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RECOLLECTIONS OF A WONDERLAND

By Dean C. Mathews

[My Uncle Dean reminiscing about the Lake of Bays]
Published in the Huntsville Forester

“The Guide”, Labour Day Edition, 1987

Perhaps the most difficult decision of my life was that made this summer to dispose of our property on the Lake of Bays.  Originally purchased by my father from Boyce Cunnington Sr. in 1913, enhanced by construction of the “little cottage” in 1914, added to by the purchase of the adjoining Naismith property in 1928 (the “big cottage”), enlarged by my purchase of land from neighbour Joe Taplin in 1970, and perfected by construction of a year-around house in 1972 and guesthouse in 1974, it has been a source of enjoyment by our family for the past 72 years (but only 66 for me).

Having been resident there for part of every year since 1920, usually summer but occasionally winter and the seasons in between, I’ve seen the area evolve from the pristine remoteness of those early post-logging and settlement days to the present still beautiful vacation-land status. I have fond memories of scenes, events, and people that will never fade, and it occurs to me that some of those recollections might be of interest to those now enjoying that lovely lake region.

Never will I forget the very early morning arrivals in Huntsville aboard the Ontario Northland.  We’d have spent the previous day in Toronto where my mother shopped at T. Eaton for supplies of staples for the entire summer, and then have waited in the station (later on at the Royal York after it was built) until the train departed late at night.  Our Pullman car would be dropped off in Huntsville where we’d be awakened in early morning in time to catch the morning boat.  The sights and sounds and smells are still with me the log booms in the bay the smell of tanbark the cold, crisp air sounds of the sawmill the wood smoke coming from the funnel of one of the two steamboats at the wharf telling us whether we’d be going to North Portage on the Algonquin or on the Ramona.

In my mind I can still hear the steam whistle announcing our departure the clang of the Captain’s bell signaling the engine room… churning astern as we backed away from the wharf and headed upriver to the Town Dock, and then through the narrow opening as the operator of the swing bridge manually turned it with his huge wheel just wide enough for the boat to pass through.  On up the river into Fairy Lake, past the island known as the Scotch Bonnet, into the canal where our wake would pull the pond lilies underwater as we passed, finally into Peninsula Lake and at long last arriving at North Portage.

The little train would be waiting, its two black engines puffing wood smoke through their smokestack screen bonnets, letting off steam from their boilers, and waiting for baggage and freight to be unloaded from the boat and into the red baggage car.  To a little guy, it always seemed to take forever!  We knew that we should sit in the last seat of the second open passenger car, facing backwards (the backs could be flopped over so that one could face either way from each seat) because we’d remember that the train would pull away from the wharf, go forward for perhaps one quarter mile, and then back across the portage . . . and we’d be in the very front seat!  I can still hear the puffing engines and the squeal of the wheels as we rounded the sharp curves on the shore of a tiny lake part way across, then began our descent to the wharf at South Portage on the Lake of Bays.  There the Mohawk Belle and the Iroquois awaited, side-by-side.  If we were going on the farther boat, all passengers and freight crossed the lower deck of the first boat into the second.  Again the loading process, the gangplank finally pulled aboard by its shiny rings, one man on each side, the whistle, the bells, the vibration of the steam engine revving up the propeller, and we were on our way again.  A stop at Britannia, a slow-down at Point Ideal to put off the mail into their relay boat (the bay was too shallow for the “Big Boat”), perhaps a stop at Buena Vista, next to Glenmount, then on to Bigwin.  Usually a long stop there as passengers and freight and mail and baggage for that destination were the real reasons for the steamboats to be in business.  C. O. Shaw owned both Bigwin Inn and the Huntsville & Lake of Bays Navigation Company.  After leaving there, just one more stop at Grove Park before arriving at our destination, Port Cunnington.  (Had we stayed aboard, the boat would stop once more, at Fox Point, before going on to Dorset.)

