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Burnstown: The Scottish 
Settlement

Madawaska River Water 
Quality

By Bill Graham, Editor

The history of Burnstown has its roots 
in Scotland in 1823 when Archibald 
MacNab, chieftain of Clan MacNab, 
became a fugitive from Scotland’s 
Court of Sessions for unpaid debts. 
With Court officers on his trail looking 
to arrest him and seize his estates, he 
left Scotland for Canada. Two servants 
of MacNab’s friend Dr. Hamilton 
helped in the escape. These were 
Peter MacIntyre, who died in 1868 at 
Calabogie Lake, and John Buchan, who 
also came to Canada and for many years 
resided at Sand Point near Arnprior.

Upon arriving in Canada later in the 
year 1823, MacNab applied to the 
government at York for land on the 
Ottawa River to create a “Highland 
Settlement”. The new township, 
which adjoined Fitzroy, contained 
approximately 81,000 acres and was 
granted to MacNab in 1824. In the 
agreement with the government of the 
day, MacNab could name the town-
ship, would receive 1,200 acres for 
his own use and had to provide settlers 
with the remaining land. These settlers 
were to be given a minimum of 100 
acres for each family or male over the 
age of 21 years.  MacNab was to have 
sole control over the township for 18 
months, help settlers financially on a 
loan basis with repayment over seven 
years and inform settlers of their rights 
and obligations. Instead, he locked the 
agreement away and fulfilled none of 
his obligations. The Family Compact 
who ruled Upper Canada at the time 

also approved of keeping settlers in 
the dark and so for fifteen years feu-
dalism reigned in MacNab Township.

In 1825, MacNab persuaded 19 fami-
lies totalling 84 souls to emigrate from 
Scotland as his first settlers. He treated 
these people well until the time they 
arrived in the township to settle in 
their promised land and were required 
to swear allegiance to Laird MacNab 
and sign agreements that almost none 
of them could read. They got their land 
but not the promised money for provi-
sions that they had been promised. It 
was a very rough winter for these first 
settlers. The Laird demanded taxes pay-
able to him and required permission of 
those men who had to leave the town-
ship to find work in Lanark County to 
keep their families alive. The settlers 
had signed themselves into serfdom.

The first settlers arrived in the area of 
what is now Burnstown in 1825. The 
ministering of the Presbyterian Church 
to these settlers was by Rev. Mr. Kearns, 
who visited the homes in McNab and 
Horton Townships, in the early 1830s. 
At that time, and for some years after, 
the services were in Gaelic, as that 
was the tongue of the settlers. There 
is no firm date as to when the village 
appeared but by 1840 there was a tav-
ern located in present day Burnstown, 
which suggests a populated settlement. 

Like most place names in the area, 
there are two versions of the origins 
of the name Burnstown. Some sug-
gest that it is named after the “burn” or 
creek, as it is called in Gaelic, which 
still runs through the village on its 
way to the Madawaska. Others say it 
is named for Scotland’s national poet 
Robert Burns who lived in the previous 
century. A letter written in mid-century 
states: ”When the people of the vicin-
ity first made up their minds to have 
a Post Office, they called a meeting 
to decide what it should be called. 
At first they could not unanimously 
decide on a name, then a Mr. John 
Sutherland, a Scotsman, arose and 

By Bill Graham

Don Beckett is the Township of 
Greater Madawaska’s unofficial envi-
ronmental watchdog. He is particularly 
interested in water issues. This may be 
because like all of us he lives along 
an important water system; namely 
the Madawaska River. The River and 
the lakes in the system are essential 
to the character and economy of the 
township. In a report that he prepared 
with the support of the Calabogie and 
Area Business Association (CABA) on 
the water quality of the Madawaska 
River, he states: “Water quality is a 
vitally important consideration for 
the Township of Greater Madawaska. 
Its residents and businesses depend 
on it for recreational purposes and as 
a source of drinking water. However, 
there is no regular systematic assess-
ment of the quality of the Madawaska 
River flowing through the Township.”

To remedy this he tested river water 
during the six months between May and 
October 2004. He took water samples 
at an approximate location where the 
Madawaska flows into the Township of 

Greater Madawaska, a few kilometres 
upstream from Highway 41, below 
Highland Falls (near Griffith). He also 
took samples where the Madawaska 
leaves the township, upstream from 
the Burnstown Bridge. Water samples 
from each location for a period of six 
months were given to a private lab, 
Caduceon Enterprises Inc., for analysis. 

His study focused on E.Coli bacteria, 
primarily due to its serious health con-
sequences. E. Coli is a bacteria from 
the intestines of humans and animals 
and is usually indicative of fecal mat-
ter present in the water. It can lead 
to sickness (gastroenteritis) or even 
death, as occurred in Walkerton. The 
acceptable level in drinking (potable) 
water is zero parts per 100 ml of sam-
ple. For recreational purposes (swim-
ming) the acceptable level is less than 
100 parts per 100 ml of sample water.

The study results indicate quite clean 
water; well above acceptable levels 

Continued on page 2Continued on page 3

Spring visitors to Centennial Lake

This somewhat rare Trumpeter Swan was in the area for a few days.  
Photo: George White

CABA
Calabogie and Area 
Business Association

Business Directory is 
enclosed

Keep for future reference
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By Bill Graham

Being safe and legal while boating on 
Canada’s waterways can be a compli-
cated matter. There are seven separate 
pieces of legislation that govern boats 
and their operators. With summer 
coming and an increase in boat traf-
fic, it is a good time to review rules 
and regulations; especially since they 
are being more stringently enforced 
in the last few years. There are li-
censing and safety issues to consider.

All recreational vessels under 15 gross 
tons and powered by an engine 10 
horsepower (7.5 kilowatts) or more 
must be licensed or registered, regard-
less of where they operate in Canada. 
The process is free of charge for licens-
ing through Canada Border Services 
Agency (CBSA) (formerly known as 
Customs Canada). This means that 
regardless of the length of your boat, 
if you have a 10-horsepower motor 
or above, licensing is required. This 
includes dinghies or tenders equipped 
with an engine 10 horsepower/7.5 
kilowatts or more that are carried on a 
larger craft. With licensing comes the 
responsibility of properly marking your 
boat with the licence number and carry-
ing with you the boat’s documentation.

Legislation concerning safety is a 
separate issue that has been in place 
since April 1999, but which is being 
implemented over a period of years. 

Consider the fact that there are about 
10 million boaters in Canada of which 
one quarter are owners of Canada’s 
roughly 2.6 million boats. Also consid-
er that between 1993 and 1997, a total 
of 1,038 people died in boating acci-
dents in Canada. Just like on our roads, 
proficiency in operating a water vehi-
cle is necessary for everyone’s safety.
All operators of recreational boats fitted 
with a motor (regardless of horsepower) 
must obtain the Operator Proficiency 
Card under the following schedule: 

• Everyone born after April 
1st, 1983 requires the card by 
September 15th, 1999 

• Everyone operating a personal 
water craft or any other craft 
under 4 metres (effectively 14 
feet) in length requires the card 
by September 15th, 2002 

• Everyone requires a card by 
September 15th, 2009 (regardless 
of age)

All operators of recreational boats are 
required to carry safety equipment 
while operating the boat. This equip-
ment varies depending on the size of 
the boat, but for the purposes of this 
article we will look at equipment re-
quired for a motorized pleasure craft 
that is up to 6 metres in length. In 
this case you are required to carry:

• A Personal Flotation Device 
(CSA approved) or lifejacket that 

fits  each person in the boat.

• A buoyant heaving line (15 
metres in length)

• A manual propelling device (oars 
or paddle) or an anchor with 15 
metres of cable, ropes or chain.

• A bailer or manual water pump 
(with hose)

• One Class 5BC fire extinguisher 
if your vessel is equipped with an 
inboard engine, fixed fuel tank or 
a fire burning appliance.

• A watertight flashlight or 3 flares 
of type A, B or C.

• Sound signalling equipment (a 
whistle or horn)

• Re-boarding device if the vessel 
has more than 1⁄2 metre freeboard

• Navigation lights (as per 
Collision Regulations)

Some of these items can be purchased 
in a boater’s kit from Wal-Mart or 
Canadian Tire for around $20. Make 
sure that you put batteries in the 
watertight flashlight or you will be 
in violation. It’s guaranteed that the 
OPP will be on the water checking 
for violations so be shipshape before 
you launch and save those “few cold 
ones” for after you return to shore.

Safe and legal boating

Water Quality
 continued

for recreational activities, but not 
quite acceptable levels for drinking. 
There were consistently higher levels 
of contamination coming into the 
township than leaving the township. 
This might suggest a source of 
contamination upstream from the 
township. During the Madawaska 
River’s 73 kilometre journey through 
Greater Madawaska it mixes with 
additional water flowing into the river 
system and leaves the township with an 
apparent lower E.coli count than when 
it arrived. This reduced count may be 
attributed to the effect of water dilution, 
the life expectancy of E.coli organisms 
or other undetermined criteria.
Thanks to Don’s initiative and la-
bour we now have baseline data or 
a benchmark for future water as-
sessments. Compared to 2004 we 
would know if the water is of better 
or worse quality. This is an important 
study that should be continued into 
future years. It is also a study that 
should be supported officially by the 
township and not left solely to the 
initiative of conscientious volunteers.

May 11, 2005

Mike Benson, an environmental 
engineer with Conestoga Rovers 
World Associates, made a presentation 
to McNab/Braeside’s Planning 
Advisory Committee on Tuesday 
May 10, during which he outlined 
several environmental concerns 
associated with the establishment of 
a tire processing plant in Burnstown.  

Mr. Benson addressed the following 
areas:  waste management concerns, air 
and noise pollution, sewage and water 
issues, fire protection and prevention, 
health and safety, and emergency 
preparedness.  He pointed out that 
local residents would like Council’s 
reassurance that they have looked 
into these issues and are satisfied 
they’ve been addressed by Reduxtec.

There were no questions or comments 
from Committee members, but 
Chairperson Dale Gillan did 
indicate that Council would issue a 

formal response once they’ve had a 
chance to discuss the information.  

Later in the same meeting, Councillors 
dealt with a letter from Ted Young, a 
member of Waste Not! Burnstown.  Mr. 
Young had asked to view the Reduxtec 
fire inspection report from March 22.  
The Committee heard that Fire Chief 
Glen Styles had contacted the Ontario 
Fire Marshall’s Office and was advised 
the report is “privileged information” 
and therefore could not be shared with 
members of the public.  The Committee 
agreed to send a reply to Mr. Young, 
advising him of this information.   

Chairperson Dale Gillan then gave 
permission to Michaela Murphy to 
ask a question from the public gallery.  
She pointed out that Mr. Young’s letter 
also contained a request for a meeting 
with the Fire Chief.  Before she 
was able to ask for the Committee’s 
response, Mayor Neil Stewart said 
he didn’t think it was appropriate to 
have their discussions interrupted 
with questions from the public, and 

the meeting resumed with no further 
reference to Ms. Murphy’s question.

The reason for the Waste Not! Burnstown 
request to meet with the Fire Chief was 
to review Reduxtec’s fire prevention 
plan, equipment and resources, 
and to discuss the fire department’s 
plans for future inspections of the 
site.  The citizens’ group is seeking 
reassurance from the Fire Chief that 
every effort will be made to protect 
the area from the potential devastation 
of a tire fire.  The group intends to 
continue to ask for a meeting so that 
their concerns might be addressed.   

For further information, contact: 
 
Michaela Murphy
2328 Burnstown Rd. 
RR #1  Renfrew, Ontario  K7V 
3Z4
Phone 432-9383  
Email murfymike@hotmail.com

Press Release: Environmental Engineer 
Highlights Burnstown Tire Plant Concerns 
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said, “This is a Scottish settlement. We 
are all from Scotland. We should call 
the Post Office after our great Scottish 
Bard - Robert Burns.” The sugges-
tion was greeted with great applause 
and was unanimously adopted after a 
very short discussion. This is the exact 
story.  I had it from Mr. Sutherland 
himself in 1857 in Burnstown.”

An incident in the 1830s became 
legend in the village. One Sunday, 
around 1836, the settlers were com-
ing to attend a service in John Fisher’s 
barn. This was on the south side of 
the Madawaska river. There being 
no bridge, those from the north side 
crossed the turbulent Madawaska at 
Johnston’s Rock by canoe. A number 
had safely crossed the swiftly swirling 
waters, when a canoe capsized carry-
ing John McNab (known as Auchessan 
McNab), John Stewart, and Blacksmith 
McArthur and the latter’s two small 
children. (Mrs. McArthur and a baby 
had crossed ahead) McArthur and his 
little girl, who had climbed on her 
daddy’s back, were the only ones to 
reach the south shore alive. The child 
in his arms was dead and the other two 
men were swept away and drowned.

The village, which is now Burnstown 
became a footnote in a series of events 
that would lead to the downfall of Laird 
MacNab and his feudal rule. MacNab 
and his second in command met in 
Duncan Anderson’s Tavern, which 
is now called “Fog Run” and owned 
by artist Richard Gill. The purpose 
of the secret late-night meeting was 
about the “allotment of statute labour 
among the settlers” or more simply 
put, unpaid (and illegal) labour that 
the Laird demanded for road building 
that served his purposes rather than 
those of the settlers. By June there 
was revolt and the settlers put an end 
to fifteen years of conscripted labour 
and petitioned Governor Sydenham at 
Kingston, which ultimately led to the 
Laird being stripped of his township.

By the 1850s logging had reached 
the Madawaska River. The industry 
had been slow to arrive because the 

Madawaska was such a fast-moving 
dangerous river. An early description 
speaks of river banks at Burnstown as 
being 400 feet perpendicular above the 
water. Time and hydro development 
has radically changed the river from 
what it was in earlier days. By 1853 
Burnstown could boast of “two good 
taverns and several tradesmen’s 
shops.” There was also a grist mill and 
a saw mill operated by an American 
named Mr. George Rochester. 

