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] As you read this, we are entering typically the
] o ~ slowest time of the Year.for real estate. After a sluggish third quarter,
Canada's housing market is still on solid footing due to sound lending ﬁra_ctlces by financial institutions with the
vast m?onty of homeowners continuing to afford their homes despite the increased cost of living. Even with the
softened acfivity, it is expected housing prices will remain firm throughout the remainder of the year. The slower

activity has allowed inventory to marginally increase but analysts su?h est upward pressure on home prices will
begin again. At its root, housing supply remains out of step with growth, interest rates are in a normal range, the ' Teresa Steenbakkers
market is adjusting in a good way over time. ErckeipiiRecod

Celebrating Cottage and Country Life in Madawaska & Addington Highlands of Eastern Ontario

Welcome-!

...To a special Short Story Contest edition of
the Madawaska Highlander. It’s time to lose yourself in
short stories in a comfy chair by the fire after a day in the

Dining In or Out...

A casual BBQ while
enjoying water sports
lakeside or treating your
guests with fireside

cocktails, followed by an
evening with spectacular
views incl sunsets from

brisk outdoors. Then you can be the judge in the People’s
Choice Awards. Read all eight great stories then vote for
the one special story that found its way inside your soul.

the spacious Dining
Room and large upper
deck. This is a prime
Calabogie Waterfront
lot, just mins from local
shopping, popular
restaurants and village
amenities, all in a
four-season
ski/golf/mixed trail
playground.
MLS 1357510

Experienced Realtor and Long Time Calabogie Resident
Barbara Steenbakkers Brokerage

These captivating stories are, by cosmic
coincidence, all about losing yourself, finding yourself,
being stranded, feeling trapped, unable to keep your
head above water... then finding your way back (or not!).
We even have a story of loss and redemption called Lost
and Found.

Thank you to the eight writers who found
their way to put pen to paper, or fingertips to keyboard,
to enter the contest! Together they weren't enough to
make a full issue, so Betsy Sayers, our News & Views
contributor, came to the rescue and wrote an engaging
story about Maude the Meandering Moose making her
way through a bewildering world. Thank you, Betsy!

Speaking of rescues, beggars can’t be choosers
when help arrives, as we see in When Good Samaritans
Come to Pass. Ritchie’s Story is about being left to your
own devices, electronic devices that is. Not all losses are
sudden, sometimes they fade away in a slow trickle, as in
Diminishing Portfolio of Enthusiasms. Be careful of slow
trickles! They aren’t always what they seem to be, as we
see in Tea for Two.

Getting lost or trapped is to be avoided as we
meander through life. Will Marriage on the Opeongo
be a happy story? And what happens when you don't
go with your gut when staying in a creepy Welsh castle?
Look behind The Door! (In the story, The Door.)

We aren’t always the trapped. Sometimes we're
the trappers as we read in Summer Camp - A Continuing
Series. Oh, those boys!

Before you immerse yourself in short stories, be
sure to see whats happening in News & Views and Bogie
Beat. Check the ads for services and things to do in the

Fall colours in the Madawaska Highlands Pic by Diane Bickers who was visiting from Highlands and... Enjoy!...
Toronto. Another treat!

Stunning home on an extra wide
corner lot on a quiet crescent in
Richmond. Live the village
lifestyle in a small town, yet just a
short drive from Stittsville.
Recreation, schools and
shopping all nearby.

A young moose spotted walking along the Madawaska shore. Pic was shot by
Bas van der Spek who was visiting from The Netherlands. What a treat!

TSB MYSYRE!

Let our experience help you understand your potential to build

6 Simple Steps to
Creating your
Linwood Home:

* Project Consultation

* Choose a Design

* Purchase the Package
* Permits & Plans

* Manufacturing

* Shipping & Delivery

4) GENERATION-3.ca

DESIGN « PLAN - BUILD

Our Sustainable

Building Practices Include:
* Renewable Materials & Waste Reduction
* Exceed Energy Efficiency Standards
* Net Zero Certification

& Energy Star Compliance
* Preserving the Local Environment
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776 Mill Street, Calabogie | 1-613-769-6775 | www.generation-3.ca
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is a free community newspaper
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Connecting residents and visitors in
the Highlands of Renfrew, Lennox
& Addington, Hastings, and Lanark
Counties.

Next advertising deadline:
Nov 10 for Nov 22 publication

madawaskahighlander.ca for previous issues

Message from the editor:

Please make note of activities in Bogie Beat, GM and DV News and check
the ads for updates.

Check advertiser messages right away for important information, hours of op-
eration, specials and what is open. Tell them you saw it in the Madawaska Highlander!

We also maintain the matawatchan.ca website, which serves the Tri-County
area around Matawatchan, Griffith, Denbigh and Vennachar. Also check out www.
greatermadawaska.com and other township websites for information. Our community
paper depends on the community, so if you have something to offer that our readers
would enjoy, please contact us to discuss it. We keep our advertising rates low to keep
it accessible for small businesses.

WHAT A GREAT GIFT! ...ESPECIALLY TO YOURSELF.
SUBSCRIBE AND NEVER MISS AN ISSUE !

$39.55 (tax included) in Canada for 7 issues, May to November
Email: info@reelimpact.tv, call 613-333-9399, or send a cheque for
$39.55 and your mailing address to:

3784 Matawatchan Rd. Griffith, ON KO0J 2R0

CONTRIBUTORS THIS ISSUE 2

Thank you everyone!

We couldn’t do this without our volunteer contributors and our advertisers.
Thank you to the Eganville Leader and Denbigh-Griffith Lions for your support.

Morgana Dill Betsy Sayers Patti McArthur

Text at the top: The Plumb-pudding in danger: - or - State Epicures taking un Petit Souper. The
great Globe itself and all which it inherit is too small to satisfy such unsatiable appetites. -
London February 26, 1805.

Hailed by British cartoonist and writer Martin Rowson as “the greatest political cartoon ever”, James
Gillray’s The Plumb-pudding in Danger is typical of the Georgian-era caricaturist’s biting satire. Drawn
in 1805, the cartoon depicts French emperor Napoleon Bonaparte and British prime minister William
Pitt greedily carving a plum pudding shaped like the world in an amusing metaphor for the leaders’
battle for geopolitical power. It has been widely pastiched by later artists including Guardian cartoonist
Steve Bell. - Information from TheCultureTrip.com

In the period before World War |, European powers controlled over 80% of the surface of the globe.
The aftershocks of this period of imperialism are still felt in the present, with national borders and inter-
national conflicts alike tied to patterns put in place by the imperialist powers.



3 NEWS & VIEWS - GRIFFITH & MATAWATCHAN & DENBIGH & VENNACHAR

By Betsy Sayers Send your news to me at HighlanderGMnews@gmail.com

Devin Cuddy and guitarist Mike Tuyp. The event at the Matawatchan Hall was sold-out for this fantastic band, and everyone had a terrific time dancing the night away.

On September the 16th, Calvyns held their 1st annual community challenge 3 pitch tournament in Griffith. The
Denbigh-Griffith Lions Club opened the hall and hosted a BBQ. After all, what’s a ball game without hotdogs?

Welcome to our short story edi-
tion of the Highlander. What better way
to start off a column in this particular
edition than to share information about
our libraries.

Money is tight these days and
there is no greater value than a mem-

bership to your local library. Libraries
are a safe gathering place where every-
one is welcome. They provide many free
services to residents, and their children’s
programming is exceptional and open
to everyone.

You can make decorations like these with the new
Cricut machine at the Denbigh Public Library.

Enthusiastic “Walk and Rollers” at the start of the Terry Fox run in Griffith. This year's run raised over $5300 for
innovative cancer research. Well done!

THE ADDINGTON HIGHLANDS
PUBLIC LIBRARY
provides services in Flinton and
Denbigh. They now have a Cricut
Maker 3 smart cutting machine. On
October 19 they held a training session
in Denbigh where people were invited

to make Halloween decorations. For
those of you who have never heard of
Cricut machines, it’s described on the
Cricut website as: “This is the ultimate
smart cutting machine. With tons more
compatible materials and tools than our
other cutting machines, you’ll be amazed

RJ,

SELLE & SO

and & Gravel Ltd.

Snow Plowing
Excavating . Road Building . Topsoil
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NEWS & VIEWS - GRIFFITH & MATAWATCHAN & DENBIGH & VENNACHAR !

Bas Van der Spek was delighted to meet “Maude the Meandering Moose” when he was visiting from The
Netherlands this fall. She seems to know how famous she has become and doesn’t mind taking selfies with
tourists. Bas was later told he was lucky she was in a good mood!

by whats possible. Blow minds with
big banners, engraved metal, debossed
leather, and so much more. Plus, bust
out popular projects like custom cards,
T-shirts & full-color stickers. No design
experience required. Works with our free
Design Space app.”

On October 25, from 6 - 7 pm,
The Denbigh Library invites patrons
to a Halloween Story and Craft night.
Please call to register at 613-333-1426.
The library is located in the old school
where the medical centre is. Follow
them on Facebook for more activities.

Non-residents can join the Den-
bigh Library for a nominal fee each year.
The same goes for the Greater Madawas-
ka Library. We are lucky to be served by
two libraries in the area!

THE GREATER MADAWASKA
LIBRARY & LEARNING CENTRE
The library was founded in 1978 as
the Bagot & Blythfield Public Library
by four people dedicated to literacy. In
2001 following amalgamation, it became
the Greater Madawaska Public Library.
While the library is physically located at
St. Joseph’s School in Calabogie, pickup/
drop oft services to the Pine Valley
Restaurant in Griffith happen every 2nd
week to make it easier for residents in

“the West End” of the township.

Did you know that in addition
to the wide range of books and inter-li-
brary loan options from libraries across
Ontario, the library also offers Ottawa

National Museum and Ontario Provin-
cial Park passes; DVDs; audio books
and even magazines. They also have
public access to computers, free WI-FI
and offer printing services for things
like hunting licenses, shipping labels,
forms etc.

Don’t miss their monthly mov-
ie nights this winter - October 28 will
be the spooky movie Hotel Transylva-
nia at the library in Calabogie.

On November 4th the library
will be celebrating their 45th anni-
versary with lots of great things for the
whole family. Live music, a Township
archives display, family fun with story-
time, crafting, colouring, a scavenger
hunt and a very special magic show
from 11am to noon. For more infor-
mation see their poster under Library
Matters on page 7.

Check out their webpage and
the Library Matters articles in each
Highlander for more information about
your library. Go to greatermadawaska.
com. Click on Play and Discover, then
Library. For the Denbigh Library go to
addingtonhighlandspubliclibrary.ca

REMEMBRANCE DAY SERVICES
DENBIGH
On November 5th; 11:00 am, the Ar-
den Royal Canadian Legion will be
hosting Remembrance Day Service
at the Cenotaph at St Luke’s United
Church, Denbigh.

Milk

Cheese

Groceries

Ice cream

Fresh Produce - Confectionary
Bacon - Sausage - Eggs

Art & Giftware

Hunting & Fishing

Fresh Brewed Coffee
Vintage & Thrift Shop too!

POST OFFICE
BOTTLE RETURN

> HOME BAKING <«

7 days a week 8 am - 7 pm

for recipe
ideas

156 Bridge Street, Denbigh 613-333-1313

GREATER MADAWASKA HOUSING
CORPORATION
The Greater Madawaska Seniors Hous-
ing Corporation is planning a few in-
formation sessions about Fraud Preven-
tion, Elder Abuse and Estate Planning.
While dates aren't set yet, sessions will
happen in the next few months. If you
are interested in attending, please call
Juliette LeGal. In February they are
planning a dinner and dance for Valen-
tine’s Day. Of course, there is always a
healthy meal at every event. Let’s keep
on learning and socializing!

GRIFFITH & MATAWATCHAN FISH
& GAME CLUB

As you know, the Fish & Game Club
has been working this summer towards
becoming an ‘incorporated’ club. This
required a lot of hard work to define and
create new vision & purpose statements;
role definitions; operating by-laws;
articles of amendment; creating a
transfer agreement, as well as director
and organizational resolutions. They
would like you to know that they are
almost done and will be presenting the
amendments at their AGM soon.

The club has also approached
Ontario Power Generation regarding
their (OPG’s) potential willingness to
co-sponsor a walleye “enhancement”
program for Centennial and Black
Donald Lakes.

Check out the Griffith & Ma-
tawatchan Fish and Game Club Face-
book page for more information on
these and other activities over the com-
ing months.

DENBIGH-GRIFFITH LIONS CLUB
Just because the busy summer season is
over doesn’t mean that activities at the
Lions Hall have slowed down. Bingo
nights; painting classes, Euchre games;
Ladies Exercise Group; Food & Friend-
ship luncheons and wellness visits are
all in full swing for the winter months.
Check out our Upcoming Events at the
end of this column for dates.