All during the navigation season the arrival of the “Big Boats” was a major event on every day but Sunday.  They were the only connection with the outside world, brought passengers to and from the lodges, carried the Royal Mail to the post office at each stop, and brought in supplies.  I’ll always remember Mr. Cunnington on the dock when each boat arrived, handing over the outgoing mailbag, receiving the incoming mail, carrying it over his shoulder up the hill to the post office where he’d lock the door behind him and we’d soon hear the pounding of his canceling stamp.  When that stopped we knew that the mail was ready and he’d soon open the door and let us in.  “Any mail for us today, Mr. Cunnington?”  And his response was always, “What’s the name?”  Then we’d laugh because we knew that he knew us as well as his kids Charlie and Mary and Winnie with whom we played (except when they had to work).  And no one could ever miss the arrival of the boats usually the Mohawk Belle early in the morning and at noon, the Iroquois in the evening because their steam whistles announcing their approach could be heard far away.

I’ll remember going to the Cunnington’s and the Boothby’s farmhouses as a boy to get perishables, usually listed for me by mother on a piece of birchbark.  To Mrs. Boothby’s on churning day, for then the butter would be just made, and if I took a pail with me (which my mother made sure I always did) Mrs. Boothby would fill it with fresh, cold buttermilk.  I can still taste it, with those golden flecks of fresh unsalted butter floating on the surface.  (No worries about cholesterol ins those days.)  There would be bread if she’d baked that morning, eggs from her chicken coop, and perhaps even a chicken for dinner.  She would say “Oh say now”, and go out the back kitchen door into the hen yard, chase and catch one, and wring its neck, after which it would run around awhile before collapsing.   I always wondered how a chicken could do that without its head!  If it was about 11:00 in the morning it would be lunchtime, and the boys Art, Roy, and Fred would be in from the fields and Mrs. Boothby, with Ada and Jenny helping, would be trying to quench those great appetites with food from the kitchen wood stove.  You’ve never seen such a table, loaded with meat and vegetables and baked goods!  By that time the rest of the family Ed, Jack, Billy, May and Lizzie had married and moved away, but all were nearby. 

At the Cunnington’s kitchen I’d stop for more supplies huge loaves of fresh, homemade bread vegetables from the garden and always some conversation.  From time to time, Charlie and his half-brother, Joe Taplin, would slaughter a lamb, and we’d feast on Muskoka lamb for the next few days.  (Mrs. Cunnington always made sure that all parts were spoken for before butchering.)  Our milk came from the Cunnington’s cows and in the early years Charlie always brought it over every morning in a pail.  Unpasteurized, of course, it tasted quite different from milk in the city . . . as kids we always called it “cow milk”.  In those years, Charlie brought over ice for our icebox from the Cunnington’s ice house every few days.

A special treat was the arrival of Mr. Langmaid and his Supply Boat every Tuesday.  If one wanted him to stop, all that was necessary was to tie a white towel in a branch near the dock.  He always had bananas and fresh fruit which were quite a luxury to us in those days.  Other than the fresh meats, poultry, vegetables and dairy items from the two nearby farms, our meals were derived from the staples shipped in from T. Eaton . . . canned fruit and vegetables, flour and rice, etc., and dried fruit.

Of course I’ll remember our daily routine, especially in years when I was growing up and able to be of some help.  After breakfast came the chores;   first among these was water.  Drinking water came in buckets from the spring down the shore trail.  We had no aversion to drinking lake water, but water from the spring was so clear, and always very cold.  Next was pumping lake water.  My sisters and I took turns on the big standup two-handed pump out in front, at least 100 pumps to fill the upper barrel (which provided running water for the first kitchen and also for the toilet which only my grandmother was allowed to use. . . the rest of us used the two-holer back in the woods), and then another 100 pumps or more to fill the huge wooden iron-ringed lower barrel, used for wash water, for kitchen use, for filling the reservoir of the wood stove in the back kitchen, for filling the pitchers in all the bedrooms, for filling the teakettles, and so on.