Today Burnstown is a quiet communi-
ty, but in the 1850s an observer noted 
sourly that “there are a great number 
of idle, loafing characters to be found 
hanging about, maybe a natural con-
sequence of the wild, exciting and 
dangerous life of a shantyman. Fairs 
were formerly held here, but there 
was more whiskey drinking than 
business done. The population in the 
neighbourhood is mostly Highland 
Scotch, who it is well known are full 
of music when their blood is up.”

Burnstown was the site of the first 
church in McNab Township and 
maybe even Horton Township. It was 
a log building constructed in 1840, 
which featured backless pews made 
of planks set on blocks, hewed with 
a broad axe. It was called the Canaan 
church and was part of the ‘Auld Kirk’. 
The Burnstown Free Kirk was built in 
1848-49 and ultimately replaced the 
Canaan church. By 1871 the church 
members were calling themselves the 
Canada Presbyterian Church. Later, 
during the twentieth century, the 
Burnstown church would affiliate itself 
with the United Church of Canada.

In the intervening years since its more 
colourful history, Burnstown has re-
mained a quiet village, which was a 
‘stopping place’ for travellers coming 
down from the Madawaska Highlands 
to the more populated centres closer 
to the Ottawa River. In more recent 
times it has become a centre for artists 
and artisans and today is character-
ized by its art studios, gift shops, an 
antique shop and a seasonal restaurant.

Burnstown continued

By Wes Bomhower, as told by the late 
George Taylor

Foreword:

This is an event which took place 
in Burnstown long before the story-
teller, George Taylor, was born, but 
the two heroes of the day were his 
father, Alex Taylor, and his uncle, Tom 
McLaughlin, both of the Burnstown 
area. George Taylor himself, a well 
respected musician in the Valley, 
passed away recently in Renfrew in his 
eighty second year—God rest his soul.
    
It was early summer, l898, on the 
Madawaska River and the log drive 
was in full swing at Burnstown 
where the water was much swifter 
and more treacherous than today 
with all our dams to slow the current.
There was a log boom strung across the 
river, not far from the existing bridge, 
to control the continuous stream of 
logs coming down river, and appar-
ently it was quite common custom to 
walk across these log booms at any 
time with little hazard because of the 
enormous diameter of the boom logs.

The church service was over that 
Sunday in Burnstown and some of 
the teenagers milled about for awhile. 
Young people attended church in those 
days, and quite often that was where 
they met their future spouse. One 
maiden, though her first name does not 

come to mind, with the family name 
of Crane, decided to cross the log 
boom on her journey home. But part 
way across she slipped or tripped and 
fell into the swirling waters. The huge 
skirts and petticoats of the day trapped 
some air and perhaps she could swim 
a little, but she was no match for the 
icy water and the terrible current 
that was bearing her swiftly toward 
the rapids and a log jam downriver. 
There lay the real danger, and if she 
was swept into the rapids and rocks 
beneath the logs, it was game over.

Alex Taylor, a quiet young man of 21-
years who stood six foot six inches in 
height, was strolling down the north 
side of the river and saw the girl’s 
plight. Without hesitation he swung 
into action, his long legs propel-
ling him down the river bank toward 
the log jam, but he feared he could 
never reach it in time to save the girl.

Down by the water’s edge on the 
south shore was another man, Tom 
McLaughlin, who also witnessed the 
impending disaster. He was in his 
early forties, but was in top physical 
condition and could run like a deer. 
He also headed for the log jam, racing 
out over the logs with no regard for 
his own safety, throwing himself 
flat on the outermost logs and try to 
grab the girl just as she was being 
swept under the log jam, but try as he 
might; the force of the water prevented 
him from pulling her to safety.

THE BURNSTOWN LEGEND 
OF 1898

The first house built in the village, which was torn down a few years ago. Agnes McLeoad at Johnsone s̓ Rock, now covered with 35 feet of water.

Postcard of Burnstown in 1900.

Continued on page 4

end
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 The Burnstown Legend continued

Big Alex Taylor came nimbly across 
the log jam from the north shore, and 
seeing Tom’s predicament, he lowered 
himself into the maelstrom of rushing 
water, found a boulder to stand on and 
hanging onto the logs with one arm, 
he assisted Tom in pulling the girl 
free of the torrent. Other than a good 
soaking and a terrible fright, the girl 
was none the worse from her ordeal.

In later years a monument was erected 
on the shore in honour of these two 
brave men, Alex Taylor and Tom 
McLaughlin and it tells the story 
briefly. The monument is still there 
near the water, just a little east of the 
new bridge spanning the Madawaska 
River at Burnstown, which is one of the 
most picturesque villages in Ontario.

The old wooden bridge before it was removed in 1948

Winter of 1946 in Burnstown
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By Bill Graham

With the ice off the lakes and rivers and 
the cottagers beginning to return for an-
other season, it is an appropriate time to 
remind everyone about measures that 
can be taken to keep zebra mussels out 
of Renfrew County. Unlike many of 
our neighbouring counties to the south, 
Renfrew County has not yet been in-
vaded by this destructive alien species.

Zebra mussels and a related species, 
the quagga mussel, are small, 
fingernail-sized clams native to the 
Caspian Sea region of Asia. The shell 
is black, white, and yellow striped 
with one edge flattened so that it could 
sit upright on a table. Small threads 
called byssal threads attach the mussel 
to hard surfaces. Zebra mussels were 
discovered in Lake St. Clair near 
Detroit in 1988. By the late 1990s they 
were observed in numbers in the lower 
Rideau River. In 2000 their populations 
exploded in the southern Rideau Lakes.

Zebra mussels filter plankton from 
the surrounding water. Each mussel 
can filter about one litre of lake water 
per day. However, not all of what 
they consume is digested. What they 

don’t eat is combined with mucus as 
“pseudofeces” and discharged onto 
the lake bottom where it accumulates. 

Significant changes to aquatic 
ecosystems have been documented 
as a result of the introduction of 
zebra mussels. They will cover any 
hard surfaces including: rock, metal, 
rubber, wood, docks, boat hulls, native 
mussels, and even aquatic plants. Some 
fish prefer rock, and boulder substrates 
to spawn, and can be deterred 
from spawning in the areas that are 
covered in zebra mussel colonies.

Keep Zebra Mussels out of 
Renfrew County

Their filter feeding improves the 
clarity of the water and this, combined 
with the additional nutrient load to the 
lake bottom from their “pseudofeces,” 
changes the types and distribution 
of aquatic vegetation in a lake or 
river. In the St. Laurence River, the 
Rideau River and the Great Lakes, 
zebra mussels are established, 
but not in Renfrew County—yet.

If your boat has been in any of these 
waterways please ensure that it has 
been ‘power washed’ and thoroughly 
inspected before you launch your 

boat into our local lakes and rivers.

Spiny Water Flea

One alien invader has already arrived 
in Renfrew County—the spiny water 
flea. The spiny water flea is about 1 
to 1.5 cm long. As its common name 
suggests, it has a long tail spine with 
barb-like projections. A red stripe runs 
about half the length of the tail. Spiny 
water fleas can become entangled in 
fishing lines and downrigger cables. 
They were first recorded in Lake 
Ontario in 1992. The spiny water 
flea feeds on small animal life called 
zooplankton. When populations of the 
spiny water flea are high, zooplankton 
consumption can be significant. This 
zooplankton is also the preferred 
food of many native species of fish. 
The long term impact of the spiny 
water flea is unknown. Once they 
become established in a lake, there 
is no known way to eradicate them.

These aliens now reside in Calabogie 
Lake, Black Donald Lake and 
Centennial Lake. You may have noticed 
them as a bit of slime on your fishing 
line. Unfortunately, they are very 
hearty and can survive out of water for 
a significant period of time. Keep an 
eye for them because you could easily 
transport them to an unaffected lake and 
further an already existing problem.
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Looking Back......

Letters to the Editor

Dear Editor,

I was intrigued by Michaela Murphy’s 
article about the Burnstown Recycle 
Plant in the April 2005 paper.
Evidently her organization is very 
active in pursuing their goals and 
has received cooperation from 
the various Ontario Government 
Ministries. I wish them much luck.

If only the CCC (Calabogie Concerned 
Citizens) had received just a little co-
operation from the various ministries 

Dear Editor,

It gives me great concern when I see 
parliamentarians “jump ship” when 
the going gets tough.  It speaks vol-
umes of their commitment to their 
party.  Obviously they did not seek 
election based on altruistic reasons or 
values.  They were opportunist and/or 
looking for a job.  They believed that 
the coattails of the leader would bring 
them to the House of Commons.  Well 
that was the case from 1993 to  2004.  
However now when the going really 
appears to be getting tough, these so 
called committed liberal members are 
looking to cross the floor to insure 
they stay employed, in the event we 
lose the next election.  They can quote 
all the policy reasons in the world 
they may want. The bottom line is 
they are ill equipped to have to work 
hard to get elected in the upcom-
ing election, whenever that may be.  
 
It saddens me even further to listen to 
their rhetoric.  I have been involved 
with the Liberal Party of Canada in 
many facets for more than 4 decades.  I 
even ran in Toronto in two very tough 
elections, 1984  & 1988.  I did so, for 
the right reasons.  I believed in our 
party and our leader. I found it to be one 
of the more positive experiences of my 
life and have absolutely no regrets. I 
also recognized at the time that since 
the Liberals were in power for 17 
years under The Rt Hon Pierre Elliott 
Trudeau, that in all likelihood we would 
go down to defeat in 1984 regardless 
of who was the leader of our party.  
 
The people made the issue “Change” 
and that is what they got.  They got 
13 years of Mulroney Government.  
Now let’s visit that for a moment.  
Members of his cabinet were known 
to be ‘criminals’ and it would be 
worth Canadians re-reading the books 
written by Stevie Cameron at that time, 
On the Take was the first one. I do not 
say that that justifies the issues before 
the Gomery Commission today, but 
the Conservatives should not try to 
appear to be “holier than thou”. Or as 
some would say ‘those who live in 
glass houses, should not throw stones’. 
 
The Quebec issue has been a plague 

on our country and government for 
far too long.  It is time our leader dealt 
with that once an for all.  We cannot 
constantly, at their whim, be held up for 
ransom.  The good citizens of Quebec 
do not appreciate being tarnished with 
that kind of brush.  It is too reminiscent 
of the Duplesis years.  We are either 
Canadian or not.  We should never 
have to describe ourselves as French 
or English Canadian.  Flying a few 
Canadian flags in Quebec does not 
buy us any favour.  Demonstrate how 
Quebecers are treated the same as 
Ontarians, or Albertans, and then I will 
say we are all proud to be Canadian.
 
What irks Ontarians, particularly in the 
Construction industry is the fact that 
they can cross the Ottawa River and 
work in Ontario, but hell would freeze 
over before a Quebec project would be 
won by an Ontario Contractor.  That 
is not acceptable and it is long past 
the time that this issue should have 
been resolved.  If we do not see a free 
and balanced opportunity for Ontario 
contractors in Quebec, then Ontario  
projects should only be open for bid 
to Contractors outside of Quebec.
 
 The Gomery commission fallout is 
bad and serious. However, there is 
some good news buried in the polls. 
Conservatives peaked in Ontario 
last week and dropped 2% this 
week. More people trust Martin than 
Harper. Business is very nervous about 
an election and are saying such things 
as “maybe that sponsorship program 
actually kept Canada together in 1995” 
That could be an ace in the hole, but US 
multinationals want the conservatives 
and will be a ruthless but undefined 
competitor...big pharma, oil & military...
 
Most people see that Paul Martin is 
honestly trying to clean up the party.
 
Betty Fevreau
17 Old Orchard Lane
Arnprior On K7S 3T5
Tel:  613 622 5973
Email:  bfevreau@globalserve.net

Dear Editor, 

I was recently asked, by someone in our 
community about the function of the 
Calabogie Seniors, Club #971 of the 
Ontario Senior Clubs; the impression 
they had was that it was just a social 
group.  I agreed that we do promote 
socialization for seniors particularly at 
our monthly potluck dinners on the last 
Thursday of the month but there is so 
much more.

Looking back over the year I see that 
a) we have manned the Heritage 

Point Info Centre  from the 
Victoria Day week-end until 
Thanksgiving ( with student’s 
covering in July and August),

b) planted and kept up the 
gardens at Barnett Park,  

c) donated to and ran a 
successful Auction Table on 
Canada Day, 

d) prepared and served a Pancake 
Breakfast on Community 
Day

e) installed the Christmas Lights 
at Heritage Point and had 
a Lighting Ceremony with 
Carols and Hot Chocolate

f) monthly golf days in the 
summer

g) made annual donations to 
various community causes, 
i.e. Firefighters, Library, 
Home Support, Victoria 
Hospital Renfrew and others 
brought to our attention

h) we have members who 
regularly visit shut-ins and 
take part in Home Support

My husband and I have been involved 
with the Calabogie Seniors for several 
years and know that the members 
like to think of themselves as active 
members of our delightful community 
and welcome new members  (this 
would be anyone 55 and older) at 
every turn

Sincerely,
(Mrs.) Gail McEvoy 

To the Editor,

On Saturday night, the Twenty Third of 
April, we listened and danced to a won-
derful variety of country music artists at 
Renfrew Armouries. Though we can’t 
begin to name all the entertainers here, 
suffice it to repeat the comments we 
heard from a woman at our table. “This 
is the best country music and the big-
gest selection of artists I have seen or 
listened to in ages”. She should know, 
her name is Shirley Pearce, a famous 
piano player originally from Toronto 
who now makes her home near Flower 
Station on the old K. and P. railroad.

