter; finding mice at a roadside takes less 
effort than hunting for them in a field. Unfortunately 
they suffer head trauma and broken bones when they fly 
into or are hit by oncoming vehicles.

Patients we've have 
that were hit by cars 
last fall and winter. 
Both successfully 
released. 

Keeping Wildlife Safe in the Car

Watch your speed; if you can't stop within the visible distance ahead of 
you, you are likely going too fast. This will be variable depending on the 
road, time of day, conditions, your vehicle and your level of alertness.

Alert if you see something; tap your horn to warn the animal ahead of 
you, tap the brakes to alert the drivers behind you.

     Porcupines are often enjoying the road salt or looking for new 
foraging spots, they are slow moving by nature and do not typically run 
when threatened. Instead they try to defend themselves with their 
quills, which are no match for a moving vehicle.

Don’t swerve; let off the gas and hit the brakes, but keep the vehicle 
straight to avoid collisions, or hitting the animal as it flees.

    Dusk and dawn are active times for most wildlife; poor lighting offers 
cover from many threats and predators. Unfortunately, it can also 
make visibility a challenge, so spotting wildlife on or beside the roads 
may be more difficult.
    Keep your eyes on the road; watch the ditch and sides for movement 
and eyeshine. Not all eyes will reflect back the same colour and may be 
harder to spot.

There will be times where a collision just can’t be avoided; never 
risk your own safety or the safety of other drivers and passengers, to 
avoid hitting an animal in the road. If it’s safe to do so, pull over to check 
on its condition. If it’s alive it will need either rehabilitative care, or 
humane euthanasia; contact KWC or an Authorized Wildlife Custodian 
right away. It can take days for an injured animal to succumb to injuries 
on the side of a road. If the animal is dead, use gloves or a towel to 
remove it from the road in order to prevent scavengers from getting hit 
while foraging on the remains.
The best way to contact us thru Facebook, send a message, or our 
webpage at
www.kawarthawildlifecentre.ca 



 

When hunting, firearms must always be pointed in a safe 
direction and hunters should be wearing bright orange clothing 
that readily identifies themselves to others that might be hunting 
in the same area. It is also strongly recommended that anyone 
who may be in an area where hunting is permitted to also wear 
orange coloured clothing so that they too can be seen.

Firearms must be unloaded and safely secured (in a locked 
cabinet with a lock on the trigger) when not being used and 
ammunition must also be safely secured and stored. Failing 
to do is against the law!

Anyone who discharges a firearm is responsible for any 
projectile coming from their weapon and they must be sure 
of their target. Therefore, hunting near or where any homes 
or roads are located is strongly discouraged. Not only is this 
unsafe, but it can be dangerous for anyone who may outside 
enjoying their property or travelling down the road.

 

 

Police officers will often receive calls for people hunting on 
private property. When investigated, some hunters actually 
have the expressed permission of the landowner, but there 
are some who will enter upon a property without 
permission causing a property owner to call police. The end 
result could be charges being laid under the Trespass to 
Property Act or removal from the property with a caution 
issued for the individual or individuals not to return.

unting season is upon us and there isn't a day that Hgoes by without officers from the Ontario Provincial 
Police (OPP) responding to hunting related calls for 

service. In many cases, hunters are very cautious and 
responsible individuals, but there are a few that are giving 
this sport a bad name and the manner in which they hunt, 
can only be described as dangerous.
 

Provincial Constable Joe Ayotte
Community Safety/Media Officer
Peterborough County OPP

HUNTING
SAFETY

Please do your part. Be responsible and remember to always hunt 
safely.

· Carry a map and compass or GPS unit and know how to 
use them.

Visit https://www.ontario.ca/page/ministry-natural-
resources-and-forestry for more information about hunting and 
fishing in Peterborough County.

General Safety:

· In an emergency, stay calm and stay put.

· Know how to build a fire in all weather conditions and 
carry the supplies to start one.

· Tell someone where you will be hunting and when you 
will be returning.        

· Keep hydrated and well nourished.

· Bring a fully charged cell phone or walkie-talkie

Hunters need to not only exercise safety when it comes to the 
handling of their weapons, but if they exercise personal safety 
and take into account the safety of others, hunting can be an 
enjoyable past time. When carelessness enters the realm of 
hunting, people can be needlessly injured and this is something 
that need not take place.

· Carry a survival kit and a small first aid kit with you at all 
times.

· Know the weather conditions in your hunting area and 
dress accordingly.

· Avoid hypothermia. Know how to treat it if it strikes.

To report unlawful night hunting or any other illegal and unsafe 
hunting activity, call the MNRF TIPS Line at 1-877-847-7667 or 
Crime Stoppers anonymously at 1-800-222-8477. Contact police 
in emergency situations.



    At gunpoint Bill is forced to toss the cannister into the cabin. There is 
difficulty but the crew and volunteer passengers are able to get rid  of it.

is a page turner.

Bill Hoffman has been a pilot with 
Coastal Airlines for 23 years. As a 
favour he is piloting Flight 416 
with non stop service to John F. 
Kennedy Airport in New York 
City. As he arrives on board he is 
happy to see Jo, a long time family 
friend, is the senior attendant 
with years of experience.
    As Bill is leaving home a 
repairman is there on a routine 
call to fix his internet. 

    On his break Bill decides be has to tell the crew of three the situation. Jo 
texts her nephew Theo, a member of the FBI. A message comes back FBI 
on the way to Bill's house. The SWAT team is in place when the house 
blows up. 
     Your family is still alive as  I need them

    The crew come up with a plan to get rid of the sudden death powder 
when it is released. They have asked the passengers to release their 
oxygen masks not telling them the true reason. Unfortunately, a TV 
celebrity sends out information that a hijacking  is taking place. 
Passengers must be informed of the true situation.

Falling by T. J .Newman 

    The plane is on autopilot when 
Bill receives an email from Carrie, 
just photos. She and Scott are 
being held at gunpoint by Sam , 
the fake repairman, and Carrie is 

wearing a suicide explosive vest, the baby Elise is on her lap. Bill receives 
another email directing him to put on his headphones and Facetime pops 
up. Directions to him are "You will crash your plane or I will kill your 
family. If you tell anyone your family dies".

Bill uses morse code on his mike to communicate with Air Traffic Control. 
Through the video on his family he can see they are held in a van and are 
near an airport.

    Another poison attack occurs when Ben throws a second cannister. The 
crew are able to deal with this emergency. Jo realizes she must get in the 
cockpit using the keypad entry. The override window is 45 seconds. 
There is a violent struggle, Ben has fatal injuries and Bill is seriously 
wounded.

   This thriller keeps you in suspense. Would you choose the lives of your 
family or crash the plane?

   Jo is able to get Bill in an upright position and follows landing directions 
as best as she can. Otherwise, the contingency plan is F-16s will shoot 
down the plane before it crashes. 

Reviews and Recommendations
by Joyce Corner

Landscape Projects
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e are fast approaching one of the ‘yummiest’ times Wof the year. Only Christmas rates higher on my 
tummy meter!