On September the 16th,
Calvyns held their 1st annual com-
munity challenge 3 pitch tournament
in Griffith. The Denbigh-Griffith Lions
Club opened the hall and hosted a BBQ.
After all, what's a ball game without hot-
dogs? A terrific time was had by all who
attended and enjoyed an opportunity
to get out on a beautiful fall day, have
some snacks, watch or play a game, and
chat with friends and neighbours while
cheering on their favourite team.

Congratulations to  “Young
Guns” the first Calvyns 3 pitch tourna-
ment “champions”  This year’s inaugu-
ral tournament was such a success that
Calvyns is already planning for next
year’s event.

The Lions will have their Christ-
mas Market on Dec. 2. Vendors email
DGLionsClub@hotmail.com to book.

MATAWATCHAN HALL
Thanksgiving weekend got off to a fun
start with the long-awaited Small Halls
event featuring Devin Cuddy and gui-
tarist Mike Tuyp. The event was sold-
out for this fantastic band and everyone
who attended had a terrific time danc-
ing the night away. Dancers and chair
dancing audience members insisted

they play not 1, but 3 encores before
they would let them call it a night.

As you know Hall Executive
and volunteers have been busy this year
with renovations. With a new floor and
soon to be completed handicap ramps
and wide doors the hall is in full opera-
tion once again. Hopes are for winter to
hold off a bit so that outdoor work can
be finished up before winter sets in. A
giant THANK YOU to all the volunteers
who made these changes possible.

In lieu of a Halloween party this
year, there will be a potluck supper at
the hall on Oct 27. Costumes are op-
tional. The Annual General Meeting
will be held November 14 at 6pm.

VILLAGE VOICES CHRISTMAS
CONCERT

The Village Voices Choir is looking for
new members to join them as they pre-
pare for their Annual Christmas Con-
cert at the Hilltop Church on Sunday,
December 17. Please reach out to Debra
Green at the Hilltop Church if you are
interested in joining the choir.

UPCOMING EVENTS:
October 24; Nov 6 & 20: Euchre -
Griffith (1pm) call Sandy at 613-333-
1932
October 27: Potluck supper — Ma-
tawatchan Hall
October 28: Spooky Movie Night at the
Library in Calabogie
October 31; Nov 14 and 28: Lions Bingo
- Griffith (7:30pm)

Nov 5: REMEMBRANCE DAY SER-
VICES - Cenotaph at St. Luke’s Church,
Denbigh

Nov 3; 17 and Dec 1: Euchre on Friday
Nights - Matawatchan Hall

Nov 4: Greater Madawaska Township
Library Anniversary Day - Calabogie
Nov 14: Matawatchan Hall Annual
General Meeting (6pm)

Every Tuesday, Thursday & Sunday:
Aerobics at the Matawatchan Hall
(9:30am)

Every Thursday morning: Ladies Exer-
cise Group - Griffith (9am)

Every Thursday afternoon: Art in the
Highlands with Reina Coulthart -
Griffith (1pm)

Every second Friday night: Euchre at
the Matawatchan Hall

IN CLOSING
Being your columnist this summer has
been fun. Thank you to everyone who
contributed and helped me. I have
learned a lot and come to know my
community better as a result. One more
issue to go after this!

While doing this column has
been a highlight, as I reflect back on the
summer of 2023 there is one thing that
stands out above all else as a collective
and enjoyable summer experience for
most people in Griffith. The Moose!
I hope you enjoy my imaginary jour-
ney into what may have gone through
her mind as she encountered us. My
story is not part of the Short Story Con-
test. Having received fewer entries this
year,

Lois asked if I would write
something to add to the collection for
our readers’ enjoyment. It’s the final
story starting on page 17.
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calabogie FOIkS & What they,re Up To By Morgana Dill ifyou have news to share, reach out to me at thebogiebeat@gmail.com.

FryDayz is a long-established chip stand on Calabogie Road across from

the Calabogie Campground. Watch for families crossing the road there!

The Indian Curry Pot outside the Calabogie General
Store adds some variety to Calabogie diets.

As Thanksgiving weekend came
along, so did the cooler weather. The
leaves were fully committed to chang-
ing, and a wide variety of warm colours
graced our forests. We can say now that
Fall has officially arrived.

I posted in our Calabogie Folks
Facebook group looking for everyone’s
leaf peeping pictures, and the members
did not disappoint! People submitted
great shots from their nature walks,
backyards, final trips on the lake, and
rolling hills. Each year I like to go out
and try to find as many different types
and colours of leaves. This is a tradition
I hope to share with my daughter next
year as she learns about colours and
shapes. Do you have any fall traditions
that you participate in by yourself, or
with family and friends? I would love to
hear about them, and I know that others
in our community would too.

Calabogie Peaks Resort host-
ed their annual Fall Colours Chairlift
Rides. Locals and visitors alike flocked
to the mountain to take in the beautiful
landscapes that Calabogie has to offer. If
you're scared of heights, or a bit iffy in
wet or windy weather I suggest hiking
the trails instead to take in the colours.
There are plenty of beautiful lookouts
and landscapes along Calabogie’s vast
trail systems. The Madawaska Nor-
dic trail and the K&P have had some
stunning foliage with diverse coloured
leaves.

Our community is very for-
tunate to have Long Lane Farms right
around the corner. They delivered fan-
tastic turkeys this year to many homes -
surely elevating their thanksgiving din-
ners. Reviews of how delicious the birds
were are sure to impress people to sup-
port local farms with their turkeys and
other meat at future holiday meals.

This month I hosted my first
holiday meal. I decided to have an in-
timate “friendsgiving” where I invited
a few girlfriends over for an evening
where we would share our gratitude
for one another. I know I am so lucky
to have such amazing friends that I do
here in Calabogie, and it was so nice to
cook and host the meal.

Proprietor Sam at The Peeler Wagon at Burnstown Rd. Let's hope he serves Cauliflower Tacos again next summer

The Bogie Deli, located outside the Trail’s Edge building. The menu features Montreal Smoked meat - direct from  The bright yellow Bogie Grill ‘N’ Chill received Gold for the
Montreal - and fresh cut kettle chips.

A member of the Calabo-
gie Folks group posted about hearing
church bells playing hymns at about 1
am in the morning for a few evenings
in October. Other community mem-
bers quickly chimed in that they heard
the bells as well. Amazing Grace played,
some residents loved it, and others were
highly confused. The mystery of the
midnight music was solved, and the
bells returned to their normal timing. It
was a cheerful mishap that many of us
will remember for years to come.

Local  Entertainer  Caleb
O’Guy (Stacie Ross) is continuing to
grow and progress in their Drag King
career. Recently having been accepted
into a prominent Halloween Competi-
tion (Queer of Halloween) in Ottawa.
Named after the village they love, they
also continue to foster and promote
community spirits in Renfrew County
with story time events and their work
with Arnprior Pride. Outside of en-
tertaining, Stacie works close with the
queer community of Calabogie and area
as the organizer of the annual Calabogie
Pride event. They also hosted the Cala-
bogie Market a few seasons back.

The Calabogie Lions Club
hosted a Halloween Bingo on Wednes-
day October 18th. Everyone dressed up
and had a great time. Even adults like to
have a little trick or treat and the treat
bags were top notch!

The Greater Madawaska Fire
Department hosted their 4th annual
Haunted Walk under the rink at the
Calabogie Community Centre. The
firefighters put in a lot of effort to plan,
set up, decorate and of course scare!
Everyone absolutely loved this event.
Although I don’t like being spooked, I
took a tour through and definitely got a
bit of a fright! A big thank you to Kirk
Schilling, Andrew Mohns and the rest
of the team for putting on such a great
community event each year.

The season of the food truck
has come to an end. We're so lucky here
in Calabogie to have a variety of food
trucks with great food.

Frydayz is located at the Cala-
bogie Campground, 5372 Calabogie

Road, and open to the public. Nancy has
been operating Frydayz for as long as
I can remember. I can always expect a
smile no matter what is thrown her way.
I'm a “stuff halfway” kinda gal with my
fries, and we recently started ordering
an onion ring poutine - it was life alter-
ing!

The Bogie Grill ‘N Chill is lo-

best Food Truck in Renfrew County this season.

cated on the 511 HWY, just past the Bar-
ryvale and CMP turn off, 11790 Lanark
Rd. You can’t miss it because it’s painted
bright yellow and purple! This is a clas-
sic food truck, and they even received
Gold for the best Food Truck in Ren-
frew County this season! I recommend
trying their burgers, mozzarella sticks
and awesome fries.

wihe

BEST
GUARANTEE

Only Place ¢o

BEST
PRICE

Smitty's Warehouse Operation
For NEW or GOOD USED Appllances

Smitty has been keeping
customers happy for

This PROVES Smitty has the BEST...
PRICE, SELECTION, GUARANTEE, QUALITY & SERVICE

Same-day Delivery Seven Days a Week

IN-HOUSE FINANCING AT 0% INTEREST!

These are just a few of the many reasons to visit

% Smitty’s for your
new or used appliances

Go

BEST
SELECTION

d q()\“q
N\s“ 0“9'

BEST
QUALITY

SMITTY'S

“"KING OF APPLIANCES™

(613) 969-0287

Open Evenings & Seven Days a Week
River Road-Corbyville, Just North of Corby's
www.smittysappliances.ca
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Fall Colours - Cherry Point Reflection by Patti Davis-Sellers

View from Calabogie Peaks by Niamh Kamath

The Indian Curry Pot was a fun
surprise for Calabogie this year. Previ-
ously this business was located in Ren-
frew for takeout, and this summer they
purchased a shipping container and re-

located to the Bogie General Store park-
ing lot, 4709 Calabogie Rd. You can get
classic Indian dishes like butter chicken,
samosas, and their twist on burgers. You
can get a classic cheeseburger or venture

613-853-1037
Our community.

Your storage solution.

Where a large part of our proceeds goes to
support our community.

- Self-contained mini storage units
- 10x 20
- 10x15
«10x10
- One-use shipping containers
- Open air boat and RV storage

Locally owned and operated by
Rob Tripp and Sharon Trenholm in Calabogie.
Proudly serving our community since 2018.

1117 Francis St.
behind the Medical Centre

Four happy BINGO players harnessing “Pink Power”

Calabogie has so many artists for the size of
the village that art is overflowing outdoors, as
seen outside Kim Lepine’s “The Hairport”.

Afun Halloween activity - Take an an old print and “ghost it up”. Left: by Tricia Doyle, Right: by Morgana Dill (with apologies to

Anne Geddes and the Stone Cottage artist.)

out and try a tandoori bacon cheese-
burger or their butter chicken parm
burger. They also introduced us to Cha-
na Chaat Fries which were my personal
favourite. Picture poutine, but instead
of gravy and cheese curds the fries are
topped with a delicious chickpea curry,
red onion, fresh herbs, and a sour cream
like sauce. Niamh and Kay have become
a wonderful addition to our communi-
ty’s expanding foodie scene.

The Bogie Deli located at Trails
Edge, 4983 Calabogie Rd, is a food trail-
er that is proud to use Lester’s Montreal
Smoke Meat. They serve fresh cut kettle
chips, their signature Mad Dog, peameal
bacon on a bun and of course - Montreal
Smoke Meat on rye.

A young lad named Sam who
some of us may know from the team
at On The Rocks, opened The Peeler
Wagon this past summer. It’s located
at 1916 Burnstown Rd, just outside of
Burnstown heading towards Renfrew.
Although his food truck isn't located
right in Calabogie I highly recommend
the spot on your way to do errands to or
from Renfrew. This summer he had cau-
liflower wings, a pulled pork Cubano,
fried chicken sandwich, and some clas-
sics. The presentation was elevated, and
we always had a great meal!

These food trucks have closed
for the season. If you didn’t get the
chance to check them out this year, take
notes and make sure to add it to your
“must try” list in 2024.

Spooky Season is here! I partici-
pated in a fun Halloween trend where
you repurpose an old painting by add-
ing spooky elements to the painting and
of course some little ghosts! This trend
became popular on the social media
platform TikTok and has made its way
around.

Saturday October 28th marks a
full moon known to some as the Hunt-
ers or Harvest moon. This full moon
may look larger than others and it may

also illuminate a red or orange tint. Per-
fect for the Saturday before Halloween!
Before bundling up with a warm bev-
erage and a blanket or chair outside
to stargaze and watch the moon rise, I
recommend checking out the Greater
Madawaska Public Library’s Fam-
ily Movie Time. Theyll be showing
the family friendly Halloween themed
movie, Hotel Transylvania in the Hall of
St. Andrew’s United Church in Calabo-
gie at 3 pm on Saturday, October 28th.
Admission is by free will donations with
refreshments available for purchase.

As the weather gets colder, some
of us have the habit of becoming hermits.
Getting cozy by the fire, under a blanket,
and with multiple warm beverages. It’s
important to not recluse too much and
get out there to socialize when you can.
Calabogie is lucky to have different rec-
reational events and programs that can
be found on the community calendar
of the Township of Greater Madawaska
website. Two events that really inter-
ested me were the Fibre Arts Work-
shops and Pickleball.