The money raised at this shindig goes 
toward the start-up of Valley Heritage 
Radio, CJHR-98.7 FM in Renfrew, a 
non profit Community Radio Station 
which hopes to be on air this summer 
thanks to the efforts of Vic Garbutt 
and others.We would like to take this 
opportunity to thank everyone who 
supplied food for the lunch, and a 
big thank you to Mary Wright and 
her ladies who handled it so well.

We will name all the donators of 
food and door prizes and items for 
the silent auction at a later date.

Sincerely,
Wes Bomhower, for Valley Heritage 
Music

when we had first contacted them, per-
haps the abomination that is being visit-
ed on beautiful and peaceful Calabogie 
might have had more restrictions placed 
on the construction of the Motorsports 
Park. Instead we were constantly being 
told that the owners were only work-
ing on their own property and nobody 
could interfere. This working on their 
own property is their business until 
it interferes with the rights of others.

As of this time, the issue is still on-
going for we finally were able to get 
the attention of government officials.  
They had been very slow to move 
and perhaps we owe a debt of grati-
tude to the Burnstown organization.

I am so sick of writing letters and 
articles to various Councils and 
Ministries to be told “we will take 
that under advisement and get back 
to you.”  I am sure that I will be 
a long time waiting for answers.

Sincerely 

Holly Goodyear.

R. Robertson store built in 1854 (Burstown)
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Box 115

Ontario K0J 1H0
636 Mill Street Calabogie

Phone (613) 752-2102
Fax (613) 752-0003

CALABOGIE

Open 7 days a week startingMay 1 st

YOUR AUTHORIZED PELICAN & DEWDOCKS DEALER

By Mary Joan Hale

April did a good job of raining 
down on the seeds and bulbs under 
the soil.  Blooms are popping up all 
over.  After five years, some of my 
lilacs transplanted from friends and 
relatives are finally going to flower.  I 
am delighted that my patience is finally 
going to be rewarded.  All things 
come to those who wait (and dream).

The new book selection in the 
library is blooming as well.  Thanks 
to our automated system, volunteer 
participation and my efforts, the ‘new’ 
section is overflowing.  There are 
books to suit all interests.  Through an 
anonymous donation Cormorant Books 
sent us 22 newly published titles.  The 
Book Publishers of Ontario donated 
$350 worth of children’s literature as 
well.  We also have all of the titles from 
the CBC Canada Reads program.  Many 
patrons are enjoying their way through 
‘Rockbound’, the winner, and the rest 
of the five books nominated by and 
steadfastly argued for by the celebrities.

All of Mary Cook’s books are on 
hand in multiple copies in the library 
to help us celebrate One Book, One 
Community: Renfrew County Reads 
2005.  Join the crowd and travel 

back in time to the thirties in our 
county.  Mary Cook illustrates how 
even in the hardest of times folks 
made the best of things.  Neighbours 
and families worked together.

We were delighted to receive donations 
of funds from the Calabogie Seniors and 
the Calabogie Women’s Institute.  The 
Seniors’ donation will fund Reference 
materials.  The children will now 
have a ‘listening centre’ thanks to the 
kindness of the ladies of the Institute.

A fashion show was held at the St. 
Andrew’s United Church Hall on April 
15.  Kay Isenor’s Weekenders Fashions 
supplied the clothing.  We were 
delighted by the presence of the Red 
Hat Society.  Thanks to the Friends 
of the Library and the Calabogie 
Book Club for sponsoring this event.

As previously announced our former 
Chairman, John Loten, resigned after 
12 years on the Board.  He and his wife 
Liz were honoured at a tea before the 
April Board meeting.  Adieu, but not 
Good bye John.  Thank you for all of 
your years of dedication to the library.

When we moved here from the city, we 
were most impressed by the friendly 
people in the Valley.  From the first, 

we were welcomed to the village 
of Calabogie.  When amalgamation 
brought us into the largest township 
in the largest county in Ontario, we 
felt honoured to have even more 
wonderful neighbours.  There is a 
peace here, which cannot be found in 
the city.  For this we continue to be 
grateful.  This was brought home to us 
very graphically on two recent visits 
to our daughter.  Montreal has always 
been one of my favourite cities.  It is  
vibrant and exciting.  However, the 
panhandlers and homeless made me 
weep.  Nothing was more upsetting 
then when we attended a movie in the 
old Forum of Canadiens’ fame.  As 
we walked through the doors, where 
once anxious fans rushed to see their 
beloved Habs, we almost tripped over 
a young woman asleep on the floor 
blocking one of the entrance doors.  
Homeless people were sleeping on all 
of the benches in the subway.  At least 
they were warm.  In the country, such 
poverty may not always be as obvious.  
Even the working poor may have 
trouble keeping food on their tables 
from one pay to the next.  Thanks to 
the efforts of Pastor Bill Griffiths of 
the Community Church a Food Bank 
is now being organized in Calabogie.  
The United and Catholic Churches 
are joining in this effort as well.  Non-

perishable food may be dropped off at 
any of the churches and at our library.    

The Library Board, with the aid of 
several citizens, has been working 
on Strategic Planning.  Ideas and 
efforts are germinating.  Guided by 
Richard Hale of The Delfi Group, 
the team is almost ready to present 
their work to the Board and later 
to Council.  We thank The Delfi 
Group for their generous donation of 
expertise.  The future of the Library in 
Greater Madawaska is very exciting.

Many new volunteers have joined 
the slate to make your library a better 
place.  Thank you volunteers!  If 
anyone has any time or interests 
to share, please call or drop in.

Coming Events: Public Health Nurse: 
Sun Safety. 
June 25, 1:00 p.m. Women’s Institute: 
One Book, One Community: Renfrew 
County Reads present Mary Cook at 
the Calabogie Community Centre.
Web site:  http://www.pembroke.libra
ry.on.ca/  and click on One Book One 
Community for more OBOC events.
June, July, August: the library 
will be closed in the morning on 
Friday and open from 4:00-7:30p.m.
     

GREATER MADAWASKA LITERARY 
MATTERS
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GRIFFITH/ MATAWATCHAN NEWS
By Garry Ferguson

Matawatchan Hall

Unless one has served a season or 
more on the Matawatchan Hall Board, 
it may come as a surprise to find out 
that it takes big bucks to keep the old 
door hinges creaking for the public. 
Some might also be surprised to hear 
that the executive and directors serve 
as more than janitors. They raise 
those big bucks through hard work.

During the period of November 2004 
to the end of April 2005, the tab for 
heat, hydro and snow removal was 
$2673.79,  $561.44 and  $449.40 re-
spectively. If the batteries on my Dollar-
Store calculator haven’t gone lame on 
me, that comes to $3684.63. That’s 
only part of the cost of providing a 
convenient, bar-and-kitchen-equipped 
playpen in which we get to hold our 
community and private shindigs. Next 
time you meet a board member, be 
nice. Give him or her your best smile.

The Hall now has a modern cash regis-
ter, with an inventory tracking system, 
for the bar. No more bar tickets that 
may have led to excessive drinking. 
Have you ever watched those people 
who hate waste and attempt to use up all 
their tickets during those 10 minutes be-
fore the bar closes? Keepers of The Bar 
were fortunate to have Steve and Gail 
Main familiarize them with the system 
after programming and setting it up.

If you like to cut a rug, watch for 
posters advertising the May-twenty-
first Black Fly Dance. Local card 
sharks, however, will have to find 

some way to amuse themselves on 
Friday nights until the Euchre and 
Darts Night comes back on schedule in 
the fall. I hear that knitting is relaxing.

A Ball for the Balls

Cecil and Unita Ball’s young’ns made 
sure that their parents’ fortieth anni-
versary will be remembered for a long 
time. On Saturday, April 23, friends 
- Cecil and Unita have a lot of them 
-and family packed the Griffith/Lions 
Hall to congratulate them on four 
decades of married life and to wish 
them well. There was music, live and 
recorded; to accompany the merri-
ment, but the highlight was a dance 
performance by granddaughters, 
twelve-year-old Meighan and two-
year-old Erin. Several friends of the 
family worked long and hard to ensure 
that everyone went home well-fed.   

Rendezvous Celebration

The Renfrew Woodlands Metis 
Aboriginal Association (RWMAA) 
welcomes all to its Rendez-vous 
Celebration planned for July 29 to 
August 01, 2005, at the Matawatchan 
Memorial Hall. Friday is scheduled 
as a “moving in” day and Monday as 
a “tear-down” day, but Saturday and 
Sunday will be chock- full of activities. 

Though the official Grand Opening 
will take place at 11 a.m. on Saturday, 
festivities will begin, each day, with a 
breakfast and then continue through 
supper to the evening programs fea-

turing free inside dances with cash 
(that means not free) bar. I’m told that 
there will be dancing and live music at 
the outdoor stage, BBQ’s, games and 
booths. The final organized event will 
be a breakfast on Monday. Gate ad-
mission has been set at $20.00 for the 
whole long weekend or $15.00 per day.

A nice touch to the event is the plan 
to send out special invitations to com-
munity elders (80 years and +) inviting 
them to attend, completely free, as 
guests of the RWMAA. Volunteers will 
be available to ensure their comfort.

For more information, contact Kent 
Gauthier at 613 432 3177.       

RVH Benefit in Matawatchan

Gerry McDaniel, the Cape Breton 
Island Entertainer, is returning to 
stage a benefit concert for the Renfrew 
Victoria Hospital. This time, the event 
will take place in the Matawatchan Hall 
at 8 p.m. on Saturday, June 11, 2005. 
Those wishing to snag an advance 
ticket ($12.00) may contact Morgan 
Adams at 333 2240. Remaining tickets 
will be sold at the door. Seating will 
be on a first-come-first-get basis.     

Fish and Game Club

The Club has purchased a disc 
and a seeder for the buck clover 
project. Those wishing to plant 
on their property may borrow it.

The walleye (pickerel) watch is in 

Denbigh Checking In !!!
By Melody Jones

On Monday, April 11th, 2005, 
students and staff of Denbigh Public 
School went to North Addington 
Education Centre to take part 
in the Superheroes presentation 
provided by Mother’s Against 
Drunk Driving (M.A.D.D.)   A 
45 minute video explained why it 
is dangerous to consume alcohol 
before the age of 21 or to drive 
even after one drink.  The students 
enjoyed the fast-paced, music 
oriented video and learned a great 
deal from it.  An important message 
was passed on to the students.

Also during the month of April there 
was a ‘TV Turn-Off Challenge’ 
that saw an impressive number of 
students and their parents, giving 
up TV for a week.  Many of the 

students had fun playing games, 
talking or reading with parents and 
going for walks.  All of the students 
took part in a celebration—Taco lunch.

Students and staff participated in 
the annual “Jump Rope for Heart” 
to raise money for the Heart and 
Stroke Foundation. Students had a 
wonderful afternoon skipping in a 
variety of different ways. The students 
collected over $421.50 in pledges at 
the time this article was submitted.  
The school has earned points that 
will be used to purchase new gym 
equipment.  Thank you to all the 
students, families and the community 
for their fantastic effort in this cause!

On Tuesday, April 26th, the students 
and staff of Denbigh Public School 
held a special assembly for our 
volunteers.  The primary class 

presented a short play on the story of 
“The Little Red Hen.”  The junior class 
read a special poem on volunteers, 
followed by a toe tapping dance to 
“Rock’n Robin.”  We enjoyed sharing 
this time to thank all the volunteers this 
year who have provided valuable time 
and energy toward activities such as 
hot dog sales, fund raising, preparing 
meals, craft making, piano playing, 
skate tying, play days, and much more.  
Their support and dedication to many 
of the extra-curricular opportunities 
for students are greatly appreciated.  
We look forward to their continued 
involvement at Denbigh Public School.

Community News from The New 
Apostolic Church in Denbigh

Our Sincere Thanks - We extend 
a heartfelt THANK YOU to our 
community and surrounding area for the 

overwhelming support of our annual 
Maple Syrup Pancake Breakfast.  
Your generous contributions to our 
local Food Bank, almost twice the 
amount collected last year, are greatly 
appreciated.  May our God bless you 
and your home with the abundance 
you so warmly demonstrated. (Y. 
Lindner)  

Community News from the 
Community Food Bank

On behalf of the Community Food 
Bank, we would like to thank the 
New Apostolic Church and the guests 
at their annual pancake breakfast, for 
their generous donation of money 
and food supplies.  Your kindness 
helps us help others.  (Evelyn Inwood 
and Ruby Malcolm)

   

full swing these days; however, the 
count appears to be low because of 
high water levels. It’s hard to count 
the little devils if you can’t see them.

A number of wild turkeys have been 
spotted – and I’m talking the feath-
ered type – around Matawatchan these 
days. At least one is helping itself to 
Cliff and Pat Holleran’s bird feed, two 
frequent Shari and Brad Holleran’s 
farm and another has staked out ter-
ritory along the Frontenac Road. 
Someone should warn them about our 
Christmas and Thanksgiving customs. 
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By Ole Hendrickson
  
Editor’s note: Ole Hendrickson is an 
environmental scientist who is currently 
Science Advisor in the Biodiversity 
Convention Office of Environment 
Canada. He is also a member of the 
Ottawa River Institute, which is a 
Canadian not-for-profit corporation 
based in Pembroke, Ontario. Their 
mission is to foster sustainable 
communities and ecological integrity 
in the Ottawa River Watershed.
 (http://www.ottawariverinstitute.ca/)

During the Memorial Day weekend 
in May, six federal agents and dozens 
of state officials set up checkpoints 
at interstate highway rest stops sur-
rounding the Detroit metropolitan 
area.  They stopped and searched 
vehicles in an effort to halt the move-
ment of aliens.  Over a hundred 
seizures were made, safeguarded in 
rental vehicles, and transported to 
marshalling yards for disposition. 
  