     Canadians have been officially celebrating the 
Thanksgiving holiday since 1879, but it was more of a 
floating celebration that was observed in either October or 
November, year to year. More recently, Canadians have 
observed Thanksgiving each year on the second Monday of 
October. The Canadian Parliament declared it to be a 
statutory holiday on January 31, 1957.  It is observed as such 

      Thanksgiving celebrations are varied, influenced by 
one’s culture and traditions. The first recorded Canadian 
Thanksgiving celebration dates all the way back to 1578 
when the crew that sailed with British explorer, Martin 
Frobisher, gave thanks for their safe arrival in what is now 
Newfoundland. They feasted on salt beef, biscuits and 
mushy peas, holding a religious ceremony to commemorate 
their arrival in the new world, after perilous months at sea, 

    The air is crisp. Colourful leaves crunch beneath our boots. 
The garden is cleared out. The pickles and preserves are on 
the shelf in gleaming glass bottles. Time to relax and take a 
deep breath before Christmas preparations engulf us.
      Thanksgiving is one of the prettiest and most meaningful 
celebrations we have in Canada. A kaleidoscope of colours 
greets us as we gather together over lavish meals: roast 
turkey with dressing, delicious hot ham, creamy mashed 
potatoes, a selection of steaming home-grown vegetables, 
and delectable pies. Yum! I’m making my mouth water just 
writing this! 

in all parts of Canada, with the exception of the Atlantic provinces, 
where it is somewhat optional. 
     Our modern concept of Thanksgiving was greatly influenced by 
our American neighbours. However, in Canada, there is more 
emphasis on the harvest, the colourful leaves, and the tastes of 
autumn: apple, pumpkin, cranberry and recently harvested fall 
vegetables. 

    Both Canada and United States celebrate Thanksgiving in much 
the same way, with the emphasis being on family and friends 
gathering together, reconnecting over a special meal. 

    Thanksgiving weekend seems to be a North American tradition. 
Multi-generational gatherings of families spend time with the 
people that are special to them. It is a time of reflection--a treasured 
time away from the hectic life that consumes us every day. 

   In days gone by, prior to the annual Thanksgiving celebrations, 
harvesting the land, storing grain, and preserving fruits and 
vegetables in preparation for the cold, North American winter 
months occupied much of the fall. Once this was accomplished, 
people gathered to enjoy the bounty of their labours, often giving 
thanks for the food that would allow them to not only face the winter 
but also continue on for another year.  

       The early settlers found that turkeys were plentiful, so turkey 
became the foundation of the North American Thanksgiving meal. 
Pumpkins and squash were grown widely and it was just a matter of 
time before someone created a delicious concoction that turned 
these vegetables, along with an abundance of apples into delicious 
pies. The various other vegetables that were harvested were used to 
round out the sumptuous meal.
      As we become more multi-cultural, some new traditions have 
become part of the celebrations at this time of the year. Countries 
such as China, Viet Nam, and Germany also observe Thanksgiving, 
with their own special foods and traditions. 

Happy Thanksgiving!

     This year, why not take some time to ponder the beauty of our 
autumn season and the blessings in your life. Celebrate the season’s 
bounty with family and friends, taking a moment or two to reflect, 
with a grateful heart… and be truly thankful.

GAYLE DAVIS, Freelance
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Her drawers were full of white clothes. Canvases waiting to be filled.

She dropped a white long-sleeved shirt on top of the pile. The red 

patches were stark against the aged stains on the shirts beneath it.

White was empty, and that made it greedy. It sought to fill itself. It 

pulled from each messy burger, muddy puddle, scrape of a tree branch. 

Sunshine yellow, dirt brown, ruby red. Every white shirt became a tie-

dyed map of the day.

It was only a matter of time before Ness would be judged for all of her 

own judgement. Until then, she had more stories to paint on her white 

pages.

Her garbage bin was full of clothes patterned with rust brown. Stories 

told once that Ness could not repeat.

White, Ness thought, was the worst colour.

White was viewed as the symbol of purity. Something completely 

untarnished and whole.

But white wasn’t even a colour—it was the absence of colour. As far as 

Ness was concerned, something that wasn’t actually there couldn’t be 

ruined. The only way to break a hole was to fill it.

Though she believed white was the worst colour, that didn’t make it 

bad. She compared it to her after dark games. Just because a room full 

of people didn’t believe someone was bad didn’t mean they were good.

Empty
Megan Heartilly

Among the house's original furnishings was an antique wooden chair, which 
we kept against the back wall of the living room. Whenever we were 
preoccupied, watching TV or playing a game, Mother would inch that chair 
forward, across the room, toward us. Sometimes she'd manage to move it all 
the way to the centre of the room. We always felt sad putting it back against 
the wall. Mother just wanted to be near us.

We called her Mother, because she seemed so kind and nurturing. Some 
mornings Betsy and I would wake up, and on each of our nightstands, we'd 
find a cup that hadn't been there the night before. Mother had left them there, 
worried that we'd get thirsty during the night. She just wanted to take care of 
us.

When my sister Betsy and I were kids, our family lived for awhile in a 
charming old farmhouse. We loved exploring its dusty corners and climbing 
the apple tree in the backyard. But our favourite thing was the ghost.

Years later, long after we'd moved out, I found an old newspaper article about 
the farmhouse's original occupant, a widow. She'd murdered her two 
children by giving them each a cup of poisoned milk before bed. Then she'd 
hanged herself.  The article included a photo of the farmhouse's living room, 
with a woman's body hanging from a beam. Beneath her, knocked over, was 
that old wooden chair, placed exactly in the centre of the room.

‘There's no Reason to be Afraid'
Unknown Author
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'Timekeeper' 
by gridster2

Hope you enjoyed these creepy stories!  



I got into the store and quickly picked up what I needed and rushed home. As we 
hurried past, Theodore called out “Keep your doors locked and curtains pulled!” 

 was out in Havelock a few days ago. There were a few people out walking on Ithe street. They went past the TD bank and the little dollar store on their way 
to the grocery store. They were all wearing masks. Mine was laying on the car 

seat beside me. I slowed right down in front of the bank. There was someone going 
in. I think seeing folks in masks outside the bank took my mind back to the day the 
bank was robbed by five masked men.

That morning, I got my kids, my two year old and three month old baby, ready and 
went uptown to get a few things at Max Smith’s grocery store. As I neared the 
store, Theodore Post sat under the big tree in front of his house (now Bowes and 
Cocks), with his shot gun on his lap. “What are you doing uptown with the kids”, 
he asked. He informed me that Jack McKendry and Morris Baker of the OPP had 
stopped and told him that the Havelock bank had been robbed. 
The thieves took the huge payroll for the mining company. The officers had 
instructed Theodore to tell Bill Reynolds to get out on his porch with his shotgun 
and for both of them to keep a look out for the bandits. The police did not know in 
which direction they were headed. 

When I arrived home the phone was ringing. It was Clara Wilson who lived on the 
East Road (hwy 504). She said, “Art will be home soon for lunch, and I’ll send 
Deanna out to be with you as you are there by yourself with the children”. Deanna, 
who was about my age, arrived after lunch. Here we sat, doors locked tight and the 
living room curtains closed. One cigarette after another and both scared. Every 
car that went by, you wondered who it was. We had the radio on but you didn’t get 
many updates about what was going on.
Evening finally arrived and it was starting to get dusk. We were both terrified but 
thank goodness the kids settled down for the night. We were in the bedroom with 
no lights on and knew we were in for a long sleepless night. A car pulled into the 
neighbour’s driveway. There were about four or five people in it. Out they got and 
started to walk around the house and trying the windows. We later found out that 
the neighbours were away and it was their daughter who had forgotten her key 
and was trying to get in. With no lights on we peaked out the window to see what 

Reflections of Our Village
By Darlene (Aunt Dar) Doxsee

was happening. By now it was nearly dark. You 
couldn’t recognize who they were and it made 
us both even more nervous.