Located at the Treehouse Studio
inside of the Calabogie Lodge, Christine
Johnson is hosting Fibre Art Tuesdays
from 10 am - 3pm. She welcomes you to
join in with other fibre artists and stick-
ers in a free open studio session and or-
ganized workshops. When living abroad
I learned how to use a loom for weaving
and to make macrame. This is an event
you’ll definitely be finding me at!

You may be just like me and
wondering, what is Pickleball? It’s a
combination of elements from several
racket sports. It seems easy to learn and
a lot of fun! There is no fee or registra-
tion so youre able to drop in and see
what it’s all about. Bring indoor shoes,
some water, and a good attitude! It takes
place at St. Joseph’s School on Tuesday
and Thursday evenings from 5:30 pm -
7:30 pm.

If these aren’t your style, I also
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What's more fun than BINGO? A Halloween BINGO! Anne was the winner for best costume at the Community Hall.

recommend the book club running out
of the Greater Madawaska Public Li-
brary or even posting online to start up
your own activity. The Calabogie Folks
Facebook Group is a great place to build
connections and make plans.

As the leaves turned to brilliant
shades of red and gold, our commu-

nity continued to thrive with the spirit
of autumn. While we cozy up for the
colder months, don’t forget to explore
the exciting events and activities our
town has to offer, ensuring that Cala-
bogie remains a vibrant and welcoming
place for all. Whether you're a lover of
the arts, a sports enthusiast, or simply

Travis and Easton
McCormick, with his son
dressed as his hero!
seeking to connect with kindred spirits,
there’s something for everyone in our

Bogie.

Let’s stay connected! As always,
if you have exciting suggestions, up-
coming events, or captivating stories to
share, reach out to me at thebogiebeat@
gmail.com.

The Greater
Madawaska Fire
Department hosted
their 4th annual
Haunted Walk
under the rink at the
Calabogie Community
Centre.

Submitted by Alissa
Schlievert

Submitted by Carly
Riddle

Morgana Dill is a media
communications marvel and has
called Calabogie home for the last
decade. With her experience with
the Calabogie Folks Facebook
group, she stays up to date on local
happenings. Based in Calabogie
village, Morgana enjoys community
involvement, sustainability, arts,
motherhood, and time on the water.

LIBRARY MATTERS

45th Anniversary Celebrations By patti McArthur

It is the beginning of Fall, and
the Greater Madawaska Public Library
and Learning Centre is thrilled to have
our St. Joseph’s kids back in the school.
We love to see the new and returning
faces and hear laughter in the hallways.
I always say, “This is the happiest place
in the Township” Welcome back!

Did you know that the Greater
Madawaska Public Library and Learn-
ing Centre (GMPLLC) is celebrating
its 45th Anniversary?

To share our celebration, there
will be an Open House on November
4th from 9am to 2pm at the library
located in St. Joseph’s School in Cala-
bogie. Magician John Peart will put on
a show from 11am to Noon, that will de-
light young families. There will also be
live music, refreshments, a view to the
GMPLLC archive material and family-
oriented crafts/activities through the
event.

Founded by 4 amazing ladies
who wanted to bring the gift of learning
to their community, Mrs. Eileen Brydg-
es, Mrs. Margaret Norton, Mrs. Karen
Cockwell and Dr. Catherine Downing
built the foundation for the learning
center we are today. Everyone is wel-
come to attend! Come in to see your
Library, meet our wonderful staff, vol-
unteers, partners and Board.

Our program collaboration
with St. Josephss, started up within the
first weeks of September with classroom
visits and sign-up for the weekend read-
er program. These programs encourage
learning through extended reading after
class and exploration of materials in the
library. We heard you... A big request
from our young readers was to expand
on our graphic novel section. We were
able to bring in quite a few new titles
that we know you will enjoy.

Our Pre-School Story-Time
continues on Thursday mornings from
9:30 - 10:15am. Story time, songs and
crafts engage little ones and their moms
to have some fun together and with
others. Our stories and crafts reflect
the seasons and there are some spooky

The schedule was still being arranged at the time of this publication, so be sure to watch the library’s Facebook page
or call for more information. The library was waiting for confirmation of the Beaver Tails mobile truck setting up here
for a few days during the event. We'll have to keep our fingers crossed on that one.

crafts to be created for Halloween.

The first week of October was
the First Nation Public Library Week
(FNPLW). The theme this year is:
STANDING TOGETHER. We wel-
come everyone to explore our growing
indigenous collection. To celebrate lo-

cally, the Bonnechere Inodewiziwin
Abinodjinjish  Kikinamagan (BIAK)
Early ON mobile unit came out Oc-
tober 3rd to share music, stories, Al-
gonquin teachings and the Algonquin
language. Always well attended and en-
joyed. We will invite our BIAK partner

back through the Fall. Follow our Face-
book page or call the library if you are
interested in attending future sessions.

The Book Club is always look-
ing to add more readers. The Club
meets monthly at the library and it is
possible to join virtually, if travel is a
problem. We would be happy to “Zoom
you in” to share some great books and
fellowship. November 15th is the next
meeting date and the novel to be dis-
cussed is “City of Thieves” by David
Benioff. If you wish to join, call the
Library at 752-2317 or email gmpllc.
staff@gmail.com to let us know and we
will get information to you directly.

Scary times at the St. Andrew’s
United Church hosting a Family Movie
Event on Saturday October 28 with the
Greater Madawaska Public Library and
Learning Centre. We schedule start time
at 3pm and run to about 5pm. Votes
were collected through the library to
choose between the movies: Coco, Ho-
cus Pocus or Hotel Transylvania and the
movie Hotel Transylvania won the vote.

Dressing up for the show is en-
couraged! We would love to see your
costumes. NEW MOMS - get in touch
with the library and ask to be included
in our Baby Book Bag Program. Get
an invitation to the mom and baby get
together and receive a Book Bag that is
filled with some items for the little one,
a book and a library card. We believe it
is so important for families to share sto-
ries together and we know Moms love to
meet other new Moms in the area. Call
us or email for more information. We
are working to a later date in November.

Don't forget to join us for our
Open House Birthday Celebration on
November 4th in the St. Josephs School
in Calabogie. For information on the
Open House, any of our programs and
upcoming events, or how to join please
email, call or follow us online.

Phone: 613 752-2317 or email
gmpllc.staff@gmail.com or online
facebook.com/Greater.Madawaska.Li-
brary.Calabogie
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Wabanakwut “Wab” Kinew has made history after being elected as Canada’s first-
ever First Nations premier in Manitoba. Will have Indigenous women in cabinet

The NCC held a ceremony to unveil the new sign for the Kichi Zibi Mikan (“Great
River Road” in Algonquin) ahead of the National Day for Truth and Reconciliation.

Family seeks apology after study material using outdated terms for Indigenous peo-
ple handed out in London, ON classroom - fear use of those terms in community.

Trans Mountain route change will ‘desecrate’ Secwepemc sacred site just to spare
the project from costs and a 9-month delay. Nation did not consent to route change.

First Nations in Ring of Fire wonder, will promised prosperity bring a high school,
clean water, jobs, housing, a paved airport runway for medical access? No answers.

Ottawa woman, 97, charged with historical sexual assaults at residential, day schools.
Someone went to police late last year about alleged crimes in 60s and 70s.

Canada’s House of Commons voted in Greg Fergus, a member of the Liberal Party
representing Hull-Aylmer in Quebec, as its first Black speaker.

The NHL has banned recognizing “any Special Initiatives” on the ice, which in-
cludes Pride Tape or jerseys. Are National Anthems considered Special Initiatives?

Sask. human rights commissioner resigns, in honour of her transgender son, calls
pronoun policy ‘an attack’ on gender-diverse kids.

Alberta school trustee claimed ‘the Holy Spirit’ told her to post Pride flags with Nazi
swastika meme. Needs sensitivity training before she can return to the board.

Federal government looking to cut $1 billion from National Defense budget, just
weeks after endorsing NATO pledge to hit 2% spending benchmark.

Costco sparks a frenzy as its official Assay Certificate gold bars sold within hours.
Spot gold is used as a hedge against geopolitical and economic turbulence.

Canadian fire chiefs deliver climate change message to UN after fire season. ‘We're
spending money on the wrong end of the problem, West Kelowna chief says.

Wildland firefighters in many parts of Canada struggle to get compensated for seri-
ous illness. Unlike urban firefighters, they are not covered in all provinces.

Ontario promising to improve system for preventing and responding to occupa-
tional diseases, such as cancers resulting from exposure to workplace toxins.

$67 Billion of Rare Minerals Is Buried Under One of the World’s Biggest Carbon
Sinks - Vast Peat Bogs in Canada.

Yale Says 78% of Ocean Microplastics Come From Vehicle Tires as they wear down.

Kingston joins Toronto and Thorold in saying no to the province’s quest to ramp
up gas-fired generation, clearly expressing it would not be a willing host a gas plant

Achieving net zero and limiting global warming to 1.5 °C remains possible though
momentum needs to increase rapidly according to IEAs Net Zero Roadmap.

Tim Horton’s restaurant is signing on to Too Good To Go, an app that sells surplus
food at a discount in an effort to reduce waste.

New tiny device can generate electricity from the difference in saltiness between
seawater and freshwater. This could be a new source of coastal clean energy.

Engineers at North Carolina State University have developed a new material that
allows windows to easily switch between letting in heat, light, or both.

Autonomous sailing drones with cutting-edge acoustic technologies and machine
learning deployed to classify marine wildlife, to study impact of oftshore wind farms

Pollution woes are hampering Indonesia’s economic ambitions as more tech firms
seek vast spaces for energy-intensive data centres across Asia.

The US FAA has proposed that the amount of time a private rocket’s upper stages
stay in orbit should be limited, to limit the growth of new orbital debris.

A Flying Car That Wowed the Detroit Auto Show Could Be in the Skies by 2025.
The Gull-wing Alef Model A attracted a mob of viewers at its first public debut.

Ontario premier Doug Ford announces reversal of Greenbelt land removals. Pro-
posal to build hospital on protected Greenbelt land in King Township cancelled.

Ontario had targeted more Greenbelt sites without public’s notice, documents show

Ontario cabinet minister Kaleed Rasheed resigns over Vegas trip with Markham
developer Shakir Rehmatullaha, whose land was removed from the Greenbelt.

Canada Post made $800M “renting” personal info last year, “only” losing $300M in
2022, not $1.1B. Privacy Commissioner has deemed it illegal. Now what?

Amazon Prime Video users will see ads on shows and movies from early next year

unless they subscribe to an ad-free tier that would cost more, the tech giant said.

With the rise of Al technology and language models like ChatGPT, more people
are creating simulations of texting and email interactions with their lost loved ones.

AT and increased automation can help lessen the load for workers at a time when
Canada faces a labour shortage in the construction and manufacturing sector.

Huge lineup of people applying for jobs at Bed Bath & Beyond job fair in Scarbor-
ough shows the reality of Toronto area job market.

Newfoundland asks oil sands workers to return home from Alberta with the lure of
new jobs. More than 10,000 Newfoundlanders are working in Alberta.

Learn Al now or risk losing your job, experts warn. Tasks that normally take two to
four hours every day by a few people can be reduced to under 15 minutes.

You can now prompt ChatGPT with pictures and voice commands. The AI chatbot
has been a text box. Now it’s learning to understand your questions in new ways.

John Grisham, Lawyer writer Michael Connelly and other U.S. authors sue OpenAl
over copyrights for using their work to “machine-learn” how write like them.

Tom Hanks is warning fans he had “nothing to do with” an artificial intelligence
version of himself that is promoting “some dental plan.”

YouTube’s biggest star MrBeast seemed to launch the ‘world’s largest iPhone give-
away —but it turns out that, like Tom Hanks, he was the face of an Al scam.

Getty Changes Tune on Al Reveals Art Generator Trained on Its Own Images while
in a lawsuit against Stability AI over its use of Getty images for training Al

TeslaBot shows off new skills in latest video. The humanoid robot from Tesla dem-
onstrates its vision, dexterity, and neural network in a new video.

With its tiny body, expressive tilting and bobbing of its head, two wiggly antennae,
and short, stubby little legs, the new Disney robot is extremely lifelike — and cute.

Microsoft stores 7TB on glass sheets handled by crab robots. Once the data is en-
coded on the glass, it requires no energy to maintain for the next 10,000 years.

Honda to test its Autonomous Work Vehicle at Toronto’s Pearson Airport. The ro-
botic EV will inspect fence lines, haul cargo and tote baggage trolleys.

Elon MusK’s X (formerly Twitter) to test $1 per year subscription to fight bots

The Ontario Provincial Police is warning the public about a phone spoofing and
cryptocurrency scam that bilked a Renfrew County resident of more than $50,000.

Gen Z can't work alongside people with different views because they ‘haven't devel-
oped the skills to disagree’ says British TV boss.

A New Parkinson’s Trigger, a malfunction in the synapses between neurons that
manage dopamine production, shows an early indicator far earlier than thought.