We had an ice house at the “Big Cottage” in those days, and my next chore was to check the icebox, see how much ice was needed, shovel through the sawdust and find a piece of about the right size chip it to size if necessary, carry it outside with ice tongs, wash off the sawdust, and put it in the ice chest. Then after carrying in firewood to the back kitchen as well as to the living room, splitting and bringing kindling to both places, it was time to go swimming, or fishing, or whatever project seemed to be in order.

At least once each summer the Indians came by in canoes filled with their handiwork of the previous winter, along with supplies and duffle to sustain them on their travels.  They stopped wherever invited to lay out their wares beautiful birchbark boxes and other items decorated with porcupine quills in exquisite patterns, hand sewn deerskin moccasins, wood carvings, and a variety of birchbark, wood and leather items for all ages.  They always traveled as families, often with children, and camped wherever nightfall found them as there were miles of uninhabited shoreline.

The activities at Bigwin in those days are unforgettable for instance, the annual Regatta with its swimming, canoe, and rowboat races (and later on, the tilting contests in which Sid Turner and I always won second place, never first!), the dancing in the huge ballroom over the boat slips at the lake shore, and the Sunday evening concerts.   In those days the cottagers were more than welcome, and provided quite a bit of the activity at the resort.  We always paddled to the back of the island, parked our canoes in the bush near the Bigwin ice house which was next to the stables, and walked across.  The girls carried their dancing shoes, stopped to put them on before we reached the Rotunda, hiding their tennis shoes under the boardwalk near the help’s quarters.  Lovely dances every night but Sunday a full orchestra played all that memorable music of the 30’s and then stood up at precisely 11:00pm (midnight on Saturdays) and played “God Save the King”, the dancers all standing at rigid attention, whereupon we departed for the Tearoom if we were prepared to splurge.  A lemon coke cost a whole dime!  Tuesday nights were the busiest and most fun because all of the help were invited to dance that night mostly college students earning a summer work-vacation.  Other nights were a little stuffier and more formal.  We used to say that Bigwin was for the “newly-weds and the nearly-deads”.  After all, the rates, American Plan, were $5 per day, and up!

The Sunday evening concerts in the Rotunda were a little different and not quite as much fun for kids.  Usually there would be a featured artist on the program, supported by a small orchestral group.  They were quite formal white flannels with blue blazer at the very least, some men in tuxedos; long dresses for the ladies, of course.  Mr. Shaw was always in evidence at these affairs, wearing his tuxedo.  Since he had a very strict rule against alcohol on the island, we always assumed his purpose was to keep an eye on the guests and make sure no one was cheating.  He was known to have asked guests to leave the island when found in violation of the rule, but we knew that the bellhops had a rather special source of income by providing booze to guests who arrived unaware of the rule and unprepared!

The caddy camp was located on the back of the island in a clearing just above where the dry dock was built later.  The caddies were not involved in the work at the hotel all that help lived in quarters in back of the tennis courts.  It must have been a great summer activity for those boys, camping in a well-equipped facility at such a beautiful spot and caddying every day on a lovely 18-hole golf course for spending money!  The camp was run in the manner of a scout or military camp, with bugle calls for “reveille” in the morning, “soupy beans” at mess-time, and “taps” at night.  Even now I can hear that haunting bugle call echoing over the lake at twilight.  In later years I played that golf course many times.  Beautiful woods-lined fairways and several water holes it paid to be straight off the tee boxes!

Above all I’ll remember square dances!  I think of some very early ones, held in the Cunnington’s dining room when I was still too small to dance.  Later, after the road came in, Fred Boothby built the “Golden Slipper” near the farmhouse, and a square dance was held there every Wednesday night.  Mrs. Boothby and Jenny made and served the salmon or cucumber sandwiches, along with cake and tea at midnight and danced and took turns along with Art and Fred in tending the tuck shop.  Roy was the caller, and an excellent one!  He could call from the platform, or while dancing, and his deep resonant voice could be heard regardless of how many squares were dancing.  Occasionally his cousin Stan Boothby would call with him, and at those times they’d call together from the platform, singing the old local favorites like Nellie Gray, or Buffalo Girls.  I can hear them yet, and still remember the words and the tunes.  Art Boothby was the ticket taker, and bouncer if needed.  He had the proper stature for the job for he was a huge man in those days and strong as a bull, even though mild mannered and friendly, always ready with a smile when bringing around the huge teapot at midnight.  