I later found out my uncle George Monaghan 
was on his way to Havelock early on the 
morning of the robbery. Back then the road to 
Havelock was narrow and windy. He was 
travelling along when a big black Buick came 
flying towards him and he had to pull over as 
far as he could to avoid them. The car went by 
and George saw five men with masks on. He 
continued on his was and as he got closer to 
town he was stopped by the OPP. Uncle George 
asked what was going on. The officer told him 
about the robbery and asked if he’d seen 
anything. George told him about the near miss 
with the speeding black car. Right then the 
OPP knew which way the robbers were 
headed. The police then started to pursue 
them and radioed neighbouring units to join 
in.
McKendry and Baker positioned themselves at 
the junction of the road from Havelock and the 
roads into and around Apsley. Back then you 
had to go down on the Lasswade Road and then 
turn right at the white church. That is where 
the officers were watching in both directions 
from their cruiser. Along came the black Buick 
and Officer McKendry shot at them. The 
robbers returned fire blowing out the 
windshield and tires on the cruiser. The OPP 
coming up from Havelock picked up the 
stranded officers and continued in along the 
Lasswade Road after the Buick. They passed by 
the Gut travelling towards Coe Hill. I believe 
the robbers smashed up the Buick in a rock cut

Around 9:30, quarter to ten a knock came to 
the door. I went under the bed, leaving Deanna 
and the kids behind to face whoever was there. 
The knocking got louder and louder and I 
wasn’t coming out from under the bed. 
Deanna was too scared to answer. All at once 
there as a loud voice saying “Darlene let me 
in!” It was my husband Don. When he got off 
work he’d heard the news of the bank robbery. 
He was up in the Eganville area working and he 
knew I was alone. He’d left and came straight 
home. I crawled out from under the bed (now I 
could neither crawl under nor get back up) and 
went to let him in. So glad to have a man in the 
house. We all ended up staying up all night 
anyways. What a day that was August 31st, 
1961…One I won’t ever forget.
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Where the vacant lot is now next to Hunters was a Texaco gas bar. My 
stepfather Frank Trotter was a mechanic there. A week or two before 
the robbery a couple of the fellows from the gang brought in two cars 
to be serviced. They had a list of what they wanted done. Also when 
finished they instructed Frank to park the cars behind the garage.

They ended up going through Coe Hill and over to the Ridge Road. 
They travelled into that part of the woods there. It was two or three 
intense days for the officers and the local people living in that area.

and must have had another vehicle stashed somewhere. It was a 
green car. 

They went one Saturday night to a dance at the Twin Lakes. One of the 
guys asked this lady to dance. As they were dancing, she asked him if 
he worked in the area. “Oh no”, he said. “I’m here to rob a bank!” He 
gave a big laugh and dropped the subject.

I’ve since gone to the Fourth Line Theatre in Millbrook. It was a good 
play but didn’t get your blood moving like living through that actual 
day in ‘61. I’ve enjoyed the poem in Apsley Backroads and the article 
in Peterborough This Week in the August 20th to the 26th paper of 
this year. You can also read more about it in Grace Barker’s book The 
Bad Luck Bankrobbers. It was considered one of the biggest bank 
robberies in Canadian history. This local legend lives on!

The robbers were well prepared for that bank robbery and get away. 
They had been in and around this area for over a month.

All that planning wasn’t enough as the OPP caught up with them and 
all went to jail. The money, however, was never recovered.

Monica Vos
Hair Studio

211 Burleigh Street

Apsley, Ontario

K0L 1A0

Licensed hair stylist
since 1982



THE CORNUCOPIA OF FALL

Summer is gone once again fall is here

In colors of red yellow brown orange and gold

Yes the season is short so get them before their gone

And it sure is a nice time of year

So I hope none are allowed to rot on the ground

So when doing work outside you won’t be beat

Grapes are  hanging in clusters of green and blue

So none should be left to fall on the ground

 Yes to do any traveling this time is the best

Just waiting to be devoured by me and you

So the produce is plentiful no need to complain

Others will be made into jam jelly or wine

Hunting season is coming and soon will be here

Are available also for you to buy without number

Apple trees are loaded there is many to go around

The trees are  colored their splendor to behold

Winter is around the corner with the snow and ice

RR#3 Bancroft, Ont K0L 1C0

The gardens were good with the heat and rain

That’s something we don’t need at any time

The traffic on the highways is a lot less

And the  weather will be poor before they’re back here

Some will be canned or made into pies

Pies and other things that are good they’ll make

There are no flies and a lot less heat

Some will be eaten while others will be baked

Boating fishing and swimming are gone for this year

And all the hunters hope they’ll get a deer

The pumpkins are ripe there are a lot around

While others will be carved with two eyes

Peaches are great but they don’t last very long

So may no one fall and be injured as it wouldn’t be nice.

Winston E. Ralph

Potatoes cabbages rutabagas and other things like cucumbers

The Monster of the Lakeside Marsh
~by Kathy Figueroa

The monster mewls most piteously
"Won't you, kind person, rescue me?"

Hence, the unwary must take great care
That they're not caught in the monster's snare

For this is but a devious way
The diabolical beast lures its prey
To the unwary it makes an appeal

Then the hapless become the monster's meal

It has an appetite of tremendous size
To catch kind people, in wait it lies

Often it pretends it's as mild as a sheep
But plots destruction while good folks sleep

It seems to get a particular thrill
From feasting on people of goodwill
Folks who get together to hobnob

After a day spent working at a job

Those who like food, song, and good company
And, socialize with conviviality

Seem to be the flavour the beast likes best
And, thus, are the focus of the monster's quest

How I know this tale, do not ask
Escaping it was a difficult task

The whole ordeal was brutally hard
And, though not broken, I've been scarred

Those who are innocent or naive
Might find this story hard to believe

But, through bitter experience, much is learned
Through life's travails, wisdom is earned

I feel a duty to speak of this
For, not to, would be remiss

A few parting words ere this epistle ends:
"Beware of those who have no friends!"

This poem was included in an anthology called “The Survivor’s 
Guide To Bedlam,” in 2012.
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selling it instead.

Riverview can provide safe, walk-in access to Eels Creek 
for our children and for future generations - but if it's 

sold, that opportunity is gone forever!

Contact the Mayor and Council at (705) 656-4445 or go to 
www.northkawartha.ca and complete the survey - this 

may be our last chance to be heard!

Riverview is a small waterfront park in the hamlet of 
Apsley. Founded in 1978, the park is in need of 

revitalization, and Council might consider 

Trinity United Church  
80 Burleigh St.Apsley
Contac:t:  Roger & Ellie Crosby 705-656-4678
We invited you to join us Sundays at 11 am.
COVID 19 - masks and social distancing required
Oct. 3 – Mary Kay
Oct. 10  – Thanksgiving – Giving Thanks
Oct. 17 – Rev. Janet Stobie  www.janetstobie.com
Oct. 24, 31  – John King



A refreshing autumn breeze pushes me along as I paddle across 
a remote northern lake.

     The loaded canoe seems to race toward the distant 
portage where I'll cross over to the next lake and set up 
camp. I am alone. There is no one else for miles around. I 
don't feel lonely though; God and the delightful wind are my 
constant companions.
    I beach the canoe and stretch before unloading my gear. I 
stand on the shore admiring the beautiful fall colours that 
appear as though brushed upon the distant hills. I listen to 
the sighing of the wind in the pines. It is a welcome sound, 
yet hauntingly lonesome. Even though the ancient sounds 
of the wind and the lapping waves are all around me, there is 
an underlying, indescribable silence in this vast wilderness. 
It is peaceful here since there is a lack of any "unnatural" 
sound. The hum of civilization, the pervasive grinding, 
clanking gears of a frenetic society are a world away.

     Standing on the shore of this pristine lake, far from 
anywhere, I begin to imagine that it is a long time ago. An 
era when all of the stuff that entraps us now had no 
importance or relevance back then. Like the swirling of dry 
leaves on a windy fall day, the worries, the responsibilities, 
and all the trappings of "today" have been blown clear from 
my conscious awareness. They've been carried away on a 
warm breeze beyond the deep lake-strewn forests of this 
northern wilderness; gone and forgotten for a time.

