
By Bill Graham

Editor’s note: Thanks to the Cloyne 
and District Historical Society, the 
authors of History of the Addington 
Road and Christina Hermer author of 
This Was Yesterday (A History of the 
Village of Denbigh and the Townships 
of Denbigh, Abinger and Ashby)

Denbigh is located in Lennox and 
Addington County south-west of 
the former townships of Griffith and 
Matawatchan. While it is outside of 
Renfrew County, it was from early times 
associated with a cluster of local villages 
that included Griffith, Matawatchan, 
Glenfield and Vennacher. There was a 
social life, some economic activity and 
many marriages between the villages. 
To this day they are closely aligned. 

It was not until after the building 
of the Addington Colonization 
Road in the 1850s that Denbigh 
or Vennacher existed as villages. 
Glenfield is long deserted and is now 
a ghost town isolated in the bush 
between Denbigh and Matawatchan.

The Addington Road was funded 
around the same time as the Opeongo 
Road, which opened much of Renfrew 
County. Originally, the Addington Road  
was called the Madawaska Road, since 
the road’s ultimate destination was the 
Madawaska River. The Province of 
Ontario or Upper Canada as it was then 
known initiated a series of colonization 
roads to open up the unsettled territory 
between the Ottawa Valley and 
Georgian Bay. A colonization grant of 
30,000 pounds had been allotted for 
all of the road building in the Huron 
Tract and the eastern part of Upper 
Canada. Part of this road building 
was the 56 miles “in the rear of the 
County of Addington estimated at 40 
pounds per mile to make a total of 
2,240 pounds” for what would become 
the Addington Colonization Road.

Construction of the road started in 1854 
under the supervision of Aylesworth 
B. Perry, a public land surveyor. His 

brother, Ebenezer, was appointed land 
agent in 1856. The Addington Road 
began at the Clare River, between 
Erinsville and Kaladar, as a cart track 
for horses and wagons.  Over the 
years, it reached Kaladar and then the 
regions north through Northbrook, 
Cloyne, Denbigh, and further, with 
branches reaching out to Flinton, 
Vennachar, Slate Falls, Palmer Rapids 
and many other small communities. 

The road from Kaladar to what would 
become Denbigh was not an easy tract. 
For many years it was narrow, with 
rough planks laid over swampy places, 
twisting and turning and then facing 
the challenges of the Madawaska 
Highlands. Stumps were often left in 
the middle of the road for travellers to 
pick their way around. Where workers 
could not break apart rock outcrops 
that they encountered, they built the 
road over the top. The completed 
road did not resemble anything that 
we would think of as a road today. 
Even today’s logging road would be 
more passable. The best time to travel  
roads would be winter when the snow 
covered many of the road’s obstacles. 

Thirty or forty men worked on the 
road in the early days of 1855. In that 
year work began after the thaw in May 
but by the beginning of June workers 
were driven from the bush and their 
road work by mosquitoes. Work that 
year did not recommence until the 
fall. Work continued incrementally 
until 1859 when workers finally 
reached the Madawaska River. 
Money was always an issue and the 
original grant of money had to be 
increased in increments each year.

Reaching the Madawaska River was 
strategically important. The original 
strategy had been that settlers in the 
northern reaches of Addington County 
could be supplied from Renfrew once 
the road had bridged the Madawaska 
River. Planners had not considered the 
logging activity on the Madawaska 
River in what is now Renfrew County 

By Michaela Murphy, 

On August 12, 2004 a group of 
Burnstown area residents met to 
discuss a proposal for a tire processing 
plant (Reduxtec Technologies Inc.) on 
the edge of the village.  We knew few 
details about the proposal.  However, 
we were aware that similar operations in 
other parts of the province had become 
environmental, health and safety 
hazards for surrounding communities.  

Waste Not! Burnstown has become a 
force to be reckoned with in McNab/
Braeside Township.  In a matter of 
weeks, the group grew from about 
20 people to over 120 active and 
concerned citizens.  Over the past year, 
we have worked hard to raise awareness 
and get our questions answered. 
 
A year later, the plant is operational, and 
several questions remain unanswered.  

Shouldn’t this type of facility be 
restricted to an industrial park, away 
from agricultural, residential and tourist 
areas?  This was one of the first questions 
we raised.  The Ministry of Environment 

replied that local zoning by-laws 
govern the location of tire processing 
plants.  As long as the municipality     
allows this type of business, the 
province has no power to stop it.

We asked our representatives in 
McNab/Braeside Township to explain 
why they gave permission to Reduxtec 
to set up operations.  They responded 
that in 1999 the site was zoned “General 
Industrial,” and a tire processing plant 
is a permitted use.  For this reason, no 
public notice was required.  Apparently, 
they saw no need to inform or consult 
with us about the establishment 
of this industry in our community.  

There is a creek running through the 
Reduxtec property, which flows through 
the village of Burnstown and drains 
into the Madawaska River.  There is 
also a wetland adjacent to the property.
  
Shouldn’t an Environmental 
Assessment be required before a tire 
processing plant can begin operations?  
The Ministry of Environment informed 
us that the company cannot store more 
than 5,000 tires on the site without 
a special permit, and therefore no 
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Environmental Assessment is needed.  

Apparently a stockpile of 5,000 tires is 
not seen as an environmental risk.  This 
may be the case in an industrial park, but 
we have major concerns about potential 
risks associated with the storage of 
that many tires on the Burnstown site.

One standard passenger tire can 
generate about two gallons (nearly eight 
litres) of oil as it burns and liquefies.  
A combination of chemical foam and 
water must be used to suppress tire 
fires.  This combination of chemical 
foam, water and burning rubber 
can result in a toxic run-off which 
can contaminate groundwater and 
surrounding waterways.  The smoke 
generated by a tire fire contains toxins 
which could be harmful to human 
health as well as the environment.

We have made several attempts to 

communicate our concerns about tire 
fires to our local Council and Fire 
Department.  We have tried to make 
it clear that we are not questioning 
the abilities of our local fire fighters.  
We recognize they are a dedicated 
group who receive regular training 
and continually upgrade their 
education at the Ontario Fire College.  

Unfortunately, our requests for 
information seem to have been 
interpreted as an indication that 
we don’t have faith in our local 
fire department.  Nothing could be 
further from the truth.  All we’re 
asking for is information which will 
reassure us that everything possible 
is being done to prevent a tire fire. 

We asked how often the site will 
be inspected to ensure that tires are 
stored in accordance with Ontario 
Fire Code Regulations.  This 
information has not been provided.

We asked to view the Fire 
Inspection Reports.  We were told 
that these reports are classified 
as “privileged information,” 
and therefore the Township is 
unable to provide us with copies.  

We asked to meet with Fire Department 
officials in order to communicate our 
concerns and obtain information.  We 
were assured, by letter and phone, 
that our local fire fighters are well-
trained.  Our requests for a face-to-
face meeting have gone unanswered.

We asked to view the Fire Prevention 
Plan for the site.  This information 
has not been provided.  In fact, we are 
unsure whether such a plan even exists, 
even though this is a requirement 
under the Ontario Fire Protection and 
Prevention Act (Regulation 388/97).

Our group recognizes that scrap tire 
management poses a serious problem 

Tires continued

By Ole Hendrickson

Ole Hendrickson is a founding 
member of the Ottawa River Institute, 
a non-profit, charitable organization 
based in the Ottawa Valley. For more 
information please call 613-735-6444 
or visit www.ottawariverinstitute.ca.

Everyone supports recycling, but reality 
is that not everything can be recycled. 
Some kinds of plastics are in demand 
and actually get melted and reused. 
Recycling other plastics, including 
grocery bags, may mean they just take 
a longer time getting to the dump.
 
The same thing applies to tires. 
More than 20 million vehicle tires 
are discarded each year in Canada. 
Although there are lots of ideas about 
what might be done with them - burn 
them and use the energy to generate 
power, or chip them up and use them 
for paving roads, or simply make them 
into more tires – there are still far 
more used tires than markets for them.
 
It wasn’t always this way with tires. 
During World War II, rubber was a 
highly strategic material. There was 
great concern when Japan overran 
rubber-producing areas such as the 
Malay Peninsula and cut off fresh 
supplies. Recycling and conservation 
became an extremely high priority; 
no scrap of rubber was wasted.
 
Wade Davis’ book “One River” 
describes how the U.S. government 
sent Harvard botany professor 
Richard Evans Schultes to the South 
American rain forests in search of 

new rubber supplies during the war. 
Schultes, one of the world’s greatest 
economic botanists, spent months in 
incredible adventures on the tributaries 
of the Amazon. He recruited people 
as guides and assistants, braved 
rapids hitherto thought impassable, 
and beat through dense forests to 
amass a comprehensive collection of 
rubber tree species and varieties. He 
oversaw the planting and tending of 
the world’s most complete rubber tree 
nursery from specimens he obtained.
 
Schultes also helped organize and 
increase existing rubber tree tapping 
efforts, directly contributing additional 
supplies to the war effort. This was 
arduous work. Unlike the plantations 
of southeast Asia, rubber trees in 
the Amazon are scattered widely 
throughout the forest, intermixed 
with hundreds of other species. The 
expense of hiring laborers to march 
through the jungle on long collecting 
routes could only be justified under 
the extraordinary conditions of war.
 
Why not create rubber tree plantations 
in the Amazon? This was tried 
many times. The plantations always 
succumbed to outbreaks of a leaf 
blight caused by a native fungus. By 
a quirk of fate – which still raises 
political hackles – the rubber tree 
cuttings spirited by the British out 
of South America were free of the 
blight. Rubber trees grown in dense 
plantations in Asia are now important 
sources of timber as well as rubber.
 
Schultes was well aware of the leaf blight 
issue. His specimens were both high-
yielding and blight-resistant, laying 
the basis for a new era of plantation 
rubber in South America, and ensuring 

security of global supply should the 
blight ever reach Asia. But when the 
war ended, the U.S. government cut 
his funding, and all his work was lost.
 
During the war the U.S. had also 
invested heavily in synthetic rubber 
made from oil. Synthetic rubber is 
not as strong as natural rubber, and 
is unsuitable for certain applications 
such as aircraft tires. But it played 
a major role in the war effort, 
and dominates tire markets today.
 
The introduction of metal bands in 
the 1960s made tires difficult and 
expensive to recycle. By 1995, the 
tire industry used only two percent 
recycled rubber (http//www.dnr.state.
oh.us/recycling/awareness/facts/tires/
rubberrecycling.htm). According 
to the Ohio Department of Natural 
Resources, cheap foreign oil and the 
addition of steel belts to tires destroyed 
the economics of tire recycling.
 
While waste tires are finding more 
uses today, tire dumps still litter the 
landscape. Shipments of waste tires 
have been blamed for introduction of 
West Nile virus and the Asian tiger 
mosquito to North America. Keeping 
water out of tires is impossible, and 
they are ideal mosquito breeding 
habitat. Fires in tire dumps last for 
weeks, creating toxic emissions and 
damaging the health of local residents.
 
We are running out of oil. Natural 
rubber may soon replace synthetic 
rubber as a strategic global resource. 
This, combined with a genuine 
commitment to tire recycling, would 
benefit public health, the environment, 
and developing country economies.
 

Rubber and tires

in Ontario and elsewhere.  We 
understand the importance of recycling 
used tires and developing solid markets 
for processed rubber.  We support 
effective and safe tire recycling.  