Cambridge University and DIOSynVax created a vaccine using an antigen that
could protect against an even greater range of current and future coronaviruses.

Participant Trial Will Test if Antiviral Paxlovid Can Help With Long COVID.
AT holds much promise in medicine, beginning with easing doctors’ paperwork.

Keith Richards says new clean lifestyle is “a unique experience”. “I still like a drink
occasionally — because I'm not going to heaven any time soon.”

Plant Fungus Infected a Human in First Reported Case of Silver Leaf Disease in
Humans. The patient, a mycologist, couldn’t recall having worked with the species.

Mark Zuckerberg, Wife Aim To Eradicate “All Diseases” By 2100 by designing a
computing system with AI to catalogue cells and predict how they act when diseased

Invasive, mutant, self-cloning Marbled Crayfish, now found in ON, threaten aquatic
ecosystems. Report them to MNRF at 1-800-563-7711 or online using EDDMapS$

Discoveries at Kalambo Falls, Zambia revealed that nearly .5M years ago, human
ancestors, predating Homo Sapiens, were engaging in advanced woodworking.

A man who prosecutors say ordered the 1996 killing of rapper Tupac Shakur was
arrested and charged with murder in one of hip-hop’s most enduring mysteries.

A Couple Given $1410 By An Airline After A Dog Kept Farting, Drooling On Them
During A 13-Hour Flight, Forcing Them to Move From 1st Class to Economy.



? SHORT STORY CONTEST - PEOPLE’S CHOICE AWARD

YOU BE THE JUDGE! At last! Here are this year’s short stories. ’'m sure you will read them all and when you do, please tell us which one was your favourite in
any category, Fiction or Non-fiction. The judges have a score sheet to go by to make sure all of the stories are judged by the same criteria, but our readers are tasked with
choosing the story they like the best. Which one meant the most to you? Which one made you laugh, gave you chills, or made you say, “You've got to read this!” This
isn’t a popularity contest, so please don't vote for yourself or get others to vote for your story to stack the votes. Send your vote to the email, phone, or address for The
Madawaska Highlander that’s on the inside front cover of the paper. Include your name and postal code and a quick line about why you liked it. We'll share that feed-
back with the writers. If you have good things, encouraging things to say about any of them, please include them along with your number one choice by November 17.

SHORT STORY CONTEST - NON FICTION

A Diminishing Portfolio of Enthusiasms

As I jerked my hand away from
the log splitter my first thought was
how will I ever learn to play guitar left-
handed? My next thought was yeeee-
owch! that hurts. For over 40 years I
have used that old Super Split machine
without any kind of injury and yet here
I was slowly removing my intact thin
leather glove to find a gaping hole in
the skin web between my thumb and
forefinger, no blood, a contact injury
that looked like an open mouth and
when I moved my thumb it yelled at
me “Yer an idiot!” I was unable to
make a fist and I could see bruising on
the back of my hand radiating up from
the knuckles of my baby finger and the
one next to it.

“Second splitter accident to-
day” said the cheerful Emerg intake
woman who did not respond when
I asked how the first one turned out.
Four hours later, with six stitches and
a negative broken bones report, I re-
turned home to heal and after a couple
of days, I was able to form chords and
play my guitar. Nine days later I was
working in front of the splitter when
a large chunk of heavy maple slid off
the I-beam and landed edgewise on my
left big toe. My first thought was yeeee-
owch! And just maybe, I shouted out
that thought.

The next day I hobbled into
the emergency department to have my
hand stitches removed and declined a
wait of four hours to have my toe ex-
amined. But this is not a rant against
the splendid work that our hospital
staff do every day. No, this is an intro-
spective into the reality of a condition
known as aging, a condition that, until
it affects a person, is either hidden by
bullet proof bravado or embraced by
those too young to really experience its
effects.

My father, before his death at
83, knew his health was declining as he
aged and that his physical limitations
were apparent, would address it by say-
ing: “It has something to do with the
year I was born”

After reflection, I determined
that everything that moves or that even
remains stationary; man, machine, an-
imal, me, were now out to get me. On
the very last maple block to be split, I
jammed the middle finger (there must
be significance to that) on my right
hand and lost a nail. So now that the
wood splitting was done for the sea-
son, and I had bashed my way through
that old saying that bad things come in

threes, I was on to the next task from
the rural living job jar.

Are there things that I should

stop doing or at least get some help?
Probably. Cutting down maple and
birch, blocking them up, splitting and
piling at one time was good, honest,
and rewarding work that I looked for-
ward to in the spring and early sum-
mer. But now the tasks seem more like
a trial than a satisfying job.
There is an old Chinese proverb that
kind of goes like, “Man who finishes
house dies”, and although I can do
minor plumbing, electrical, carpen-
try and painting, I have noticed that it
takes way longer to both get around to
it and actually complete the small jobs
that crop up. Must have something to
do with the year I was born.

Back in February of 2020, an
abdominal aortic aneurism that had
been growing silently within me had
reached an operable size. Known as a
“a widow maker;” it became necessary
to repair and so it was. The recovery
from the successful operation, whereby
I was opened stem to stern, was sup-
posed to leave me in a weakened state
for six months to a year. I would have
none of that and so merely seven weeks
later, I started a landscaping project in
my backyard.

With chainsaw and ATV, trac-
tor, axe, and various cutting tools, I
tackled the acre, so overgrown with
grape vines that the apple and ash trees
were being strangled and killed in their
insidious grip. I worked at it four or
five hours a day until only a few stra-
tegically placed, healthy trees remained
on the rocky ground. Then came the
backhoe. For days we dug out boulders
and stones - some the size of small

Pic by Ben White, Unsplash.com

cars, most too heavy to lift by hand,
and moved them out of sight. At the
same time, we scraped up topsoil from
a nearby field and spread and shaped
the yard in preparation for planting
grass. While this was going on, I built a
post and beam woodshed, cutting and
milling cedar logs and erecting and fin-
ishing the project. That was only three
years ago, and I felt strong and steady.

So, what the heck happened?
My best analysis points to a physical
decline that was years in the making.
Since 2015, I have undergone a hip
replacement, a rare full ankle replace-
ment with assorted pins and screws
and I also got a new left knee. I can still
joke that I should have bought titanium
stocks but osteoarthritis, degeneration
of the joints through injury and wear
and tear is a constant companion, and
after a while the pain and movement
limitations associated with it can slow
a fella down.

Other than physical injury
there may be other factors involved

too. I often used to consider guys that
couldn’t wait to get off work to go fish-
ing and would go every day if they
could. But shortly after their retire-
ment, when you asked them “How’s
the fishin'?”, “Not getting out much”
would be the reply. It appears to be re-
lated to what one of my favourite au-
thors described as “a diminishing port-
folio of enthusiasms”. On many days in
the summer, I would have completed
minor tasks around home like grass
cutting and whipper snipping and
then sit on the deck and contemplate
the 15-minute drive with boat and mo-
tor to the Madawaska River to troll
for walleye or musky. Contemplation
would be as far as I would get.

Interestingly, through all the
physical trials and tribulations, my en-
thusiasm for daily guitar practice/play-
ing has never waned. I realized long
ago that I am less an entertainer than
a musical contributor and although I
play the odd local gig, my weekly par-
ticipation in a Sunday morning wor-
ship team at a local church is both sat-
isfying and spiritually uplifting.

Is it possible that there is some-
thing ever working its way through our
lives that prepare us for a time such as
this? Could it be that the physical limi-
tations that become more apparent as
we do things that we have always done
are simply there to adjust our focus
from our past to an ultimate achieve-
ment?

I think the answer is yes, and I
am more than willing to forgo further
bodily desecrations and pain to focus
on that goal. I must believe that there
will always be help to do the hard stuff.
Here is the woodpile, here is the split-
ter, now let me show you how it works.

TOP $S$$S PAID

Quality
Red Pine Plantation

Thinning Operations
Please Call Stacey Robertson at 613-858-8014
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When Good Samaritans Come to Pass

My parents were playing with
a country gospel group that took them
all over Eastern Ontario. This was about
twenty years ago, when I worked the
summer months at a lodge. I was unable
to attend those gospel concerts where
I jammed either the keyboard or bass
guitar. Their luck eventually ran out on
them while driving on a back road past
Harlowe. Mother describes the vehicle’s
stopping and it did that, “cold turkey”

There they are, desperate for
help, stalled on a deserted back road,
with no cell phone, OnStar, or nearby
homes to get any help. The band would
have realized they had not arrived, which
could result in them sending out a search
and rescue crew to help locate their
stranded band members. Who knows
how long that could have been and what
kind of trouble might have escalated? Be-
sides, they could not spare the time to do
so, as they had to play for the service. To
add humor to this story they were on en
route to play at a Memorial Service in a
cemetery, when the truck died.

This back road has very little
traffic, and the very few vehicles that
did go past would only smile and wave.
One person wagged their finger suspi-
ciously at them and Mother wondered
what they would be accusing them of
what they could not do at home in a
more comfortable environment? After
an hour of waiting much to their aston-
ishment, a truck pulled up behind them,

and three men got out that looked like
they could be escaped convicts. They
could definitely give the ‘Hells Angels’ a
run for their money. Needless to say, my
parents were shocked. Wearing leather,
long hair, jewelry, tattoos, and generally
sporting a greasy appearance, they ap-
proached their vehicle, to volunteer their
help. Fortunately, two of the strangers,
who seemed to know something about
the inner workings of a truck, got the

Pic by Stormseeker, Unsplash.com

hood up to investigate the problem. One
stayed with Dad, instructing him to try
this or try that. Nothing they tried would
restart the truck. Finally, they concluded
that it had been the fuel pump was to
blame and there was no chance of an on-
the-spot repair.

One man suggested either Mom
or Dad go with them to the nearest avail-
able cottage in order to phone for assis-
tance. Mother was disgusted when Dad

motioned for her to get into the vehicle
with those three men, and he said he
would stay to “watch the truck and in-
struments” for any potential vandalism
and theft.

My mother said she had never
been treated with so much respect. These
gentlemen held the truck door open for
her. She sat in the front seat between two
of the strangers, and one sat in the box.
They travelled about 10 kilometers before
they noticed some sign of life at a cottage.
She had difficulty getting through to the
garage because no one was answering
the telephone. My Mother was thinking
that perhaps their saviors might become
antsy and drive oft. But they continued
to wait patiently for her at the cottage.
They drove her back to Dad, where they
were finally rescued by the tow truck.

We never heard from the gang
again, and they did not want any money.
Who knows how that day could have
turned out for my parents, left stranded
out on the deserted back road, and what
kind of bad company could have ar-
rived if it hadn’t been for the kindness of
those three good Samaritans. They did
not have to do anything more than just
smile, wave, and drive by? But they did.

Just another example of when
“you can't always judge a book by its
cover”’Another interesting ‘gospel truth’
I concluded from this experience is that
- a man and his guitar are not easily di-
vorced.

Cottage & Home Transformations you will love!

J.SCOTT MacDONALD
GENERAL CONTRACTING INC.

jsmacdonaldcontracting@hotmail.com

Home: 333-5207

Residential Construction & Renovations . General Carpentry Additions . Roofing . Siding
Soffit and Fascia . Commercial Septic Installation . We use Pirie Insulation Spray Foam

Business: 333-5597

LICENSED CARPENTER AND MEMBER OF ONHWP
(Ontario New Home Warranty Program)

We’ve been building in The Highlands for over 30 years

Renovations and Remodeling ¢« Building Dream Cottages « Constructing New Homes
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Summer Camp - A Continuing Series

Boys will be boys, so one day
Rob and I decided to come up with a
plan to catch a chipmunk. Many of you
will relate to our plan and probably an-
ticipate the ending. Why not use a wood-
en box, a stick and a piece of string? Sim-
ple, right! Well, almost. It was an hour
or so before we remembered that we
had to have some bait to attract the crit-
ter. There must be some peanuts around
here somewhere. A thorough search pro-
duced the last piece of Nan’s peanut brit-
tle, but I was sure she wouldn’t mind too
much. With bait in place and a proper
hiding spot secured, we waited in joyful
anticipation.

Finally, our prey was within
range and inched ever closer to our
cleverly designed trap. Inch by inch he
moved toward the peanut brittle, cau-
tious at first and then with a final mad
dash he raced into the trap and ran away
with our bait. We would have to practice
pulling the string a lot sooner in order
to catch this guy. He was too quick for
these young boys. It is said that practice
make perfect, so we practiced, and prac-
ticed, but now without bait. It would be
two more days before we found enough
pop bottles to cash in at the store to buy
some fresh bait. Now with a whole bag of
peanuts, we were convinced that victory
was within our grasp. We had a plan that

Kelly Derue, Broker
Phone: 613-433-2681
kelly-derue.com

Email:
Kelly Derue DAGIER IV
Just Listed! Just Sold!