    The warm breeze stirs the scent of pine needles from the 
forest floor; a smell that, along with the sighing of the wind 
in the pines, lends a feeling of timelessness to this place. 
These smells and sounds that surround me now have stirred 
the senses of wilderness travellers for hundreds of years, 
and I have a sense that here in this wild place it would be 
easy to imagine being in a different era. It could be a 
hundred years ago, or a hundred years in the future. There 
is nothing to indicate a date or a time period—except me. I 
am dated by what I wear, the modernity of my canoe, and 
the two nylon packs at my feet.

 refreshing autumn breeze pushes me along as I Apaddle across a remote northern lake. The sun is 
shining brightly with puffy clouds sailing carefree 

across a glorious blue sky. The going is easy and the day has 
been stunning.       After portaging the canoe and my gear half a kilometer 

to the other side, I sit by the edge of a small nameless lake. 
It's a comfortable size lake though, with a picturesque 
island in the middle. The granite bedrock slopes steeply 
into the water around most of the lake, indicating 
considerable depth—excellent for lake trout. A good flat 
area under the trees behind me will be my camp for the 
night. 
     The wind strengthens, causing the pines to sigh as if 
exhaling great drafts of breath. The sweeping gusts begin as  
gentle whispers, increase in strength, roar briefly, and then die 
down to whispers again. I find myself closing my eyes and 
imagine looking down upon the earth as I think God might. I 
see zephyrs wind their way over the hills and lakes like great 
translucent serpents. Fingers of air currents snake their way 
through the valleys, increasing in speed and intensity where 
they lash through the treetops to drop abruptly where forest 
and lake meet. 
     One of these whirling fingers suddenly reaches down from 
above the trees and whisks the hat from my head, tossing it 
into the lake. The sound of the rushing wind changes to a lower 
tone, and I hear what sounds like a deep-throated chuckle as I 
fish my hat from the shallows.

     This is the time of transition when day gives way to the 
mystery of night. A loon calls to an unseen mate on the 
darkening lake; a maniacal laughter that is so clear and loud 
that it echoes back and forth across the water. A distant wolf 
howls, starting a chorus of howling from other wolves as they 
rally for a hunt. An uncontrolled shiver suddenly grips me, and 
I throw another chunk of wood on the fire. The stirrings of 
other nocturnal creatures further enliven the arrival of 
darkness as they begin their nightly wanderings in the gloom 
beyond the fire's light. These night sounds are companionable 
to a seasoned woodsman, but eerily unsettling to one not 
accustomed to wilderness travel. I now wonder which I am.

     Later, as the light of my fire flickers in the dusk, I listen as the 
wind continues to stir the pine boughs above my camp. It is a 
comforting presence somehow, as is the snapping of burning 
wood.

View From 
The Cabin
by Rick de Haan



     Just before I turn in for the night, stronger winds from the west 
begin to rake the trees. Relentless waves pound the granite shore of 
the island that resides somewhere in the black void of the lake. 
Moving currents of air originating thousands of kilometers away 
bend and sway the ancient pines above my camp.
     I toss my remaining tea into the woods and settle in my sleeping 
bag. Too weak to hang on, small branches and needles rain down on 
my tent during the strongest gusts. I pray no larger branches will fall, 
for my only protection is a layer of canvas above my head.
     The fire glows reassuringly, lending a false sense of security as I 
cling to the hope that the great wind will not strengthen to gale force. 
A distant tree falls to the ground with a resounding crash. The limbs 
above me smash together like a symphony gone mad. I'm grateful to 
be camped under healthy mature trees with no dead limbs.
     After several hours of lying in wide-eyed wakefulness, the puffing 
giant above my camp begins to falter and gasp, and finally dies down 
to a stiff breeze.
     Letting out a sigh of relief, I gaze through the open door of the tent 
and watch as sparks are snatched from the glowing coals by a few 
lingering gusts. Like orange fireflies, they flutter and dance, carried 
into the yawning abyss beyond the water's edge. 
     My eyelids grow heavy as I succumb to fatigue, and I begin to 
dream. I see flying dragons breathing great smoking tongues of fire. 
Massive wings beat the treetops with a deafening din, dislodging 
giant limbs. I run through the gloomy woods with branches falling all 
around me. In fear I yell, but utter no sound. An explosion . . . then 
silence.  Suddenly, I awaken and realize that a burning log in the fire 
had popped like a rifle shot as a pocket of sap exploded from deep 
within the wood.
     I sit up, and my breathing begins to slow. The night is calm now. My 
anxious spirit settles to join the serenity of the dark forest; the 
haunting spectres of fear whisked away on the last whispers of a 
departing breeze.
     I rise to stir the fire and add more wood. The sparks fly straight up 
now. I seek warmth and comfort as thousands have before me at such 
times when fears, nightmares, and darkness combine to create real or 
perceived terrors. The amber glow of the snapping flames pushes 
back the darkness to a comfortable distance. I don't know what time it 
is, and I don't care. I revel in the warmth and security of my small fire.
     In the welcome silence of the peace-filled darkness, I rake some live 
coals together and settle a pot of water on them. A cup of tea at this 
hour is something I would never consider at home. But it makes sense 
here somehow . . . alone in these woods, beside a nameless lake, before 
a cheery fire in the middle of the night, where normal life is far away . . 
. and I'm glad it is.

Rick de Haan is a landscape painter, writer, poet, and humorist. Visit 
"Rick de Haan Wilderness Art" on Facebook.

PLUMBING
Keeping You Out of Rough Waters
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 Water Treatment
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705.760.6465
calmwaterplumbing@gmail.com

Complete Bathroom Renovations

contact@chemongchimney.ca

Great deals on all IN STOCK inventory!



olunteering for pre�y well any cause, I’m Vsure, can be �me consuming, some�mes 
just plain hard work, and almost always leave you 
vulnerable to some kind of play on your 
emo�ons.
While working in the animal rescue field, it’s easy 
to occasionally become a li�le discouraged, 
especially if we allow ourselves to focus on some 
of the par�cularly sad cases and the fact that it 
can some�mes appear to be a struggle with no 
real end in sight. Most �mes however, we derive 
sa�sfac�on from the daily small successes and 
the knowledge that we are making a difference, 
even if it is only to this one animal at this specific 
�me.
Every once in a while, a situa�on comes along 
that demands our full a�en�on. Throughout the 

An immediate visit to Dr. Singh at Faraday Animal Hospital resulted in surgery to 
repair the remaining �ssue from the missing ear, the removal of a mul�tude of 
�cs which had a�ached themselves during his days of flight through the bush, 
and the administra�on of any necessary immuniza�on.

This is one of those stories.

A�er more than a week we were surprised and delighted to hear from a local 
gentleman that an injured li�le dog had appeared, dirty and hungry, at his home 
the previous night. Sure enough, it turned out to be the mysterious 
dog…frightened, dirty and bloody from an ear which the vet later  told us 
appeared to have been shot off. During this �me of distress, even before 
receiving any treatment, this li�le guy seemed to be looking only for cuddling 
and love.

Witnessing the joy these two bring to each other is all the reassurance we could 
ever need as to the value and necessity of animal rescue.

Dog of Mystery Survives 
Against All Odds
O n e  o f  o u r  m o s t  h e a r t 
wrenching recent rescues began with reports that a small dog, bleeding and 
frightened, had been spo�ed running loose and disappearing into the nearby 
bush. A�er several days of con�nuing reports, and with no success in our 
a�empts to locate the animal, we felt its chance of survival was poor. We had no 
idea how serious the injury was, but we realized that the scent of blood would 
a�ract any predators in the area.

It is truly a match made in heaven! They take long walks daily, play together, and 
seldom are apart. Chippers has proven to be an extremely loving li�le guy and 
has quickly learned the new rou�nes and expecta�ons.