Their target: firewood  
  
Many people load up their vehicles 
with wood before heading out of the 
city for the weekend.  Perhaps you just 
cut up a dying tree on your suburban 
lot.  Why not take it to the cottage 
to fuel the wood stove on a cool 
morning?  If you happen to live around 
Detroit, this is a criminal offence.

  
Before concluding that this exemplifies 
government stupidity, consider what is 
at stake.  Ash trees are at risk of virtual 
extinction from a voracious, shiny 
green beetle accidentally imported from 
China.  Besides being one of our most 
common street trees, ashes are used 
in snowshoes, canoes, axe handles, 
hockey sticks, and native basketry.
  
When ash trees around Detroit and 
Windsor began dying, officials were 
puzzled.  Some thought a new fungal 
disease was at work, like the ones kill-
ing chestnuts, elms, butternuts, and 
pines.  When evidence began pointing 
to the beetle, no one in North America 
was capable of identifying it, or knew 
where it came from, or what it did there.
  
The ‘emerald ash borer’, as it is now 
called, is not a particularly well-known 
or serious pest in China.  Like most in-
vasive alien species, this insect left its 
predators and parasites behind when 
it arrived in North America.  It found 
new elm species much to its taste: 
closely related to its native hosts, but 
without resistance developed through 
prior exposure and natural selection.
  
Almost certainly the beetle arrived 
in a trade shipment, hiding under 
the bark of a cheap wooden pallet or 
packing crate.  Global trade means 
increasing global spread of pests.
  

Plant health agencies are under extreme 
pressure to maintain the flow of trade 
goods.  Proposed sanitary measures 
often meet resistance.  Monitoring of 
shipments is expensive, staff budgets are 
limited.  New crises are met with delay 
and indecision, sometimes followed by 
heroic measures of uncertain outcome. 
  
The goal of the ‘emerald ash borer’ 
campaign is containment and eradica-
tion in the quarantine zone, but a sec-
ondary outbreak has already appeared in 
Indiana.  Some motorists stopped dur-
ing the Memorial Day blitz planned to 
transport their wood hundreds of miles.
  
Both forests and lakes are casual-
ties of this biological free-for-all. 
  
Shipping is another pathway for 
transport of alien species.  Ballast water 
is transported and dumped halfway 
around the world.  Hitch-hikers like 
zebra mussel larvae get a free ride.

  
The dead zone in Lake Erie all but 
disappeared when phosphate detergents 
were banned.  A recent Canadian 
Geographic article describes its return 
in graphic terms: “a vast mound of 
zebra mussels, quagga mussels and 
other organisms, much of it new to the 
region, much of it laced with harmful 
bacteria, that recurs every summer and 
sucks so much oxygen from the bottom 
waters that nothing else can live there.” 
  
Perversely, while most organisms can-
not survive low oxygen conditions, the 
invading mussels can, along with the 
bacteria that produce botulism.  Each 
year, thousands of loons and other water 
birds wash up dead on the lake shore, 
along with slimy fish and rotting algae.
  
Unfortunately, there are hundreds of 
other examples of invasive alien spe-
cies threatening natural resources and 
natural ecosystems all over the world. 
It’s time we realized that cheap im-
ported goods come with a cost.  We 
must now add biological pollution 
to the air pollution and greenhouse 
gases associated with global transport.
  
Buying less and buying local are two 
important choices individuals can 
make that may help stem the tide 
of invasive alien species in addi-
tion to their numerous other benefits.

Invasion of the aliens

Emerald Ash Borer
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By Jim Weatherall

Now that spring is upon us, the pick-
erel (walleye) and northern pike 
season will be opening. This season 
always opens on the 3rd Saturday 
in May. This year it is May 21sr.

Hopefully, with spring being a bit slow 
in arriving this year, the spawn will be 
completed by opening day. The fish 
are vulnerable during this time and 
the males are particularly aggressive.
A good place to fish pickerel is near 
the spawning beds on rocky shoals. 
One of the best ways to fish is using 
a jig head and minnow--- by bounc-
ing the jighead off the bottom. You 
will be successful but your tackle sup-
ply will be depleted in short order. To 
solve this problem try using a heavier 
test line. To troll for pickerel, use deep 
running crank baits (i.e. Wally Diver 
or RAPALA Husky Jerk) and run 
them at a slower speed in the spring.
Remember, when fishing Calabogie, 
Centennial or Black Donald lakes, there 
is a minimum size limit on pickerel of 
19.7 inches (50 cm.), and a daily limit 
of 1 fish per conservation licence and 
2 fish per sport fishing licence per day 
with a total of 1 days catch in your pos-
session. These rules for local bodies of 
water as well as the whole province are 

listed in the ‘2005 - 2006’ Fishing 
Regulations books available at all 
licence issuers in the province. Pick 
up your copy and be aware of all 
the changes that are now in effect.

Please --- when returning under-
sized pickerel or any fish, handle 
with care to ensure the fish are 
not harmed. If badly hooked, cut 
the line to minimize damage to the 
fish. The hook will dissolve itself 
and the fish will survive to give 
another angler a fight another day. 
Keeping fish on a stringer will guar-
antee death for the fish. If you are 
angling for a bigger one to replace 
the smaller one you have already 
caught, always place your catch in 
a live well or cooler to ensure they 
can be returned to the water safely.

We hope your pickerel season is 
successful. Enjoy and conserve our 
great outdoors. Always leave your 
fishing spot cleaner than when you 
arrived. Should you have a fishing 
“tale” to share, please drop us a line, 
or call us and maybe we can share 
with others here in a future issue. 
We’d love to hear from you.
 
Jim’s Bait & Tackle
12600 Lanark Rd., Box 100,
Calabogie, Ont. K0J 1H0
(613) 752-2145

Fishing with Jim
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Community Calender
CHURCH SERVICE SCHEDULE
GRIFFITH AND MATAWATCHAN

St. Andrew’s United Church
Sunday Worship            8:30 a.m.
Sunday School               8:30 a.m.
Minister:           333-2381

Our Lady of Holy Rosary Catholic 
Church
Griffith:  Sat. Mass          7:30 p.m.
Sunday Mass                  11:00 a.m.

Hilltop Tabernacle 
Sunday School                 10:00 a.m.
Morning Worship              11:00 a.m.
Evening Service                  7:00 p.m.

DENBIGH AND VENNACHAR

Vennachar Free Methodist Church
Sunday School                  9:00 a.m.
Sunday Worship               11:00 a.m.

St. Luke’s United Church
Sunday Worship                   10:00 a.m.
Sunday School                     10:00 a.m.
Minister:     333-2381

St. Paul’s Lutheran Church
Sunday School                      9:00 a.m.
Sunday Worship                    9:30 a.m.
      
The New Apostolic Church
Sunday School                      9:00 a.m.
Sunday Worship                  10:30 a.m.
Wednesdays                          8:00 p.m. 

CALABOGIE

The Calabogie Bible Fellowship 
Congregational Church
The Mill Street Chapel at 538 Mill St., 
Regular service – Sundays 7:00 p.m.

Most Precious Blood Catholic Church
504 Mill St., Rev. Father Pat Blake
Saturday                            5:00 p.m.
Sunday                             10:30 a.m.

St. Patrick’s Catholic Church
Mount St. Patrick
Sunday 9:00 am

Calabogie St. Andrews United Church
1044 Madawaska Dr. (on the waterfront) 
Sunday Worship at 8:45 a.m.
Communion - 1st Sunday of every month. 

 

Calabogie 

Calabogie Crafts: Every second Monday 
of the month at the Community Centre 
(call Marjorie Watts at 752-2598)

Calabogie Seniors: Pot luck dinner and 
meeting – the last Thursday of each month 
– Community Hall begins at 4:00 p.m. 
followed by dinner and meeting.

St. Andrew's United Church, Calabogie, 
Roast Beef Dinner, 
8:00am to 4:00pm May 20, 2005, 752-
2598

The Calabogie and Area 
Ministerial Food Bank
 2 days per month [2nd and 4th 
Thursdays]
 10:00 am to 12:00 noon
  Open days for May 2005 - 12th and 19th
  For emergency situations, please call 
  752-2201

Burnstown
Burnstown Affair of the Arts
May 28 to 29

Griffith & Matawatchan 

Black Fly Spring Dance –Saturday 
May 21 – 8:00 p.m. – 1:00 a.m. at the 
Matawatchan Hall

Dunn’s Lake Clean-up – Saturday June 
25 at 10:00 a.m. – Fish & Game Club

Busy Bees Craft Club
Meet the second Tuesday of every month 
at the Matawatchan Hall. (Contact Jackie 
Jenks at 333-5542

“Northern Lights” Seniors
Meet the third Tuesday of each month at 
1:30 p.m. alternating between Griffith and 
Matawatchan.  For information contact 
Lois Robbins at 333-1082.  All Seniors 
Welcome

Community Bus Service
Phone Kay Kelly for information and 
reservations at 333-2731 by Tuesday 
evening.  Bus travels every other 
Thursday for shopping.  The bus fee is 
$10.00.

Fellowship Luncheon
These meals are held the first Wednesday 
of each month at noon.  Please contact 
Pat Holleran at 333-1229 or Lois Robbins 
at 333-1082 if you wish to attend and be 
added to our mailing list.  These meals 
are held in our community for those who 
live alone, seniors and retired people 
who enjoy a meal together.  The location 
alternates between the Griffith Lions 
Hall and St. Andrew’s United Church, 
Matawatchan.
Cost   $5.00.

Denbigh
Diners Club
Dinners are held the first Monday of the 
month at the Denbigh Community Hall at 
12 noon.  Full Course Meal $5.00.
Contact Lynn McNicolle at 333-5586 for 
information.

St. Luke’s United Church, Denbigh
Exercise Group - Tuesdays    9:30 a.m.

HEALTH CARE
Paramed Health Care Services Foot 
Care Clinic/Denbigh
Call 333-5559, Muriel Burgess, for an 
appointment

COMMUNITY
EVENTS
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Ontario Power Generation (OPG) 
has had an intimate relationship 
with the Madawaska River for over 
fifty years. Their damns and hydro 
power generation stations along the 
Madawaska have been an important 
supply of electricity for residents of 
Ontario. It is a very finely tuned system, 

which is subject to weather events that 
can greatly change the volume of water 
being processed; by the electricity 
demand events of hot summer days and 
by the opinions and requests of The 
Ministry of Natural Resources and the 
people who live along the Madawaska.

It’s all about water levels and the 
control that OPG has on these levels. 
When there is a significant rain 
event and reservoirs are full, then 
discharge of water through the system 
is necessary. When there is a sudden 
demand for power; as happened in the 
summer of 2003 during the Blackout, 

Managing the Madawaska
then water is discharged to generate 
electricity. These events can happen 
at any time so  safety is a real issue.

OPG also maintains specific water 
levels at certain times of the years to 
ensure there is sufficient water to cover 
the pickerel spawning grounds in the 
spring and to ensure sufficient waters 
for muskrat in the winter in the Barry’s 
Bay area. Then there are the cottagers 
and recreational users of the river to 
consider. Between the Victoria Day 
May holiday and Thanksgiving in the 
fall, water levels are maintained at a 
level to ensure that recreational boats 
and fish are not stranded by low water.

Public trust and safety is the goal of 
OPG Public Affairs programs. They 
want everyone to use and enjoy the 
river that runs through our municipality. 
Consequently they publish ads with 
The Highlander to promote safety and 
have published a brochure about safe 
canoeing, boating and kayaking around 
OPG facilities. We have reproduced 
the information for Mountain 
Chute, Barnett Chute and Calabogie 
generating stations so that you can 
use the waterway, but use it safely.

    Mountain Chute Generating       
                      Station
Paddlers approaching Mountain Chute 
Generating Station will notice an island in 
the head pond and must keep to its south 
side, where they will see a causeway 
linking the island with the mainland.

The portage begins here and continues 
1.8 kilometres along an access road to 
Cananto Lodge Road, ending at a boat 
launch in Norcan Lake, which is joined 
to the Madawaska River at this point.

  Barrett Chute Generating Station

Paddlers must keep to the North shore 
when approaching the dam and will come 
to a point at the mouth of a long bay.

Paddlers are to keep close to the point 
upon their entry in to the bay and travel 
approximately 0.2 kilometres into the 
bay where the portage begins. The route 
follows a property fence for approximately 
1.0 kilometres where it rejoins the 
river below the generating station.

    Calabogie Generating Station

The portage route around Calabogie 
Generating Station begins at the 
public boat launch at the lower end of 
Calabogie Lake. Paddlers traveling down 
the river must keep to the South-east 
shore and exit at the public boat launch

The route crosses County Road 
511 and follows marked trails 
rejoining the river 1.6 kilometres 
downstream of the generating station.
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This photo of a mature and juvenile bald eagle was taken on the Madawaska River near Centennial Lake on April 7, 2005
Photo: George White
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THE GYPSY’S 
PREDICTION

By Wes Bomhower

The first team of horses I recall my 
Dad driving were reddish in colour, the 
older one about eight years of age being 
Sparkie, and a young four year old we 
called Billy. Billy was the smaller of 
the two and was used often in single 
harness, taking the milk to the local 
cheese factory or going to the village for 
groceries, using the  little milk wagon. 
Dad purchased a new Model T Ford in 
1929, the year I was born, but that was 
the same year the Great Depression 
began and for two years, 1934 and 
1935, the Model T had sat idle in the 
drive shed because other commodities 
were more important than the price of 
gasoline, such as feeding and clothing 
us five children. My younger 
sister arrived the following year.
Dad was doing the seeding quite early 

and I rode along with him on the 
seed drill one Saturday morning in 
May in the southern most part of the 
farm where oats and barley seemed 
to do well. We finished the big field 
shortly before lunch and with the 
team headed up the road allowance 
that ran along the farm boundary 
toward our buildings. We reached 
the County Road just as a band of 
gypsies were passing through and Dad 
stopped the team until the ten or twelve 
wagons and extra horses were past. 
They always kept half a dozen extra 
horses for trading purposes it seemed.