How I wish it had been possible to make a recording in those days of the Port Cunnington orchestra which played for the dances!  They were great!  Mrs. Mel Monroe (Lil) on the piano, Percy Cunnington playing fiddle along with Will Munroe, and Tom Munroe on the guitar.  Will was the lead violin he always started the tune, Golden Slippers or whatever it was to be, and then the rest joined in one by one.  My memory brings back one particular night arriving at the dance after it had started, paddling over to a full moon and while out on the water, hearing the dance under way; the music the sound of the caller the thumping of the dancers boots on the polished hardwood floor.  How could one beat a whole evening’s entertainment, starting at 9:00 o’clock after the cows were milked and chores done, and including supper at midnight plus one square afterwards and all for 35 cents?!

At one time during the 1930’s the Cunningtons built a dance hall too, perhaps as competition for the Golden Slipper.  It was seldom used for that purpose, however, and later became the site for Sunday evening services of St. James mission until Mr. Cunnington gave the land for the present church site.  The carpentry in the construction of that church on the new site was done by Billy Boothby and his cousin Stan, and its warm and simple style, inside and out, stands today as tribute to their skills.   With strong support down through the years by the Cunnington family first by Mr. Boyce Cunnington Sr., then by his son Charlie, and now by the latter’s son Doug and his family St. James Anglican Church has been and remains a strong influence on the rich quality of life in the Port Cunnington area.

In those days we paddled everywhere.  There were no roads, of course.  There were a few outboards beginning to appear, Johnson 5 and 10 HP being the most popular anything larger was too cantankerous and difficult to start.  But those were depression years, and few had money for gas even if there had been a place to buy it.  We thought nothing of paddling to Dorset or to Baysville for a regatta, or to Fox Point for a coke.  Going to Dorset we’d pass the Turner’s place on their island, the Stockard’s at Sea Breeze, the Chevalier farm, the Neilson’s place and that’s all except for miles of beautiful untouched shoreline.  Fishing for bass I often trolled along the shore from Port Cunnington, down the channel past Billy Boothby’s (later Ross Toms’s place), Park Place (the abandoned Walmsley farm, later Cove Marina), Montgomery’s point, Point Ideal, then Cockshutt’s place Glen Cove, and on to Dwight Bay and perhaps to Oxtongue River and return.  I’d use a piece of a tin can for a spinner, followed by a fluff of white deer tail over a gang-hook (a trick I learned from Boyce Cunnington III (Little Boyce)) and always found bass plentiful (as were trout as well).  On several occasions Sid Turner and I paddled to Dwight or to South Portage for a square dance, canoeing to the end of Haystack Bay, carrying across Cockshutt’s Portage, and then returning after the dance by the same route.  Sometimes several of us would paddle to Marsh’s Falls to swim or picnic.

I will remember many trips into Algonquin Park.  In the early days, before the road was in, we’d go up the Oxtongue River, with carries around Marsh’s Falls,  a long three mile carry around the rapids, around Oxtongue Lake dam, two tough and steep carries around Ragged Falls and High (Gravel) Falls, another around Whiskey Rapids, then South Tea Lake dam.  From there on into the park by many routes.  I have fond memories of so many lakes and campsites: Canoe, Joe, Burnt Island, Otter Slides, Merchant, Happy Isle, Opeongo, Proulx, the Crows, LaMuir, Hogan, and other lakes.  In the latter we found the very best trout fishing ever, although in most lakes we could just put out a line without slowing down and have fish for supper.