Following a recovery period at a foster home, it was now �me to find a home for 
this resilient li�le creature who was now being referred to as Chippers. He had 
survived not only the injury that took his ear, but also over a week alone and 
hungry in the bush, and somehow managed to avoid any predators which would 
have been a�racted by the scent of blood. Undaunted by his horrific experience, 
this brave li�le guy appeared to be simply looking for someone to love! One of 
our Home Again friends who was s�ll recovering from the recent loss of her own 
li�le dog heard his story and wanted to meet him. She fell in love with him, 
adopted him, and he now lives with her in his new forever home.

d a y  o u r  t h o u g h t s  k e e p 
returning to this one animal we 
know is in need. We will even 
lose sleep at night. When a 
story like this occurs and results 
in a happy ending, the relief 
and joy is so intense that it 
more than makes up for all of 
those �mes when we may have 
felt a li�le �red, or depressed, 
or discouraged.

 by Joan Oitment Kay

ANIMAL RESCUE

Our little survivor, Chippers, models his new 
coat and boots which he will proudly wear for 

his walks on cold mornings this coming 
autumn and winter.



hen my brother, Arthur, and I were youngsters we Wwere given a weekly allowance of 10 cents. We did 
know of a few others whose allowance was an amazing 25 
cents every two weeks.
How did we handle our finances? Arthur didn’t seem to 
have any problem spending his dime. Maybe he had more 
expenses than I had. We could buy five candies for 1 cent at 
Kilgour’s Store in Brownsburg, Quebec which was near 
the four corners. The two Kilgour sisters would stand very 
patiently behind the candy showcase while the important 
decision of getting the best value for our penny was made. 
There was a lollipop called an All Day Sucker. That cost 5 
cents so I never had one. Often I wondered if licking it 
would take all day. I really wanted to try that.

At Christmas I would shop at Malaket’s for gifts for mom 
and dad. A box of pretty hankies or a small bottle of Apple 
Blossom cologne for mother and socks or a tie for dad. I 
don’t remember Art and I exchanging gifts. There would 
be a gift exchange at

Arthur had a cap gun so I think he bought rolls of caps for 
it. He also bought candy and I know he never seemed to 
have any money left at the end of the week.

school which I think my parents financed.
I tried to save half my allowance. Sometimes we would be 
given a gift of money for a birthday or some other 
occasion. The sum would not be large - maybe a quarter. If 
I saved 25 cents I could go to the Post Office to buy a stamp 
which went into a special folder. When that was full you 
would have a $5.00 War Savings Bond. By the time I was 
ready to go to Teacher’s College I had $50.00 in War 
Savings Bonds. It was not easy for Mom and Dad to find 
the money to send me to that school so it was appreciated 
that I could buy, with my own money, the books needed.

Allowances
by Marjorie Wilson



Like Par�cipa�ng in local poli�cs….

Also, the North Kawartha site has a comfortable layout that provides 
contact info for all its key staff members. I’ve reached out on a few 
occasions and the responses have been �mely and informa�ve. I may not 
always be in agreement with the response, but at least I’m given the 
opportunity to present my views. 

Prac�cing safe driving habits…….
Before I provide any commentary, I’ll admit that I have a “lead foot” on 
occasion. They say the first step is admi�ng it!  Step two, and probably 
the most important one, is about taking meaningful ac�on.

But for whatever reason, this year I’ve found it a real challenge to embrace 
the season and feel the usual excitement.  I don’t know if it’s a case of 
“pandemic fa�gue” or just me ge�ng “older and crankier”, but something 
has definitely changed for me.

We o�en think that ac�ons need to be on a large scale to be effec�ve. But 
in reality, its small ac�ons that can lead to the greatest of results!  I think 
it’s about recognizing what things are within your control and then ac�ng 
on them. 

Tamarack Tales:  Small things can lead to great results

Roll forward to modern �mes where the minutes of important council 
mee�ngs are made readily available, and you can actually par�cipate in 
mee�ngs from the convenience of your own home. How awesome is that! 

In recent news stories, the stretch of highway from Northey’s Bay Road to 
Big Cedar has come under intense scru�ny. And although I personally 
think the posted speed limit should be reduced to 70 Km along this stretch 
(similar to the reduced speed zone between Anstruther Lake and Apsley), 
that may not happen. So it’s really on our shoulders to obey the current 

So, I started to think…..what can I do to get myself back on track. Climb 
Mount Kilimanjaro? Get onboard one of those $250k trips to outer space? 
Or maybe I could try something simpler – like taking some ac�onable 
steps that I can easily incorporate into my daily life.

Stay informed on things taking place in your community and speak up 
when you feel it’s important. We have a strong municipal council here in 
North Kawartha and its important that they know what’s important to 
you. 

Some�mes I feel like I’m wired differently than most folks. While it seems 
like the majority of people anxiously an�cipate spring and summer, it’s fall 
and winter when I’m at my best. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoy spring and 
summer, but I absolutely love it when we ease into September and get our 
first taste of the “awesomeness” of fall – its warm pleasant days, cool crisp 
nights, spectacular colours, and of course, the absence of bugs. This is the 
�me when I can usually put on my “rose coloured glasses” and see the 
best the world has to offer.

On-line access makes it nearly impossible not to stay informed and in 
touch with what your elected officials are priori�zing on your behalf. 
When I was growing up, you’d have to take the �me to drive to Apsley to 
a�end the local council mee�ng to see what was happening “firsthand”.  
Since you probably didn’t actually do this, most things you learned were 
through word of mouth and likely incorrect. 

So simple steps to implement…….and yes, I know it’s 
painful……slow down and put aside the technology. It’s 
proven to save lives!

laws and strive to do be�er. Barring an animal leaping in 
front of your vehicle, speed and driver distrac�on are the 
ul�mate culprits in most of the accidents along our 
roadways.

As always, take the �me to Recycle, Reuse, Restore. Our 
local transfer sta�ons are effec�vely set up to make these 
rou�nes as simple as possible and our curbside pick-up is 
as reliable as any I’ve seen.

Use common sense when managing invasive species. A 
mix of naturalized landscaping prac�ces and some 
moderate scien�fic (fact based) interven�on can go a long 
way to help mother nature in her efforts. She’s been pre�y 
�red lately and needs us to work with her :)

Also try to implement ecofriendly prac�ces in your 
household.  The use of natural and non-caus�c products 
reduces impacts on our sep�c systems (and ul�mately our 
lakes and rivers). It’s important to be especially careful 
along our shorelines.

But how difficult is it to make some changes and 
supplement our need for merchandise and services with 
some local flavour. Our businesses are the backbone of 
our community and provide employment to our local 
labour force. They deserve our support!

Next year’s forecast….
Let’s strive to make 2022 memorable for the right reasons.  
The sum of our “li�le ac�ons” can swell into larger ones.  
And once momentum is on our side, I believe the human 
spirit can achieve anything. 

Suppor�ng your local business community……….
I can’t say it enough……..con�nue to support the local 
industries that make up our community. And yes, like the 
rest of you, I too love Amazon and some of the 
conveniences of On-line shopping. Some days, I think 
there’s more couriers than residents driving up and down 
our country roads :)

Tackling climate change at the “grass roots” level

by Brian Baker

Tamarack 
Tales



RESIDENTIAL          COMMERCIAL 

COMMUNICATIONS   HOME AUTOMATION

LANDSCAPE SECURITY LIGHTS

GENERATOR INSTALL & SERVICE

Master Electrician ECRA/ESA#7012657
Jason Noffke JNoffke@live.ca

705-868-1684

It’s really quite simple….. Get Vaccinated!!!
It’s a simple and accessible “ac�on” that protects us all. Your community 
is coun�ng on you! 
 Un�l we meet again, that’s this month’s “Tamarack Tales”……….. 

Brian Baker
bctamarack@gmail.com

Tamarack’s Tip of the month……..

A big “shout out” to the Kawartha Docks crew who recently installed 
my new dock system on Big Cedar Lake. Jeff and his excep�onal team 
were awesome to work with. It’s refreshing to see people taking such 
pride in their work!



by Helena McMann

   We were up in the area, working on our newly 
purchased property and it caught my eye as I was 
walking out of Sayers Grocery. Ready to put in a few 
days work, air mattresses in hand, snacks and now, a bit 
of light reading! No internet, no heat and other than 
looking at each others ugly mugs, the Apsley Backroads 
gave us a break from the never ending work of restoring 
this beautiful home.