SOLD

374 Archibald Ave, Renfrew The appeal doesn't stop at the
curb with this well maintained 3-bedroom home on a quiet
residential street. Tasteful sitting room features a wall of built-in
cabinets. Bright, cheerful eat-in kitchen has three windows. The
main floor also offers a bedroom, large family room with a

fireplace as well as the 4pc bath. Two more bedrooms upstairs.
$299,900 MLS1361919

Price Reduced Calabogie!

12137 Lanark Rd, Calabogie Unique home on 1.22 acres of
stunning grounds a creek with an abundance of wildlife. 3+
bedrooms, large bonus room (could be games room, another
master suite, rec room) Eat-in kitchen, living room, sunroom, 2
baths, attached garage and detached 20 X 30 Steel building.
Many recent updates. Walk to Calabogie Motor Sports, short
drive to golf and ski hill, Calabogie Lake. MLS1353641 $649,900

could not fail and we were now the fast-
est string pullers in all of Matawatchan.
It was just after lunch on a sunny Tues-
day that we were ready to try again. Let’s
see now, box, check, stick, check, string,
check, bait, check. Back in our hiding
spot, string puller in place, we waited.
Once again the little guy poked
around the Hemlock and headed for our
trap. You could tell that he now had a
taste for peanuts and wanted more. The
string is grabbed, tight and ready. “There
he goes, Rob, pull hard” Plop, down goes
the box, we have caught the chipmunk.
Now what? We really never thought we
could do it and had not thought through

Thinking of buying
or selling? Visit my
website for some
helpful info.

Price Reduced!

6 Rosebush Rd

Country living less than 10 minutes to Renfrew. Three bedrooms,
2 baths, multi-level decking, large bright family room with wood
stove; these are just a few reasons to book an appointment to
view this well priced family home.  MLS1360379 $479,900

This space is reserved
for your home. lItis

still a Sellers Market.
Don't lose out!

Choose Your Property!
Building Plans Available!

Just outside of Renfrew Thinking of a new home for the
Spring? Now is the time to purchase your property and talk to the
builder. Two beautiful parcels of land available just outside of
Renfrew. The two acre parcel is a sloping open property with
beautiful views in every direction. The 5 acre parcel is nicely treed
and has a pond at the rear. You can choose the plans the builder
has picked or discuss plans of your own. NOW is the time to start
talking!

Call and let me surprise you with what your home is worth!

just how we were going to get our hands
on him. Well, we have to try something.
Better get some gloves, or Nans oven
mitts, yeah, that will work. Suitably pro-
tected with the oven mitts, I reach under
the box and grab the critter, only to have
him bite right through the oven mitts
and into my thumb. Of course I released
my grip and off he goes, with our bait,
again.

This is going to be tougher than
we thought, but we are not giving up.
Just need to refine the plan so that we
can actually say that we caught a chip-
munk.

We decide to place the trap on a
piece of plywood. That way all we have
to do is turn the whole thing over, peek
in, and grab him. Ok, now the plan is
perfected and we must try again. Just
to be sure, this time we put out a small
pile of peanuts. The smell will drive him
crazy. Sure enough, within an hour he is
back, inching cautiously toward the pea-
nut pile. The string is grabbed, the chip-
munk grabs a peanut, we pull the string
and success! We caught him! But, he is
not happy! We turn over the box and
take a peek, just to be sure, and yes he’s
there. Now we have to figure out where
we are going to keep him, assuming we
can actually get our hands on him. The
minnow trap, yeah, that will work. This
time we actually get our hands on him
while he has his mouth full of peanuts
and transfer him to the minnow trap.
At first it was fun feeding him peanuts
through the end of the minnow trap, but
then we started to feel sorry for the poor
guy. We were free to come and go, but
now he was trapped with no where to go.
Guilt is a strong motivator, so we let him
go. It was a lot of fun and kept us occu-
pied for a few days and gave us a cher-
ished memory that I am pleased to share
with you.

Then there was the time we...
...continued in the next issue
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Ritchie’s Story

Laying in the hospital bed wor-
ried what was going to happen to him?
Where would he end up living?

As a child Ritchie’s mother was
too busy with her own life, she didn’t
have time for am over active child, a
child that was constantly craving her at-
tention. She found it was easiest to put
him in front of the computer screen and
set the game for him - at three years
old he had mastered the building block
game, tetrus.

Staring at the screen he told
himself to move quicker, the single blue
block on the blue block the green T
shaped set of 6 blocks down the center
between two stacks of three blocks. The
left angled red L set of four blocks fit per-
fect, turned down to the far left side and
that line disappeared. Excited, he quickly
dropped the right angled L upside down
into an opening 2 blocks high and on top
of another row. The row disappeared.
With speed and accuracy he reversed the
direction of the blocks that where drop-
ping, they fit perfectly into the hole and
across two blocks and poof! -- two rows
gone.

He was trying to beat his score
of yesterday, which was 1223 rows com-
pleted before the blocks came too fast
and he crashed the game, he was at 987
rows and worried that his mother was
going to come in and turn his game off,
listening he could hear she was still on
the phone with one of her sisters, so he
moved with speed and expertise build-
ing rows with the blocks, and to keep the
lines disappearing.

When his mother ended her
phone call he thought, “oh NO” she’s
coming, and he moved with accuracy
and speed, she opened the door and en-
tered the room, he looked at his achieve-
ments for the day, 1243 lines!! Yes! He
screamed. As she turned the machine
off.

He was taken to the kitchen and
seated at the table in his booster seat, too
eat. There it was, his favourite, fries with

ketchup. After lunch he was taken to his
bedroom, for a nap, closing the door be-
hind her, she disappeared.

Within seconds he climbed out
of the bed and headed for his building
blocks, the wooden shapes were his fa-
vourite toy, he could build the walls he
created on the screen, and then knock
them down when he finished a wall to
his satisfactory.

As he was growing up, he had
a very hard time turning off his brain,
sleeping and falling asleep was very dif-
ficult, he was always thinking, designing,
figuring out how to do things, such as
how to get onto the fridge, so he could
get to the cupboards and indulge himself
in some hidden candy. Or how to get the
coke bottle open.

Finally he went to school, he
had looked out the window and asked
his mother many times where the kids
on the street were going in the morning,
and why they were not around during
the day, but some days they were there
all day? Now, he knew where they were
going, and he was thrilled to go to school
each day.

He attacked the puzzle as he
would have attacked the tetrus game.
Quickly he rearranged the puzzle pieces
into the picture, his teacher was shocked
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at his speed and accuracy. She had to be
creative to keep him busy and amused in
kindergarten.

He continued through school
as if he was in a contest, with himself of
course, how fast he could learn the in-
formation and apply it to the work the
teachers provided.

By grade eleven he was thinking
way ahead of the other kids, snapping
up the information and applying it. He
took only seconds to learn the new com-
puter programs, and then could apply
them where needed. Quite often in high
school he was called upon to fix or figure
out what was wrong with the comput-
ers, or the internet connections, for the
school board!

He left high school early and
Upon
finishing the course he was offered a job,
troubleshooting and testing for three
companies, to keep them safe from break
in’s and to make sure there was no way
to break into the system, protecting the
information for the company’s. He loved
his work. When his friend Joel finished
school the following year, they moved
with another friend Sandy to Toronto,
closer to work for him, and a new life for
all of them.

Ritchie was earning $60 an hour.
They were living the fast pace life of the
big city. Parties, clubbing a couple nights
a week, meeting people and generally en-
joying City life.

He bought himself a 1998 new
Transam, not driving it in Toronto, but
using it whenever the group of them
wanted to make an escape from the big
city, and go home to Lyza, Joel’s mother’s

went to college for computers.

house and his two younger sisters.

Years before, when Ritchie went
to college for computers, he had lived
with Lyza, Joel and her two girls, Saman-
tha and Cherie.

Ritchie had moved into Lyzas
home so he could be closer to school,
while he went to college. In grade 10
his parents had divorced, Ritchie and
his younger brother were moved to the
country, far away from his friends and
the city, so the move to Lyza’s was good
for him. He could take a bus to anywhere
he wanted to go.

When he moved in to Joels
mother’s house, he became a part of the
family, he fit right in, got along well with
everyone, and became another son and
brother for the girls.

Now, here he was in the hospital,
what had happened? He could not sleep
and could not remember things that had
happened for a few days, the missing
days.

Apparently, what the doctors had
found was that the wifi and cell phone
connections was affecting his brain, in
short it was messing with the lithium in
his brain.

The hospital studied him for a
few days, ran tests and then called the
families, {including Lyza} to the hospi-
tal to talk things over, and explain what
had happened. Every time he turned on
his cell phone his brain scrambled, and
he could not remember who he was or
where he was.

He really didn’t want to go with
either of his bitter, angry parents, he just
wanted to go back to Lyza’s house.

Lyza okayed the idea of him
coming home with her, and she watched
over him, he was not able to go on a com-
puter, or use his cell phone anymore, so
he took a job with a home builder, as a
general labourer, he laughed and said “I
make $9 an hour”!
working fine, and he could find many
happy things to do, without playing on
the computer or using the cell phone.
Thank goodness Lyza still had a land
line in the house and many board games,
Risk was a board game they all enjoyed.

Lyza asked Ritchie “so what hap-
pened to you for those 2 days you disap-
peared”? Ritchie laughed and said “you
wouldn’t believe it if I told you™! That’s
another story.

But his brain was

-
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The Lost and Found

The hot sun beat down on Abi-
gail, as she lay on the scattered debris of
the forest floor.

Abigail had an average life in
her small community, married with two
children. She kept busy with her daily
routines, getting up early so she could
have time with her husband Kirk, when
he left for work, she busied herself with
preparing breakfast for the two boys.
As usual they were late and the bus was
coming down the dusty country road,
the boys flew out the door ignoring their
mothers’ words of “have a great day!”

Turning back to her kitchen
she sighed and started cleaning up, she
thought how mundane her days were be-
coming, her tears flowed freely, and she
felt an overwhelming sadness envelope
her. Falling to her knees in such deep de-
spair she openly wept.

Anxiety filled her body with the
desire to run, just run, and she did.

Tiny pebbles stung her bare feet
like angry bees, as she blindly ran down
the dusty country road. The woods en-
veloped her into its darkest hallows,
she stumbled landing on the debris of
the forest floor. Mentally and physically
drained she did not fight the desire to
close her eyes, she was exhausted in so
many ways.

Abigail felt the warmth of the
sun on her aching body, and her head
ached terribly. Confusion set in as she
slowly woke to her new reality, she was
no longer in the confines of her kitchen.
Shielding her eyes from the brightness
of the golden sun, she slowly looked
around.

Pine trees towered above her
and her mind raced to understand where
she was. Her body was soaked in pain,
the mere act of sitting up took heroic ef-
fort. Abigail scanned her surroundings,
there were no roads or paths that she
could have followed, just a jumbled for-
est floor. She steadied herself and stood
up grateful for the aid of an old pine tree.
It was then she noticed her feet, swollen
and cut up crimson blood oozing from
open wounds.

The sound of running water
echoed around her, nearby a brooks
glimmering water cascaded over shiny
rocks inviting her in. Abigail looked at
her swollen bloodied feet and entered
the coolness of the stream and experi-
enced pain and relief at the same time.
Standing ankle deep she looked up and
down the stream and drew a blank,
nothing looked familiar to her.

Abigail waded out of the water
and found cool solace under the pine
trees; her headache had eased allowing
her to think without pain.

Out of habit she found herself
twisting a gold band on her left hand,
it felt cold to the touch. She looked at
it shining in the sunlight, she could feel
anxiety building inside, why did this
gold band evoke such feelings?

Abigail took in a deep breath,
closed her eyes and tried to relax, and

slowly snippets of her life played out in
her mind.

She recalled a sadness within, a
desperate need to find herself, her true
self. Slowly she pieced her life together,
her husbands name was Kirk, she had
two teenage boys and she lived down
a dusty country road. They must be so
worried about her, or were they? Abigail
remembered she felt this way for a long
time, just available for her family without
acknowledgement from them. One day
running into another, a robot perform-
ing duties for the good of others. Fresh
tears erupted like a volcano finding re-
lease, she cried for what seemed hours.
She cried for what she lost in her child-
hood that led her to be the person she
became as an adult, always giving to oth-
ers leaving nothing for herself.

Abigail had a troubling child-
hood and believing she was not affected
walked into a marriage and motherhood.
Now, alone in the woods her thoughts
became more clear replaying on a loop
in her head. Kirk left for work without
as much as a goodbye, the boys went
off to school oblivious to the words she
spoke to them, and in the moment, it be-
came too much for her to bare. She could
not remember running into the woods
or how long she was there, or how she
would get home.

Abigail sat in quiet contempla-
tion for hours, she knew her thoughts
and emotions were coming from a place
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that she had no tools to repair. She had
come to the realization that she would
seek help when she made it back home.
She glanced up to see the sun was fall-
ing behind the pines, it had to be late, did
anyone miss her yet?

Her thoughts were interrupted
by the sounds of someone or something
walking on the twigs and debris of the
forest floor.