Camping then was simple a tea pail, a pan, an axe, some bacon (for grease), biscuit mix, some dried fruit, fishing tackle, along with blankets and ponchos was all that was needed.  We learned how to arrange our duffle so that we could carry the portages just once.  Meeting other campers was an exciting event, and of course the ranger cabins were available for use if not already occupied.  Later, an ideal “tripping” canoe was built at the Lake of Bays by Ken Langford, made on forms of his own design  broad beamed, yet fast and light.  I think those forms are still in existence, perhaps being used for building canoes somewhere in the area.  Ken, whose mother was Margaret Salmon, second child of Tom Salmon who came to the Lake of Bays to trap in 1870 and settled at Fox Point, worked for Mr. Molesworth and later took over his marina on the south shore.  In earlier years, Mr. Asbury of Dwight built rowboats of similar high quality.  His daughters Mary and Nellie married Fred Boothby and Charlie Cunnington.

Eventually we could drive into Cache Lake or into Opeongo and go on from there.  I remember doing that the first year the road was in I would guess about 1935.  Prior to that time the only access was by river, as described above, or by rail from Scotia Junction.  That first visit by road was rough and dusty, but wild and beautiful it seemed almost urbane in comparison to my mother and father’s description of their honeymoon trip through the Park in 1909, with Tom Salmon as guide.  I remember seeing the remains of the huge log chutes, built of squared timbers and fastened together and anchored with iron pins, used to carry logs in the spring drive around the various falls.  Pins used to anchor the dam structures built in connection with the chutes may still be seen embedded in the rock at High Falls and Ragged Falls, and probably at a number of sites in the Park.

I won’t forget the evenings lying on our backs on the dock watching the stars hearing cowbells tinkle in the soft summer night the lambs baa-a-ing in the open meadows around Port Cunnington watching the moon rise over Fox Point.  I will remember the singsongs on our front verandah . sister Frances playing her violin while I played my clarinet, or more often the harmonica.  My sister Helen was the most musical of the three, but her instrument was the piano so she just had to sing.   She and my mother and grandmother had beautiful voices, so we sang all the old songs together.  Or, if the weather was inclement, we’d be inside around a crackling warm fire, the kerosene lamps casting their warm and soft light and shadows and we’d play “I Spy”, or “Simon Says”, or “Ring on the String”, doing jigsaw puzzles, playing cards (but never on Sunday!), or many other games which were enjoyed by young and old alike.

I’ll remember the little multicolored framed mottos in each bedroom.  In Fran’s room was “Let me live in my house by the side of the road, and be a friend to man etc”.  In mine was “I shall pass through this world but once.  Any good, therefore, that I can do, or any kindness I can show to any human being, let me do it now.  Let me not defer or neglect it, for I shall not pass this way again.”  Pretty corny, I suppose, by today’s rules, but all part of a value system which was instilled in and still is a part of my life.  When I moved to New York many years later as a senior officer of a Fortune 500 company, I had that motto cast in bronze and mounted in the offices of each of my division presidents, to remind them daily of their responsibilities to their families, associates, employees, customers, and communities.

It never occurred to anyone that the Big Boats were nearing the end of their usefulness they were too much a part of the fabric of life for the settler families and for the summer residents, but the roads were beginning their inexorable progress.  First a road from Bracebridge to Norway Point and Bigwin Hotel guests could drive, leave their cars and take the “Bigwin” to the island.  Soon it was shuttling back and forth all day and half the night during the season.  Next the road was extended to Long Lake.  There Mr. Molesworth built his house (later occupied by wood carver Weldon Tracey), his boat livery, and later his “Museum”.  The first year or two that we drove instead of traveling by train and boat we left our car at Molesworth”s and he ferried us across the lake to our place.

Meanwhile the road to Port Cunnington was moving forward hard, back breaking work with axes, crosscut saws, teams pulling stumps with chains, scoops for leveling and stone boats to move rock.  Explosives were used, but sparingly, as drilling was slow and hard work.  It was dangerous too, with one man holding and turning the drill between sledge hammer blows by a gang of two or three others.  All the able-bodied men of the settler families put in their time on the roads in lieu of taxes.