I remember picking up my rst edition of Apsley 
Backroads before we even lived here. 

    I was so happy to be reading about everything local. 
The history, pictures, stories  - 

   Once we moved up here permanently, I started 
working part time at Sayers. I had gotten to know Judith 
through mutual friends, chance encounters at the deli 
counter and especially after the wonderful feature 
article she gave our son Jackson, promoting his rst 
ever SOLO music fundraising concert.

    I truly thank you all for reading along as I share all 
about what’s in my brain, my heart and all about my 
crazy life! 

    It got me thinking about my work as a Doula and how 
I’ve helped so many families. The Backroads didn’t 
really have a family based column, so I pitched the idea 
over some freshly sliced turkey, she gave me a chance 
and can you believe I’ve been contributing for over two 
years now!?  

    We have chatted about babies, little kids and big kids. 
New Years resolutions, Sports and Sourdough Bread. 
I’ve shared recipes, stories and at times - a little too 
much information, like boobs and my husband’s 
farts…you’re welcome.

Apsley truly is an incredible place. 

So this month, let’s talk about some of my 
FAVOURITE things and why its important to know 
when you need to “check in” with your heart and do 
what makes you happy.

    So how do we stop that? or at least keep the bad 
stuff at bay?

    Fall time, more than any other season, makes me 
happy! When one is happy a cool hormone called 
OXYTOCIN starts owing through our bodies (a.k.a 
the LOVE hormone). 

I LOVE FALL TIME. Fresh air, less bugs, Fall colours, 
yummy treats from our garden and dusting off the 
Crock pot for some soups and stews. My daughter 
calls this “sweater weather” and she LOVES 
sweaters…I’m more of a shawl gal myself…

ADRENALINE (known as the “ght-or-ight 
hormone) gets released when we are stressed, afraid 
or feel threatened. It’s buddy: Cortisol (stress 
hormone) often come to parties together and wreak 
havoc on various physical and emotional ailments. If 
allowed to “run the show” for too long a slew of 
crappy stuff starts to happen: anxiety, digestive 
problems, heart issues and weight gain, etc.



     Hugs stimulate our sense of touch and good news, most of us have four 
other kick ass senses!

SMELL: 6 am on a crisp October morning, newborn babies and freshly 
brewed coffee 

SO lets’ take a minute and do some homework: 

      I’m not a doctor, this is NOT medical advice - but I can condently say that 
I have spent YEARS helping 1000’s of people navigate through some very 
stressful moments and emotions in their lives.   
     The key is knowing your body, how you react to things and what to do to 
keep the stress down and the oxytocin owing! Did you know that simply 
through the act of hugging, our brains produce all soothing chemicals (like 
oxytocin)  that help us feel more safe and less threatened throughout the day. 
So when something stressful does come up, we don’t have such an aggressive 
ght-or-ight response to it. Genius right!? But we have spent a year and a 
half NOT hugging people!! What else can we do?

      By activating our senses with all the things that make us happy, we keep a 
good balance of hormones owing, reducing stress and fear.

Take a look below - think about our 5 senses and write things down related to 
happiness!

 TOUCH * TASTE * SMELL * SOUND * SIGHT

Example:

TOUCH: Warm knit shawl wrapped around my shoulders, foot massages, 
petting my sleepy dogs.

TASTE: Fresh Ripe Peaches, Swift Acres Lemon Ginger Honey, kissing my 
husband’s neck (after a shower!!)

SOUND: Italian Cooking music, Fire crackling, baby giggles

SIGHT: My kids smiles, Sun capped evergreens across my creek in late 
afternoon, freshly decorated house at Christmas. 

Knowing how to stimulate our senses with subtle but impactful experiences is 
game changing. That, and SLEEP! We can’t control everything that goes on 
around us, we can control what we FEED our bodies. What are you reading, 
what are you listening to, what are you lling your cup with?
     When you’re feeling out of balance, stressed, angry or just blah - remember 
some of the things from your list. It won’t change things overnight, but it will 
help keep that oxytocin owing and your nervous system balanced.  
     Fuel your heart, ll your soul, do what makes you happy. Pour yourself a 
cuppa oxytocin and 

DAMMIT - nd someone to HUG!

Johnson Log Home
Restorations

Jordan Johnson

705-738-7831
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Jcd.johnson@hotmail.com
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Fairmanhowellcontrac�ng@gmail.com
Jason Howell
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Local to Woodview, ON

Trenching
Driveway Topping
Stump Removal

Trail Clearing And Much More

     NASA has been sending telescopes into space for decades. The 
largest to date is the Hubble Space Telescope, launched in 1990. Hubble 
observes primarily in the visible light spectrum and has made many 
discoveries. The JWST will observe in the infrared spectrum. Infrared 
light is really just thermal energy, or heat. Astronomers like to observe 
distant objects in various wavelengths of light, not just the visible. The 
more different types of light they observe, the more they can learn 
about the object they are studying because each wavelength gives us 
different information. Much of the radiation from these far away 
objects, such as ultraviolet, infrared, X-ray, and gamma ray, does not 
make it to Earth’s surface because the atmosphere absorbs it. To 
observe in these frequencies, astronomers need to place their 
telescopes in space, above the atmosphere.
         The JWST will be 100 times more powerful than Hubble. It has a 6.5-
metre-diameter mirror, compared to 2.4 metres for Hubble. The JWST 
mirror is made up of 18 separate hexagonal mirrors, each 1.3 metres 
wide. To fit on top of the rocket, the entire telescope is folded up for 
launch. Then once in space, the assembly opens up like a flower. 

stronomers around the world are anticipating another giant leap in Athe understanding the universe as they await the launch of the 
next great space telescope this December, the James Webb Space 
Telescope (JWST). In the past, the introduction of a new technology to 
look at the sky increased our understanding manyfold. Ever since 
Galileo turned a telescope to the heavens in 1610, every application of 
bigger and better telescopes has changed the way we understand the 
cosmos.
        The JWST is a joint NASA–European Space Agency–Canadian Space 
Agency project. When launched on December 18, it will be the largest 
telescope ever sent into space. The telescope is named after James 
Webb, who was the NASA administrator during the early American 
crewed spacecraft program from 1961 to 1968.

The Kawartha 
Night Skies

The Kawartha 
Night Skies

By Randy A�wood and Be�y Robinson

The Next Great Space Telescope

The mirrors are coated with gold because gold is excellent at 
reflecting infrared radiation. Credit: NASA



Canada has provided two components to the JWST: a 
scientific instrument and a guidance sensor: the NEar-
Infrared Imager and Slitless Spectrograph (NIRISS) and 
the Fine Guidance Sensor, respectively. 

After it is launched into space, it will take two weeks to 
slowly unfold all of its various pieces. It will be a tense two 
weeks since the telescope is on its own. Unlike the five 
times when space shuttle astronauts visited Hubble to 
make repairs, astronauts will not be able to reach the 
JWST because it will be too far away.

NIRISS will examine the light coming from distant 
exoplanets  and galaxies  and determine their 
composition. A spectrograph spreads the incoming light 
out into various frequencies. By examining the strength 
of the light at each frequency, astronomers can figure out 
the composition of the object. How will this be used? By 
examining the atmosphere of an exoplanet, astronomers 

         With a larger mirror, the JWST can see objects fainter 
and farther away than Hubble can. When we use a 
telescope to see distant objects in the universe, we are 
seeing them not as they are, but as they were when the 
light we see left them. The JWST will be able to detect the 
light from galaxies that are billions of light-years away. It 
will search for light from the very first stars and galaxies 
that formed after the Big Bang. The telescope will 
observe the formation of stars, planetary systems, and 
galaxies and look for exoplanets (planets orbiting other 
stars) that may be able to support life.