Waste Not! Burnstown is determined 
to continue to raise questions and 
demand answers, until we are satisfied 
that the tire processing plant in our 
community does not pose unnecessary 
or unmanageable risks to our 
health, safety and the environment.
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when they made their strategic decision.
If today we think that government’s one 
hand doesn’t know the other, then it was 
the same in the mid-1850s. It became 
obvious the land agents didn’t talk to the 
lumber agents when several attempts 
to bridge the Madawaska River at the 
Addington Road failed. Destruction of 
the bridge over the Madawaska River 
by log jams in 1857 prevented settlers 
from settling in the Township of 
Denbigh. Since there was no road along 
the south side of the Madawaska, the 
settlement was abandoned until a more 
favourable opportunity presented itself.

In an attempt to protect the replacement 
bridge, a strong boom was constructed. 
In May 1859 another jam lodged 
against the bridge. To liberate the 
timber, the lumbermen cut down and 
destroyed the bridge. A third bridge, 
built by Ebenezer Perry, consisted 
of one arch 120 feet in length.

Ebenezer Perry, the land agent in 
charge of settlement on the land opened 
up by the Addington Road was just as 
eloquent as T.P. French, who was land 
agent for the Opeongo Road, when he 
predicted that “within ten years the 
rich valleys of the Madawaska and 
the granite range would teem with the 
bustle of commerce. The sons of the 
hardy pioneers who had settled the 
southern townships would not hesitate 
to leave the shallow soils that overlay 
the limestone beds of the frontier 
townships and relocate to the rich loams 
of the interior”. Richer loams indeed!

According to the History of the 
Addington Road, settlers were “lured 
by free land gifts up to 100 acres and 
the government’s optimistic rhetoric, 
as advertised in Ontario and Europe, 
new settlers tried to wrench farmsteads 
from the forests. However, progress did 
not come easy. In 1856, extremely wet 
weather made it impossible to burn off 
brush and logs except on the uplands. 
The turnip crop was nearly a complete 
failure due to wet weather and bad 
seed. In 1859, June frosts cut off all 

forward grain and grass, as well as corn, 
beans and garden vegetables. Despite 
these setbacks, the population had 
increased to 699 by the end of 1859.”

The survey of Denbigh took place 
in 1859, between January and May, 
well after the Addington Road had 
been completed. Besides being male, 
eighteen years old, a subject of the 
Queen and being sober, there were 
additional conditions for getting 100 
acres of free land: “The conditions 
of location are to take possession 
within a month, and to put in a state 
of cultivation at least twelve acres of 
the land in the course of four years, - to 
build a house (at least 20 by 18 feet) and 
to reside on the lot until the conditions 
of settlement are duly performed; after 
which accomplishment only shall the 
settler have the right of obtaining a 
title of property. Families comprising 
several settlers entitled to lands, 
preferring to reside on a single lot, 
will be exempted from the obligation 
of building a residence (except upon 
the lot on which they live) provided 
that the required clearing of the 
land be made on each lot. The non-
accomplishment of these conditions 
will cause the immediate loss of the 
assigned lot of land, which will be sold 
or given to another. The Road having 
been opened by the Government, the 
settlers are required to keep it in repair.”

While the name Denbigh probably 
derives from the aristocracy of the day 
and from Denbigh Castle in Wales, many 
of the settlers who were attracted to the 
settlement were German. The earliest 
settlers were English from County 
Leeds, but by the 1861 Census many 
had moved away. Charles Newman and 
August John, who were living in the 
Prussian province of Selesia arrived, 
with their families, at Denbigh in 1858. 
German settlers became a draw for 
other German settlers. The Bartsch and 
Fritsch families arrived around 1860. 

During the 1850s and 1860s, Denbigh 
referred to the township in “the rear of 
Addington County.” The settlements 

Denbigh continued

End

were described as the ‘Deutsch 
Settlement’ and Cedar Lake Settlement. 
By 1870 many families had moved 
from the ‘Deutsch Settlement’, with its 
school being closed to the settlement at 
Cedar Lake, which at that time became 
known as the Village of Denbigh.

A sawmill and gristmill were built 
in the early 1860s and by 1900 the 
village had more than 200 people 
with two schools and a post office. 
As the number of timber logs 
dwindled in the early 1900s and the 
lumber trade slowed, the population 
of Denbigh dipped to below 100.

Drawing logs to a nearby lake or creek.

Early settlers in Denbigh Township

The Stein Grist Mill in Denbigh, 1890.

End
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By Wes Bomhower

Foreword:

Spruce Hedge is unique in that it is 
one of the few settlements on the 
south side of the Madawaska River 
and never really was a village or 
town, but a district of about five miles 
along the south shore complete with 
Post Office and a one room school, 
but not a lot of anything else except 
the hardy pioneers, the McNultys, 
Riopelles, Wrights, O’Hares, Fosters, 
McHughes, Kippens, Richardsons 
and others who made a living off 
the land and surrounding forest.

The bridge spanning the Madawaska 
at Springtown is still referred to as the 
‘Spruce Hedge Bridge’ by many old 
timers and although the Post Office no 
longer exists, they still call their area 
Spruce Hedge. Some original families 
have died out or moved on to other 
parts of the County, but some, like the 
McNultys, still farm or at least live on 
the old homesteads. This is their story. 

Orpha, Annie and Lawrence McNulty, 
two sisters and brother, none ever 
married, live on a hillside overlooking 
the Madawaska River in the district of 
Spruce Hedge about one and one half 
miles west of the new bridge. From the 
buildings there is a lovely view of the 
river, although their driveway leading 
from the Spruce Hedge Road is a quarter 
of a mile long and is prone to washouts in 
rainy weather because of the steep hills.

Some of the buildings are the original 
log framing built by their great 
grandfather, Charles McNulty, who 
cleared the forest to make a workable 
farm. Charles’ son Tom, with his 
wife Catherine, continued to clear 
the land and the next generation, 
Charlie and Betsy (Bruce) McNulty 
were Orpha, Annie and Lawrence’s 

father and mother. Lawrence and the 
girls once kept a herd of milk cows 
and shipped cream to Renfrew and 
Douglas, but they are now retired and 
just keep a few beef cattle. Up until his 
health began to fail, Lawrence drove 
school   bus to Calabogie Separate 
School for almost thirty years.
As children, these three attended a one 
room school on the McHugh Road, a 
distance of five miles by road to the 
east, but they would take a short cut 
through the forest, making it only three 
miles. On October 18, 1945, the school 
burned down and classes were held in a 
vacant house nearby until a new school 
was built between their farm and the 
bridge. Eventually, children were 
bussed to Calabogie or other schools, 
and Nelson Riopelle bought and 
lived in this building for many years.

Spruce Hedge Post Office was located 
in their Uncle Eddie McNulty’s house 
a mile away where he served as 
postmaster and mail deliverer. This 
building also burned down and the new 
school served as post office for some 
time. No one seems to recall the exact 
date when Spruce Hedge as a mailing 
address ceased to exist, but we would 
estimate about forty years or more.

These three wonderful people have 
seen many changes in their lifetime, 
not the least being when Ontario Hydro 
built the Barrett Chute and Stewartville 
dams in the ‘Forties, raised the water 
level in the Madawaska considerably 
and cut a swath of trees along the shore 
line. Another milestone was in 1958 
when they had hydro installed to the 
farm. They all agree though that the 
biggest transition was from horse and 
buggy to cars and trucks. They now 
sport a big new 4 by 4 pickup with 
the extra large cab: ”Lots of room for 
groceries”, Orpha remarks with a smile.
How times have changed.

SPRUCE HEDGE

 
Bear biologists and 
wildlife experts share some 
fascinating facts. 

Editor’s note: Bears are particularly 
in evidence this year with eight or 
nine of them hanging around the Black 
Donald landfill site and another in the 
Matawatchan area who is harrasing 
the residents of a cottage located on 
the bear’s route to the Matawatchan 
landfill site. Residents should not be 
alarmed since peaceful coexistence 
between bears and humans is possible. 
However, it is good to know a little 
about this wildlife neighbour. The 
following article is courtesy of the 
Ontario Ministry of Natural Resources.

Sharing the great outdoors 

We humans share the province of 
Ontario with more than 75,000 black 
bears. Most live in the geographic 
expanse stretching from Ottawa in 
the southeast through to Kenora in 
the northwest. The central portion 
of this vast area, where the highest 
density of black bears is found, is also 
Ontario’s “cottage country.” So, are 
people sharing the great outdoors with 
the bears? Or are the bears sharing 
their home with people. According to 
leading wildlife specialists with the 
Ontario Ministry of Natural Resources, 
there’s plenty of room for all of us. 

“With a little effort on the part of 
humans, both species can `live and 
let live,’” says Mike Hall, District 
Biologist with MNR in Sudbury.
Understanding black bears starts 
with studying their life cycles, food 
sources and reproduction patterns, and 
determining the environmental factors 
that motivate them to roam - sometimes 
hundreds of kilometers - in search for 
food. No one works harder to find these 
answers than the MNR specialists who 
get up close and personal with these 
fascinating and intelligent animals. 
Dr. Martyn Obbard is a research 
scientist with the Ontario Ministry of 
Natural Resources, and is recognized 
as an expert on black bears. Dr. Obbard 
and his fellow biologists have amassed 
a wealth of information about black 
bears. Their combined knowledge is 
being used to clear up misconceptions 
and promote collaboration between 
residents and communities. As leading 
bear experts, they hope that greater 
awareness will lead to increased 
respect for bears and their value in our 
ecosystem, and motivate us to take 
the steps necessary to reduce human-
bear conflicts. “Treating wildlife with 
respect and doing our part to reduce 
conflicts is all part of being ecologically 
responsible,” says Dr. Obbard.  

Up close and personal with 
Ontario’s black bears.

Continued on next page
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A bit of bear biology 

Many people don’t realize just how big 
black bears are. A mature adult male 
can measure up to 190 cm (6 ft) in 
length, and weigh anywhere from 120 
to 300 kg (250 to 650 lbs). Females 
can weigh up to 180 kg (400 lbs).

While we tend to think of bears as 
herbivores, eating berries, nuts, roots, 
shoots and leaves, black bears are 
actually omnivores that will eat just 
about anything, including carrion 
and smaller animals. Black bears are 
opportunistic, which means they will 
do what they have to and go where they 
must, to find food. In what biologists 
call “a good food year,” when generous 
rainfall and cool weather lead to 
lush berry crops, bears live on what 
nature provides. In early spring, on 
emerging from hibernation, they eat 
willow catkins, grasses, dandelions 
and aspen leaves. When they can, they 
augment this diet with protein sources 
such as fish, winter-killed animals 
and sometimes newborn fawns or 
moose calves. In summer, they eat 
raspberries, blueberries, chokecherries 
and various currants and tree berries 
as they become available, looking 
to ant colonies and bee and wasp 
nests for sources of protein. In fall, 

they favour hazelnuts, mountain ash 
berries, acorns and beechnuts. Bears 
will feed for 20 hours a day, consuming 
enormous quantities of food, driven by 
a biological imperative to put on as 
much weight as possible in preparation 
for the coming winter hibernation. 

Bears’ entire lives are spent in a 
repeated cycle: Eat … fatten up…
hibernate…emerge. Both sexes know 
they need to gain as much weight as 
possible during the period from mid-
April to late fall. But for the female, 
weight gain is especially important, 
or she won’t reproduce. The female 
may mate successfully, but due to 
some amazing evolutionary foresight, 
her fertilized eggs won’t implant to 
form cubs until her body reaches a 
certain weight - at least 70 kg (150 lbs).
 