Finally it was through about 1933 I would guess and we made our first automobile trip direct to Port Cunnington. little scary, at first, as the rock cut across from Tapley’s was so narrow that a car could just barely get by. Then for many years, until after the war when the road was extended past our property, Mr. Cunnington was kind enough to allow us to leave our car at the Port going the rest of the way on foot or by boat.

Not many years after the war the Big Boats were idled, and eventually came to ignominious and sad ends for such grand old ladies!  The remains of the Iroquois now lie under the fill at South Portage landing, while almost all Lake of Bays residents have seen the fading skeleton of the Mohawk Belle in what remains of the Dry Dock on the back of Bigwin Island.

Days I recall so well and always enjoyed were those when Mr. Cunnington would guide friends and guests to his old, original log cabin.  Once he took my father and me to see the location and remains of the sod hut in which he lived during his first winter in Muskoka in 1877.  It was beside Cockshutt’s Portage and at that time it was nothing more than an indentation in the ground.  I remember wondering how anyone could survive in such a place, especially in wintertime!  

On many occasions I went with him to see his original log cabin, weathered but the chinked logs and hand split shingles still in place.  It was on high ground, perhaps a mile from the lake shore, and about half way between the present Green Point and Point Ideal Roads.  We’d go up the old road out of the Cunnington’s barnyard to the “fallow field”.  (Today the Port Cunnington Community Center stands there.  It was formerly a schoolhouse replacing a schoolhouse on the same site which, in turn, replaced the original schoolhouse on Haystack Bay).  Through the “fallow field”, then through a woods into another field, then through a thick, treed fence-row, and into the field where his cabin stood.  Now those fields are all grown over, with only occasional piles of boulders painstakingly removed from the soil in those early years now remaining in the woods to mark that early effort.  Today the cabin is gone too the last time I visited there several years ago only a small mound of rotted timbers in the fully grown forest marked the spot.  If I didn’t have photographs of Mr. Cunnington there, along with me as a boy, I wouldn't believe that nature could take back man’s work so quickly and completely.

Berries!  When I was a small boy much of what is now forested had been cleared and was used as pasture for cows and sheep.  The fields were mottled with piles of boulders, gathered and hauled by the settlers in their early efforts to till the rocky and unyielding soil.  Around and through these piles, and along the fences separating and delineating the fields grew raspberries in profusion in such quantities, in fact, that during their season the supply was unlimited.  Almost daily, after swimming in the afternoon when we were very small, my mother would hand each of a pail and send us off to our field to warm up in the late afternoon sun by picking raspberries.  “Come home when your pail is full”, she’d say.  Safe bet!  Then later in the season the blackberries would arrive in like abundance.  Blueberries too in great numbers and easy to pick if one knew where to look.  Our favorite spot for these was the east end of Bigwin Island which was very rocky, sunny, and bare of timber then, especially around the old stone quarry where the rock for construction of Bigwin Inn was mined.

Another of my regrets is that I never had the opportunity during those early years to be at the lake during wintertime.  I’ve often wished that I could have seen that Port Cunnington hockey team in action . . . Charlie in goal, Fred Boothby and Boyce at wing, Reggie Goad, Art and Roy Boothby playing defense.  I remember the original rink in the fields back of the Cunnington’s barn, and the later rink on Boothby land in back of our place.  Remains of the boards and warming house are still there, now surrounded and enveloped by woods.  From such sites sprang the original 6 team National Hockey League, and I’ve often thought that in today’s 20 team NHL, with big pay and long term contracts, any of these could have been stars.  In fact, Fred’s son Borden still came close, even during the six team era.

Weather is a unique phenomenon in Muskoka.  the prevailing westerly winds pick up moisture from never frozen Lake Superior and from Lake Huron, and when over land again bring us a kaleidoscope of weather patterns.  In my memory are recollections of thunderstorms with torrents of rain and brilliant explosive fireworks of thunder and lightning  memories of warm, moonlit nights of bright sunny days, days when the lake was calm and still as a mirror and days when a strong west wind pushed white capped dark blue waves through the “channel” with a roar warm spring days when the Trillium and the Ladyslippers seemed to burst from the forest floor hot summer days when the Indian Pipes would follow suit autumn days with the fir trees at water’s edge silhouetting their dark green majesty against the red and yellow background of the deciduous forest winter days with snow. Snow falling steadily, and on still days and nights, building to impossible heights before spilling and days when clouds and sky and forest and lake all blended to form ever-changing scenes of color and light.