Unlike Hubble, which is orbiting Earth, the JWST will be 
positioned 1.5 million kilometres away from Earth, at a 
gravitationally stable point called Lagrange point 2 (L2). 
Since the telescope is detecting very faint heat radiation, 
it needs to be kept very cold, –225 degrees Celsius. The 
telescope carries a large Sun shield, about the size of a 
tennis court, to deflect the heat from the Sun. If the 
telescope were placed in orbit around Earth, it would get 
too hot. Situated at the L2 point, the telescope will follow 
Earth around the Sun, making radio communication with 
the telescope possible.

Meanwhile, there is a new, interesting twist to the JWST story. This 
summer, NASA is studying evidence that James Webb discriminated 
against LGBTQ government employees during the late 1940s and 
1950s. It is possible that the telescope will be renamed.

will be able to determine if it is capable of supporting life as we know it.

The Fine Guidance Sensor will be used to accurately point the telescope 
at the star or galaxy the telescope will be examining.

It can be said that astronomers have put all of their eggs in one basket 
with the launch of the JWST. If something goes wrong with the launch or 
the deployment of the various pieces over the two-week period after 
the launch, there is no way to recover. A loss of the launch vehicle would 
be an instant disaster. If for some reason there is a problem deploying all 
the various mirrors and sunshields, the telescope may be unusable. A 
loss of JWST would cripple astronomy for decades.

In exchange for supplying these instruments, Canadian astronomers 
will be given time on the telescope. Over the first few years, teams of 
astronomers from various Canadian universities will be given over 400 
hours of telescope time to carry out a program of study: to look at the 
atmospheres of exoplanets and to study galaxy clusters that formed not 
long after the Big Bang.

Stay tuned!

The JWST has had a troubled development. It is over 10 years behind 
schedule and billions of dollars over budget. Problems managing the 
program, technical delays, and the COVID pandemic have all 
contributed to the delay.

The James Webb Space Telescope. Credit: NASA

Randy Attwood and Betty Robinson own a cottage in the Kawarthas and 
have been looking at the night sky all their lives.

Monument Sales
Restoration and Cleaning



     The heavy thunder and lightning covered the 
village and a very light drizzle was falling rather 
than a heavy rain.  As Savannah passed the Country 
Store, keeping her head down because of the 
people, out of the corner of her eye she saw Caleb.  
He was sitting on the front porch in his chair or as 
the villagers called it “the perch”.  Caleb’s hat was 
pulled down tight over his ears and he had covered 
himself in a canvas, almost like a poncho.
                                                                                                                                                                                                               
Savannah raising up her head called out, “Caleb, 
come to the house, get out of the storm.”
                                                                                                                                                                        
The response from Caleb was sharp and almost 
angry, “No, Savannah.  You get to the house.”

                                                                                                                                                             
Savannah was puzzled by Caleb’s harsh response.  
She turned and walked towards home.  As she 
started Savannah felt the rain hit her in full force, 
stinging her back and head like someone throwing 
pea gravel at her.

“The storm will get worse,” Caleb stated. “I can stay 
and I will.  Go home, Savannah now.”

                                                                                                                                                                       
Savannah taken back by Caleb’s response, replied, 
“You cannot stay here, the storm will intensify.  You 
could get hurt.”

avannah, obeying the orders of the tall Swoman in the cold cellar, and with a quick 
look over the cabin left, and started for her 

“now” home.   The home she had inherited from 
Della.  A large stone, two story, and in the newer 
section of the village, and as Savannah exclaimed 
when she took possession “even had electricity and 
some indoor plumbing.”

                                                                                           
Savannah was startled to see Caleb still on the 
Country Store veranda, but now glaring at the 
area towards the high rock cliff and the small 
pond. As the lightening flashed and seem to hold 
longer, Savannah scanned the area that Caleb 
was looking at.  All of a sudden, her gaze fell on 
the livery stable, not believing her eyes.  Savanna 
rose up, sitting on her knees to get a better look, 
uttered gasp when she saw the scene below.

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   
Savannah quickened her pace and in the 25 to 
50 yards to her home and front door, she was 
soaked to the bone, and smarting from the rain, 
now coming in sheets.  Entering her home, 
Savannah tried the light switch, only to discover 
the hydro was out.  Now chilled from the wind 
and the rain and in total darkness, she forced 
her way to the kitchen and finding a coal oil 
lamp in the cupboard, she set it on the table and 
lit it.  Savannah made her way upstairs to her 
bedroom, although the lamp cast a warm glow, 
the lightening was so intense and continuous, 
t h e  l a m p  w a s  n o t  n e e d e d .                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  
After Savannah reached the confines of the 
bedroom, and removing her wet outer clothing, 
she was shocked to see the ugly scratches on her 
stomach and the area of her neck where the 
knife was pressed.  Savannah now changed into 
dry clothes and crawled into bed pulling up the 
covers to her chin.  Savannah felt the warmth 
return to her body.  Wore out from everything 
that happened today she began to doze off, 
despite the thunder and intense lightening and 
the pounding of the rain, she was soon in a deep 
sleep.                                                  
As Savannah lay sleeping, nightmares almost as 
terrifying or should I say more terrifying than 
the day's events flashed in her mind.  In the 
driving rain, carried by heavy winds,  Savannah 
saw the faces of people she knew, faces gaunt, 
pale, skin pulled tight against their facial bones, 
mouths half open, crying in anguish, “Save me, 
save me.” Images of cascading water, like a giant 
stream, pounding over the rock cuts, destroying 
everything in its path.  Leaving no one safe, 
crushing and demolishing buildings and again 
p e o p l e  c a u g h t  u p  a n d  s w e p t  a w a y.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            
After several hours of sleep she was awaken by 
the sounds of the large grandfather clock 
striking the hour of three a.m.   Still half-asleep 
rose from the bed and still wrapped in a blanket 
made her way to a large window overlooking the 
Country Store and stable.  From the window 
Savannah could see the lowlands, where the 
older cabins would be.  As Savannah 
approached closer to the window, she became 
aware that the wind had eased off.  The rain 
although not as heavy continued to fall.  The 
thunder and lightning still continued.  She 
approached the window and sat on the large 
cushion on the window sill, she looked out over 
the area below.

                                                                                                                                           
Savannah now shaking with emotion and 
trembling staring at the lone figure heard the 
hard crack and saw the rock face push outwards 
and suddenly with a rumble start to collapse, 
forced out by a large wall of water, like a giant 
tidal wave bore down on the lone figure and the 
village.

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       
The two females and Caleb were staring in the 
direction of the rock cut.  Savannah followed 
their gaze. Shocked, Savannah pulled away from 
the window and stepped down, her feet touched 
the floor.  She rested both hands and leaned 
forward for a better look, as the lightening 
flashed again.  A figure, later described by Caleb  
was kneeling in the driving rain, one hand with 
its palm thrust outward and facing the rock cut 
and the right arm, hand clenched pointed 
straight up.

                                                                                                                                                          
Savannah stood looking out the window and as 
she gained her composure turned quickly and 
rushed to go downstairs.  Not knowing what to 
do, but knowing she had to do something, did 
not realize this move could be fatal.

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            
The large open area of the livery stable, the large 
doors wide open.  It had a six hitch of large white 
horses in full harness.  As the lightening flashed 
heavy, it lit up the entire stable.  As it did, 
Savannah saw a large black coach with a pixie 
type female holding the reins, sitting beside her 
was the tall woman that Savannah had 
encountered in the cold cellar at the cabin of her 
parents.

By Roy AndersonCHAPTER 6

Apsley Backroads wants 

YOU!

 are a welcomed addition. 

  Please submit by the 

15th of the month prior.

Interesting stories, 

articles and photographs

We love history, cool, 

funny and interesting 

topics

All submissions are 

considered.

You May Have 
What it Takes



Also, very posi�ve news for our members!   We did receive a grant 
from the Minister of Seniors and Accessibility and have purchased a 
number of tablets and a printer for the senior’s centre.  Our goal is to 
increasing accessibility to technology to communicate and connect 
with family and friends.  More on this and how to use/access them will 
follow in next month’s issue.   