When bears become a problem
 
Not all years are good food years. 
When a late spring frost prevents 
berries from forming on the bushes, or 
when heat and drought dry up the berry 
crop, a shortage occurs, and bears are 
forced to seek food elsewhere. The 
proximity of communities and cottages 
to forest and woodlands acts as an 
open invitation. Bears have an amazing 
sense of smell, and can detect the odour 

Bear continued

of food, garbage, compost, pet food 
and bird feeders from great distances. 
If they are already foraging for food, 
they will come directly to the source of 
what they smell. And once they receive 
that positive reinforcement from what 
Dr. Obbard calls “a food reward,” 
their excellent memories will bring 
them back again and again. “Even 
in a good food year, a bear might re-
offend based on the reward it got in a 
poor food year,” he explains. “Only by 
repeatedly finding nothing will bears 
continue to move on. But it’s up to 
people to ensure that they find nothing.” 

The Ministry of Natural Resources has 
set up a special website, bears.mnr.gov.
on.ca, that outlines the steps we can take 
to prevent bears from coming around 
our homes and properties to forage 

for food - steps such as: Store garbage 
securely in a locked shed or garage. If 
you can’t do that, keep it indoors until the 
morning of garbage pickup - definitely 
don’t put it out the night before. If 
you use a municipal dump, take your 
garbage there more often. Don’t leave 
pet food dishes outside overnight. If 
you have a barbecue, clean the grill 
thoroughly - really thoroughly. Bears 
are attracted by the smell of residual 
food. Don’t fill your bird feeder during 
the summer months. Wait until winter, 
when the birds really need those seeds. 
If you have an orchard or garden, pick 
up fallen fruit and vegetables from the 
ground. And talk to your neighbours to 
persuade them to take these steps, too. 
As Ontario’s leading bear scientists 
contend, it’s so much wiser to 
prevent bear problems … before they 
become problems in the first place. 
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By Bill Graham

ATV riders who travel the township 
roads of Greater Madawaska are 
technically outlaws. This situation 
has existed for a few years. Township 
Council is anxious to remedy this state 
of affairs by passing a by-law allowing 
ATV traffic on some township roads.

This dilemma derives from two recent 
pieces of provincial legislation. The 
first is Bill 11 and the second is an 
amendment to the Highway Traffic 
Act. Bill 11, the Red Tape Reduction 
Act (1999), contains changes that will 
affect the Highway Traffic Act, allowing 
for increased road access for ATV use. 
Essentially it authorizes municipalities 
to pass by-laws permitting ATV use 
on roads and highways under their 
jurisdiction. The amendment to the 
Highway Traffic Act, which allows 
ATVs to travel on shoulders of many 
provincial highways, excluding the 
400 series, came into effect August 
1, 2003, but only pertains to ATV 
operators with a valid driver’s license. 

If a jurisdiction, like the Township of 
Greater Madawaska, does not pass 
a by-law allowing ATV traffic, then 
it is deemed illegal to travel by ATV 
on township roads. The County of 
Renfrew has passed a by-law allowing 
ATV traffic on County roads, but may 
be reconsidering that move. In Renfrew 
County some municipalities have 
passed a by-law while others have not.

Greater Madawaska, for one reason or 
another, has not yet passed a by-law 
even though drafts of such a by-law 
were drawn up by Councillor Peter 
Emon more than a year ago. However, 
recent recommendations from the 
Township’s Economic Development 
Committee encourage Council to pass 
such a by-law in the interests of local 
tourism. Councillor Karin Lehnhardt 
is also pushing for a by-law because 
she doesn’t want her constituents to 
be outlaws. Personally, she is not a 
fan of ATVs but she recognizes that 
many residents of the geographic 
Townships of Griffith and Matawatchan 
do use ATVs for local transport. 

The Economic Development 
Committee wants the municipality to 
have a plan. To quote their recent (July 
19, 2005) discussion on ATV Use in 
Township:

“Our municipality could have in place 
a plan that controls, but also welcomes 

ATV use in our community. Control 
could include a clearly understood by-
law, supported by adequate signage, 
trail designation, maps and pamphlets 
to provide visitors with knowledge of 
local and provincial laws that apply 
to ATV use. In formulating the by-
law, consideration should be given to 
residential clusters, safety, property 
owners, commercial establishments, 
ATV users, ATV tourists and planned 
development of Calabogie and Area 
as a diverse tourist destination.”

All-TerrainVehicles (ATVs) are the 
biggest selling off-road vehicles in 
Ontario, outselling snowmobiles 4-1. 
For the last four years ATV purchases 
have grown by 2,000 each year, 
with price tags ranging from $6,000 
to $12,000. Their use in our rural 
municipality will not go away. In the 
next few months there is bound to be 
debate about this by-law. There are noise 
and environmental issues and there are 
many who will not want to see any more 
motorized recreation in the township.

In the interim, there are existing laws, 
under the Ontario Highway Traffic 
Act, that do have   to be obeyed by 
ATV users, as indicated in the facing 
information box.

Highlights of ONTARIO 
REGULATION 316/03 made under 
the HIGHWAY TRAFFIC ACT

• Speed is restricted to 20 kmh on roads 
posted 50 kmh, and a   maximum of 50 
kmh on roads posted at more than 50 kmh. 
 
• Individual municipalities must pass 
bylaws before ATVs can use township 
roads. Time of day or year, and other 
restrictions can be specified
. 
• Not allowed on highways 400, 401, 
402, 403, 404, 405, 407, 409, 410, 416, 
417 and 427.
 
• Drivers require a valid Class A, B, 
C, D, E, F, G, G2, M or M2 driver’s 
licence issued under the Act, unless he 
or she is exempt.
 
• ATV operator must wear a 
helmet that complies with section 
19 of the Off-Road Vehicles Act. 

• On roads where the maximum speed 
is 50 kmph, an ATV cannot be driven 
faster than 20 kmh. If the posted speed 
limit is greater than 50 kmh, then ATV 
speeds up to 50 kmh are allowed. 

ATV by-law coming to Greater 
Madawaska

Looking back...

By Ole Hendrickson

 In the late 1800s every region in 
Canada wanted its own rail line to 
facilitate development of agricultural, 
forest, and mineral resources.  The 
Ottawa Valley was no exception.   
  
The Pontiac Pacific Junction (PPJ) 
Railway was incorporated in 1880 
to connect Aylmer   and Pembroke 
along the north shore of the Ottawa 
River.  While the line never reached 
Pembroke, it hauled timber, wheat, 
milk, iron ore, and passengers 
for nearly a hundred years - until 
public roads replaced private rail. 
  
The PPJ tracks were pulled up in 
1984, but the right of way still serves 
snowmobilers in winter and bicyclists in 
summer.  A scenic stretch upriver from 
Fort Coulonge goes through deep forest 
along the lower reaches of the Coulonge, 
crosses the river into Davidson, passes 
through farmlands, and skirts the 
Ottawa shoreline near Waltham.  There 
is a picnic stop with tables, restrooms, 
and a surprisingly private beach. 
  
The 75-km PPJ trail is by no means the 
longest converted rail line in the Ottawa 
River watershed.  That honour belongs 
to the 200-km route of the former P’tit 
Train du Nord that ran from St. Jerome 
northwest of Montreal to Mont Laurier 
in the valley of the Lievre.  Some 
former railway stations have even been 
renovated into cafes and boutiques.   
  
The Ottawa’s largest tributary, the 
Gatineau, also features a 100-km 
public trail north of the nation’s 
capital from Wakefield to Maniwaki.  
While this former rail line stays 
well away from the river, it passes 
several beautiful lakes along its route.   
  
Plans are being made for a trail 
connecting Maniwaki and Mont Laurier, 

affording future travelers an opportunity 
to take a long northern excursion 
between Ottawa  and Montreal. 
  
There are also many abandoned rail 
lines in the Ontario portion of the 
watershed, but the good citizens of 
Ontario have allowed more to revert 
to private ownership.  The rail line 
that followed the Bonnechere Valley 
from Renfrew to Killaloe, then on to 
Barry’s Bay (and across the southern 
part of Algonquin Park to Parry 
Sound), has been fragmented. You 
can hike portions of the old Kingston 
and Pembroke line between Kingston 
and Calabogie, but the portion near 
Pembroke is largely inaccessible. 
  
Lack of public access to abandoned 
rail lines is a pity, given the lost 
opportunity for winter and summer 
tourism.  Rail lines, with their gentle 
curves and easy grades, are ideal for 
bicyclists of all ages, and provide 
direct connections from town to town.  
As well, some lines may again be 
financially viable as oil prices continue 
to rise in coming months and years. 
  
The fate of the Canadian National 
line that ran from Pembroke through 
Algonquin Park to North Bay, closed 
in 1995, is in question.  Portions near 
North Bay have been converted to 
public multiple use trails.  But no 
work has been done on the stretch west 
of Pembroke that follows the Indian 
River.  Rough gravel makes bicycling 
unpleasant, although snowmobilers 
use it when snow depths permit. 
  
A private foundation was formed in 
1992 to construct a Trans Canada 
Trail – “a corridor in which travelers 
may hike, cycle, horseback ride, cross 
country ski or snowmobile from one 
Canadian coast to either of the other 
two coasts.”  Given that travelers have 
followed the Ottawa River across 

Continued on next  page

Rails and trails

Continued on next  page

Denbigh in 1940s
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Canada since long before the arrival 
of European settlers, it is ironic that 
this private effort resulted in a route 
that bypasses the Ottawa Valley,  
  
While recognizing that connector trails 
could transform the Trans Canada Trail 
into a full Canada Trail Network, the 
foundation agreed not to pursue this 
until the main trail is completed in 2015.   
  
Perhaps it’s unreasonable to expect 
a private foundation to develop a 
national trail network.  In this oil-
scarce age, maybe it’s time to diversify 
our public transportation network, 
and reinvest in rails – and trails.  
  
Editor’s note: Ole Hendrickson is a 
member of the Ottawa River Institute 
(www.ottawariverinstitute.ca), a non-
profit charitable organization based 
in the Ottawa Valley supported by 
volunteers, local donors and a grant 
from the Ontario Trillium Foundation.

Continued on next  page

Environmental Protection 

• The off-road vehicle cannot discharge 
a contaminant or cause or permit the 
discharge of a contaminant into the 
natural environment that may have an 
adverse effect on the environment or 
impair the quality of any waters; or 
contravene any conditions, restrictions 
and prohibitions imposed by any 
legislation and related regulations 
enacted to protect the environment. 

• The off-road vehicle is not allowed 
to be a safety risk to anyone or harm 
or cause material discomfort to any 
person from dust, emissions or noise; 

--or cause harm, injury or damage, 
either directly or indirectly, to 
any property, flora or fauna;  

--or alteration, disruption or 
destruction to the natural environment, 
including erosion damage or 
degradation of the right of way.  

• The off-road vehicle cannot be driven 

ATV continued

By Bill Graham

The majority of Canada’s forests are 
owned by the government: 71% by 
the federal Government and 23% by 
provincial or territorial governments. 
Canada-wide only 6% of forest land 
is in the hands of private citizens. In 
Ontario 11% of forest land is privately 
owned. Privately owned woodlots 
fall into one of two types; industrial 
forests, large and often owned by 
companies; and non-industrial forests 
(or woodlots), which are smaller and 
mainly owned by private individuals, 
often farmers. In 1995 farm woodlots 
earned $419 million from forest product  
sales, excluding maple, from 3,343 
farms (Agricultural Census, 1996).

