My fond memories of Lake of Bays

By Catherine Nystrom
I am the fourth generation of my family on Lake of Bays. My mother and father, Frances Small and Howard Pentelow, met on Lake of Bays before they were teenagers, and I was brought to the old family house on July 30, 1930 when I was 8 days old. I slept in a dresser drawer next to my parents’ bed. My sister Margret Pentelow Quayle has been spending her summers here since 1939, and my husband Bob first visited in 1948. 

My mother’s parents, Catherine and Harold Small, had a cottage on Ronville Road, an area Catherine had learned to love while staying with her parents, the first generations, at Ronville Lodge in the late 1800s. My father’s parents, Maude and Mitchener (William) Pentelow, purchased 64 acres of open plain on Seabreeze Road, across Ten Mile Bay from Ronville Road, in 1904. It has been in our family since that time. 

The property had been a farm, and its big old house, St. Leonard’s House, goes back to the 1800s and now belongs to my sister. A lean-to shed served as our kitchen, with a humungous stove and a walk-in icebox, with white butcher paper and shelves. During the winter, local men cut ice from the lake, and stored it in blocks in an icehouse, with sawdust between the blocks to keep it from melting in the summer. The blocks would be transferred to the icebox piece by piece during the summer. A green grocer came every week, and we also got produce from the Chevalier farm at the end of the old sand road. Their cows grazed near out house, and the cowbells woke us up in the morning. 

The beautiful spring at the lake is still the source of our water. We would carry up two pails of water three times a day, of course, now it is pumped up. There used to be a dug well by the house with a hand pump; this water was used only for washing dishes and laundry, and it was heated on the huge wood stove in the kitchen. There was always a giant iron pot of water simmering on the back of the stove. The laundry was done in tubs sitting on a wooden stand, and I remember wringing out sheets and clothes by hand. We had an outhouse behind the shed that I painted for the first time in pink and grey in 1950. I dug the last garbage pit at about the same time. 
We children spent the entire summer at the lake with our mother. It took us three days to get here by car from Illinois. Dad began with two weeks holiday, worked up to six weeks and then took early retirement. Summer was a time of great freedom to play hide-and-seek with two older cousins. We would often hide in the sawdust in the icehouse, and once we hid in the big walk-in icebox, where one of us knocked over a pitcher of cream.

As we grew older, we hiked together, sometimes to Mountain Lake or Dumbell Lake. You could usually find us in or on the water. We would paddle to Dorset, then up Paint Lake Creek to Paint Lake to fish. It would take most of the day and evening to get there and back, and we would stop at various points along he shoreline to rest and enjoy the scenery. Bigwin Island and Ronville Lodge were also favourite paddles. Seldom did an evening go by that we wouldn’t end up at Ronville Lodge to eat hamburgers, drink malts and dance on the veranda to music from a fancy, large jukebox. 
I have never missed a summer on our beautiful lake, arriving the first week of June and leaving just in time for my children to go back to school. In 1975, my husband and I built our year round home not far from the old house, and it is filled with 5th and 6th generations all summer and at the Christmas holidays. 

There were always boats in our lives. The Iroquois came to the Seabreeze dock; about 5 minutes walk from our house, to make deliveries. Grandma Small always had several children in an old rowboat, and cedar strip boats were as numerous as children. The Smalls were well-known paddlers; my mother Frances and her sister Gretchen, later Gretchen Bell, paddled in the Bigwin Island Regatta every summer, and won the ladies doubles for five consecutive years in the early 1920s. Several of their prizes are still in our home today. Our granddaughter, Lindsey Nickalls, 6th generation, is now in her late teens. As a 12 year old she won a third place medal in canoeing for twelve and under at the LOB regatta. It would seem that the traditions of her great-grandmother are being carried on. 
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