Wow, what a summer!   The weather was amazing, whether it was 
thunder and hail, sunshine, or heat waves.  Garden vegetables were 
plen�ful, and many people had a great canning year.  The fall is shaping 
up to be a good one as well.  The leaves are already showing 
magnificent colours of orange, yellow and red.  A great �me to take an 
Autumn drive and take some pictures.

“As long as autumn lasts, I shall not have hands, canvas and colours 
enough to paint the things I see” – Vincent Van Gogh

For the health and safety of all our members, who are among the most 
vulnerable to Covid, each member will be asked to provide proof of 
vaccina�on on their first return to the banquet hall.  At this �me, we 
will not be playing cards (Euchre and Bridge) as there are too many 
touchpoints, but pickle ball may move indoors as it gets colder, 
following Covid 19 protocols. 
Our caterer found another opportunity, so we are in the process of 
seeking out requests for proposals locally, to provide meals two weeks 
per month on Tuesdays commencing the second Tuesday in October.  

Seniors was closed for the summer and is having a cau�ous late 
th

opening September 28  with a Twooney ($2) BBQ. Rick and Elfie Price 
will be catering. Remaining in phase 3 provincially, we are limited to 50 
of approximately our 140 members, every other Tuesday.  We will 
have to organize some kind of rota�on to ensure everyone is included 
in our 2-week rota�on lunch.  

We would like to thank Community Care Peterborough/Apsley who 
have organized a senior’s fitness schedule which started up on the 
ho�est week of the year at the beginning of August.  Held outdoors at 
the Apsley Lion’s Park - Pavilion (335 McFadden Road) on Monday 
mornings are Zumba (9:15 a.m.) Chair Yoga (10:15 a.m.) and recently 
added, Walking Group (11: 15-noon).   The instructor is Jodie Mulder 
and the group currently has 10 -12 par�cipants. Addi�onal 
informa�on is available through the Apsley Community Care office 
(705-656-4589). Covid protocols are in place and you must dress for 
the weather.  This is free to anyone 55 years of age and older and is a 
great way to be social while star�ng your week off great with the right 
ac�vity.   No need to pre-register – just show up!

A.B.C. Seniors
by Pat Beck

Re-opened outdoor recreation amenities include 
the tennis & pickleball courts and sports field at Wilson 
Park  the playgrounds at the Wilson Park and Glen Alda ,
Community Centres, the boat launches, and the 
p u b l i c  b e a c h e s  a t  C h a n d o s  a n d  Q u a r r y  B a y . 

The Township is gradually re-opening the North 
Kawartha, Wilson Park, and Glen Alda Community Centres, 
which means the return of some indoor programs and/or 
services including the NKCC Fitness Centre and Ice Surface, 
Minor hockey, Adult hockey, Figure Skating lessons, etc. 
but with the cautionary note that every event will have 
restrictions and protocols that must be adhered to. In spite 
of the perception that everything is “wide open”, that 
simply is not the case. And as of September 22nd you will 
have to show proof of vaccination to attend events at the 
Community Centres, or use the Fitness Centre.
We would also like to remind you that the Anstruther and 
Haultain Transfer Stations are now on Winter Schedules, 
which are included on your Waste Pass. The Winter 
Schedule, as well as the answers to all garbage-related 
issues  can be found on the Township website 
( ) under Garbage & Recycling. www.northkawartha.ca

The Township of North Kawartha continues its actions to 
help protect the health of our community during the 
COVID-19 pandemic.  Please vis it  the Township 
website’s COVID-19 page to stay informed of additional 
changes to Township services, amenities, and programs.

As Ontario will be in Step Three of the Roadmap to Re-open 
indefinitely, we have cautiously re-opened as many of our 
facilities as may be allowed, while being in compliance 
with all regulations and restrictions required under the re-
opening plan and provincial regulation O.Reg 364/20.

  

What’s Happening at

The North Kawartha
Community Centre

by Jim Elder

Message from Parks and Rec



Anyone wishing to offer condolences can do so through 
Community Alternatives. Donations can be made to a charity 
of your choice. 

Melva is survived by her brother Glen Tucker and her children 
Donna Kayser (Bill deceased), Joni Wilson (Michael), Ron 
Campbell (Lori), Rod Campbell (Joy) and grandchildren 
Robyn, Ashley, Krista, Adrian, Brandon, Joshua, Danielle, 
Jameson and 5 great grandchildren all of which filled her with 
laughter and joy. 

Melva is predeceased by her husband Donald.

Melva worked for many years at Spruce Corners as a personal 
support worker. Melva prided herself on providing excellent 
care and making clients feel like family.  As mom’s health 
declined, she moved to Spruce Corners where she resided before 
moving to Lakefield Extendicare. Melva wants to thank the 
staff at Spruce Corners who assisted with her care as a resident. 

Melva will be missed by her family and many friends.

(Tucker) 81 years of Apsley 
passed away September 
9th 2021 at Lakefield, 
Ontario. 

Melva was the daughter of 
the late Melville and Ethel 
Tucker (Woods) of Apsley. 
She grew up and lived her 
entire life in the Apsley 

area. She raised a family with her husband Don Campbell on 
Clydesdale Road. 

She was an independent, outgoing, confident, strong woman 
who spoke her mind, believed in the value of hard work and 
was not afraid to try her hand at any task. Melva knew and 
had many friends in and around Apsley.  Melva enjoyed 
baking, cooking, quilting, gardening, travelling, 
experimenting with new recipes, and visiting friends. Melva 
was a great cook and an avid card player.  She enjoyed the 
outdoors and one of her great pleasures was to swim in her 
pool.

Cremation has taken place and internment will be at 
Clydesdale United Church Cemetery. There will be no viewing 
or service because of the continuing pandemic concerns.

Her family would like to thank Extendicare Lakefield for their 
great care and dedicated staff. We would also like to recognize 
Nancy Ross, Director of Care for her genuine kindness and 
concern in helping mom feel as comfortable as possible 
throughout her stay at Extendicare. 

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

Melva Joyce Campbell

Township of North Kawartha
by Mayor Carolyn Amyotte

COUNCIL’S 
CORNER

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

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

· We held our Strategic Planning Session for 2022 and 

approved our first ever Economic Development Ac�on Plan

Did you know there is a small shoreline park on Eels Creek in 
Apsley, just off McFadden Road called 'Riverview Park'?  As 
part of the Municipal Strategic Plan, we are considering the 
future of this creek side park that has not been in use for the 
past 25 years and has reverted back to its natural state.  
Council wants to hear from all community members before 
making a formal decision.  Please visit 
www.northkawartha.ca or go to 
h�ps://www.surveymonkey.com/r/CJH3YFG.  Please read 
the staff report, watch the Council mee�ngs to hear the 
discussions, then fill out the survey to give us your feedback 
and help guide our decision-making.

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

· Council received a very important presenta�on on 

confron�ng racism, hate crimes and the impact of symbols 

of hate

· We hired DM Wills to complete a comprehensive Roads 

Needs Study

· We received a deputa�on raising awareness about 

Shoreline Conserva�on Ini�a�ves

· Council endorsed a Trillium Grant applica�on to renovate 

the Glen Alda Community Centre

· Council received a deputa�on from the Chandos Lake 

Property Owners Associa�on regarding the regula�on of 

Fireworks and the poten�al for a Boat Cleaning Sta�on at 

the Chandos Lake Boat Launch

October 26, 2021- Library Board mee�ng via ZOOM
October 27, 2021- Capital Forecast Session of Council via ZOOM

· We approved the purchase of a new mini pumper for the 

NKFD

October 5, 2021- Regular Mee�ng of Council via ZOOM
Here’s what’s coming up in October…

October 19, 2021- Regular Mee�ng of Council via ZOOM



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