Renfrew County is the largest 
county in Southern Ontario and it is 
reported that approximately 54% of 
the County’s forest land is owned by 
private landowners. There is also a 
considerable distrust of government 
in the County, which explains why the 
Renfrew County Private Land Owners 
Association is so concerned about 
government interference in the way they 
that use their own property; especially 
their woodlots. It was this group that 
first developed the “Government Back 
Off” campaign that has been adopted 
by other primarily rural counties. 
Members of the association are afraid 
that the government will legislate how 
they can use their own woodlots. It 
is not an idle fear as some counties 
have already passed such by-laws. 
For some of these members their 
woodlot is their pension money for 
when they are too old to work and 
they want no government interference 
with their private property rights.

While most rural people want no 
government interference with their 
property rights, there are some 
government programs that can be 
beneficial for some property owners. 
If you are a landowner with small 
acreage, which is forested and you 
would like to have advice on managing 
your woodlot and get a tax break, 
then there is a program for you. 

I will cite my own experience as an 
example. My property totals 80 acres 
(approximately 32 hectares) of which 
85% are treed. Approximately 50 acres 
was planted with Red Pine in 1975 
and now after 30 years these trees 
need to be thinned to optimize future 
growth. Knowing this, I contacted a 
local commercial forestry outfit that 
specializes in thinning pine plantations. 
They had a professional forester 
associated with their company who was 
also a “managed forest plan approver”. 
I was accomplishing several goals 
in one process. I was getting my Red 
Pine plantation thinned; I was getting a 
monetary return on the trees that were 
thinned and I was getting a “managed 
forest plan” prepared for my property 
without charge. Finally, by having a 
“managed forest plan”, I was able to 
take advantage of the “Managed Forest 
Tax Incentive Program” whereby my 
forested land was being taxed at 25% of 
the municipal tax rate set for residential 
properties. It was a great deal!

The obligations of the plan are that 
you must follow the plan for a period 
of five years, at which time it may be 
renewed. Yes, the government does 
now have some say in how you use 
your bush. For example, you cannot 
agree to a plan, take advantage of the 
tax benefits and then clear-cut your 
land. The advantage, besides the tax 
benefit, is that you get a professional 
assessment of your woodlot and 

Managing a private woodlot

in or through a river, stream or other 
watercourse on a highway if doing 
so would or would be likely to alter, 
disrupt or destroy any fish habitat. 

• The off-road vehicle shall be driven 
on the shoulder of the highway in 
the same direction as the traffic 
using the same side of the highway.  

• The off-road vehicle shall be allowed 
on the roadway in the same direction 
as traffic using the same side of the 
highway if there is no shoulder; 
or the shoulder of the highway is 
obstructed and cannot be used.

Continued on page 10

M R& Feeds and Farm Supply (RENFREW)

" We're more than a feed store "

400 Raglan St. S.,Renfrew, Ontario, K7V 1R8
613-432-8886

Fall is Coming !
Are You Ready ?

- Pool Closing Chemicals

- Leaf Covers

- Wild Bird Seed

- Bird Feeders

- Wood Pellets

- Tuff Duck Clothing

- Lined Gloves

- Lined Rubber Boots

- Leaf Rakes

- Steel Roofing/Siding

- Wormers - for all your animals

- Snow Fence -

Call Us -

For All Your Needs.

eek !

Rails  continued

End

End

Tree Harvester
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By Garry Ferguson

Move It On Over Citizen

On August 08, our Co-publishers of 
The Madawaska Highlander, Bill 
Graham and Richard Copeland (they 
have a couple other titles, but my 
space is limited) dropped in on the 
Annual Meeting of the Calabogie and 
Area Business Association (CABA) 
to  pick up an Award of Excellence 
in Community Service for 2004-05. 
They even had their pictures in The 
Renfrew (What’s Its Name) Weekender. 
CABA awarded the honour in 
recognition of the efforts of both 
men for their newspaper work that 
has always supported the community 
and fostered pride in its history.

Understandably, we  here at the (snicker) 
G. and M. News Desk are proud to 
be associated with the lads and are 
appreciative of CABA’s recognition. 
If however, the powers-that-be ever 
get an inkling of the gargantuan effort 
– as well as personal finances - that 
these co-publishers put forth in getting 
this excellent little rag off the ground, 
Orders of Canada might be in order.

Out of extreme modesty, their Co-
publisherships, Graham and Copeland 
turned down my initial request 
for a joint statement. Insistence 
paid off however, and they met to 
collaborate on the following release.  
“Shucks, folks! ‘T wern’t nuthin’.”

Rendezvous 2005
Though the attendance numbers were 
not up to initial expectations, the 
Renfrew Woodland Metis Aboriginal 
Association (R.W.M.A.A.) Rendezvous 
2005 was a success by any measure.  
Folks came from as far away as Sault 
St. Marie and Thunder Bay – 283 
Ontario Metis Aboriginal Association 
members, alone, signed in on Saturday 
- to share the August long weekend with 
locals. The activities, weather, food and 
the fellowship all chipped in to make 
the “old picnic grounds” a good place 
to be. Even the Strong-Lance double-
barrelled-barn-board biffy came in 
for a good deal of praise, especially 
from those with a strong thirst (no 
pun intended) and a weak bladder.

A goodly number of workers put 
in a goodly number of hours to 
make it happen but Charlie Villneff, 
Vice President R.W.M.A.A., has 
requested that Susanne Lee, of Stop 
41 in Denbigh, the folks who donated 
prizes and the ladies who baked all 
those good pies be thanked publicly.

To our readers out there who think that 
you might be included in that group, 
brace yourselves. I have a sneaking 
suspicion telling me that Mr. Villneff 
or R.W.M.A.A.’s President Kent 
Gauthier has your name on a list and 
one of them will be knocking on your 
door somewhere around June next year.    

TwoToo Bads 

By now everyone has heard that 
Hazel and Dale Warren have flown 
the flea-market business and that 
the Matawatchan Country Store will 
soon be counting cash for the last 
time. There aren’t many burgs in the 
old Province that has the dubious 
distinction of closing the whole darned 
downtown business section at one time.
 
To those of us who often went over to 
“the corners” to watch close-up activities 
at the “market” and then stayed over to 
watch the store yard light come on, these 
closures present a greater problem than 
to most. How are we going to replace 
our Saturday-night entertainment?

Great Loss 

On August 06, Karen and Paul Gaulin 
returned from a funeral in Napanee to 
find their house on fire. A few articles 
were saved by neighbours, but most 
of the contents were lost including all 
records from the Fish and Game Club.

Karen, who is “Madame President” of 
the club, asks that members who are not 
on her email list call, leave a message, 
write, telegraph, send smoke signals 
– anyway, contact her at 333-1206 or 
Pat Holleran at 333-1229. Required 
are names, addresses and telephone 
numbers of all current 2005 members.      

Thompson/Thomson
Double Whammy Reunion
Most of us Matawatchaners have 
both Thomson and Thompson blood 
sloshing around in our veins but Annie 
(Thompson) Thomson is the only person 
of her generation - there were several in 
the previous generation - to have made 
use of both names. Needless to say, she 
was front and centre on consecutive days 
at the Matawatchan Hall for both the 
Thompson and Thomson clan reunions.

On Saturday, August 13, 160 kinfolk 
came from across the Dominion to 
join the four remaining members of 
(Red) Colin and Lucy (Carswell) 
Thompson’s immediate family.  Annie 
at 93, Olive Parks 91, Ira 87 and Reid 
at 85 years of age were all out-aged 
however, by sister in-law ninety-
nine-year-old Rebecca (MacDonald) 
Thompson, wife of the late William 
(Billy) Thompson. Annie and Olive are 
lifelong Matawatchaners while brothers 
Ira – with wife Marjorie - and Reid live 
in Sudbury. Rebecca lives in Renfrew.
To mark the occasion, donations 
were made to the Matawatchan 
Hall, the Matawatchan Cemetery 
and St. Andrew’s United Church.

On Sunday, August 14, the family of 
Annie and the late Basil Thomson 
came from as far away as Alberta and 
Nova Scotia to keep the celebrations 
rolling for a second day. In a salute 
to their Matawatchan roots, the 55 
people present tucked into a traditional 
beef stew and baked bean – cooked 
in iron coolers of course - dinner. 
       

GRIFFITH/ MATAWATCHAN NEWS
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By Jim Weatherall,

Hello again folks.  

The Calabogie Fish 
& Game Club’s 
first annual Bass 
Tournament went 
off well on August 
6th.  There were 32 
adult and 22 junior 
entries and lots of 
Bass caught and 
entered.  The final 

tally saw Stewart Vincent receive 1st 
prize for a 3.3 lb. Large Mouth and 
Jake Vessel managed to win with a 3 
lb. Small Mouth.  Well done everyone! 

Hats off to the club and all who 
participated in this year’s tournament 
as well as those who weighed in 
fish, cooked corn and cleaned up 
afterwards. Volunteers are sometimes 
not recognized for the work they do 
and without them there would be no 
tournaments.  Hopefully there will be 
a lot more participants in this much 
needed summer activity in 2006.  

The Pickerel in Calabogie Lake are 
moving out into the big part of the 
lake now.  The deep holes off Crab 

and Braidens Islands are producing 
well.  The depth there is 40 – 50 
feet, with the pickerel being caught 
at about 25 – 35 feet by jigging.

Last winter at the Calabogie Fish 
& Game fish derby, there were two 
Crappies caught.  They were not known 
to inhabit Calabogie Lake but I’ve heard 
of three more caught this summer.  I 
didn’t see these being caught, but if 
so, Crappies will make a great fishery.

Bass fishing has picked up; both Large 
and Small Mouth.  The hot weather has 
driven them deep but as it is cooling 
off, they are more active.  Peter Provost 
and his son T.J. were out in Grassy 
Bay early on a morning last week and 
landed 14 Large Mouth Bass in 3 hours, 
all ranging from 12 – 15 inches in 
length and all on rubber worms, taken 
in 8 feet of water.  Good fishing fellas.

Mike Shipe from Ohio (staying at 
Jocko’s Beach Resort) brought in 2 
Large Mouth Bass – one weighed 4.2 lbs. 
and the other 4.96 lbs.  Nice fish Mike!

Enjoy yourselves on the water and 
be sure to promote catch and release 
where you can and above all be safe.

Jim.  

Fishing with Jim
professional advice on how to 
successfully manage it. Ultimately the 
plan is determined by your own plans 
and goals for your woodlot, assisted 
by advice from a professional forester.

Some woodlot owners may not be 
able to take advantage of commercial 
activity to have a “managed forest 
plan” prepared without charge, like I 
did. In this case you can prepare your 
own assessment of your woodlot and 
prepare your own plan. However, you 
will need to have that assessment and 
plan approved by a “managed forest 
plan approver” for a fee. If you don’t 
feel you are able to prepare your own 
plan then you will need to hire a forestry 
consultant to help you. Many of the 
foresters who are also “approvers” 
can do this for you, but for a fee.

With a “Managed Forest Plan” you 
can apply for the “Managed Forest 
Tax Incentive Program”(MFTIP).  
The MFTIP is designed to encourage 
landowner participation in natural 
resource stewardship on private forest 
land in Ontario. This voluntary program 
is available to landowners who own 
four hectares or more of forest land, 

and who agree to prepare and follow a 
Managed Forest Plan for their property.
To qualify for the program, you must 
meet the following requirements: 

-     The land must be owned by a 
Canadian citizen, corporation, 
partnership or conservation 
authority; 

-     The forest area must cover 
at least 4 hectare (10 acres) 
excluding all residences.