The gypsy leader, or chief, was bring-
ing up the rear of the caravan, a hand-
some, bronze skinned man with thick 
black hair and a heavy dark moustache. 
He waved a cheery “Hello” to us, and 
then asked Dad if he was interested 
in doing some horse trading today. 
Dad declined and the gypsy started to 

Out on the First Concession

walk away, and then suddenly turned 
to look closer at our horses. “That li’1 
red horse don’ look well, he not long 
for this world’,” he said, indicating 
Billy. Dad growled, “Be on your way, 
there’s nothing wrong with my horse.” 
The gypsy shrugged and took up his 
place in the wagon train once more.

The following Monday morning, 
my brother hitched Billy to the milk 
wagon to take our sister Evelyn 
down to Grandma’s, about ten miles 
away where she boarded and at-
tended High School—school bus-
ses were unheard of in those times.
My brother, Everett, must have been 
fourteen years old, and I had never seen 
him cry before, but as he recounted 
the terrible events of that morning, 
large tears welled in his eyes and he 
used his handkerchief frequently.

“Billy was jogging along,” Everett 

spoke in broken sentences. “Suddenly 
he just stopped and fell. I think he was 
dead before he hit the gravel road”. 
Our sister, Evelyn was almost hys-
terical and Mom insisted she spend the 
rest of the day in bed with a sedative.

Later that day, Dad skinned out Billy’s 
carcass and discovered the reason for the 
horse’s sudden demise. A huge bruise, 
fifteen inches in diameter, on his lower 
abdomen indicated a ruptured bowel 
or some other internal organ. How he 
sustained the injury we never knew.

Could the gypsy possibly fore-
tell such a thing? Did he read 
it in the horse’s eyes perhaps?

How times have changed.

      

Across 

1. ___ Triomphe
6. Infamous Amin
9. City of Old Castile
14. Capital of South Darfur region,  
      Sudan
15. Photo. image
16. Aired again
17. “For the Love of the Irish”              
       singer
19. Muscle
20. Bed and breakfast spot
21. Deceive
22. Prophetic signs
23. Followers of canon and musket
24. Rake
26. Valley village known for its                      
leprechaun people
32. After, in Avignon
33. Black cuckoo
34. Cafe au ___
36. “Blackberry” manf.
37. Ardent enthusiasms
39. External rotating shaft of a 
farm tractor (abbr.)
40. San ___ Obispo
42. Busy insect
43. Hindu garment
45. Canadien’s Rocket
49. House renovation centre
50. Nice summers

51. Following young or old
54. Kind of renewal
56. ENE plus 90 degrees
59. Book after Daniel
60. A ______ lies underneath          
      Black Donald lake
62. Lend ___ (be attentive)
63. “Love ___ Madly”: Doors hit
64. Adjectives for Sea lions
65. Harbinger of spring, for one:  
      Wiarton ___
66. Convert into leather
67. Dehumidifies

Down 

1. Blood vessel: Comb. form
2. Long-time editor of Le Devoir:  
    Claude ___
3. Abel’s assailant
4. Roman 502
5. Small birds of prey
6. Do business on Bay Street
7. Off! Ingredient
8. Unknowing
9. Garden shelter
10. Gilded silver
11. Dies___
12. Grassy expanse
13. BIyth and Jillian
18. Attitude that’s “put on”

23. Opposite of WSW
25. Elevator inventor
26. Crumbly clay mixture
27. Prime crop of Afghanistan
28. Largest lake in Iran
29. Cut partner
30. Director of “It Happened One  
      Night”
31. He cashed forged cheques
35. Drove a nail on the slant
37. Put to rest
38. At large
41. Dreamlike

43. Like a sachet
44. Cries of delight
46. Prayer beads
47. Given a new life
48. “Take ___ a compliment
51. Bandleader Artie
52. Singer Braxton
53. Dusseldorf donkey
55. Perlman of “Cheers”
56. Spore cases of ferns
57. ___’ Pea
58. Comes to a close
61. Sailor, to some

Ottawa Valley Crossword
By Doug Bell

Answers found on page 26

Questions, comments or ideas.....crosswords@rogers.com
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By Floris Wood

In Canada the common name for the 
species of insect known as Simuliidae 
is the black fly, but elsewhere it is also 
known as the buffalo gnat or the turkey 
gnat. These latter names are derived 
from the overly large and raised tho-
rax (middle section) of the creature. 
Black flies learn to answer to many 
names. Most of we human beings 
have violated some personal language 
code, some in two or three languages; 
in response to having played dinner 
host to a female black fly (the males 
do not bite us). Human blood is not es-
sential for the female to stay alive but 
it is essential for the production of eggs

There are over 1700 species of black 
flies worldwide. In North America 
above Mexico there are about 260 
species. It may be of some comfort to 
know that only a little over 100 species 
of black flies live in Canada, and most 
of these species do not bite humans.  
In a recent survey of black flies in 
Prince Edward Island 20 different 
species of black flies were found. 
Of these, only three fed on human 
blood, six fed on birds, two species 
did not eat blood, and the rest fed on 
non-human mammals. Many black 
flies are very host specific. In fact, 
the loon has its very own species of 
black fly that can reproduce only by 
biting a loon. Some feed only on cattle. 

Some species look so much alike 
that insect scientists (called ento-
mologists) with microscopes cannot 
discern a difference in them. Only 
by examining the chromosomes can 
the exact species be determined.

Black flies are found from 965 miles 
north of the Arctic Circle to Terra Del 
Fuego on the southern tip of South 
America. They require fresh running 
water to reproduce and are very sensi-
tive to pollution. So when the black flies 
leave the Madawaska valley, we know 
we are in trouble. Their heaviest bit-
ing season runs from Mother’s Day in 
May to Father’s Day at the end of June.

Like most insects black flies go 
through three stages, egg, larva and 
adult. The female lays from 20 to 
800 eggs (depending on the species) 
on top of the water either a few at a 
time or in long strings. They may take 
only a few days to hatch on top of the 
water or, in some species, they hatch 
the following spring. The larva floats 
downstream until it touches some dead 
or living vegetation or a rock. The 
larva makes its way underwater still 
holding on to the vegetation or rock. 
With its salivary glands it weaves a 
tiny silken pad on the submerged ob-
ject. Tiny hooks at the bottom of the 
larval tube attach to the silken pad. The 

larva floats in a vertical position while 
attached to the pad by the hooks in its 
“feet”. The larva has two curved, lacy 
antennae at the head end that serve to 
filter microscopic food particles in the 
water. The larva is usually found in 
the very swiftest part of the current so 
the volume of water, hence food, can 
flow through the net-like antennae. 

The larva is quite large as insects go, 
from 3-15mm, however, barely large 
enough to be seen with the naked eye. 
The larvae are often so closely packed 
together that they may resemble moss 
growing on the object. So, should you 
see one of these larva bobbing and 
weaving around on a rock submerged 
in icy spring time creek water, you 
might be tempted to avoid future pain 
by pulling the larvae loose from its an-
chor and letting it drift downstream to 
some unknown but probably unhappy 
fate. Little do you know that when you 
disturbed the little fellow and set him 
adrift downstream, he stopped six to 
ten feet away and waited for you to 
leave. When you did, he began eating 
at a thread he wove spider-like, be-
tween him and the little pad that serves 
as his home. He makes his way back 
to the pod via the thread, reattaches 
himself and resumes his little black fly 
larvae life as though you never existed. 

After the larvae hatch, the adults rise 
to the surface and fly off in search for 
a good meal. Before the spring-born 
black fly dies, it will have laid eggs that 
hatch before the end of the summer and 
that next generation will lay eggs the 
same summer that will overwinter un-
derwater and hatch in the next spring.

You do not need me to tell you how 
annoying black flies are. The species 
we usually encounter is known as 
Simulium venustum. These fierce at-
tackers are generalists, biting nearly 
any mammal they can find. They find 
their way to animals primarily by the 
stream of carbon dioxide we exhale, 

which gets carried down wind from 
us.  They can also sense from a fair dis-
tance our body heat, and any cosmetics 
or fragrances we might be wearing.

The good news is that our friendly 
Canadian human biters are rarely 
known to carry or transmit commu-
nicable diseases. Allergic reactions 
to black fly bites, though rare, can be 
severe. Severe swelling is the usual 
symptom but other symptoms can be 
severe enough to warrant a doctor’s 
visit.  Besides allergic reactions, the 
greatest danger is infection from 
scratching the very itchy bites. The 
activities humans engage in outdoors 
such as gardening, fishing, a child’s 
play, etc., can, of necessity, involve 
some dirt. Children in particular tend 
to get infections because they tend to 
scratch the bite site more than adults 
and are less likely to think of the health 
issues involved with bites and treating 
them. Their skin is tenderer than adult 
skin and scratching tends to damage it 
more. The act of being bitten is usually 
painless mainly because the biter’s sa-
liva contains an anesthesia and a blood 
thinner. Because of the blood thinner 
the bites tend to bleed more profusely 
than normally. You might not realize 
you were bitten until you notice the 
red blotch on your clothes or the swell-
ing, itching and irritation which begins 
some time after the lady has parted the 
scene. Black flies frequently target the 

Black Flies: Pray 
for wind

hairline behind the head, behind the 
ears, ankles and wrists. Ear bites in 
particular can be quite bloody because 
of the profusion of tiny capillaries 
in our ears. Unlike mosquitoes who 
inject us with a long tube right into a 
capillary, the black fly cuts with razor 
sharp mouth parts and takes a nice 
piece of flesh right out of our hide.

Black flies tend also to swarm and 
where that swarming involves billions 
of the critters they can drive livestock 
and wild animals crazy. Mammals go 
to great lengths to avoid black flies. I 
have not yet read any articles where 
a creditable source has seen first an 
instance of an animal dying of suffo-
cation or from blood loss from black 
fly bites. But many creditable sources 
have said that it does happen. The 
Northwest Territories are so plagued 
with mosquitoes and black flies that 
animals sometimes spend so much en-
ergy fighting them that they cannot eat 
enough to maintain their strength. As 
they weaken physically, so does their 
ability to fight off disease and recover 
from any injuries.  Or, in their weak-
ened condition, they simply succumb 
to exhaustion. They suffer so many 
bites and their body contains so much 
of the injected toxins that they have an 
allergic reaction known as toxemia and 
go into a state of anaphylactic shock.

Golf courses have a great economic 
interest in black fly control and reports 
from their professional literature are 
that black fly control is usually about 
as successful as wind control. If the 
larvae in one brook can be killed (usu-
ally by BTI or bacillus thuringiensis 
israelensis), clouds of black flies will 
fill the void from the next nearest 
brook. Black flies have been found up 
to ten miles away from their original 
hatching place, usually down wind. 

What, if anything, can be done to 
protect yourself from these beasts, be-
sides just staying inside? My personal 
favourite is the upper body net. My 
wife is a paraplegic and cannot defend 
herself at all from any kind of bug, so 
she cannot bear to have bugs near her. 
She manages quite well with her upper 
body mesh suit if it is worn properly, 
even in the worst of the black fly sea-
son. Things that are supposed to help 
are: light coloured, long sleeved cloth-
ing; Deet (N,N-diethyl-m-toluamide; 
watch the percentage and read the pre-
cautions);  tucking your pant legs into 
heavy socks, eating Vitamins D, B1 
and B12, Zinc or garlic pills, but not 
eating chocolate, bananas, or oranges; 
providing housing for bug eating birds: 
putting on your body, Vicks ‘VapoRub’ 
or vanilla extract; burn smudge pots 
of citronella (not very effective un-
less you have enough to drive off most 
human beings too); avoid the outdoors 
at dawn and dusk... pray for wind.

Larva gripping the river bottom

A close- up view of a black fly s̓ head.
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Bigger and better!

The third annual “Affair of the Arts” is 
coming up soon—May 28 & 29. This 
is an event you do not want to miss!

The historical architecture and beautiful 
surrounding landscape of Burnstown 
provides the perfect setting to host 
an event of this nature and quality.

The list of guest artists, musicians 
and special events is quite impressive 
for the Affair weekend and of 
course our galleries, café and shops 
(Somethin’Special, Boutik J&H, 
Bingo Bay Interiors, Images Gallery, 
Beyond the Bulrushes, Bittersweet 
Gallery @Fog Run, Madawaska River 
Market, and Florella’s Antiques& 
Treasures and opening soon-The 
Maple Tree Book Store) are always 
worth coming to. Come and enjoy the 
distinctive art forms provided by our 
renowned resident artists Richard Gill 
(clay relief sculpture), Stephen Haigh 
(marquetry) and painters John Webster 
and Vallery Roose-Webster. You will 
also find the new Bittersweet Gallery 
in their newly constructed building 
that now joins Fog Run Studio.

You are sure to find a piece to add to 
your art collection from the varied 
styles of  painters, Hugh Malcolm, 
Kathy Haycock, Christine MacDonald, 
Andy Adach, Victoria Alexander, 
Jennifer Jimmo, Debbie Enright, 
Carolyn Jakes, and Kevin Dodds.

Cartoonist Colin White will pro-
vide the lighter side of the arts and 
writer Noreen Kruzich Violetta who 
offers writers’ workshops and re-
treats will paint pictures with words.
Glass has long been a part of artistic en-
deavours so we are pleased to include 
stained glass artists Bettina Bahm and 
Ann Merla to the Affair guest list.
 
By using what nature provides and his 
talent for combining the right pieces, 
Les Spurell of Renfrew produces 
unique and functional furniture art. 
While Les uses the wood in its more 
natural state, Ross McDermid exposes 
the inner beauty with his wood turnings.