She stayed still and silent wait-
ing for whatever was coming her way.

Barking was initiated when Abi-
gail tried to hide behind the tree, she
stepped on a brittle branch snapping it

in half. A German Shepard was eyeing
her up and bounded towards her, Abigail
yelled for the dog to stop, and in return
she heard someone call her name. Afraid
to respond she stood frozen, watching
and anticipating the worse. She was sur-
prised to see a man in a uniform bound-
ing up behind the dog. Are you Abigail
he asked once again as he quickly as-
sessed her for serious injuries.

Abigail responded with a weak
yes, but inside she felt a renewed energy,
she was found!

As the officer wrapped her feet
with bandages from his emergency Kkit,
he said your husband Kirk reported you
missing at noon when you failed to an-
swer the phone, you always answered
the phone when he called at lunch, you
were always home. Arriving at the house
he found your car keys, purse, and shoes
right where you always set them. He
could not locate you, he called 911.

As the officer helped Abigail out
of the woods, she looked up at the tall
pines, the sun was setting high above
them, the sounds of the babbling brook
slowly faded. Sitting in the cruiser, Abi-
gails thoughts went to the revelation she
made in the solitude of nature.

She didn’t think much of her
childhood, she didn’t want to, but now
she would have to. Abigail realized it
did affect who she had become, how she
coped or did not cope as a wife, mother
and a person in her community.

Walking up the familiar steps,
Abigail felt the old familiar feelings of in
trepidation, she stepped inside, her heart
leapt with hope as her husband and sons
were there with open arms. Through her
tears, she saw the love they had for her,
their swollen eyes told her they were suf-
fering too.

Abigail did seek help, and family therapy
brought a new understanding of what
she needed to be her best self, and not to
feel guilty about finding time to just be
alone with her thoughts. Abigail was giv-
en the tools to heal from her past and go
forward with new goals. A woman once
lost has now been found.
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Tea for Two

He woke up when he started
hearing the pitter-patter of rain against
his window, but he laid there for a little
while longer, at peace in the comfort of
his fluffy blanket that shielded him from
outside his bed, and the pillows his head
gently sunk into, dulling the noise of the
rain. More than likely, Tom would have
stayed in bed all day, when he remem-
bered something; Mari is here.

He shifted out from under the
covers and made his way to the kitchen.
He filled the kettle up with water, just
enough to make two cups. A minute
passed, and the water was ready.

“Mari likes green tea,” he re-
called aloud, adding the respective bag
to her cup. In the living room were two
cozy chairs and a small table, perfect
for reading on a rainy day, or, perhaps,
for sharing a beverage with your com-
panion. He sat down across from where
Mari was already seated comfortably and
placed their cups on the side table.

“Hello Mari,” he greeted, “How
was the market today?”

“Oh, it was quite nice. I found
everything I was looking for. I also hap-
pened to run into Sal, he’s doing very
well”

“Sal? Gosh, I haven’t seen him in
ages.” He said, sipping his tea. “We really
should catch up sometime”

Mari swept her long auburn hair behind

her ear. “Have you finished writing it
yet?” she asked.

He tapped his finger against his
cup. “Wellll..”

“Oh, come on now, you” She
chided playfully.

“You know how it is,” he protest-
ed with a hint of a smirk. “It takes time
for inspiration to come when writing”

“A long time, in your case”

“'m sure T'll have it finished
when it needs to be”

“If you're so sure then, carry on.”
She said with a smile tugging her cheek.
When she smiled, her beautiful brown
eyes seemed to shine. Her eyes were like
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the colour of her tea.

“The weather’s been nice, hasn’t
it?”

“Yes,” he agreed, gazing out at
the swirling gray sky and the endless
raindrops. “I've always loved the rain”
He raised his cup to his lips, only to find
it empty. “Pardon me a moment, I'm go-
ing to get a refill”

Standing in the kitchen as he
prepared his drink, he noticed a dull
plip sound close nearby. He looked over
and saw a raindrop dripping through the
ceiling and splattering on the counter.
He furrowed his brow and took a closer
look at the leak, then decided that stick-
ing a bit of duct tape should hold it off
for now. He took his tea and sat back
down with Mari.

“Anything the matter?” she
asked.

“Just a bit of a leak, nothing
to be troubled about” He assured her.
“Anyhow, we haven't talked about you
much yet. I know you love making those
paintings of yours, how did your last
project turn out? The one with the gor-
geous swirls of blue and crimson?”

“Well, I'm actually still working
on that one...” she confessed.

“Really? But you started it ages
ago! And here you were chewing me out
for not finishing the-”

She chuckled. “I guess that’s
something we do have in common.”

He smiled back and began to
respond, but something caught his at-
tention: Plip. Plip. Plip. He glanced back
at the kitchen and noticed the rain was
leaking through faster, in larger drops.
“Uhmm... give me a moment, Mari”
He walked to the counter to find that
the water was simply dripping through
the duct tape as if it wasn't there. “T don’t
have time for this right now;’ he grum-
bled and reluctantly stuck more duct
tape on top.

“And youre sure there’s noth-
ing wrong?” Mari asked when he had sat
back down.

“You worry too much.”

She stared at her tea. “Have you heard
from Louis recently?”

“I... haven't spoken to him in
a while” He stirred his drink. “Well, I
mean, I've been busy, you know? And
he’s probably been quite busy himself, I
wouldn’t want to bother him.”

“Right,” she said half-heartedly.
“I was just thinking of the times when we
would all go out to town and spend the
whole day together, driving around... we
went to the bar in the evening, and Louis
would get so drunk hed start singing in
front of everyone, and you and Sal had to
help get him to the car...”

Tom’s hands shook slightly hold-
ing his cup. He realized the drip behind
him had not only returned, but was now
a steady stream of water leaking onto the
counter and starting to spill over to the
floor.

Mari continued. “..Sal would
look around at us all with his big smile
and say to remember these nights when
we become old and stuffy, to remember
the time when we were all friends...”

“I... w-well...” Tom got up and
rushed to the kitchen. The ceiling was
gushing rain now, so much that the water
was up to his ankles. He grabbed whatev-
er was nearby and tried to block the leak,
but it was futile. The water kept pouring
in, and all the while Mari’s words were
ringing through his head; Sal would look
around at us with his big smile... remem-
ber the time when we were all friends...

“But you havent been doing
that, have you?” Mari was staring for-
lornly out the window. Her eyes were as
gray as the storm outside. “You've just
been trying to forget”

The water had risen up to his
knees now.

“Tom,” she continued, “why
couldn’t you have just shown up?” She
ran a finger across the rim of her teacup,
still completely full. “When you didnt
come to Sal's funeral... it broke our
hearts. Don’t you know it was hard for
us too? We needed to be there for each
other, you, Louis and I, more than ever.
But you never came. You couldn’t even
bother to finish writing your eulogy for
him?”

The room was filling with water
impossibly fast, already past his waist.

“And you couldn’t even bear to
leave your house since then. Were you
too afraid to look us in the eye after? Or
was it too painful to remember the friend
you never gave yourself closure for?”

The water was up to his neck.
Tom struggled to breathe as Mari’s words
echoed in his mind. He thrashed in the
water, trying to stay above the surface,
but he felt as though his limbs were
numb. The water rose above his chin, up
to his eyes, then over his head. He felt his
strength give out as he sank to the bot-
tom, heavy as a tombstone.

He woke up.
It wasn't raining today.



15 SHORT STORY CONTEST - FICTION

A Marriage on the Opeongo Line

I remember that cold day in Jan-
uary 1881. I was in our yard with Maria
and Franz, my young sister and brother,
feeding the chickens, when our parish
priest arrived by sleigh from Brudenell
with a man I had never seen before. I
curtsied, as Papa said we must whenever
we meet a priest. By the way the strang-
er looked at me I thought he believed I
was curtsying to him. He was wearing a
homemade woollen coat, baggy pants,
and worn-down leather boots. He start-
ed to smile but then looked down and
turned away.

They didn’t stop to talk to me
but went straight to the front door of our
house where Papa came to greet them.

“Ah, Father McCormac, such
an honour, welcome to our home,” Papa
said.

“Ignaz Schifer;” the priest said,
“I would like you to meet Josef Bauer
who has come from Denbigh on a special
mission. May we come in?”

“Yes, yes, please do,” Papa said,
and held the door open for them. They
went into the house and Papa closed the
door behind them.

The men were inside for less
than half an hour. When they came out
I curtsied again to the priest who said
“Good-bye for now, Theresia” as he
walked quickly by me to his horse and
sleigh. The stranger didn’t say anything.
He didn't even glance my way before rid-
ing off with the priest.

A few minutes later Papa came
out and asked me to come into the house.
He sent my brother August out to watch
over Maria and Franz.

“Theresia,” Papa said, “this man
who came with Father McCormac, Josef
Bauer, would like to marry you and take
you to live with him on his farm in Den-
bigh”

For a moment I thought I wasn't
hearing him right and I couldn’t speak.
Papa must have seen the shock on my
face, for he continued, “Your mother and
I think this is a godsend, a blessing, and
we have Father McCormac to thank for
it”

“But Papa, Mama,” I said at last,
“this is crazy. This man, he doesn’t know
anything about me, and we don’t know
anything about him or his family. How
can he want to marry me? How can I
agree to marry him?”

“Oh, but Father McCormac has
met his family,” Papa said. “As you know
his parish extends all the way from here
to Hastings County. On his latest trip
he met the Bauer family at their farm
in Denbigh. There are several German
families there but the Bauers are the
only Catholics. All the others are Luther-
ans. When Father McCormac learned
that Josef’s older brother had married a
Protestant he told the parents it would
be wrong for Josef to do the same. He
said he could arrange for Josef to find a
German-speaking Catholic bride here in
Brudenell. And so he has brought Josef
with him to meet our family. Josef has

already asked me for your hand in mar-
riage. Of course I told him we would
have to speak with you first”

“But Papa, Mama,” I cried, “I
can't believe this. I don’t want to marry a
strange man. How can I? And don’t you
think a man should ask me, first, before
asking you? That man, what’s-his-name,
Josef, he wouldn’t even look at me. He
would show more interest if he was buy-
ing a cow”

“He is maybe a little shy,” Papa
said. “You should be pleased he isn't
treating you like a cow. Father McCor-
mac says that Josef and his family are
good Catholics. He has a farm of his
own. What more do you want? He'll be
coming back tomorrow. He can ask you
directly then”

I fled to my room and shut the
door. I'd had my own room since my old-
er sister Annie went to work as a house-
maid for a wealthy family in Renfrew.
It was my refuge, the place I could go
when I needed to be alone to think. But
I couldn’t think at all, so many questions
were whirling in my head.

Before long a gentle rapping
came on my door and Mama came in and
sat on my bed. “You know how much we
love you, my dear,” she said. “We want
what is best for you. You're 23 years old
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now. What choices do you have?”

“I want to stay here with you and
Papa and August and Maria and Franz,”
said.

You know there is no future for
you here;” Mama said. “August will in-
herit this farm. And the prospects in
town are poor. Annie makes five dollars
a month in Renfrew, not enough to save
anything even though she has her room
and board. This man, Josef, he seems like
a good man. Father McCormac says he
and his family are good people”

“Father McCormac!” I cried. “I
don’t trust that meddling Irish priest.
How would he know what is good for
me? And he knows all my sins! How
much has he already told this Josef? And
Mama, how can I leave Maria and Franz?
You've been frail ever since Franz was
born. How will you get on without me?”

“The real question, my dear,”
Mama said, “is how will you get on? You
know your father and I don't like the
Irish boys around here, and the other
Germans are all Baptists. And anyway,
dear, as you know, none of them has
shown any interest in you.”

I couldn’t sleep that night. What
Mama said was true. We had been in
Canada only four years. It was my own
shyness, my poor English, and my par-
ents’ prejudices that kept the local men
away. I knew from my sister that going to
town was no option for me. And to start
my own farm was unthinkable without
money and a man. By the morning I felt
I'd been trapped, not only by that schem-
ing priest but by my circumstances.

When I sat alone with Josef that
morning, and he asked me to marry him,
I had only one question.

“Will T have a room of my own?”

“Yes, of course,” he answered. “I
want you to be happy”

Father McCormac read the
banns from his pulpit. Mama made my
wedding dress. Papa gave me away to Jo-
sef in our church on a bleak day in Feb-
ruary. As we left on Josef’s sleigh the next
day for Denbigh Franz and Maria stood
broken-hearted in our yard and wailed.