-     The forest must all be on one 
property with one municipal 
roll number.

-     There must have a minimum 
number of trees on each acre.

-     The land cannot be subject 
to a Registered Plan of 
subdivision or be licensed 
under the Aggregate 
Resources Act. 

To obtain more information about the 
MFTIP or to get a hard copy of the 
“Guide to the MFTIP” contact either 
the Ontario Forestry Association 
(http://www.oforest.on.ca ) or the 
Ontario Woodlot Association (http://
www.ont-woodlot-assoc.org ).  
 

Woodlot continued

End
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Community Calendar

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
Sun      9:00 am

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

COMMUNITY EVENTS 
Calabogie

Calabogie’s Annual Festival of the Arts
Oct 1 and 2 (2005) – Community Centre
10:00 a.m. to 4:00 p.m. Show by local 
artists. Coordinator: Dwyene MacNabb at 
613-752-2438 

The CABA Golf Tournament 
This annual event has been rescheduled to, 
Saturday, October 15th, should allow for 
more golfers.  Please ask your partners, 
friends and team mates to join us.  This is a  
major fundraiser for CABA for Trail 
Development and Hospice Renfrew.

Lion’s Club Pancake Breakfast
 (752-2576) and St. Andrew’s United 
Church Bake Sale, (752-2598) 
Community Centre, Calabogie, 8-12, 
Oct.9, 2005
 
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.

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

Griffith & Matawatchan 

Baseball Game Matawatchan Hall 
September 4 -  1:00 pm

General Meeting Matawatchan Hall 
September 14 - 7:30 pm

Harvest Turkey Supper St. Andrew’s 
Church September 17 - 5:00-7:00 pm

Roast Beef Dinner Matawatchan Hall 
October 8 - 5:00-7:00 pm

Halloween Dance Matawatchan Hall 
November 5 - 9:00 pm

Fish Fry St. Andrew’s Church 
November 6 - 5:00-7:00 pm

Hunter’s Supper St. Andrew’s Church 
November 12 - 5:00-7:00 pm
Hunter’s Dance Matawatchan Hall 
November 12 - 9:00 pm

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.  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

Contact Bill Graham 333-1694 or 
Richard Copeland 333-1551 to have 
community and church announcements 
placed in future issues of the paper. 
Please note that we don’t always have 
the most current information for 
church services.

CHURCH SERVICE 
SCHEDULE
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By Floris Wood

Turkey Vultures have a very 
specialized job in the world and to 
perform it properly they have some 
very specialized tools and talents. 
Their job? Waste management. As 
carrion eaters they have developed 
some specialized (and, some might 
say, disgusting) characteristics, both 
physical and behavioural. Their bald 
heads, for example, enable them to 
stick their heads inside a carcass a little 
ways further than, say, a raven, another 
carrion eater. A vulture with feathers 
on his face and neck would collect 
significant amounts of food morsels 
and bacteria between his feathers 
while poking around inside a carcass. 
With no way to remove the bacteria, 
such a vulture would risk infection 
and disease. After a meal a vulture 
usually exposes his bald head to the 
sun and air so that whatever small 
amounts of noxious materials they do 
collect on their heads are baked off.
 
Secondly, their digestive juices are 
highly acidic. Since the meat the 
juices digest usually would not pass 
government inspection, the acids and 
enzymes in their digestive tract do 
a fine job of killing off the bacteria, 
thus, bringing the food up to (or 

closer to) government standards. 

Another function of the acidic juices 
is to keep away the Turkey Vulture’s 
few predators. Hawks and other nest-
raiding raptors might find the Turkey 
Vulture’s eggs or chicks a tempting 
treat. But the clever vulture, true to 
his reputation, has another disgusting 
trick up his sleeve. He befouls his own 
nest with vomit, a mixture of the acids 
and digesting food. The odour secures 
the nest. The good part is that he does 
not, as some believe, projectile vomit 
at animals who threaten him; though 
he might shake his head as the vomit 
exits to make sure everything within 
a six foot radius is exposed to it.

The acids serve still one more 

cleansing duty. Walking around in 
older carcasses can be a real health 
hazard if you do not wash up well 
afterwards with a good disinfectant. 
Old digestive acids are removed from 
the vulture’s body through his urine 
and feces. You have probably guessed 
it: to keep his featherless legs and 
feet pristine and free of bacteria, the 
vulture urinates or defecates on them.

Reading about all these endearing 
qualities of the Turkey Vulture may 
have you a little choked up right 
now, so I assure you that most of 
the really intriguing stuff is out of 
the way. It is uphill from here on.

Turkey Vultures are one of nature’s least 
aggressive birds. Their most frequent 
defensive measure against perceived 

threat is to leave the scene. This they 
do rather awkwardly if they are on 
the ground and trying to get airborne. 
Their nearly six feet wingspan and 
weak wing muscles, relative to their 
heavy body weight, makes takeoffs 
from the ground a rather lumbering 
manoeuvre. Slow takeoffs make them 
frequent traffic fatalities. If he has 
eaten too much and cannot fly, the 
second line of defence is to regurgitate 
a crop of undigested food hoping 
to make himself light enough to fly. 

Combine the lack of  beauty, grace and 
other qualities favoured by humans with 
the mistaken opinion by many people 
that vultures are dirty pest animals and 
pose a threat to lives of small pets, 
many vultures are shot, poisoned or 
by other means, killed by humans. 
The U.S. department of Agricultural 
tested vulture feces and compared the 
results with the feces tests of other 
carrion eaters and declared the vultures 
the most bacteria free. Hence, this 
once much persecuted animal is now 
protected. Vultures are not especially 
dirty birds although they purposely 
smell bad in self defence. Some of the 
means of keeping clean are mentioned 
above. Another is the famous horaltic 
pose in which Turkey Vultures stand 
up tall on a branch or fence and spread 
out their wings, looking like they 
were stretched out on a clothesline 

Turkey Vultures

Continued on next page
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By Dwyene MacNabb 

Saturday, October 1 and Sunday, 
October 2 will be the 5th Annual 
Calabogie Artfest in the Community 
Centre in Calabogie. The Artfest is 
sponsored by the Renfrew Art Guild 
and over 20 members of the Guild will 
be showing there work at the show. 
This year the Calabogie Women’s 
Institute will be running a Tea Room 
throughout the show so both lunch and 
teatime goodies will be available. 

Children from the local elementary 
schools will be showing some of their 
art work in the Tea Room. The show 
runs from 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. each day. 
The Renfrew Art Guild has nearly 40 
members coming from the Eganville, 
Pembroke, Renfrew and the Calabogie 
areas. Eight members of the Guild live 

Local artists featured in the Calabogie Artfest
in the Calabogie area. They are:

-Barb Brown-watercolours and 
oils (moving to Calabogie in 
September)   

-Kayla Hunter-Watercolous and 
oils (moving to Calabogie in 
September)

-Kim Carnegie - oils
-Carolyn Jakes - mixed media
-Dave Morris - oils
-Sonya Morglan -oils 
-Sheila Fletcher - watercolours
-Dwyene MacNabb -oils and 

watercolours     
 
 Last year the turnout for the show 
was tremendous and over the two 
days members sold over 160 pieces 
including paintings prints and cards 
etc. We expect this year’s show will be 
even more exciting. 

to dry. This pose allows the sun and 
air to dry them and cleanse them of 
bacteria and other microbes. Other 
reasons given for why they strike the 
horaltic pose are to collect vitamin D, 
warm themselves in winter and helping 
them sense when the air currents are 
right for taking flight into a thermal. 

As flyers vultures rely very heavily on 
air currents, namely thermals (rising 
warm air). Since the ground cools at 
night and the cooling air descends 
vultures take very short night flights, 
at best. But in the morning they wait 
until the sun warms the ground and the 
heating air begins to rise. They then 
take flight. As they rise higher and 
higher, riding on a thermal they begin 
to hunt or, if migrating, they will seek 
out another sunny spot on the ground 
and glide to the air above it where the 
thermal from the sunny spot is rising. 
Using this method they seldom need 
to flap their wings. Circling vultures, 
called a kettle of vultures, may not 
be hunting but merely trying to gain 
altitude within an updraft of air.

The rising air brings with it scents from 
the ground. Among the ground smells 
brought upward is mercaptan, a gas 
released from recently killed animals 
in the first stages of decay. Unlike most 
birds the vulture’s sense of smell is very 
keen. It has a hole all the way through 
its beak through which air constantly 

flows. Equally keen eyesight helps 
spot the carcass. If it cannot be seen 
the vulture will circle as it descends in 
order to keep the “beam” of mercaptan 
on its olfactory radar screen. Oil 
companies have taken advantage of 
the vultures keen sense of smell by 
mixing mercaptan with pipeline oil 
so that pipeline leaks can be detected 
by watching for circling vultures 
in the vicinity of suspected leaks.

Like humans, vultures prefer their 
meat as fresh as possible. However, 
their beaks and talons are not built for 
ripping and gripping like the beaks and 
talons of a raptor, to whom the vulture 
was long thought to be related. Their 
bills and feet are more like a stork’s 
or an ibis’ to which they are actually 
related. Hence, vultures cannot rip 
apart a carcass and must wait until 
another animal rips it apart or the 
carcass’ hide softens through decay.

We all have seen the films of African 
Vultures ripping apart carcasses and 
flying off with a fairly large piece of 
meat in its talons. These scenes made 
biologists suspect that the African 
Vultures were not related to North 
American Vultures. Recent DNA tests 
have proven them right. Consequently 
North American Vultures were removed 
from the order Falconiformes that 
contains hawks, eagles and falcons, 
and moved to the order  Ciconiiformes, 
which contains, among others, 
storks, egrets and ibises.  So why 
do these birds, from two different 
continents, look so much alike? They 
are called ecological equivalents and 
are the result of convergent evolution. 

Vulture continued

continued on page 21

End

By Richard Copeland

African Black—Acapulco Gold—
Matawatchan Magic perhaps?

The quietness of the Matawatchan 
community was abruptly interrupted 
on August 24th by the powerful droning 
of a military helicopter, which set down 
on a local farm adjacent to the closed 
sand shed on Matawatchan Road. The 
township shed parking lot afforded 
temporary parking space to unmarked 
and marked police vehicles, OPP ATV’s 
and a rented van, which, while I watched, 

was filling quickly with marijuana, 
shovelled in by a battalion of OPP.

It would appear that the weed was 
growing locally (must be a natural 
occurrence) and that it was time to tend 
to Mother Nature’s garden. The police, 
pleasant enough at declining any kind of 
interview, had little to say other than they 
had been pulling plants from the bush 
in the local vicinity. Given the harvest 
load in the rented van and the number 
of ‘weeders’ on site I could only dream 
of applying this contingent of law-
enforcing ‘weeders’ to my own garden.

Busting Mother Nature

L to R: Sonya Morglan, Kim Carnegie, Carolyn Jakes and 
Dwyene MacNabb
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By Mary-Joan Hale

This has been a very busy summer in the 
library.  The two children’s programmes 
have been great.  Our summer student, 
Christina McCollum, provided all sorts 
of fun-filled activities for the kids in 
both groups.  The wee ones looked 
for hidden letters and pom-poms, did 
crafts and learned some new songs 
and games while listening to stories.  