Throughout the weekend the village 
will resound with the musical strains 
of “The Wee Dixie Band” (Saturday 
1 to 4), guitarist Chuck Kairn (Sunday 
12 to 4) , The Bourbon Brothers (guitar 
and piano – Sunday 12 to 4)) and The 
Madrigala Singers (Acapella – Sunday 

1 to 4). Live musical entertainment 
is a pleasure not often enjoyed (es-
pecially at no cost) so come and 
treat your ears as well as your eyes!

The Blackbird Café will be serving 
lunch and dinner-always pleasing to 
the palette and there will also be more 
portable fare for our wandering visi-
tors. Watch cooking demonstrations at 
Beyond the Bulrushes and enjoy gour-
met appetizers. Come early on Sunday 
to take advantage of the pancake break-
fast being hosted by the Madawaska 
River Market as well as the Renfrew 
Bonnechere Bakery who will be serv-
ing delicious strawberry shortcake 
and crepes throughout the weekend.

This Affair weekend is also announc-
ing the birth of the “Burnstown Arts 
Foundation” whose function is to 
support promising young artists in the 
area. Visitors will have an opportunity 
to show their support throughout the 
weekend in the form of small mone-
tary donations. Artistry comes in many 
forms and Burnstown’s Affair of the 
Arts offers an opportunity to experi-
ence a good portion of them first hand. 

Mark it on your calendar—May 28th 
and 29th—10 am till 5 pm.                

BURNSTOWN ‘AFFAIR OF THE ARTS’ 

CHECK OUT OUR NEW PRICES ON 
LUMBER, PLYWOOD, OSB & INSULATION

NEW! 
*LEGAL LIMIT BREATHALIZER KEYCHAIN BREATH ALCOHOL 

INDICATIOR
• BOTTLED WATER FROM THE CLEAR WATER SHOP

(REVERSE OSMOSIS IS RECOGNIZED BY THE WORLD HEALTH 
ORGANIZATION AS THE “MOST EFFICIENT AND COST EFFECTIVE 

MEANS OF IMPROVING WATER QUALITY”)

*WILD LIFE T-SHIRTS $9.99
PHONE AND CHECK PRICES ON COMMODITY FEEDS AS THEY 
CHANGE WEEKLY WHOLE OR CRACKED CORN $220.00/TON 

(22001bs) MIXED CHOP $280.00/TON (22001bs)

NOW IN:
LIVE BAIT (MINNOWS, WORMS & LEECHES),BLACK EARTH, DUTCH 
& SPANISH ONION SETS, SEED POTATOES, SLUSH PUPPIE, GARDEN 

PLANTS, HOME BAKING, ICE CREAM CONES
Get Your “Chick Day” Club Card Buy 10 bags of any country choice 

Feed and get one Free Bag of Land O Lakes “ All Vegetable Formulas” 
country choice Feed

Store Hours May long weekend Fri Sat & Sun 8am - 8pm
Starting Monday May 23 weekdays 8am - 6pm

Fri & Sat 8am - 8pm all Sundays LCBO only open at 11 am closed at 6pm
Phone 333-1553 Fax 333-1554

NEW IN DIXIE LEE
•ROISSERIE CHICKEN (Best to place orders) *THIN CRUST PIZZA 

•DINO NUGGETS FOR KIDS
HOURS Mon - Thurs 11am-6pm 

Fri -Sun 1lam - Spm

LACOURSE MINI MART
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By Lynn Jones

Editor’s note: Lynn Jones is a 
member of the Ottawa River Institute, 
a non-profit, charitable organization 
based in the Ottawa Valley. For more 
information visit www.ottawariverinsti
tute.ca or call 1-613-735-6444.

Ontario’s College of Family Physicians 
concluded recently that the use of 
common household pesticides is 
strongly linked to birth defects, neu-
rological damage, and deadly cancers. 
Yesterday the College issued a report 
on its in-depth study that led to the 
conclusion and warned Ontarians 
to avoid the chemicals in any form.

This leaves many folks in a quan-
dary. It’s time to start looking after 
the lawn again. No one wants to be 
the one house on the block with a dan-
delion-infested lawn. What to do. . .

While we muddle through the 
transition to lower-maintenance 
plantings, and alternative methods 
for maintaining healthy areas of grass 
without pesticides, let’s start looking 
at dandelions in a different light.

A little research reveals that dandelions 
are indeed worthy of our respect.

To start with, did you know that 
dandelions improve the soil where 
they grow? Dandelions bring up 
minerals from the hard pan beneath 
the soil. Their long tap roots go down 
two to three feet into the ground. 
When the plants die, they leave behind 
tunnels that allow air, water and 
earthworms to penetrate. Decomposing 
dandelions provide mineral-rich 
composted matter to the soil.

Dandelions also provide food for 
pollinating insects. The dandelion 
apparently ranks high among honey-
producing plants and dandelions are 
the main food source for at least 93 
different kinds of insects. Because 
of this, they attract beneficial insects 
like ladybugs (which are beneficial 
because they love to eat aphids).

Dandelions are delicious and nutri-
tious. Many studies show dandelions 
to be rich in vitamins C, D and B-
complex and minerals such as mag-
nesium, iron, copper, phosphorus, 
zinc, potassium and manganese. They 
have the highest Vitamin A content of 
all greens and according to a USDA 
food composition bulletin, dandelions 
rank in the top four green vegetables 
in overall nutritional value. The greens 

are said to be best when young, before 
the flower buds appear on the plant. 
There are all kinds of ways to eat them 
but the most common are sautéed or 
added raw to a salad. There is a wealth 
of information on harvesting and cook-
ing dandelions at the Goosefoot Acres 
website (www.edibleweeds.com) 
including ways of making the older, 
more bitter greens quite palatable.

Dandelions have many medicinal 
properties and a long history of use 
as medicine. In fact the Latin name 
for dandelion, “Taraxacum officinal” 
means “official remedy for disorders”. 
For over a century, taraxacum oficinale 
was regarded as an official drug in the 
United States, and the dried root re-
mains listed in the U.S. pharmacopoeia. 
Its primary pharmacological activities 

Cultivating respect for the lowly dandelion

  Classified Ads
FOR SALE
Aluminum and wood core screen 
doors
Wide Variety. Valued at $350.00 - 
$500.00 each
Selling for $150.00-200.00
NEW. (Still in package.)
Call 333-1042
All hardware included - Brass

Jenks – Bruce and Jackie welcome 
with love their first grandchild. 
Rebecca Ellen Grace was born at 
Southlake Regional Health Centre on 
March 24, 2005, 7 lbs. 3 oz. 
Proud parents are Bruce and Tara 
Jenks of Aurora.

relate to digestion, liver function and 
diuresis. Dandelion also appears in the 
pharmacopeias of Hungary, Poland, 
Switzerland, and the former Soviet 
Union and is one of the top six herbs 
in the Chinese herbal medicine chest.

Dandelions are also used to make 
wine, organic dyes and a tasty cof-
fee substitute. The list goes on but 
I’ll stop here. I think that’s more than 
enough to make the case that dande-
lions should be treated with respect 
rather than attempts at extermination.
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TWITTER-
TWATTER  
      
By Garry Ferguson

The Madawaska Highlander once 
published an article featuring a red-
eyed vireo (a songbird) that seemed to 
repeat – all the damned day long  - the 
questions, “Your sister’s a twit? Is she 
a twit?” But that was kind of, like, a 
year ago, right? Lately, however, local 
members of this garrulous little motor-
mouthed breed have, basically, changed 
the program - big time. They definitely 
seem to really-really twitter a bunch, 
and that eh? And they definitely don’t 
seem interested in regards to those 
cool, old, tried-and-true calls any-
more. I’m a bit strung out because this 
definitely seems to be part of a trendy 
thingy going down among a right 
good chunk of the wild bird popula-
tion at this point in time. Bummer, eh?  

When I first noticed this, right out 
loud, I’m sort of like, “Whoa, dude. 
Shad – UP! Someone so to-tally short-
circuited my phone jack, right? This is 
definitely sooo not right,” so I asked 
Brother to check out the vireos and 
tell me if he could, basically, make any 
sense out of their noises, and all that, 
eh? “I’m like, “Yo, Bro! Can you, umm, 
make any sense outa the noises them 
little twitterers are basically making?” 

At first, he’s like, “Well, pal, they’re, 
umm, basically twittering, I think.” 
But after listening for a while, he goes, 
“Hey, neato! I think maybe they’re sorta 
going,  ‘You’re it? Are you it?’ Sounds 
like they’re definitely heavy into 

some game of tag. Outa sight, man.” 

So then, I’m like, “What’ve you been 
smoking, dude? Them bird-expert 
lads that write them bird books, and 
all that, definitely call them little 
bitty guys the preacher bird, right? 
They’re supposed to go, umm ‘Do 
you repent?’ Around here, they even 
go, ‘You’re sister’s a twit,’ right? 
Twittering, and all that, is definitely 
bad enough. Now it’s some sorta 
tag, ‘You’re it,’ blah-blah-blah stuff 
you’re laying on me. Nooo way, man.”  

But Brother was insistent and, re-
ally-really impatient like, he rolls 
his eyes and goes, “Yesss way, pal.”

Basically, I’m really-really heavy into 
all that environmental blah, blah blah 
stuff. It’s my thing, my space, eh? Know 
what I’m saying? So I definitely have a 
totally big-time problemo dealing with 
the fact that birds have basically let 
their lingo deteriorate. Such big-time 
change makes me want to, right out 
loud, go, “Helloo-oo! We have a prob-
lem, Houston.” Right? I’m definitely 
ascared that it could be caused by glob-
al warming and all that, blah-blah-blah, 
or even some of that acid rain stuff.

So anyways, I’m like “Hold the 
phone, Newt. What if all of us hu-
mans changed our jargon and sort of 
went right silly-assed over the way we 
parler? We’d definitely could be right 
back to that awesome frigging mess in 
the Old Testament when they built that 
humungus Tower of Babbling thingy, 
right?” See what I’m saying, eh? 

Anyways, after I’d chilled for a bit, I 
remembered reading about birds imi-

tating others of their kind so that calls 
can basically vary. Some definitely get 
their kicks out of mimicry. We once had 
a week-long visit from a catbird that 
had a repertoire of, like, 15 identifi-
able imitations including those of cats, 
frogs and crickets. After I’d kicked this 
around inside the old hat rack for a 
while, I’m, like, “Wow!” Brother’s def-
initely so right on. Vireos in this area 
have really changed the script big time 
and now, at this point in time, definitely 
make like chickens or go, “You’re it?” 
Besides that, the blue jays seem to be 
high on sounding like rusty hinges and 
the crows in our yard are so into bark-
ing like our old dog. Blows my mind.

I figured that I should, like, defi-
nitely kiss butt, big time, with 
Brother for putting him down like 
that, right? So I’m like, “Umm, sorry 
Bro. You’re definitely so right on. 
They really don’t talk the same no 
more. You got some awe-somely 
good perception there. Cool, man.”

Brother goes, “Damn straight, pal. 
Waaay cool, hunh?”

(Brother watches just mega hours of 
Stateside TV shows, so he basically 
thinks it’s cool to throw in the odd 
“hunh” instead of “eh” and ever since he 
seen What’s-His-Name in that what’s-it 
movie, Brother calls everybody “pal.”)

Basically, I’m not against reasonable 
change, eh? Know what I’m saying? 
Imagine how it would sound if we 
were still, like, “Hail there, guy,” and 
“theeing” or “thouing” each other up 
the yingyang, blah, blah, blah and so 
on. Birds, however, have definitely 
been on this planet for a much longer 
time than humans have, so basically, 

it may have taken those little vireos 
simply mega years to learn to ask if, 
“Your sister’s a twit?” So, after tak-
ing all that awesome bunch of time to 
learn their lingo, I definitely think that 
they should basically stick to it and not 
just, overnight, flush all that evolution 
down the drain just so they can make 
like other birds. So, after some more 
totally serious figuring on the subject, 
I go, “Umm, with all the really-really 
senseless twitter-twatter we’ve been 
hearing from them this year, they 
could, basically end up making to-
tally no sense in, like, zee-ro time.” 

“Who?” says Brother.

I’m like, “Hel-loooo? Is anybody ho-
ome?” I close my eyes, let my lower 
jaw drop and cock my head to the left 
to show how bummed out I am because 
he’s definitely so not interested, and then 
I go, “The birds, you turkey. Du-uhhh!”

Brother rolls his eyes upward until I 
can see only their white sides and then 
he goes, “Well, ex-cuuse me?  I forgot. 
You’re the soooo smart one – not. 
Loser!”

I’m, like, thinking to my own self, 
Hoser, eh? But I only roll my own eyes 
until I feel pain and then I go, “Umm, 
what if vireos basically change their 
calls just a little more, eh? And, like, 
start to ask if, ‘Your sister’s a sh-t?’ 
That definitely would be sorta just too 
much. Right?”

Brother’s kind of like, snickering, 
eh? And then he’s like, “That’d 
be, like, just too far out, man. 
Umm, really-really sorta awe-
some. I’d definitely so dig that.”

continued on page 22
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By Bill Graham

At a recent workshop on ‘Invading 
Species’ for Landowners, which 
was coordinated by the Ontario 
Ministry of Natural Resources 
in partnership with the Ontario 
Federation of Anglers and Hunters, 
the Ontario Wetland Habitat Fund, 
the Pembroke Outdoor Sportsman’s 
Club and the Renfrew County 
Stewardship Council, I was surprised 
to see domestic cats on the agenda.

Like most of us, domestic cats are non-
native to North America having arrived 
with the first settlers several hundred 
years ago. Since that time, cats have 
multiplied and thrived as cherished 
pets, unwanted strays, and semi-wild 
predators. Although often overlooked 
as a problem, free-ranging cats affect 
other animals, often far from the homes 
and farms they share with people.