I’ll remember too the still later years times when my own children shared the same experiences, but different, in a way, with motor boats and cars and water skis and the like.  Just as much fun, but not the same.  Daily chores were all but eliminated with the arrival of roads and power.  The whole life-style changed not just for the summer visitors but for the local families whose parents and grandparents had settled there to make a living in a beautiful but harsh environment.  All changed as a result of two things the availability of electric power and even more importantly perhaps, development of internal combustion engines and their application to everything from cars and boats to bulldozers and chain saws.  As a result, the area could develop and be made available and comfortable for more people.  It may be said that the old days were great and they were but few would really want to go back to them.  It is comforting to me that responsible people, Paul and Anna Stafford, have taken over ownership and operation of Port Cunnington Lodge, and have retained all the Victorian elegance of the original hotel, but added amenities in keeping with the needs and requirements of today’s clientele.

Most of all, I’ll remember the friends I’ve known and loved over the years in this beautiful place.  The settler families I’ve known since I was a child  folks I once accompanied into the fields in late afternoon to get the cows folks with whom I went to school on the first schooldays of fall, through the fields and woods to the old schoolhouse on Haystack Bay folks with whom I’ve danced and played cards and broken bread and tipped a glass.  Folks who are still here, and others who have gone on.  I’ll remember fondly so many summer visitors who have come to this place over so many years many from the U.S. in the early years, now mostly from Ontario.  I’ll remember with a special feeling the friends in Huntsville Rotary who were kind enough to make me an honorary member and who have shared with me on so many occasions in their homes in their places of business and at various Rotary functions the good fellowship that comes with working and playing together.

There is another significant change that I have observed between now and the early days and this one worries me.  The fishing I remember is gone I see very few minnows any more.  The crayfish on which bass used to feed are missing.  The pollywogs are no longer seen.  The freshwater plankton which used to serve as fodder for all aquatic life has disappeared.  I don’t see the water lilies, and kingfishers, and the loons in abundance now.  Much of this may be the unfortunate but natural result of the evolution from wilderness to vacation land.  But I have a real concern that acid precipitation and atmospheric pollution is a serious contributing factor.   I have tested hundred of rainfalls in Muskoka, finding many readings in the highly acidic 3.5ph range.

It is important that all of us maintain pressure on both Canadian and United States governments to resolve and correct the problem.  That won’t be easy as the whole atmospheric question precipitation of the acids of sulphur and nitrogen the “greenhouse effect” resulting from increased concentration of carbon dioxide over supply of ozone at the earth’s surface and depletion in the stratosphere these are interrelated, complex, difficult and massive issues which do not lend themselves to simple solutions.  It is important that we do not waste our time and effort and money on independent test programs  an enormous amount of highly sophisticated testing is already underway in both countries and around the world.  We should devote our efforts to bringing about action, even if it is long term, for these are issues which must be addressed and resolved.  For the first time in several years, it appears that our political climates are becoming more receptive to such efforts.

Our family having belonged to and supported the Lake of Bays Association almost since its founding, it is with some sadness that I sever those ties.  It has been an honor for me to serve on the Board of Directors of that organization for the past few years, and it has been a matter of embarrassment and regret that because of distance, it has been impossible for me to be more of a participating and contributing member.  Minnesota and Arizona, our homes away from the Lake of Bays, are far distant.  Your association must continue strong and effective efforts to maintain the quality of life we all enjoy and associate with our beloved Lake of Bays.  Standing together, the residents can make that happen but going in individual, separate directions, the result can be disaster I’m confident that the Lake of Bays Association won’t let that happen.

Dean C. Mathews

Minneapolis, Minnesota

December 1986   
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