She also ran the TD Summer Reading 
Programme.  While the kids learned 
about the solar system, space; dressed 
up as aliens and made astronauts, they 
listened to and read stories.  With every 
book, they advanced through the Solar 
System.  They all contributed to the 
mobile of planets and other inter-stellar 
decorations.  Christina came to us with 
a ready knowledge of the subject, 
thank heavens, because what I know 
about it is to be in awe of the firmament 
and sigh at how lucky we are to live 
where we do.  They also tie-dyed T-
shirts, attempted to fly a large kite 
and wrote and performed a show with 
puppets that they made themselves.

Christina, we wish you all the best 

at Carleton University.  Thanks 
for making the summer such fun 
for the kids in Greater Madawaska 
and making my job easier as well.

We were also lucky enough to have 
many volunteer helpers.  Asta, Sally, 
Anne and Betty came in to do their 
regular shifts.  Our extra summer 
helpers were Van (who has volunteered 
every summer for 4 years), Bev, Betty 
and Shirley.  The ladies live in the 
sunny south in the winter and asked if 
we would like them to help, and boy 
did they ever! Last week they brought 
in Anita, who was visiting one of 
them. Volunteers are such an important 
part of making the library work.  The 
functions of a library are ever changing 
and it is difficult to give the necessary 
service with one part-time staff person.  

One of the “Critical Success Factors” 
identified in our Strategic Planning 
sessions was to improve our volunteer 
programme, not only from an 
acquisition standpoint, but to make 
better use of their time while in-house.  
This is evolving and the “Board” and I 
appreciate all of the time given by these 
dedicated individuals. Thanks folks.

One of our loyal supporters is Clive 
Boothe.  He is always dropping in with… 
“I saw this in my travels and thought 
you could use it…” usually something 
for the kids’ programmes.  He also 
has donated books and supplies. His 
picture appears in the dictionary beside 
the words ‘kind’ and ‘thoughtful’.

In the past few articles I have noted 
the desire to improve our Outreach 
Services.   It will happen, but we hope 
to get a grant to help us do so.  We 
are looking at various options since it 
was not covered in the budget.  This 
is something to which the Board is 
committed.  All of our ratepayers 
deserve easier access to the library.  
This is another Critical Success 
Factor identified by the Board.  They 
are working on making this a reality.  
Committee members have made 
contact with individuals in Wards 2 
and 3 who are interested in making 
it work as well.  The summer has 
slowed the process down a bit, but 
expect to see more action in the fall.  
If you would like to help with this 
initiative or any other library-related 
need, please contact me at (613) 752-
2317 or by email at mjhale@bellnet.ca

We have added 25 educational 
computer programmes for children to 
the collection.  These are for in-house 
use and are courtesy of the CAP grant.  
We are fortunate that Industry Canada 
supports our library.  Our budget does 
not permit purchase of computers and 
their associated components.  Boys 
and girls please come in and try them 
out. We have six computers available 
for public use.  As long as the children 
respect the area, parents need not 
accompany them.  We were also able to 
purchase headphones so other patrons 
will not be disturbed by the sound 
effects from the ‘games’.  Programmes 
are educational and the children learn 
about math, geography, reading skills 
and problem solving while playing.  

We welcomed many more patrons 
to the library this summer.  The 
daily sale of second-hand books 
has been very successful and funds 
will be used to purchase materials.  

We lost one of our faithful summer 
patrons when Peter Moran passed 
away in early July.  We thank all 

GREATER MADAWASKA LITERARY MATTERS

                           
                   

Across 

1. Toward ship’s stern

6. Large, convex mouldings

10. A Guthrie

14. Semi sheer fabric

15. Tale on a grand scale

16. Ayes’ opposition

17. Kofi ___

18. Dream, in Paris

19. MVP of the NBA (2005)

20. Campsite dangers, sometimes

23. Herring or pepper

24. Canvas cover

25. Go out with

28. Becomes Jell-O

31. Hulled grain

35. Pakistan’s official language

37. Hole makers

39. Classic hit

40. Only two in Ontario, Renfrew has 
one

43. Casino request

44. Gang follower

45. Arrange in order

46. Under control (2w)

48. First dynasty in Chinese history

50. Advocate of the most recent

51. Become well informed

53. W.W II medal

55. Comeback queen of cuisine

Ottawa Valley Crossword 
By Doug Bell 61. “Both Sides Now” singer Mitchell

62. Doozy

63. Harden

65. Chip that starts a pot

66. ___ instant

67. Comes in second

68. Midnight snack attack

69. Boy or girl preceder

70. Onions’ relatives

Down 

1. A Gardener

2. Rhine city

3. Japanese aboriginal

4. Talent

5. Tightens up

6. Aquatic bird

7. Oil cartel

8. Fasten firmly

9. Hockey injury remedy, for one

10. Nova Scotia apple valley

11. Lion’s warning

12. Fewer

13. ___ Kosh B’Gosh (kids clothing 
line)

21. Turn ___ ear

22. Gaffe

25. Fish dish

26. General Rommel

27. Archie’s wife

29. Pairs

30. Laziness

32. Extension

33. Peruvian tributary to the Amazon 
River

34. Take care of

36. Single star

38. Jeanne d’Arc, et al.

41. Civet like animal

42. June VIP

47. Showy perennial

49. To boot

52. Unnerve

54. Wilderness craft

55. Homer Simpson’s mother

56. Opposed to

57. Bed support

58. Blue fin

59. Subterfuge

60. Long day’s journey

61. Jolt

64. Road curve

ovcrosswords@gmail.com

continued on page 22
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By Garry Ferguson

Editor’s note: In Part 1 of the story, 
published in July, Harv MacCormac 
and Wilf Grander, who are friends and 
rivals, bought identical blue Chevys. 
Their friendship becomes strained 
when Wilf pulls one too many practical 
jokes. Wilf begins to suspect that Harv 
has made a pact with the devil aimed at 
his new Chevy.

“I didn’t have my readin’ spec-tackles,” 
he told me.  “But I’m blasted sure the 
writin’ on the cover said sump’n about 
ancient curses.”

Questions concerning the book had 
gotten him nowhere.   

“N’ermind,” Wilf had snapped as 
he put it away.  “Stuff you wouldn’t 
understand.  For sure, yes-yaah.”

An unnerved Harv tried to fight back, 
but he his imagination seemed to have 
deserted him just when he needed it 
most.  He made enough noise to set 
half the dogs in the county to barking 
as he fumbled in the dark to replace 
a pebble-filled hubcap on Granger’s 
Groaner and he might as well have 
signed his own name when he used 
soap to print “LEMIN” on its rear 
window.  A potato over the end of 
the exhaust pipe wasn’t very original 
either.  With a bone-rattling backfire, 
the potato hurtled toward Granger’s 
old dog as he stood behind the car, 
with lifted leg, about to irrigate a rock.  
Fortunately the trajectory carried the 
projectile beneath him.  Unfortunately, 
it wasn’t quite far enough beneath and 
scraped a welt across its hairless belly 
just forward of where its malehood 
protruded.  After that close call, the poor 
beast would tremble, from nose to tail, 
and leave home whenever he saw his 
master heading for the car.  My mother 
saw divine intervention at work there 
because the nervous mongrel always 
hid out at the MacCormacks and, during 
one of his stays, found that he could 
relieve stress by killing Harv’s chickens.

Harv began to question others about 
the activities of his friend, who he now 
referred to as “Weird Wilf.”  Some 
allowed that the old storekeeper “might 
be a bit more flushed than usual,” 
but no one had noticed anything odd 
about his behaviour.  A few advised 
Harv to ease up a bit on the work 
while others suggested that he try 
everything from chewing on flag root 
to a prickly ash brew for his nerves.

It wasn’t long before Harv would begin 
his inquiries with a little coaching to 
help plant a grain of his own suspicion 
in others’ minds.  “I’m pretty sure 

the sneaky bugger’s puttin’ a curse 
on my car with his mumbo jumbo 
stuff,” he’d say.  In most cases, the 
response was a shrug, though some 
of his nervousness may have rubbed 
off because I began to hear folks refer 
to Harvey’s Hellcat as “the cursed 
car.”  Some smirked, but some didn’t.

The next time I spoke to my uncle 
alone, I mentioned Harv’s state of 
mind and the fact that he was now 
unloading his suspicions on more 
than his wife and me.  “He’ll spill the 
beans to anyone he can corner,” I said.

“Good ole Harvey Mac, yes-yaah.”  
Wilf scratched his belly where it 
protruded through his braces.  “Great 
lad!  Like a brother.  But the most 
superstitious man God ever strung a gut 
into,” he chuckled.  “Always thought 
the old devil himself was sneaking 
around behind’m trying to jab him up 
the behint with a pitchfork.  With that 
wild imagination, a body never knows 
what kind of Mufferaw tale the long 
streak’ll come up with.  He’s a lot like 
his old Grampa Jack MacCormack who 
had more visits from ghosts than from 
neighbors.  Yaah, for sure.  But Harvey 
Mac’s harmless if you just don’t pay 
him no mind.  Don’t own a mean bone 
in that skinny carcass, but he’ll do 
anything for a good laugh.  That and 
his toothless old trap got him in a pile 
of trouble over the years.  A lotta fun 
though.  Good lad, eh.  Yes-yaah.  But 
don’t pay him no mind.” 
 
Over the next few weeks, Harv saw 
circles and strange star-like patterns 
scratched into the gravel on his road and 
discovered a dead chicken strung up, by 
the neck, on the gatepost one morning.

“Couldn’t believe my old eyes,” Harv 
told me.  “Might’ve been one of our 
hens the old dog killed.  Had on a little 
kerchief, eh and, what looked to me 
like, a little paper windmill on a stick 
rammed up its arse end.  There was this 
piece of paper, with a pitcher drawed on 
it, tied around the neck.  Wasn’t sure if 
the drawin’ was a pitcher of old Lucifer 
with horns or somebody’s billy goat.  I 
heard tell those hocus pocus folk use 
that kinda stuff in their richuals, eh.”

Mrs. MacCormack scoffed at the 
“carryings on” and had almost convinced 
her jumpy husband that his nerves were 

getting very bad or his imagination very 
good when he caught Wilf in the act.

“Pon my soul, without a word of 
a lie, I caught’m red handed,” he 
announced during our noon break one 
Monday.  “I’m gasin’ up at his pumps, 
Saturday evenin, eh.  I look up and 
there was the bugger with his eyes 
closed, mumblin’ some gibberish and 
sprinklin’ s’ang that looked like dried 
horse manure over the hood of my 
car.  He was standin’ in one of them 
queer circles he’d made on the ground.

“Hadda be some kinda curse he was 
mutterin’ because the next mornin’, 
the Chevy sounded like she was 
about to give up the ghost when I 
fired ‘er up to head out for church.

“She bucked and snorted - didn’t 
have enough power to pull a settin’ 
hen off her nest, but it didn’t quit so 
me and the missus figured we’d take 
the chance on gettin’ there okay.”

According to Harv, they were climbing 
the long hill to the church, in low gear, 
when Wilf, in the Groaner, caught up 
to them.  He followed closely as Harv 
coaxed the sputtering Hellcat past 
a group of pointing onlookers and 
parked.  Wilf greeted the MacCormacks 
and remarked on the fine weather, but 
made no comment on the Hellcat’s 
performance.  Harv merely nodded and 
slunk into the church beside his wife.

There was no problem getting home.  
It was all downhill.  Since he didn’t 
want to mess around with it on Sunday 
- he’d heard of too many people who 
fell upon terrible times after they 
broke the Sabbath - he decided to 
investigate first thing Monday morning.