The estimated number of pet cats in 
urban and rural regions of the United 
States has grown from 30 million in 
1970 to 60 million in 1990. These 
estimates are based on U.S. Census 
data and include only those cats that 
people claim to “own” as pets, not 
cats that are semi-wild or free-rang-
ing. Nationwide, approximately 30% 

of households have cats. In rural areas 
where free-ranging cats are usually not 
regarded as pets, approximately 60% 
of households have cats. If we use the 
10 % rule to calculate the numbers for 
Canada, then there are likely 6 million 
domestic cats residing in this country.

Because domestic cats are generally 
fed and cared for by people, the state 
of their health is much better than na-
tive wild cats, such as the Bobcat and 
the Canada Lynx. This gives them 
a much longer life span than their 
wild cousins. Also, since they are 
generally well fed they don’t kill for 
food, but for amusement. They will 
kill even when they are not hungry. 

But it is their sheer numbers that make 
an impact on native wildlife. For ex-
ample, in this area there may be one 
bobcat for every 20 square miles; four 
fishers and 20 red fox for the same 
area, but there will be hundreds of 
domestic cats also inhabiting that area; 
especially around towns and villages.

Extensive studies of the feeding hab-
its of free-ranging domestic cats over 
50 years and four continents indicate 
that small mammals make up ap-
proximately 70% of these cats’ prey 

while birds make up about 20%. The 
remaining 10% is a variety of other 
animals. One study in Virginia moni-
tored five cats over eleven months 
and recorded a minimum of 187 kills.

This killer instinct is very useful inside 
rural residences since it keeps down 
the mice that always seem to get into 
houses no matter what. However, the 
killing that goes on outside the house 
is what is problematic. Cats are dimin-
ishing the food supply of large raptors 
like hawks and owls that also feed on 
mice, chipmunks, squirrels and rabbits.

The best solution is to keep your 
cats in-doors—they will live longer 
and so will local wildlife. If that is 
not practical, then at least keep them 
indoors in the spring when birds 
are nesting. Finally, help keep the 
cat population in check by having 
your pet cats neutered and spayed. 

Are you cuddling a killer?

It really ain’t funny, though, eh? I mean 
the right sorry state of bird babble. 
Know what I’m saying? That frigging 
twitter-twatter definitely bugs the hell 
out of me because I know that they 
should be making with them same nois-
es like on that songbird tape I got last 
Christmas. I might not be so, like, tense 
if I could get to rap with that Birdman 
of Renfrew County, Jim Ferguson. 
(he’s not really my, uncle but, like, I 
tell people that because here abouts 
they’re definitely mucho nicer to me 
when they think that I’m related to a 
celebrity) He might just blow my mind 
with some totally neat explanation that 
would definitely make me, like, so not 
sweat it with regards to all the twit-
ter-twatter. Know what I’m saying?

Basically, them strange-sounding 
little birds might be simply hanging 
around with, like, some low-class flock 
or maybe, like, just going through 
some sort of phase. Let’s hope it’s 
definitely so not something in the 
environment that could affect human 
folk, or even worse, something con-
tagious like that Bird Flu thingy, that 
people could catch from them. Right?  

Twitter 
continued
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By Ernie Jukes

Perhaps man is most alive when he 
is in question, without his known 
comforts and security and competing 
with nature’s elements.  Running a 
slash of white water in a canoe, back-
packing through secluded mountains 
or camping in remote wilderness all 
represent a special challenge to the 
inner being of an individual.  Mother 
Nature still provides the supreme 
tests of one’s character, doesn’t she?

It’s believed a boy from the back coun-
try can become street wise very quickly 
in the city, but the transplanted urban-
ite may still be learning about things 
after a lifetime in the bush.  Among 
the many attractions to the great out-
doors are the adventurous episodes 
that occur during the learning period.

Like the time Hal got turned around 
when he left his hunting position on 
a northern moose pond and we found 
him three miles away on another lake.  
Or the time Bill had his finger torn off 
in the ropes as we tracked our canoes 
down that canyon.  Or the time when 
the wind suddenly blew the bow of 
the canoe up on to the beaver dam, 
while Erne was walking amidships 
and flipped him upside down into 35-
degree water.  Or the time we tore the 

bottom out of our canoe while rescuing 
the other with the supplies, just before 
it went over the waterfall.  And the 
time Jack almost had a heart attack 
when the wolves surrounded him and 
all howled at once.  We howled too!

The memories go on and on, and your 
group could also tell a passel of sto-
ries over a few cool ones or a scotch 
by the fire.  Many are exciting, some 
quite humorous but most are usually a 
learning experience.  But perhaps oc-
casionally a few are simply peculiar 
happenings. Like the time Maurice 
Moon and I got caught in some bad 
weather on a Northern waterway 
and were storm-stayed overnight.

It all started with ominous black 
clouds hastily streaking down the sky 

as we paddled our way into prime 
moose country.  The wind was soon 
howling through the spruce, bending 
the poplars on shore as it pushed the 
thick wet mist and rain down the lake.  
White caps crested the rolling waves 
and cold water was crashing over the 
bow of our 16 foot fibreglass canoe. 
Stoically my bowman just shook 
it off and kept on paddling ahead.

We had donned our slickers earlier 
and our gear was carefully packed to 
be waterproof, resting on poles, which 
we had cut and laid on the bottom of 
the canoe before loading.  However, 
we couldn’t take on much more water 
and navigate safely; besides our lower 
legs and feet were soaked and begin-
ning to numb from the cold. Maurice 
pointed his paddle at a point about a 
half mile ahead through the mist.  I 

nodded in agreement as it appeared to 
be the most likely prospect for a spot 
to pull in and dry out.  We had been 
paddling for over two hours since our 
last stop, so we were more than ready 
for a rest and a needed stretch.  The 
temperature was dropping rapidly; 
we could see our breath as we pushed 
the canoe forward with our strong 
maple paddles and weary shoulders.

This high country of Algoma, overlook-
ing the north shore of Lake Superior is 
a rugged network of waterways, ideal 
for the canoeing outdoorsman.  It is 
folly however, to go into it without 
experience, sound planning and a lot 
of respect for this type of wilderness. 
Moe and I had camped and canoed on 
many southern waterways such as the 
Crowe, Otanabee, Indian and on the 
Madawaska, noted for its white water.  
This was only the second time we had 
penetrated this big and beautiful, but un-
forgiving, region of Northern Ontario.

With the cold rain turning to sleet it 
would be getting dark early. We still 
had a few hours paddle to our hunt-
ing destination and our proposed 
camp site on a higher waterway in the 
mountains.  Yes, we agreed, it made 
good sense to camp right here over 
night.  We were both chilled clear 
through to the marrow, but it’s not so 
unbearable as long as you keep mov-
ing.  The wool we were wearing main-
tained our body warmth even when 
wet and it certainly was that today.

The water seemed thicker or heavier 
somehow, as the cold was form-
ing ice crystals along the shore.  We 
knew we were tiring in the wet but 
just a few more strokes through 
the fog and we would be there.

The stern of the canoe halted against 
a cedar root as we edged our craft 
back off slippery lichen covered rock.  
Bracing the canoe with my paddle, 
Maurice stepped dripping from the bow 
onto the wet grassy bank and instantly 
held the canoe steady for my exit.

Ah, it was so good to stand erect 
again and this picturesque point 
had a definite appeal for many 
reasons. It was a good safe spot to 
land with a thick cedar windbreak 
in front of large pines, to shelter us 
from the unrelenting autumn storm.

I noticed there were moose tracks 
leading into the forest. They had been 
crossing here from the other point. A 
few more steps and we were onto an 
overgrown trail, which quickly told 
us we weren’t the first to be attracted 
to this wilderness point.  Suddenly at 
our feet lay bleached ribs, no, not of 
the human kind, but the skeleton of a 

WHERE SILENCE SPEAKS           

continued on page 24
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cedar-strip canoe. We pushed along an-
other twenty paces or so and came out 
into a small forest glade. Here we dis-
covered, although practically obscured 
by a blanket of moss, the form of a tiny 
log cabin.  There seemed to be a tem-
perature change here in this enclosed 
area, as mist was rising all around.

As we looked closer among the rusty 
items on the forest floor, we spotted a 
pot here and a pan there, remnants of 
tin cans and decaying wooden boards. 
The stove pipes and pieces of cast iron 
stove strewn about was proof of bear 
visits over the years.  The roof had fall-
en in on the crumbling bunk and table.  
A few shelves still offered rusty nails 
and snare wire. Bits of rotting leather 
suggested mitts, or a hat, or maybe a 
deerskin bag. There was a cover of 
a small green book, its pages mostly 
eaten away by tiny critters and time.

What tales this once cosy abode 
might tell.  How often had the owner 
used its warm interior to survive the 
same north wind and its shivering 
chill? Bright green moss was still 
chinked between the black, wet logs 
giving life to this decrepit derelict.

Speaking of chill, we quickly set about 
working on our temporary trail camp as 
the temperature continued to nosedive.  
By the time I had constructed a bivouac, 
Maurice had enough firewood gathered 
to get us through the night.  I had over 
turned the canoe and tied it so it would 
be safe on shore.  We faced the lean-to 
opening toward a large flat wall of a 
rock outcropping, a short distance from 
the tumbled down shanty.  The rock 
provided us a natural reflector increas-
ing the warmth from the fire blazing in 

front of it. My god but it felt so good!

We changed and hung our wet 
clothes up to dry.  Our sleeping 
quarters were warming nicely as 
was our supper of moose stew, thick 
with potatoes and carrots. Topped 
off with a few glasses of Sherry it 
would soon warm our innards, and 
get us back into a respectable mood. 

The wind was gradually dying down 
and the rain had stopped so we started 
poking around while day light was still 
available to us. We wondered what 
had brought the trapper deep into this 
back country.  Was it the abundance of 
beaver, still evident today? Where did 
he come from?  We knew later as we 
travelled and hunted the area and found 
rusted traps and chain, that his trap line 
territory had been fairly large indeed.

My partner had just dug a blue 
enamelled coffee pot out of the 
mossy floor, the kind with blue 
and white specks, and an old
 brown earthenware rum or molasses 
jug, when unexpectedly a loud whump 
- whump - whump, broke the ghostly 
silence. We both stopped in our tracks 
and listened.  All you could hear was 
the drip, drip of rain dropping from 
the leaves deep within the forest. 
The pungent aroma of cedar and leaf 
mould was much stronger now.  Then 
we both spotted it at the same time. 

There above us on the craggy spire 
of a dead spruce, a magnificent 
Peregrine Falcon suddenly landed. 
We had heard its wings pushing it, 
before gliding to its resting perch, just 

clearing the top of a giant paper birch.

Not moving a feather, I wondered as 
he peered down upon us with such 
a piercing look, what had we done 
wrong?  I’m not sure why, but I also 
wondered if he could be the departed 
soul of the trapper? The legends of 
the Ojibwas in the area traditionally 
tell of both red and white men being 
reincarnated as creatures of the for-
est. Sounds peculiar I realize, but 
the atmosphere of the surroundings 
seemed to dictate the line of reasoning.

We stood motionless, looking at and 
feeling the presence of this rare bird. 
We were intruders of his secluded do-
main. Had we been the only humans 
to find this trapper’s shanty? Was he  
an Indian, a white or possibly Métis? 
Had he died of old age, sickness or 
accident? Or perhaps he just gave 
up this harsh life and walked away, 
but it would be one mean country to 
try to walk through to civilization. 
The nearest town was at least a hun-
dred miles away, as the crow flies.

There was an intense stillness over 
the whole area.  We realized we had 
stumbled on his quiet place and dis-
turbed it from its slumber. Without 
saying a word to each other we re-
traced our steps to our bivouac and 
soaked up the warmth of the fire before 
climbing into our down filled bags.

Rising with the dawn we threw a few 
logs on the fire to see and dress by and 
immediately discovered that it had 
snowed during the night. Maurice’s 
long johns had frozen stiff and took 
on the quick look of a headless white 
scarecrow.  This struck an additional 
note of eeriness on one hand, while it 
touched the funny bone as well, with 
its man-like shape standing like a sen-
tinel by the edge of our little camp.

Light soon streaked between the trees, 
enough to see a whiskey jack jay sitting 
on the axe handle and its mate chirping 
bubbles; it had obviously been eating 
our soap. After breakfast we moved 
into the glade to have one more look 
at this priestly place. It was so quiet 
we could hear our own breathing.  A 
patch of rust caught my eye through the 
lichen undergrowth that had reclaimed 
the shanty floor.  Bending the grass and 
ferns away I slowly pulled on a rusted 
handle to discover an old metal chest 
about 20” long and 9” deep with handles 
on each end. It appeared to be handmade 
as I scraped off moss and earth. I opened 
the angular shaped hinged lid carefully 
since the tin had mostly disintegrated.   

There inside was a small clutch of 
interesting articles; what was left of a 

rotting photo, a coin, a number of brass 
screws, some rusted lead wire, some 
copper wire.  There was a small note 
pad with a dried leather book mark.  
Moving into a shaft of sunlight I turned 
to the marked page to read the barely 
decipherable message scribed in pencil 
many years before.  “Range 23, ACR, 
Rock Cache 30’ north of plot..., not all 
the description was there to ever relocate 
this reference.  However we certainly 
wondered about its great importance to 
the writer to have recorded it?  Then I 
had a better look at the coin.  It was really 
a medal, apparently cast in England with 
the royal crest on one side and the words 
“Pardoned - James S. Harpur 1822”.  I 
handed it to Moe for his brief scrutiny. 
While slipping it into my breast pocket I 
noticed a strange mist still hung over the 
locality, like a veil of mystery.

Again without talking we carried our 
packs over the trail and loaded the 
canoe.  We took our time in leaving as 
if we were held there to digest the place 
a bit longer. A poet might say it was 
as if leaving a place of pilgrimage in a 
sacred land, having felt the very pulse of 
nature’s soul.