That was 45 years ago. It turned
out that Josef was a good man and he
kept his promise to give me a room of my
own, where I sit now with these memo-
ries. But farming on this rocky land has
been hard and we have had no children
of our own, to my sorrow. Oh, we have
so many nieces and nephews I couldn’t
name them all, but it’s not the same. I
sometimes wonder how my life would
have turned out if I had been able to re-
fuse Josef that day, but there is no answer
to that.
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The Door

Ron and Louise were staying in
an old Medieval Castle in Wales which
was being renovated by a young couple.
The bedroom was furnished with old
worn-out furniture which had seen bet-
ter days. The fireplace, which had not
been used for decades, was blocked with
such thick cobwebs that it was as if a
dirty woolen blanket was hanging over
the opening. The oriental rug covered a
rough stone floor, yet there was a creaky
sound as you walked over it, which was
strange since it was not wooden. The
tall, dusty windows had lead panes with
the remains of stained-glass panels.
Where some had broken, the missing
pieces were replaced with plain, modern
glass. This created a distorted image and
shivers ran down Louise’s spine when
she viewed them. Some even gave the
appearance of spidery fingers trying to
break through the glass. In the corner
was a writing desk with notepaper sup-
plied by the owners of the castle.

To provide income for the reno-
vations, rooms were rented to travelling
guests. The chair was rickety, and the air
was cold in that part of the room. Louise
avoided the spot since it gave her an un-
easy feeling, not just because of the un-
stable chair, but because she sensed that
she was not alone and being watched
by an unseen entity. The large, heavy
wooden door creaked when opened and
slammed noisily as if a large boot was
kicking it shut! The ceilings were high,

and the remains of wooden slats were ap-
parent in some areas. It was supported
by enormous wooden beams with ir-
regular cracks seemingly ready to break
free at any time and fall, taking the dirty,
stained ceiling with it. Against the far
wall, was a tall four-poster bed with a
maroon canopy and curtains surround-
ing the foot and sides. The curtains were
tied back with tasseled gold ropes. The
canopy was supported by carved wooden
poles and the foot board and headboard
were intricately carved. The footboard
was cut out in the centre with appliqued
dragons surrounding the opening. The
headboard was delicately carved. On
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close inspection, it was a scene from
Dante’s inferno.

Ron was delighted with the
room, but Louise wanted to leave im-
mediately. There was not a thing ap-
pealing to her, but Ron loved the quaint
setting. She wanted to ask for another
room in the castle, but they were booked
up due to a local Eisteddfod. There was
not another room to be had in the tiny
Welsh village. Poets, writers, harpists
and choirs were there for a celebration of
Welsh culture.

At suppertime, they strolled
down the road and over an old toll
bridge built in the mid-fifteenth centu-
ry. There was only room for one car at a
time, but there was an area butting out at
the side for walkers when the cars passed
by. Louise and Ron were amazed that
this centuries-old bridge had stood the
test of time. There was no longer a toll,
but the Toll-master’s house was off to the
side and served as a tea house serving
clotted cream with scones and jam. The
village was alive with crowds of tourists
and contestants. The sounds of Welsh
Male Choirs and Harpists could be heard
emanating from some of the pubs.

They found a pub and sat down
only to find out that the custom is to
go to the bar to give your order. The
servers bring it to you when ready un-
like in North America. They loved that
an empty chair said ‘Welcome’ and en-
joyed meeting locals who greeted them
in their musical Welsh accent. Around
the room, there were many Welsh speak-
ers. For centuries, the Welsh were for-
bidden to speak their native tongue by
their British overlords. A nationalistic
spirit arose in the latter part of the twen-
tieth century and Welsh is now taught
in schools. Road signs are bilingual,
Welsh and English. Occasionally when
asked to translate a traffic direction into
Welsh, the Welsh may make a joke with
the translation much to the ignorance of
the English!

During the evening, there were
spontaneous recitations or singing in
Welsh or English. When the Welsh sing,
it comes from the heart. The tradition
began as the miners were walking to and

from the mines.

As they descended into the
mine, they sang. Many songs were Welsh
hymns from their Chapel hymnals. Lou-
ise, a nurse, noted that considering the
awful black dust they inhaled from morn
to night, singing would help to stave off
somewhat the ghastly black lung which
took their lives too early.

When the locals heard where
they were staying, they dropped their
eyes and asked if they noticed anything
peculiar at their lodgings. Ron said,
“No, they were quaint and comfy”. Lou-
ise asked why they made these queries.
No one would really give them a straight
answer and rapidly changed the subject.
There was a flurry of ‘Farewells’ and
promises to meet again the next evening.

Ron and Louise began the walk
back to the castle. The trees formed a
canopy overhead and the road seemed
longer and was ebony- dark. Ron talked
about the great evening and Louise be-
came exceedingly anxious as they neared
the castle gates. Suddenly, a large Pea-
cock landed in front of them with the
most Godawful screech! Even Ron
jumped as the massive avian walked ma-
jestically away. There was a wall about
the castle and entry was through a small
door inserted into the massive wooden
gate. Ron rang the bell and the aupair let
them in.

They walked up the stone steps
to their room that countless nobles, even
George the V and Queen Mary stayed
in when they were Prince and Princess
of Wales. Louise wondered if there had
been ‘no cobwebs, and a fire in the grate
for the Royals.

They settled into bed and Ron
fell asleep immediately. Louise had the
oddest feelings and looking at the cano-
py, she was reminded of the novel about
a couple smothered in their sleep by the
canopy falling upon them. No amount
of Yoga breathing or relaxation tech-
niques could quell Louise’s anxiety. Try
as she might, the thoughts of an entity
in the room would not leave her mind.
She switched on a bedside light and
started to read. The choice of a murder
mystery had hardly the calming effect
desired. She tried to
rouse Ron, but his snoring would not
be interrupted. She tossed and turned
until she heard the bedroom door open-
ing with such a loud screeching sound,
that she jumped up and screamed so
loudly, that she awakened Ron. “What’s
the matter?”, he mumbled. “The... the...
the door, it just opened, and I feel really
cold!”” Ron said that the room was too
hot, and he was going to open a window.
She begged him not to leave her because
she was certain that there was someone
or something in the room. He told her
not to worry and he got out of bed. She
heard him walk over the rug and the
floor began to creak. With a loud bang,
the bedroom door closed. She peaked
out from the bed curtains and called out
for Ron. He didn’t answer.
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Maude the Meandering Moose

By Betsy Sayers

I was born deep in the bush near Griffith.
Life started off peacefully with Mom and
I spending our days quietly. At first, even
getting up was really hard, my long legs
seemed to have a mind of their own and
didn’t want to work together to keep
me from falling over. I didn’t mind, ly-
ing beside Mom was warm and nice, but
she kept moving around, grunting, and
pushing me with her nose until I tried
again and again and finally could stand
up. I was super hungry, but she wouldn’t
even feed me if I was lying down!

Finally, my wobbly legs started to work,
and I stood proudly leaning on Mom
while getting a good long drink of her
warm milk - yummy! With my belly
full, I started to feel sleepy and boom,
my legs collapsed, and I lay down in the
soft grass and drift off. Only then would
Mom finally leave me alone to sleep.

After a few days my body figured things
out and I was beginning to scamper
around and become aware of my sur-
roundings. Mom had giant legs! I loved
to run under her belly when she wasn’t
looking and watch her jump. But most
of all, I loved every chance to snuggle up
for a drink.

As I got stronger, we started to leave our
nice soft grassy bedding spot and go for
walks. Mom kept telling me it was criti-
cal that I get big and strong immediately
because at any moment we could be in
danger. “Whats danger?” I would ask,
but she said I was too young to know the
details. Ijust needed to know that if she
lowers her head and makes a long moan
or cough then I need to run as fast and
hard as I can to escape.

As the summer passed the days started
to get colder and the leaves and twigs
we ate all day long began to disappear.
Mom told me it was now ‘Fall’ - what-
ever that is. At 4 months old, I was get-
ting big and strong, and Mom was losing
patience with me spending all my time
playing and going off to the river alone
to drink. We began venturing further
and further each day while always com-
ing back to the same place at night. One
night, she finally explained ‘danger’ to
me. She talked about something called
‘hoomans’ who only have 2 legs and will
kill us if they see us. Then she told me
about wolves who will chase us down
and try to kill us! Why does everyone
want to kill us?!!!

Mom spent the next several days teach-
ing me to stand very, very still for a long
time so I blend into the bush and am
less likely to be seen by ‘hoomans” and
wolves. Sometimes we stood still so long
I thought I might collapse again. Oth-
er times I got so good at it that I could
hide between the trees so well even Mom
couldn’t find me.

One time I heard another moose off
in the distance and wanted to go meet
them. Mom got really mad and told me
I was too young to have other moose
friends and I needed to never leave the
safety of the bush and river where we bed
down each night. Right after saying this,
I woke up one morning and SHE was
gone! I didn't know what to do. I ran
back and forth calling her, but she didn’t

answer.

As day became night I got really scared.
I had never spent a night alone without
Mom. I remember there was a full moon
this night and so it didn’t get very dark.
Worried and nervous I kept pacing and
calling to her until finally I was so ex-
hausted that I couldn’t call anymore. I
lay down and fell asleep on the spot
where Mom always laid. Laying in her
favourite spot, I could smell her pres-
ence and at least I felt a little bit like she
was with me.

The next morning, she was still gone -
why would Mom leave me like that? The
only thing I could think of doing was to
stay very close to where I last saw her
and hope she would find me again. I was
afraid of wolves and ‘hoomans’ but knew
this was a safe spot, plus I had food and
water close by. Surely, she would come
back for me soon.

I think 3 nights passed and then one af-
ternoon while I was drinking from the
river, I saw movement out of the corner
of my eye. I jumped and turned to see
Mom coming out of the bush! She was
back!

I was so thrilled she was back I ran cir-
cles around her for what seemed like
hours. I told her I was very brave and
just knew she would come back for me
soon. Where did she go? Did she meet
other moose? Why didn’t she take me
with her? Can we go again together?

Mom wouldn’t answer any of my ques-
tions and said it was time for us to move
deeper into the bush for winter.

What’s winter?

We walked for days. Ididn’t understand,
what was wrong with our little spot by
the river? Why do we have to keep walk-
ing day after day after day?

Finally, Mom stopped and said - “We're
here. This is where we will spend the
winter.” Instead of bedding down in nice
long grasses like before, Mom decided
we needed to sleep under big pine trees
with low hanging branches. We would
not wake up to the warm morning sun
on our bodies under here. I wanted to
sleep somewhere else, out in the open
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where I could feel the sunshine. But
Mom kept ordering me back under the
trees.

Man, it got cold quickly. Mom wasn't
big on explaining things, but somehow
there was no question ‘winter’ somehow
meant cold, really cold. It also meant
not much food and eating something
called ‘snow’ instead of drinking from
the river. Even the sun disappeared
most days. One morning when I woke
up, [ was f-r-e-e-z-i-n-g cold, and my fur
had turned white! Scared, I jumped to
my feet and the white stuff fell off. What
on earth was going on?

Mom said this was called ‘snow’ and
that when we're thirsty, it's good to eat.
Eat? You couldn't eat this stuff. As soon
as you put it in your mouth it disap-
peared. Not a single bite ever made it to
my stomach. And my stomach needed
food, not this stuff.

The days and weeks dragged on un-
til I thought I would never be warm
again. Oh, how I longed for a few hours
munching on a nice maple or birch tree
in the warm sun. I couldn’t figure out
what I was doing wrong. Why was Mom
getting fatter and I was getting skinnier?

Finally late one afternoon the sun came
out and for a few minutes I could feel
it's warmth. I had found a pile of fallen
trees and was peacefully munching away
(gosh I was hungry!) when I noticed the
white stuff on the pile turning to water
and dripping off the branches. I won-
dered what this meant and asked Mom.
She said don’t worry, it’s just ‘Spring’

What's Spring?

I didn’t understand why, but Mom was
really grumpy these days. She was nice
and fat while I was just skin and bone.
She just wanted to sleep all day, every
day. As the sun got warmer and teeny
tiny bits of green grass started to show
up between patches of snow, I wanted to
jump for joy and explore. I was so itchy
I rolled again and again on the ground
— oh that felt so good. I had so much
energy I zoomed around excited to fi-
nally feel alive and not too cold to move.
Mom was not impressed. It seemed no

matter what I did she was not happy with
me.

As the world started to turn green
again, Mom suddenly said it was time to
move. Why? Things were just starting
to be good here. She didn’t care what I
thought and just started walking away.
She didn't even seem to care if I fol-
lowed her or not. I didn't know what I
had done wrong but knew I didn’t want
to be without her. I quietly tagged along
behind her as we walked and ate, walked
and drank, walked and walked for sev-
eral days again.

A few days later Mom said it was time for
me to learn to swim.

What’s swim?

She walked into the river and just kept
going. What? Don’t we just drink on the
edge? Why is she in the water so far? I
called for her to come back but she just
kept going. I worked up my nerve and
stepped into the water after her. Man, it
was cold! Somehow my long winter fur
kept my body kind of warm and since I
sure didn’t want to be without Mom, I
followed her out into the river.

Suddenly I couldn’t touch bottom any-
more and my head went under the water!
“Hold your head up and walk faster and
harder” Mom called. “You won’t touch
bottom, but you will learn how to swim”.
Why do I need to learn how to swim?
This isn’t fun. It’s too cold and hard to
do!