“Monday,” he said, “it started fine and 
sounded smoother’n the wife’s sewin’ 
machine.”

“Sounds to me like you got yourself 
some dirt in Uncle Wilfred’s watered-
down gas,” I said.
 
Mrs. MacCormack nodded in 
agreement.  She mentioned that she 
had already tried to convince him 
that Wilf was just acting the fool.

A few of the braver lads, who gathered 
in Granger’s General Store, didn’t 
seem to be too worried about the devil 

and would occasionally try for a few 
laughs at the expense of Harv and his 
cursed car. Whenever this happened, 
Wilf, who was usually content to 
listen, scratch his stomach and grin, 
would become very busy behind the 
counter.  If pressed for a comment, he’d 
invariably say, “Always jokin’ around, 
that Harvey Mac fella, yes-yah.  But 
the best joke he ever pulled was on his 
own mother - the day he was born.”

By midsummer, the line was so worn 
that even the best jaw-flappers made no 
effort to draw the storekeeper into their 
flippancy.

The next Sunday brought another 
poor performance from the Hellcat.

Harv brought me up to date on his woes 
as we drew hay on Monday.  “There we 
were just barely crawlin’ up the Church 
Hill with the Groaner on our arse again 
- and that smart-aleck Wilf, pretendin’ 
he didn’t know what was goin’ on.”
 
“Never felt like such an idjit in all my 
born days - everybody standin’ around 
watchin’ like that. After shootin’ off so 
much about his car, I’m gettin’ my nose 
rubbed in it.”

Harv was not surprised when the car 
ran well the following Sabbath because 
Wilf had been feeling poorly and had 
spent Saturday in bed.  He did make it 
to the Sunday morning service though. 
 

As everyone was about to shuffle 
inside, he excused himself saying 
that he had to take a fast squirt at the 
weeds before he could sit through one 
of “The Reverend’s” long sermons.

Harv, dragging the wife, hightailed it 
up the aisle fast enough to grab a seat 
by a window where he could see his car.

No sooner had they settled than he 
saw Wilf take a small bag from his 
pocket, close his eyes and sprinkle 
something over the hood of the Hellcat.

“I told you that sneaky sot was up to 
somethin’,” he blurted.

When Mrs. MacCormack shushed him, 
it was loud enough for everyone in the 
building to hear.

On Monday he took the car to Renfrew 
and had a mechanic check it over.  This 
changed nothing.

Sunday mornings, that summer, became 
to Harv a time to eat crow.  No one in 
Bracken could remember a time when 
he seemed more subdued or humble.

I knew that the whole affair was 
bothering him, even more than he’d 
admit, because he began to subsist on 

THE CURSED
CAR

Continued on next page
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only two helpings at meals.  One day, 
as we let the horses cool off under a 
big basswood, I mentioned that I was 
worried about his uncharacteristic 
behaviour.  “It ain’t like you to 
walk around all day with yore 
head up yore arse,” I said. 

“Well, Tommy,” he said slowly.  “I 
can see you’re a sharp lad, eh.  I got 
to admit that I’ve let myself get so 
darned het up about the whole thing 
that I threatened to take the horse and 
buggy to church - but I gave up on that 
idea for the wife’s sake.  I did take 
to sittin’ in the Hellcat though, while 
the wife was inside gettin’ her weekly 
dose of religion.  I might as well bin 
standin’ around scratchin’ my hind end, 
for all the good it did.  It looked like 
the son of a gun has got good enough 
with those curses to throw them from 
a distance – even without the dried 
horse manure – or whatever.” 

As the heat of summer softened and 
nights carried a hint of frost, grain 
ripened in the fields. On a Sunday night I 
went over to sleep at the MacCormack’s 
place so we could get an early start on 
the harvest next morning. 

I’d been asleep for an hour or so 
when I woke up. By the alarm clock 
it was only midnight - but there was 
no doubt. Nature was demanding that 
I make the long trek to the two-holer.

From the pathway, I saw light coming 
through a crack in the machine shed. 

When I decided that I wasn’t seeing moon 
glow, I considered fire - even burglars.

I cursed myself because I hadn’t brought 
the MacCormack’s old Lab with me. 
He was asleep, as usual, in the kitchen.

I crept around to the back of the shed 
and found a crack wide enough to peek 
through.

By the light of a coal oil lantern, a 
man was fiddling with what appeared 
to be the carburetor under the raised 
hood of the Hellcat. He straightened 
and I imagined that he looked directly 
at me. I held my breath as my heart 
jumped.  It occurred to me that he 
too might hear the blood pounding 
hard against the inside of my temples.

It was Wilf Granger.

He reached up, hid what looked like 
a flat, flimsy item on top of a rafter, 
wiped his hands on a rag and blew 
the light out. The hood latch gently 
clicked and his footsteps faded.

Harv might have recognized the 
mysterious article, but I had no 
intentions of getting involved by 
mentioning it to him.  When Wilf died in 
his sleep, of a heart attack, the following 
Wednesday night, I made a vow to 
keep the secret as long as Harv lived.  

Wars have always provided an excuse 
to create heroes, and so it was with the 
Chevy War.  Harv didn’t seem to see any 
contradiction in the sudden elevation 

of his late friend from “the 
devil’s partner” to “a great 
man with special powers.”

The lads who sat around 
the store on Saturday 
nights never seemed to 
tire of Harv’s boasting 
about his “old chum’s” 
attributes, so the legend 
grew with the telling.  

“Yessir,” Harv would 
begin,  “You take that 
Wilf now, there was one 
intelligent fella.  Knew 
things the rest of us never 
heard about.  Had special 
gifts, eh.  Could even cast 
spells, eh.  Without a word 
of a lie, I seen him do things 
you jist wouldn’t believe.”

Now that I’m a bit more 
mechanically inclined, 
I have a theory about 
that little item stashed 
on the rafter and how 
a defective carburetor 
gasket would affected the 
performance of Harv’s 
car, but I never went back 
to look for it.  Whether 
truth, myth or legend, 
I hold that a good tale 
should be left alone.      

Cursed car continued

End

SNIDER’S
Tent and Trailer Park 

271 Airds Lake Road 
Matawatchan

Variety Store
(open to everyone) 

Gas  Propane Swap 

Oil  Groceries  Ice 

Giftware and much, much more!!!

Store Hours 
Monday – Wednesday 8am to 6pm 
Friday and Saturday 8am to 8pm 

Closed Thursday

Terry and Gail Holtzhauer 
613-333-5551
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By Peter Chess

On a cool, overcast summer afternoon 
some twenty-five years ago, I told my 
wife and two girls that I was going 
for a walk down the road that led out 
of the camp. We were renting a cabin 
at Holleran’s Hideaway at the end 
of Hudson Lake Road. With the sky 
threatening rain and no one up for 
fishing, it seemed an opportune time to 
do some exploring outside camp. We had 
already been coming to Holleran’s for 
several summers, but had not seen much 
of the immediate surroundings. Fishing 
just took up  too much of our time.

No one jumped at my suggestion to 
join me, so I set out alone to see what 
I could see. A couple of hundred yards 
or so, directly ahead from the camp’s 
entrance lay an old log farmhouse 
and barn, nestled into an overgrown 
meadow of wildflowers. The track 
leading to the house looked seldom 
used, overgrown and patchy with weeds. 
It seemed an ideal location to explore.

I had been poking around the house, 
admiring the hand-hewn construction 
and peeking in the windows quote 
innocently, when I heard a car 
approaching. Looking around, 
wouldn’t you know, it was coming 
up the drive straight toward me.

Fearing being caught trespassing, I 
steeled myself for a confrontation. 
I’d heard rumours that the locals 
liked to take the law into their own 
hands when necessary and so figured 
I should make ready to throw up my 
hands when the driver came out with 
a shotgun—maybe I could pretend to 
be lost. “How do I get to Holleran’s?” 

Maybe he would think if I was that 
stupid, he’d have a little mercy and just 
forget that I was looking through his 
window, as if I were casing the joint.

The car bounced to a stop and out 
squeezed a jovial fellow with a big grin 
and no shotgun. “Gidday”, he says, 
“can I help you?”

Assured then by his willingness to 
help and his obvious lack of concern 
for any potential criminal activity on 
my part, I simply told him the truth. 
He listened patiently to my story and 
my claim to have a genuine interest 
in all things old and antique, and then 
he dropped the bombshell on me. 
“Oh, I thought that you were either a 
reporter or another of those scientists 
come to look at the UFO landing 
site and ask some more questions.

Did he just say what I thought he said? 
The best I could come up with was: 
“The what?”

So he proceeded to tell me that just over 
there, past those trees, on the other side 
of the creek in the old pasture, a UFO 
landed one night quite a few years ago. 
His Uncle Nelson saw the thing and even 
claimed to have fired his shotgun at it.

You could still see the ring, a perfectly 
circular ring, maybe thirty feet in 
diameter and four feet wide, in which 
nothing had grown since. It was like 
a dirt track, surrounded by grain and 
weeds as high as a man, both inside 
and outside of the ring. There had 
been no cows for years to keep the 
pasture down and it had grown over 
completely, except for the burnt ring.

“Go ahead, see for yourself if you 
like” and pointed off to the right. 

“Just from the creek over there 
through to the rushes and up the hill 
between those trees—you can’t miss 
it—straight ahead—you’ll see it.”

I thanked him for not thinking the 
worst of me and was gone in a flash, 
completely amazed at this turn of 
events, wanting this to be true. It 
seemed a once in a lifetime thing—
a UFO landing site—Holy shit!!
Minutes later and there it was. Just 
like he said it was. It was a perfect 
channelled circle of burned ground; 
not a shoot of green, surrounded by a 
dazzling array of colour and texture.

I must have walked around that 
circle twenty times, so enthralled 
I was, believing more   and more  
with each circuit that maybe I 
really was walking where an 
alien  craft had  touched this earth.

I had to get back to the camp and 
tell my wife and the girls what I’d 
seen…get the camera… and then I 
thought…. they won’t believe me!

They’ll think that I’m joking, just trying 
to get a laugh at their expense. But 
still. I had to share this with someone.

When I came out through the trees, the 
car was gone -- no more answers from 
the mystery man.

I hurried back to the cabin. I can’t 
remember what they were actually doing, 
seated around the kitchen table when 
I entered and blurted out: “You’re not 
going to believe me but there is a UFO 

UFOs in Matawatchan?
landing site just over there—outside 
the camp—It’s true, I just saw it”; and 
I was right; they didn’t believe me.
It took a good ten minutes of explaining, 
repeating and cajoling to make them 
aware of the importance of this moment.

At last, they agreed to come with me 
back to the meadow and follow me 
up the road, laughing and carrying 
on until we finally arrived at the spot 
and they got real quiet. Not that they 
necessarily believed it was what I 
said it was; but the mystery of it, so 
visually illogical, baffled them and it 
was several moments before a flow 
of questions began flowing out; I 
had no answer then and still don’t.

I did take some photos from a tree 
that I climbed at the edge of the 
meadow. I still have those pictures 
along with vivid memories of that day.

People that I have talked to of 
this phenomenon; those who were 
around in the mid to late sixties, 
when the event took place, confirm 
the story.  But the only person who 
witnessed the event is no longer alive.

I am hoping that there are still people in 
the area who can help me gather more 
information by sharing their memories, 
however faded, of this particular 
incident. If anyone has photos of the site; 
well that would be excellent. Perhaps 
we can shed light on this fascinating 
and mysterious piece of local history.