The sun was shining brightly now 
and the melting snow had almost 
disappeared.  We quietly picked up our 
paddles and stroked away from shore. 
The day now seemed richer and full of 
life as we proceeded on our way. We 
both had a feeling of contentment in 
finding and sharing this special quiet 
place, still far away and secure from 
people, places, and so called progress.  

Over the years we have had a number 
of splendid canoe-camps in those hills 
and waterways and I still have the 
medal in my belongings.  Everything 
else we had put back and left as we 
found it.  We don’t have any answers 
as to who he was or where he went.  In 
this big backcountry of rambling waters, 
too remote for today’s run of the mill 
voyageurs, we doubted we would find 
the explanation from our peers.
 
For whatever the reasons we have not 
stopped at that misty point since.  We 
have not wanted to intrude on that 
silent place again, perhaps next time it 
would be different, less reverend, and 
less special.  But when we return to 
the ruggedly handsome region we both 
smile - for we know certainly what had 
attracted and kept him there. And that 
for now should satisfy our questions and 
outdoor yearnings.
                              

Silence continued
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By Mary-Joan Hale

We are very happy to announce 
that “Another place at the table: my 
mother’s story” by Mary Cook is 
the inaugural book and author for 
One Book, One Community: Renfrew 
County Reads.  The Launch took 
place in the Rotary Room of the 
Petawawa Public Library on April 16.  
Mary entertained a ‘standing room 
only’ crowd of fans, local dignitaries 
and members of the press. Cheryl 
Gallant, Member of Parliament, 
presented the steering committee with 
a lovely certificate of appreciation.

The concept of everyone in a 
community reading the same book 
started in 1997.  Since then it has spread 
across the world and since 2000 across 

Canada.  The idea is for people across 
Renfrew County to read the same 
book and celebrate it in many ways.  
Read, discuss, and enjoy.  Also, visit 
your local library and/or bookstore!   

Many events have been planned from 
May to November.  Mary Cook will 
be present for many of them.  She will 
entertain us with stories about life in 
our county during the depression.  This 
book and other titles written about 
farm life in Renfrew County during the 
thirties will be available for sale.  Have 
Mary autograph your favourites and 
enjoy a chat with this delightful lady!

In Greater Madawaska on June 25 at 
the Calabogie Community Centre, the 
Women’s Institute will welcome you to 
an afternoon with Mary.  Refreshments 
will be served and there will be many 

exciting surprises to complement the 
stories.  More information will be 
forthcoming in short order.  We are 
hoping for another local event as well.  

• April 16, 2005 – One Book, 
One Community – Renfrew 
County Reads launch at 12 
p.m., Petawawa Public Library 

• April 29, 2005 – Renfrew and 
District University Women’s 
Club Annual Used Book Sale, 
3:30 p.m. to 9 p.m., Renfrew 
Collegiate Institute (Please 
note – this is a publicity 
event only, Mary Cook 
will not be in attendance) 

• June 25 2005 – Calabogie 
Women’s Institute Author 
Reading and Tea, 1 p.m. 
Calabogie Community Centre 

• June 26, 2005 – Rolph, 

Buchanan, Wylie and McKay 
Historical Society and the 
Laurentian Hills Public 
Library Strawberry Social 
Tea with Mary Cook, 1:00 
pm, School House Museum 

• September 24, 2005 
– Heritage Festival, Petawawa 

• September, exact date to 
be announced - The Biggest 
Book Discussion in the Valley! 
This event will be held at the 
Petawawa Library - watch 
here for more details or call the 
Petawawa Library for more 
information and to register! 

To find out about other activities go to 
our web site http://www.pembroke.lib
rary.on.ca and click on One Book One 
Community.

One Book, One Community
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City Girl
By Filipa Martins

I have been a big city girl all my life. 
Until a year ago, I always lived in an 
urban jungle, in downtown Toronto 
apartments. City life is very differ-
ent from country living. In the city 
I took the subway or roller-bladed 
everywhere. I worked in a fast-paced 
corporate job and was barely able to 
keep any plant that was unfortunate to 
be given to me alive. I was an urbanite. 

Something changed inside me and I 
began wanting to live closer to nature, 
away from all the noise and pollution. 
I began having dreams of farming, of 
living off the land. Last year when my 
family and I moved to the Village of 
Matawatchan in the beautiful and very 
non-urban Madawaska Highlands, 
my adventures began. Each day I still 
face many challenges, mostly because 
I lack all basic skills for living out 
here—skills that come naturally to 
someone who was raised outside a 
city or who spent time at a cottage.  

In April 2004, I arrived in Matawatchan 
with my daughter who was a year old 
at the time. I came to house-sit for my 
in-laws as they travelled to Idaho to 
help my husband move our household 
here. I looked after their house for 
three weeks. I had been here before so 
I thought I knew what to expect. Here 
are some excerpts from a journal I kept. 

April 1, 2004 – It’s very early in the 
morning, the sun is barely rising and 
I can hear the rooster who is already 
awake. The land looks so peaceful; 
the river in the distance and the fresh 
air (although unexpectedly cold) feels 
wonderful. I bundled the baby and we 
went outside to the chicken coop to 
drop off fresh water and grain. I am 
looking forward to the daily routine for 
the weeks to follow. Feeding the chick-
ens, the two budgies, the dog (Fenwick) 
the two cats, along with monitoring 
the home’s solar and wind power 
generating systems, meals, cleaning, 
hiking, etc.. This is going to be great! 

It’s time for bed already, the day flew 
by. My daughter, Milly, is teething and 
has a fever. 

April 2 – Another early morning. It’s 
great getting up this early. Milly’s fever 
fluctuated all night, so I got little rest. 
The morning air wakes me up as we 
walk to the coop. I must have forgotten 
to let Fenwick out last night before bed 
time because he relieved himself on 
one of my unpacked pieces of luggage. 
I have to go find a mop. The house is 
heated by a wood stove; the fire burns 
hot but it goes out quickly and I have to 
start it often. I made sure to let Fenwick 
go outside before going to sleep.

April 3 – The house was cold this 

morning, I’ll have to start a fire 
again. Milly’s fever persists so I slept 
little last night. I can see the rooster 
got plenty of rest, as he belts out his 
reveille nice and early. Maybe as I 
drop off the fresh water and grain I’ll 
tell him how much I would enjoy a 
cockadoodling BBQ chicken burger 
right about now! Fenwick must have 
a weak bladder… This morning I 
woke up to another puddle, this time 
nearly soaking my laundry basket.

April 7 – Milly is all better. We are 
well rested and my death wishes for the 
rooster have ceased. I am almost out of 
kindling. Wood heating seems more la-
borious than I expected. I am constant-
ly bringing more wood into the house 
and I have made a very noticeable dent 
in their supply. I’ll try to figure out how 
the stove works. That spiteful little mutt 
must have no fear for his life. He con-
tinues to relieve himself in the house 
almost every other day and always near 
my things. If he does it again tomorrow 
I’ll use him 
as a mop and 
wring his neck.

April 8 - 
Getting low on 
groceries. To 
avoid a drive 
into town, I 
searched the 
deep freezer 
and I think I 
found steak. 
There are some 
squash and lots 
of potatoes 
in the shed; I 
am going to cook some. The potatoes 
look a bit old, but they are organic and 
from the garden so if peeled them I’m 
sure they’ll be okay. I spoke to my 
in-laws on the phone. “It’s definitely 
not steak, it might be organic lamb 
liver—it’s a delicacy.” That’s their 
word for very expensive. I asked my 
Father-in-law where I could find more 
kindling. “There are three bags in the 
garage” he says. “I know,” I reply, 
feeling resourceful” “I found those and 
used them up”, I replied. There was a 
long silence. He told me some more 
information about the wood stove. 
Turns out I had it on high, meaning 
the air was open and the fire burned 
very hot and didn’t last long. Now 
all I need is more kindling, since the 
fire is out again. I’ll be able to control 
the heat!! This is very exciting! The 
liver is thawed so I have to eat it. I’d 
feel bad throwing a delicacy away…

April 9 – I am determined to get 
kindling. I have an axe and some 
logs. I’ll have to cut them into 
smaller pieces. Swinging an axe is not 
something I have ever done. At least 
I have these new steel-toe boots that 
I got for my birthday, so my piggies 
are safe. I take a deep breath and 
swing. I hit the log and nothing. I got a 
bigger axe. I swing—nothing! I got the 
biggest axe I could find.  It’s heavy and 
difficult to swing but I manage to hit 

the log—no success. I made some dents 
but no clean cuts. I step back and look 
at the axe. It looks adequate. Maybe it’s 
just my technique. I look at the log. Ops! 
I should place the log upright instead 
of having it lying flat on the ground. 
Bingo! I split it on the next swing.

I cooked that organic liver for 
dinner with potatoes. It was quite 
good and Milly enjoyed it as 
well. Lots left over for tomorrow.

April 10 – Liver and potatoes for lunch. 
It’s still okay. There are still left-overs. I 
cannot throw out food, especially such a 
delicacy, so we’ll eat it for dinner. Milly 
is still enjoying it. I did a head count as 
I collected the eggs from the coop this 
evening. I can’t remember if I saw 17 
or 18 hens. I think there should be 18.

April 14 – The house has been warm the 
last couple of mornings. I think at last I 
can do this wood heating thing. The dog 
has accepted my presence in the house 

and has not 
used urination 
as a daily form 
of protest—
although he still 
does it every 
three of four 
days. I feel like 
using him as a 
mop! I counted 
the hens again. 
There are only 
17. I wonder if 
one of them ran 
away. I don’t 
think they’re like 
dogs and run off. 

I decided to make potato salad for dinner.

April 16 – My sister-in-law has come to 
join us for a few days with her husband 
and their baby. It’s nice to have company 
and a little help too. I made pancakes for 
breakfast. As we look out the window 
and appreciate the view, we notice that 
the chickens are making lots of noise 
and hurrying towards the deck right 
in front of the dining room. Then I see 
why. I yelled some obscenities, which 
are better left unrepeated and grabbed 
the nearest weapon: a fire poker. I ran 
out yelling those same obscenities at 
a fat fox that had the audacity to come 
so close to the house. I ran out chasing 
it as fast as I could. I got to the edge of 
the garden, slowed down but it was too 
late. The garden was a mud pit. The fox 
sensed the chase had ceased. It turned 
around and looked at me and I’ll never 
forget this. It looked me in the eye, and I 
felt it… It was mocking me… Pathetic, 
muddy, barefoot and holding the fire 
poker high in the air. I fool no one; espe-
cially not this fox.  Back home—cleaned 
up, I sat to finish breakfast and then 
another fox! It was not the same one. 
This one was skinnier and had a shorter 
tail. I ran out again, this time not so far. 
It disappeared into the juniper bushes. 
Within an hour another fox! I think it 
was the first one returning to remind me 
of my earlier humiliation. I took the fire 
poker and yelled, louder and even more 

obscene things than before. It was the 
ultimate insult. Not only did this fox 
mock me, it obviously told a friend 
that I was a weak chicken-protector.

This evening I counted the hens—
there are 16 left. For the first time 
in my life, I wished for a gun.

April 21 – This is my last night 
alone, they’ll be arriving tomorrow. 
I can’t wait to see them! No more 
foxes. I kept the chickens in the 
coop all day. I am tired, after three 
weeks on my own and I am looking 
forward to their homecoming.

April 22 - They drove all night 
arriving early in the morning. After 
the regular greetings, hugs and 
“Milly has grown so much, and she 
has new teeth!” After completing 
the usual routine we all do when re-
uniting with loved ones, my in-laws 
kindly explained that I had gone 
through a year’s worth of kindling in 
less than three weeks. They weren’t 
too upset about it. Since it was still 
early morning, I had to go to the shed 
to get the grain for the chickens. My 
Father-in-law came in soon after to 
inspect his power generating system. 
He looked around and gasped “Oh 
no! An animal got in here and 
ate almost all our seed potatoes!”

I returned to the house. My Mother-
in-law was affectionately rubbing the 
dog. She decided to cook him some 
gizzards to alleviate the trauma of 
his long separation from his owners. 
As she walked to the freezer to get 
the treats for Fenwick, I felt like 
sticking my tongue out at the dog. It’s 
immature I know. But if anything, 
this little peeing machine had caused 
me much more trauma. She returns 
holding a bag of frozen meat. “I can’t 
find the gizzards, but I did find the 
lamb liver.” My jaw dropped. I look 
at Fenwick. He looks back at me 
with his tongue slightly sticking out.

May 2005 – No one caught that fox 
and it never came back for more 
chickens. I have not wanted a gun 
since that day. Fenwick is no longer 
peeing on this earth. He passed away 
in his sleep later that summer. He was 
having a nap on the white couch on 
which he left a big yellow puddle as 
his last farewell. I now understand 
that old, wrinkled, home grown 
potatoes that have survived all the 
way to April are called seed potatoes 
because they are for planting, 
not eating. I also no longer eat 
mysterious, unlabelled meat from my 
in-laws’ freezer. Now I have my own 
house, with its unique challenges and 
pet conflicts but I fondly remember 
those three weeks, they were this 
city girl’s first taste of country life!

Don’t think that I am rural-adjusted 
yet! I had other adventures that I will 
be confessing. Stay tuned!
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5373 Centennial Lake Road 
Telephone:  613-333-2713 
www.TheEaglesRest.ca

The Eagle�s Rest

General Store, Fishing Tackle 
Propane Refill Station 

Gas on the water

Great selection of  
Fireworks  

and Moccasins 

Cabin and Boat Rentals 
On Centennial Lake 

Summer Hours 
9 a.m. - 8 p.m.    7 days a week

Spark Plugs, Motor Oil, 2 Cycle Oil,
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