Finally, we reached the other side of the
river. I shivered with the cold for several
minutes. But the sun was strong now
and it didn’t take long for my fur to dry
and for me to start feeling warm again.
I stood on the shore looking back at the
other side wondering what we did that
for.

We didn’t walk much further after swim-
ming across the river and stayed in the
heavy bush along the river’s edge. Mom
put special effort into making us a nice
dry place to sleep and it wasn’t long be-
fore other small animals also started to
appear near us. [ especially like some-
thing Mom calls rabbits. They move
funny.

We spent a few nice weeks there as the
days got longer and the sun got warm-
er. Trees that had just been stick-like
branches all winter suddenly had lus-
cious, green, sugary buds on them. Man,
they were good to eat! The river water
was still very cold, but if you found a
shallow spot in the sunlight it would
warm up by afternoon and be much bet-
ter than eating snow!

During these weeks I was happy to just
eat and drink and hang out with Mom.
I don’t know why, but I was still super
itchy. I almost destroyed trees scratch-
ing so hard that big chunks of hair fell
out. Mom did the same and told me not
to worry, it was just our way of taking oft
something called a ‘winter coat’

While life was good, Mom was not fun
anymore. No matter what I did, it was
wrong, and she would grunt at me way
too much. One day I even grunted back
- not a good idea. She lowered her head
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and charged at me! I ran away quickly
and gave her time to calm down. But
she didn’t calm down. Each time I came
closer she grunted and put her head
down, ears back yelling at me to go away.

I didn’'t mean to make her angry when I
grunted back at her. I didn’t understand
why she was so mad at me. Over and
over again I tried to approach her and
tell her how much I loved her, but she
just kept getting more mad at me. I slept
alone at a safe distance that night hoping
that tomorrow she would forgive me.

In the morning, I woke up and cautious-
ly lifted my head hoping Mom was in a
better mood today. She was gone!

Ijumped to my feet and ran over to where
she should have been sleeping. She must
be just up early I thought, so I called for
her. No answer. I ran around in ever
widening circles calling her, but she was
nowhere to be found. How could this
happen? Did the wolves or ‘hoomans’
come in the night and take her?

She’s, my Mom. She wouldn't just leave
me here alone again — would she?

I thought maybe she had gone back
across the river for some reason and
went down to the shoreline to see if I
could follow her scent or find her tracks.
She had crossed the river, I needed to go
find her.

But today the river was much higher and
faster than yesterday. I walked into the
water and got only a short distance from
shore when the water grabbed me and

2N
~

started pushing me downstream very
fast. I held my head high and walked
as fast and hard as I could but was still
moving in the wrong direction — away
from where Mom would have gotten out
of the water on the other side. Afraid I
would get lost, I decided to go back to
where we slept last night and wait. May-
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be this would be like last time and she
would come back in just a few days.

I waited... and waited... and waited.
Mom never came back.

For days I walked along the river calling
her. There was never any response. Then
one day I heard something. It was a low
kind of moaning sound like Mom might
make. It must be her! I moved quickly
through the trees toward the noise. Then
I saw them - they moved fast like me ex-
cept their legs were not long and lanky,
going up and down like mine, their legs
were short, round and turned in circles
[cars/ATVs]. Suddenly one of them
stopped and moved away from the round
legs and I could see them more clearly.
‘Hoomans’ - the ones who are dangerous
and only have 2 legs. This really scared
me. What were they doing here?  Why
so many of them?

The sound I heard was coming from
them, it wasnt Mom. I was so sure this
would be Mom.

I ran back to my safe place and waited.
Several days I waited, too scared to move
- too scared to stay. I needed to stay
where Mom could find me again, but the
‘hoomans’ kept coming every day and I
was afraid they would find me.

After a few days of them not even no-
ticing me, I became curious about what
was happening in the grassy part where
the ‘hoomans’ spent their time every day.
When all was quiet, I decided to go have
alook. I wandered over and began tast-
ing the funny smelling plants with red
berries on them. They weren't all that
bad, but I far preferred tree buds and
sugary leaves.

It was fun to explore in the early morn-
ing. I wasn't afraid anymore, I could hear
the hoomans’ coming from a long way
off, so it was easy to head back into the
bush before they arrived. It was interest-
ing to watch them. I became less and less
afraid of them. They seemed harmless.

They were much smaller than I am. It
takes them a long time to walk anywhere
- I'm sure I could just outrun them. I
wonder why Mom was so afraid of them.

One morning I was wandering with my
nose stuck in the berries trying to fig-
ure out why these trails between the red
berries didn’t go anywhere. Just up and
down — up and down. As I concentrated
on trying to figure this out and casually
looked up there was a ‘hooman’ quite
close by! She didn’t look very threaten-
ing. She looked like she was more afraid
of me than I was of her. I just wandered
away, and she slowly moved to another
area further from me and where I want-
ed to go. What's so dangerous about this
I thought.

As the days went by there started to be
more and more ‘hoomans, and even
scarier, more of those round legged
things that make noise. I decided it was
time for me to move further into the
bush upstream.

I wandered around for a few days until
I came across a wonderful area full of
my favourite foods, Aspen, Birch, Ma-
ple, and Cherry trees. Not only was this
a food bonanza, but there was a good
swampy area close by and lots of nice,
sunny grassy areas to sleep during the
day. I settled in nicely and gradually my
thoughts of Mom were fewer and I real-
ized I would likely never see her again.

Over the coming weeks I met ‘hoomans’
several times. Sometimes on the road
where they thought they could scare me
along by bringing those round legged
things close. I overheard someone call-
ing it a ‘truck

Often there was a loud, barking animal
with them. One time I was in a grumpy
mood and imitated Mom when she was
mad at me. Ears back, head down, grunt-
ing I took a few fast steps towards the
truck and boy did they scramble. Who
knew I could be brave and scare others?

I meandered around this part of the bush
seeing ‘hoomans’ many times. They
would talk kindly to me while standing
very still or slowly back away from me.
Some made funny clicking sounds [cam-
era] when they saw me, but I didn’t care.
I now knew how to make them leave me
alone. After all, 'm much bigger and
stronger than they are.

It seemed no matter where I went there
was some ‘hooman’ following me. It got
really crazy. They started talking to me
and calling me Maude (and Strawberry;
Beauty; Daisy). The ones who called me
Maude were very strange. Every day
they walked through the bush and got
into the river at the same spot. I thought
they would swim across, but they didn't.
They just stayed in the river letting the
water take them downstream for a very
long way. Then they would get out and
do it again. They never, ever swam to
the other side of the river. Why on earth
would they do this?

Many times, I saw bright red, yellow,
green things floating down the river
with ‘hoomans’ inside. They would stop
when they saw me and stay very still for a
long time. That’s what you do when you
are trying to hide. Did they not think I
could see them in the middle of the riv-
er? That’s dumb. A few times they came
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Maude practicing her “Don’t Mess with Me” look at Glenyce & Jack’s cottage.

too close, and I just moved away into the
trees.

Over time, I became even more curi-
ous. A few times at night I looked in the
windows of the boxes [houses] these
‘hoomans” went into, and boy did that
scare them! I was just curious. As long
as they didn’t threaten me, and especially
if they didn’t have those barking animals
with them, I was ok with them being
close.

After a few weeks I started to get bored.
I had eaten most of the good trees and
brush and so I decided it was time to
move on. Once again, I heard the low
moaning sound that I thought might be
Mom and moved closer to see. It wasn’t
Mom. It was just another ‘hooman’
in one of those strange moving things
with round legs. I was lonely, tired of
this happening almost daily and clearly
showed my anger. Boy did she take off!
My eyes aren’t that great though and
somehow, she disappeared amongst the
trees. Good I thought and continued my
wander.

Later that same day I found a delicious
tree and was helping myself when sud-
denly another ‘hooman’ appeared to
come out of a big funny looking tree with
no upper branches [out-house] and star-
tled me. I jumped and barked with ears
laid back, and did he ever jump back in-
side the tree quickly! But then he started
making loud noises pounding and yell-

ing from inside the tree. I was ready for and continued on my way.

him. He didn’t scare me. He never came

out though and soon gave up making so As the days became shorter and the sun
much noise. After a while I got hungry lost its warmth, I realized this happened

last year too. This was when Mom moved
us deeper into the bush on the other side
of the river. Maybe if I went there again,
I would find her. I walked back through

the swamp to the spot where we first
crossed the river. I was back where I first
met ‘hoomans’ months ago. There were
only 2 ‘hoomans’ here now. I decided
to rest in the trees for a few days before
crossing the river and looking for Mom.

Early the next morning I heard what
was for sure another moose calling from
across the river. Not Mom, but at least it
was a Moose. I dove into the water and
surprised myself with how strong I had
grown over the summer. I had no prob-
lem holding my head up and swimming
straight across. I called back to the other
moose. A few minutes later he called
back and suddenly we were both run-
ning quickly through the bush towards
each other.

I stopped for a moment and thought
about my summer months around the
village of Griffith. Even though I was the
only moose in Griffith this summer, it
wasn't so bad. There sure was lots to see
and do. Mom knew what she was doing
when she brought me here. Who knows,
maybe someday I will have a baby moose
of my own and will bring them back to
Grifhth - the food was sure plentiful and
good.

Written by Betsy Sayers and dedicated to:
Maude - the Meandering Moose who
brought joy, fear and wonder to our
Grifhth summer in 2023.

Author’s Note: Moose are very powerful,
fast and dangerous wild animals.

Never try to get close to or pet a moose
or any other wild animal.
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www.vincentjohnston.com

My heart is in the Highlands. It’s where my family comes from and where
I like to be. I promise to do my best to ensure details are looked after and
everyone is satisfied with the sale. You can trust me to list your home and
help you find your dream property. New listings welcome!

- Vincent Johnston, Sales Representative

20 ACRES CLOSE TO RENFREW!

1614 Pucker St. 20 acres of vacant land with a
small shed and old camp close to Renfrew.

Lot 12 Wolfe Rapids Rd. 3.22 acres with shared
deeded access to Centennial Lake $189,900
MLS1342957

CALABOGIE LAKE!

1031 Barryvale Home on Calabogie Lake with 1.6
acres offer an awesome view and on the golf course

SOLD

NEW LISTING CALABOGIE!

32 Norton Road 2 bedroom bungalow close to the
ski hill with large detached garage $499,900

BUILDING LOT COBDEN!

154 Cornerview Rd. Cobden 1 acre lot close to
Hwy 17, The Algonquin Trail and a Boat Launch
$89,500

35 ACRES 800 FT. WATERFRONT!

ft of waterfront with 100's of acres of crown land behind and great
for hunters "boat to only" $300,000

5468 Centennial Lake Rd 35 Acres of vacant land with aprox 800

40 ACRES 3700 FT. WATERFRONT CALABOGIEL

40 ACRES 3700 FT. WATERFRONT CALABOGIE!

Stones Lake

40 gorgeous acres on the
shores of Stone’s Lake with
over 3700 ft. of waterftont,
minutes  to  everything
(alabogie has to offer. An
investors’ or sole ownership
dream come true!

CALABOGIE LAKE WATERFRONT!

329 Church Farm Rd. Four Season Home on Calabogie Lake
with garage and bunkie perfect for a family or rental investment

AFFORDABLE TOWN OF RENFREW!

438 Dominion Renfrew Small bungalow w/ 2 bedrms, fenced
infront yard, natural gas heatand central A/C ~ MLS1351831

WATERFRONT BUILDING LOT!

233 Barrett Chute Rd 1.23 acres near Calabogie Peaks will
allow more than one dwelling and has huge potential with a
gorgeous view and water below with an awesome exposure

517 Williams Ranch Rd. Home on the alabogie Highlands Golf
course. Perfect for the track lover with a huge garage and 4 acres.

CALABOGIE GOLF COURSE!




FROM TOP

TO BOTTOM

AND EVERYTHING IN BETWEEN

WE HAVE IT ALL!
Trust the experts at Renfrew and Burnstown Castle to help you choose from a
wide range of options to meet your aesthetic and performance requirements.

J.LACOURSE 0}’61‘ %9 yezuis
‘ of quality work
CARPENTRY

2, Q Cell: 613.312.0704
& SON Inc. j-lacourse@xplornet.ca

013.333.1042

Custom, R 2000, Pre-fab and Log Homes
Renovations and Decks

SPECIALIZING IN:

Post & Beam Entrances
Custom Interior Stairs
Railings, Beams,
Ceramic Showers

AND MUCH MORE!

NOW OFFERING ENVIRONMENTALLY FRIENDLY
BLOWN IN CELLULOSE INSULATION

RENFREW &

e clistle

Renfrew 1054 Gillan Road
613-432-4809

info@rbcastle.ca

Design Centre 305 Raglan Street S.
343-361-0026

design@rbcastle.ca

Burnstown 30 Building Supply Rd.
613-432-2449
info@rbcastle.ca

rbcastle.ca

Faucets and Shower Systems
are the stars of your
kitchen and bathrooms.

Your trusted building
& hardware supply partner