Editor’s note: If you do have anything 
to add, you can reach Peter at: peter.
chess@sympatico.ca or you can 
contact us at the Highlander. Contact 
information is on page three.

End
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By Ernie Jukes

By Karen Gaulin

The wild turkey’s seemed to have 
disappeared for awhile, we’re assuming 
to nest, and have shown themselves 
within the last three weeks again, 
many with little ones. This has been 
a long time coming in this area and 
we’re very glad to see them. It would 
be wonderful if they were left alone to 
reproduce before anyone starts hunting 
them. We’ve planted food for them 
this year, hopefully to help sustain 
them through the cold winter months.
Unfortunately, Griffith and 
Matawatchan were not one of them. 
However, given that this area, now 
that they have expanded here, is 
still susceptible to harsh winters, the 
planting of wildlife shrub species that 
produce a hearty fruit can provide a 
much needed food source in a time 
of potential winter stress. The berries 
produced by wildlife shrubs can 
provide a stable food source for turkeys 
when the snow becomes too deep. 
Other species of songbirds and wildlife 
can also benefit from these plantings.

In addition, the development of food 
plots will deter wildlife from feeding in 
areas that they may not be welcomed. 
Keeping this in mind, the Griffith 

and Matawatchan Fish and Game 
Club has set a goal for the spring of 
2006 to assist with natural habitat for 
wild turkeys. Board members will 
be attending an upcoming meeting 
in Renfrew for more information 
and we will be seeking assistance 
from our members with this project.

We’ve just received an interesting 
article we thought we’d share with you. 
Loons are an endearing and compelling 
symbol of Canada’s wilderness, with 
their haunting, melodic calls. New 
studies on loons indicate that they also 
possess a nastier instinct, attacking 
and killing other waterfowl, especially 
during breeding season. Reports 
as far back as the 1930’s indicate 
evidence that this behaviour is on 
the increase. A submerged loon will 
approach swimming waterfowl and 
spear a victim with a firm thrust of its 
bill. Autopsies confirm death results 
from hematoma and fractured bones 
from puncture wounds that pierce 
the body, delivered by the loon from 
behind or beneath. Such victims can 
be Canada geese, mallards, ring neck 
ducks, mergansers and goldeneyes. 
Researchers are puzzled by such loon 
aggression since many of the victims 
are species that don’t compete with 
loons for food. Mind you, not all loons 

harbour a killer instinct. Some adopt 
ducklings and rear them as their own. 
There’s a little tidbit of information 
to add to your trivia collection.

The Club is arranging another Hunter 
Safety Course for the weekend of 
September 23, 24, 25. There is no age 
limit to take this course but you must 
be at least 12 years of age to write the 
exam. The course will begin on Friday, 
the 23rd at 6 p.m. and ending at 10 
p.m. Saturday and Sunday hours will 
be 9 am until approximately 5 p.m.
The cost for this course is $125 for 
both Canadian Firearm’s Safety and 
Hunter Safety. If anyone wishes the 
Firearm’s portion of the course only, 
the cost will be $80 and you must 
attend the first 10 hours. If anyone 
wishes only the Hunter Safety, the 
cost is $100 but you must attend all 
19 hours of the course. Please note: 
Griffith and Matawatchan Fish and 
Game Club will pay the entire cost 
of this course for anyone 16 years of 
age and under, (excluding the books).

Anyone 18 and over wishing just the 
Canadian Firearms exam (and is not 
taking the course on this date) can 
schedule Saturday night, the 24th at 5:00. 
The cost of exams is $36 for the Hunter 
Safety and $38 for the Firearm’s. Exams 

will follow on the 27th after the course. 
Books for these courses are as follows: 
$20 for the Hunter’s Manual and $15 
for the Firearms manual. You may wish 
to borrow these books from someone 
who has already taken the courses.

News from the Griffith and 
Matawatchan Fish and Game Club

Cindy and Stephen are pleased 

to announce the early 

And happy arrival of Jorja 

Kelly May Pittman at the 

Ottawa General Hospital on 

August 3rd at 9:02 a.m.

Weighing in at 5 lbs 12 oz.

Proud grandparents are: 

Helene and Stewart Thomson, 

Bev and Earl Spicer, Norman 

Kelly.

Birth Announcement: 
PITTMAN – KELLY

Ernie’s musings 

Did you know that somewhere today, 
a Canadian is winning a “gold” in 
some sport

Isn’t it peculiar how our friends the 
Aussies got the global acceptance 
on “Gid day mate”, when we were 
greeting with “Gid day Waddy” (or 
whatever your name), here in the 
Madawaska-Ottawa Valley long 
before there even was an Australia. A 
Scot’s term from pioneer times that 
has lasted to this day. “Say now”-our 
Valley vernacular is gradually fading, 
losing its captivating manner, as the 
old folks pass-on. “Isn’t that a caution” 
as Joe McLaren would say!  There 
are so many more expressions sadly 
disappearing from our dialect that it will 
take a separate article to tell about it. 

Remember when a weapon in school 
was a slingshot?

Maybe it’s because we live up here 
where it’s quieter and we can think. 
There’s a reason that our resourcefulness 
has allowed us to better the world 
in medicine, education, technology, 
industry, the arts and peace. On the 
fun side we have produced Basketball 

right here in the valley in 1891. Earlier 
there was Baseball in Beachville (near 
London, On.) on June 4, 1838 and of 
course Hockey around 1850. LaCrosse 
goes along way back and was called 
Begataway by the Mohawks. The 
Edmonton Grads were the Women’s 
World Champions for 16 consecutive 
years. By the way, did you know the 
hockey “hat trick” was a prize from 
a Toronto haberdasher near Maple 
Leaf Gardens who gave a new fedora 
hat to the player scoring 3 goals? 
Soon we may not remember hockey?

You used to get your windshield 
cleaned, oil checked, and gas 
pumped—all free!

It seems our “French Canadian” 
background that has permeated our 
Canadian fabric for almost five centuries 
is often forgotten outside of Quebec. 
Of course everyone now agrees the 
Norsemen first found Canada and the 
New World in 987AD. That’s 500 years 
before Columbus; in fact ol Christopher 
journeyed to Ireland to study Viking 
maps. But real colonization came from 
France after Jacque Cartier landed 
in the Gaspé in 1534 and Champlain 
founded Quebec City in 1608. The 

first hospital was established there, 
in what is still North America’s only 
walled city. Large families demanded 
many places of learning, and Bishop 
Laval founded Laval University there 
in 1663. Two brothers soon graduated 
and went down the Mississippi, 

De Bienville built Mobile in 1702, 
New Orleans in1718 and his brother 
founded Baton Rouge. In 1742 the 
La Verendrye brothers were the first 
to map the west, cross the Rockies 
and see the Pacific Ocean from land. 

End
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Animals that occupy a particular 
niche in one environment will require 
the same physical and behavioural 
characteristics that another animal 
occupying the same niche in a different 
environment thousands of miles 
(even continents) away. In the case of 
vultures the niche is a flying carrion 
eater. As carrion eaters they need 
mechanisms that protect them from 
diseases that might be carried in the 
animals they eat. They both need bald 
heads, strongly acidic digestive juices 
and the ability to clean themselves 
of potentially infectious bacteria. As 
flying carrion eaters they need the 
ability to remain aloft for hours at a 
time and both animals use thermals 
for that purpose. The African Vulture 
and the Turkey Vulture have developed 
these characteristics independently 
out of necessity. They also have their 
differences because their environments 
are not exactly the same. African 
Vultures depend solely upon keen 
eyesight to hunt because they hunt in 
the open plains where their carrion is 
in plain sight. Turkey Vultures hunt 
in forested areas where their carrion 

is often concealed by forest canopy. 
Hence, they have developed the 
additional characteristic of a keen sense 
of smell, at least for detecting carrion. 

Turkey Vultures are relatively new to 
Canada and the Madawaska valley is 
at the northern edge of their range. One 
source states that they were unknown in 
Canada until the 1960s. Canadian Turkey 
Vultures still must fly south to breed. 

The following story illustrates an 
adaptation developed by Turkey Vultures 
for Canada alone. A friend of mine and 
I were traveling the Matawatchan Road 
when we approached the entrance to 
the landfill not far from the village. As 
we approached, a number of Turkey 
Vultures were standing in the road 
just outside the landfill gate. They 
were not eating anything, just standing 
there. I, an American, wondered aloud 
to my Canadian friend, “why might 
they be standing in that particular 
spot?” My friend explained, with some 
undisguised pride, “They are polite 
Canadian vultures. They are waiting 
for the landfill to open at noon.”

Vultures continued

Thank you!

We cannot possibly find the words to express the gratitude that we 
feel for the generosity of this Community in our time of need.  We 
would like to thank everyone, including our volunteers on the fire 

department for all of their help and support during our tragedy.  We 
feel very blessed to be living here and very thankful that no one was 

seriously hurt.  God Bless you All!

Karen and Paul Gaulin

End

MEMORIES OF WARD ALLEN

THE HERITAGE OLD TIME COUNTRY MUSIC 
ASSOCIATION

WILL HOST

A TRIBUTE TO A GREAT CANADIAN FIDDLER

ON SATURDAY, OCTOBER 22 / 05

IN RENFREW AT THE RCAF WING

WATCH FOR MORE DETAILS ON THIS 
PRESENTATION OF MEMORABILIA, MUSIC AND 

DANCE HONOURING ONE OF CANADA’S GREATEST  
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Bittersweet Gallery
P R E S E N T S

a Fortnight
in Britain

Sculpted clay-relief wall
plaques inspired by our recent 

visit to Wales, London &
Richard's birthplace in

the South East 

October 1st, 2005
to the 10th daily 

The 33rd
Annual Fall Show of

Richard Gill

those who made memorial donations 
to the library in Peter’s honour.

As reported last month, the Ontario 
Library Services have had their budget 
severely slashed.  Our support comes 
from SOLS, the southern branch.  This is 
an organization of library professionals 
with Masters level education.  Many 
consultants and other staff members 
have lost their jobs.  Our consultant 
is gone.  She will be replaced, but all 
remaining staff will have increased 
responsibilities and service has already 
been affected.  Our small public library 
owes much to SOLS.  If you care, 
write to the Premier, Dalton McGuinty, 
your MPP John Yakabuskie (who 
has already addressed this problem), 
and most of all Madeleine Meilleur, 
the Minister of Culture.    Addresses 
are available from the Province of 
Ontario Website or from the library.

Many more books have been added 

to the shelves this summer.  Come in 
and browse.  If you do not see what 
you want, let us know and it can 
be ordered from Interlibrary Loan.

Several years ago, Carol Ann Flannery 
helped the Friends of the Library when 
they staged a musical fundraiser at the 
Peaks in support of our library. She is 
now performing with The Stone Fence 
Theatre group.   My husband and I 
were delighted with two evenings of 
summer theatre up in Brudenell.  This 
troupe specializes in stories about the 
Valley.  I highly recommend a trip 
up the line a ways to see their plays.

Please note the new email address 
due to a change in our high speed 
Internet supplier:  mjhale@bellnet.
ca .  Also, remember that the library 
will be on winter hours after Labour 
Day Weekend.  Monday:  Noon to 
7:00 p.m.; Tuesday, Thursday and 
Friday: 9:00 a.m. to 12:30 p.m.; and 
Saturday 9:00 a.m. to 11:30 a.m.

Literary continued

End
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